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Card Game With Couples

With couples, cards, and lots of lascivious behavior, this story isn't exactly new territory for me. But sometimes you just have to play the hits.

Everyone here is over 18.

Shortly after our tenth anniversary, two things happened that changed my marriage forever.

First, Kirstin -- my beautiful, brunette spouse -- broke out in bright red splotches all over her body. She hadn't had so much as a pimple in decades, now she was breaking out like crazy. Then, a few days later, I woke up so dizzy that I could barely stand. For weeks, I was in a constant state of feeling like I'd just stepped off a roller coaster.

Eventually, Kirstin's gynecologist determined that my wife was having an allergic reaction to her birth control and suggested that she switch over to a non-hormone-based IUD. Soon after, I saw a specialist who theorized that I had a condition called vestibular migraine and prescribed a low dose of a generic SSRI which had been shown to be effective.

Both of us were dubious about our respective resolutions. But a few days after Kirstin stopped taking her pill, the hives went away completely. And after some time with the SSRI, sure enough, my dizziness disappeared (mostly, it was never a complete cure). Even better, I haven't had a migraine since.

However, there were also two significant consequences. Without the pill, Kirstin was no longer protected, and -- for some reason I've never been able to understand -- the gynecologist wanted to wait a few months before installing the IUD. We bought condoms, but neither of us could get into using them. And Kirstin was paranoid about pulling out. So, we basically stopped having sex.

Ironically, ejaculation was central to my issues, as well. One of the side effects of an SSRI, even at a low dose, is what they call delayed orgasm. Basically, I couldn't cum. Not without a lot of work, anyway. You might think that this would have encouraged my wife to risk unprotected sex, but you'd be wrong.

This was a temporary dilemma, of course. Kirstin would get her IUD. I would eventually be able to lower the dose of my medication or even stop it entirely. It would have been a little bump in the road. A pothole in an almost perfect stretch of marriage.

Almost.

*

We weren't even supposed to be spending the afternoon together.

I was hosting a boardgame day with my friend from work, Kevin, and his wife, Gwen. Kirstin, on the other hand, was going out to meet her own work friend, a woman named Lauren, to finish up some projects.

It was a dreary, drippy Saturday morning in the early fall. The trees were starting to turn, but the leaves had yet to drop. I was so involved in getting the apartment ready for my day, I startled when I saw my wife walk out of our bedroom.

You could see the difference in our plans by our outfits. I was in a t-shirt and jeans, looking like I'd just rolled out of bed. Meanwhile, Kirstin was wearing a dark skirt, heels, and a white button-down blouse. She'd even done her makeup and popped in her diamond stud earrings.

"Wow, I thought you guys were just going to grab a table at Starbucks," I said.

Kirstin came over and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek. She was on the tall side for a woman, about 5'7". Despite being in her mid-thirties, she'd kept her college body. Her dark brown hair hung down past her shoulders. All done up, she looked ready to give a professional presentation rather than pop out for a quick weekend work project.

"Lauren says we might go out afterwards," Kirstin said, a coy grin sneaking across her sweetheart face, "She wants me to meet her new boyfriend."

I knew Lauren had recently escaped from an ugly divorce. No kids, thankfully, but her ex was a real piece of work who'd managed to make everything difficult for her. Lauren was, well, I'll say that she and I were not great friends. But no one deserves to be treated like that. I was glad she was seeing someone new.

"You look like you're setting up for quite the afternoon yourself there, Jacob," Kirstin said, eyeing the stack of boxes I'd put out on the kitchen table. Kirstin, despite being an apex geek who loved science fiction, was not into gaming. She indulged my obsession, but it wasn't her thing.

Fortunately, I'd found Kevin. A relatively new hire in another department, Kevin was nearly a decade younger than me. But we'd bonded immediately over our mutual love of cardboard games. We regularly got together for Twilight Struggle, Settlers of Catan, Brass Birmingham, Eclipse, and others. Kevin's wife, Gwen, wasn't a big gamer, but she was willing to play along. It meant we usually had three players (four when I talked Kirstin into joining), which was good enough for a good time.

There was a buzz at the door and Kirstin went over to answer.

"It's Lauren!" the voice said through the intercom.

"Be right down," Kirstin said. She turned and glanced out the window. Our apartment building was an old factory that had been turned into hyper-modern, open-concept apartments. One of the many benefits of the layout (along with the vintage hardware floors and a ton of cool architectural details) was that we had massive windows overlooking everything. "You think I'll need my umbrella?"

I glanced down at my phone. "Weather says cloudy all day, but no rain," I said.

Kirstin reached for a raincoat, then stopped herself and shrugged. I was caught by my wife's appearance once again. Her hose showed off her long legs and her heels made her little butt pop out in that tight, dark skirt. Her white blouse did similar wonders for her sizeable bust, as if the cloth could barely contain what was beneath.

Kirstin caught me looking and she smiled, wistfully. "Only a few more weeks till I get the IUD."

I could only nod in resigned agreement. I knew that, even if we could have sex, the SSRI was certain to keep me from enjoying it as much as I might. It didn't bother me as much as you might think, though. In truth, the thing that turned me on more than anything wasn't the thought of my own orgasm -- it was watching Kirstin cum. The way her face flushed. Her mouth hung open. Deep green eyes rolled back. Taut body trembling.

"You sure we couldn't...?" I said, rolling my wrist for emphasis. Though we'd agreed that intercourse off the table while Kirstin was off her meds, we could have gotten creative. There are lots of things two consenting adults can do without risking pregnancy. But for whatever reason, we'd stopped cold.

Ten years is a long time to be married. Kirstin and I had met in our early twenties and got engaged soon after. We were a good couple, complimentary, but I think the decade mark hit us both harder than we realized. It was easy to blame other things for our sudden chastity, but I think it was a symptom of a larger issue: we'd gotten comfortable.

I know that sounds like a good thing. It is a good thing. But there's a reason stories end at 'happily ever after.' If there's no tension anymore, no one cares. When the audience is bored, that's a problem. When your marriage is tedious, that can be a disaster.

"Wow, board games really getting you going," Kirstin said, teasing. Then she straightened out, serious. "We've talked about this. I don't want kids, Jacob, and I'm not willing to risk it."

"I can barely even cum as it is," I said.

"You don't have to," Kirstin said, "Your naughty little friend spits out sperm even when you aren't ejaculating." She caught me making a pouty face and softened. "I know. It's been hard for me too. Just a little longer."

"I could do other things for you," I said.

Kirstin smirked as the image entered her mind. "Maybe," she said, "After all our friends go home."

"Of course."

Almost as soon as Kirstin left, the door buzzed again, and I let Kevin and Gwen up to the apartment. Kevin greeted me first. He gave me a warm handshake, clasping my elbow with his free hand as he did it. He was tall and skinny with wavy dark hair. Kirstin says he's attractive and I guess I can see it. She also says he's a beanpole. I could definitely see that.

His wife, Gwen, came up and gave me a brief hug. I didn't need Kirstin to tell me that Gwen was super cute. She was short, around 5'3" maybe, with sparking blue eyes and long, light brown hair that hung down to her backside. Gwen was a girl next door type, always wearing sweaters and jeans. But it was impossible for her to hide the curvy body she kept beneath. Especially her chest, which looked liable to topple her over at any moment. My wife was no slouch when it came to breast size, but next to Gwen she looked flat-chested.

"It's too bad Kirstin couldn't join," Kevin said, as he sat down at the table. I knew he was thinking about his own wife. Gwen's bubbly personality and positive attitude made her pleasant to play games with. But it was easier for her when another woman was around.

"Some work thing," I said, "But maybe she'll be back in time for the after-dinner round."

We agreed to start with Flamme Rouge as a warmup, so I set out the cardboard tiles to form the racetrack. Kevin took the little blue plastic cyclists and, of course, Gwen chose the pink ones. We had the decks all shuffled and ready to go when there was a bright flash outside. A massive BOOM shook the entire apartment.

"Holy shit, did they just drop the big one?" Kevin asked. I didn't blame him, that had sounded a lot more aggressive than normal thunder. I tried to look out our window, but my view was immediately blocked by a torrent of water. As if someone was dumping the ocean out right over our apartment building.

"Fuck, Kirstin's out there right now," I said, thinking guiltily of before when I told her she wouldn't need rain gear. "I hope she found shelter before this started."

As if replying to my rumination, the door buzzed loudly.

I pushed the intercom and Kirstin shouted back at me. "I can't find my keys!"

A moment later, I heard a fleet of footsteps tromping up the stairs and then the apartment door flew open. Kirstin came in first, looking like a drowned rat. My pretty wife gave me a sour smile, then pushed past me.

"That came out of nowhere," she said, trying to be humorous. But I could tell her heart wasn't in it.

Kirstin's work friend Lauren followed immediately behind her. She was just as strikingly beautiful as I'd remembered. Medium height and thin as a rail, Lauren's usually platinum blonde hair was dark with wet and her pinkish skin was starting to shade purple from the cold. She waved hello, dismissive, and followed my wife inside.

Behind them was someone I did not expect. He was tall and broad shouldered, olive skinned, with curly dark hair that hung below his ears and a messy black beard. I realized this must be Lauren's new boyfriend.

"Dante," he said, giving my hand a firm, wet shake. He had a trace of an accent that I couldn't place. Even as he said hello, however, I noticed Dante was staring past me. I turned to see what had grabbed his attention.

My wife was standing in the middle of the kitchen. Her white blouse was plastered to her chest and quite see-through. Like I said, Kirstin wasn't as full-chested as Gwen, but she had more than enough. Even with her bra, I could see the pink of Kirstin's breasts and even make out the small dark circles of her areola.

Kirstin didn't seem to notice her predicament, but Dante definitely did. He was practically frozen in my doorway, watching my wife's chest like it might explain the secret of life to him if he stared long enough.

"Honey, maybe you should get changed into dry clothes," I said.

Kirstin looked down at her chest and her eyes went wide, mortified.

"Come on," Lauren said and grabbed Kirstin's hand, dragging her back to the bedroom, "I'm sure we can find something for me to change into, too."

"I'll get some clothes for you once they're done," I said to Dante, who was now watching my wife's backside as it swished down the hallway.

He turned and evaluated me, dubiously. I'm not in bad shape by any means, but I was at least half a foot shorter than him and not nearly as well built with a bit of post-marriage paunch. I guess Dante was wondering what I had that he could possibly fit into.

Kevin and Gwen introduced themselves to Dante. As he shook Gwen's hand, he gave her massive, sweater-covered chest an appreciative look. At least I knew it wasn't just my wife Dante had eyes for.

We all stared at each other uncomfortably, not saying a word. Dante stood in in the kitchen and watered my hardwood floors, while Kevin and Gwen took a good look at the architecture of my apartment. It was awkward as hell.

The only sound was Kirstin and Lauren in the bedroom, stumbling around and giggling as they got changed. The two of them had an odd friendship. As a child, Kirstin had been gawky and withdrawn. It wasn't till her thirties, well after we married, that she blossomed into this gorgeous, confident woman. Yet, she still saw herself as an outsider, almost surprised when people paid her attention.

Especially people like Lauren. The beautiful blonde woman was clearly used to being the center of everyone's attention. When they started working together and became friends, I think it had an outsized impact on Kirstin. She got to be friends with the popular girl. That meant a lot to her. Lauren, to her credit, never truly took advantage of Kirstin's obvious reverence, but it was clearly there.

Finally, both women came back into the main room to rescue us from our discomfort. Kirstin had put on her more usual weekend attire, a green v-neck shirt with a pair of dark jeans and flats. Lauren was also wearing Kirstin's clothes, although they hung much looser on her bony body. The blonde woman had chosen a deep red, wide-necked turtleneck, that hung below her waist. She also had on a pair of my wife's tan slacks.

With the women out, I went back into my bedroom and found some clothing I thought would work for Dante. I came back with a pile, expecting him to go get changed in one of the back rooms.

Instead, right there in the kitchen, Dante lifted off his shirt exposing a washboard stomach and defined, hairy pecs. Then he stepped out of his pants. Dante, Lauren's new boyfriend who I'd just met, was now standing in a pair of tight, black briefs in the middle of my apartment. Even I had to appreciate his physique.

Dante didn't pause or preen. He stepped into my blue mesh shorts and pulled on my grey, billowing hoodie. He gave everyone a dopey grin as his head popped out of the neck hole.

"Holy crap it's nasty out there," Kirstin said, looking purposefully out the window. But I could tell from the flush of her cheeks that she'd been staring somewhere else a moment before. "Definitely not going out in that again."

"You're welcome to stay and join us for game day," Kevin said. He and Gwen were both standing near the table, arms clasped chastely in front of them. Dante's display had all of us feeling a little uncomfortable, apparently.

Lauren looked over at Kevin like he'd just suggested we play with his Transformers. The skinny blonde was very pretty, I couldn't deny that. A gorgeous, thin face and a tight, though fairly featureless, body. I had a bit of a crush on her, despite my better instincts.

Because while Lauren got along fine with my wife, the blonde woman wasn't a nice person to most people. She had a way of making you feel like you were the frog, and she was the princess. And she didn't care if you were secretly a prince. It left me off balance with her: continually caught up in Lauren's overwhelming appearance, yet constantly reminded of her objectionable personality.

Lauren gave her usual, near-persistent sneer at the board games and anyone who would stoop to play them. Then she shot my wife a look as if to say, 'you wouldn't actually make me do this, would you?'

I decided to come to Lauren's rescue. "You and Kirstin had work, didn't you?"

"Yes," Lauren said, and she couldn't hide her satisfaction at the excuse, "We need to get that project done."

"We can't go out in this," Kirstin said, again gesturing to the window, "And there's nowhere to set up in the apartment. Besides, we weren't going to get much done after Dante showed up."

"I'm not going anywhere till the storm lets up," Dante said. He walked over to the table, "So, what were you planning on playing?"

Kevin immediately started to explain the game and how it worked, showing the tiny plastic cyclists, the deck of cards, and the racetrack.

"It's pretty simple to learn and a lot of fun once you get into it. But it's only for four people," Kevin concluded.

Dante nodded solemnly. Then he asked if we had anything to drink. I guess that stood as his well-reasoned critique of our afternoon plans.

Ordinarily, I wouldn't have been able to offer him much. Neither Kirstin nor I were big drinkers. Fortunately, I'd picked up some six packs for boardgame day, plus we had a bunch of leftover stuff from parties past that we'd never gotten around to emptying.

"Beer?" I asked, and Dante nodded. Kevin, Kirstin, and Gwen all wanted one and I got a bottle for myself, as well. Lauren however, just sighed and flounced over to the couch, flopping onto the cushions.

"Do you have anything else?" she asked, as if we were quite rude not to have anticipated her alcohol preferences.

"I think we have some merlot somewhere," I said. Lauren let me know that would be acceptable, so I poured her a glass.

"You guys can have your day," Kirstin said, taking a swig of her beer and sitting on the couch next to Lauren, "We'll watch Netflix and wait the storm out."

"Won't that be weird, us playing games while you watch TV?" I asked.

"Come on, let's find a game for all six of us," Gwen said, "It'll be a ton of fun."

"What about cards?" Dante asked, "We could all play poker. You know how to play?"

"I don't like to play against friends for money," Gwen said, "It's a good way to destroy a relationship."

"We don't have to play for money," Dante said, waggling his eyebrows at all three women.

"I wouldn't be comfortable with that, either," Kirstin said, looking pointedly at me. I noticed Gwen giving Kevin a similar look.

"Oh, come on, don't act like you've never played strip poker before," Dante said, sidling over to the couch. "Everyone does that at least once in their life."

What he meant, really, was that everyone who's hot does that. And since Kirstin was good looking, she'd clearly had those kinds of experiences. Except she hadn't. As I mentioned earlier, my wife had been a late bloomer. She'd spent her 'wild' years fooling around with learning the flute, staying up all night to do her calculus homework, and binging shows like Buffy the Vampire Slayer. It's one of the reasons we worked so well as a couple. Anyone who made me seem like the outgoing one was a rare find, indeed.

"Stop being a pig, Dante," Lauren said, but she didn't seem all that upset with his behavior. It was more that she felt the need to stick up for Kirstin.

"I'm sure I have some kind of game for six people," I said. Since I'd been planning on having just the three of us, none of what I'd stacked out for the day was for more than four players. So, I gathered up the cardboard I'd already laid out, and went into the guest bedroom where we stored all the board games. I sat down on the bed and scanned the shelves. It wasn't looking good. We always played with four people, at most, so I didn't see the need to buy a lot of large-count games. Plus, if I wanted this group to get into it, I was going to need a game that wasn't too geeky.

I was about to give up and suggest some kind of bloodless poker, when my eyes alighted on a small, thin purple box. Well, Dante had suggested a card game...

"The Great Dalmuti," I said, walking back to the living room, my find held above my head like a treasure.



"The What Dal-what-y?" Lauren asked, turning to look behind the couch.

"The Great Dalmuti," I said again, "It's a card game. Super simple but a ton of fun with a group."

Reluctantly, everyone gathered around the table. I dumped out the deck and showed them the cards. I hadn't played the game since college, but I remembered the rules well enough. At its heart, Great Dalmuti is like any trick-taking game. I've heard it called Scum or President in other places, but the branded version sold in stores is called The Great Dalmuti.

People had to play sets of cards that were one lower than the ones in the middle of the table. So, if there was an 8 on the board, you could put out anything from a 7 down to a 1. There were some side rules, jokers and the like, but that was the gist of it.

What made the game interesting, was what happened outside the card play. Whoever got rid of their cards first in the round was named the Great Dalmuti. Second was named Lesser Dalmuti. Going out in last, however, made you the Great Peon and second to last was the Lesser Peon. The Great Peon had to exchange their best two cards for the Great Dalmuti's worst two cards. It was the same for the Lesser Peon and Lesser Dalmuti, except they only exchanged one.

But it was beyond that. The game encouraged people to get into their roles. The Great Peon should have to shuffle the deck and perform other responsibilities to maintain the game. In fact, they were supposed to do any dirty work that occurred to the group. Stuff like that was what took the game from interesting to incredible.

"Sounds like fun," Gwen said, already smiling enthusiastically. Kevin agreed with his wife.

"I guess it'll be ok," Kirstin said with an empty shrug. That was the closest she was going to get to a ringing endorsement, I knew. Kirstin was in a tough middle spot. On the one hand, she wanted to support me, her loving husband. But she also didn't want to look dorky in front of Lauren, her super cool work friend. I understood, though I didn't love the lurch it left me in.

"It would be something to do while we drink, I suppose," Dante said.

Lauren stared at all of us like we'd just sold her out, then sat down at the table with a loud sigh. And with that effusive excitement expressed, we were ready to play.

Most everyone had finished their first drink, so I gave the group refills (beers for Kevin, Dante and myself, wine for all three women). Then I grabbed a bunch of spare chairs so everyone could sit. Finally, with everyone settled, I dealt out the cards.

Since this was the first game, we played with no Dalmutis or Peons. It was not an auspicious beginning. Gwen kept forgetting that she had to play lower numbers rather than higher ones. Lauren could barely be bothered to notice when it was her turn. Dante seemed more interested in studying the art on the cards than playing them. Still, we got through it. By luck more than anything, I finished in first. Lauren, by lack of intent rather than skill, came in last.

For the second hand, then, I was the Great Dalmuti, Kevin was the Lesser Dalmuti, Gwen was the Lesser Peon, and Lauren was the Great Peon. Kirstin and Dante had finished in the middle, which left them without a title.

"Lauren, you have to shuffle," I said, tossing her the deck. The attractive, skinny blonde shot me a dirty look, but picked up the cards. I was surprised at how deftly she was able to sort the deck with her lithe, long fingers. Lauren clearly had more experience with cards than she was letting on.

I took the worst two cards from my stack (a twelve and a nine) and held them out for Lauren to grab. She stared at me like I was the village idiot.

"You have to give me your two best cards in exchange," I said.

"What? Why?!"

"Those are the rules," Kevin said. He handed his one worst card to Gwen who passed her husband her best.

Lauren groaned and handed me two cards: a ten and an eight.

"There's no way those are your best cards," I said, eyeing them suspiciously.

"I can't, like, give you whatever?" she asked.

"Nope," Gwen said, giving the skinny blonde the fisheye. Wow, if you were getting on Gwen's nerves you were really accomplishing something.

"Fine," Lauren said. She took back the crappy cards and gave me her two best: a pair of threes.

"Thank you," I said, folding them into my hand. Was there a part of me that was enjoying the chance to annoy Lauren? You bet. But it was more than that. As a card game, itself, Great Dalmuti is OK. It's the social situations that make it work. That meant I needed to show the group really quickly how much fun it is to be the Great Dalmuti, and how much it sucks to be the Great Peon.

To my delight, Lauren seemed to be getting it because this time she paid way more attention to her cards. Still, I decided I needed to twist the knife a little more. I quickly finished my beer and demanded that Lauren bring me another.

"Get your own beer," Lauren snapped, "It's your apartment."

I repeated my request. "I'm the Great Dalmuti. You have to do it."

"Wait, seriously?" Lauren now eyed the rest of the table, waiting for them to let her in on the joke. Instead, Kevin handed her the little paper rule book. Yes, it really says in the printed rules that the Great Peon should get the Great Dalmuti drinks.

"Fucking hell," Lauren said. She threw down the booklet, then marched over to the kitchen.

"A Blue Moon, please," I called over, making sure that 'please' was anything but polite. "They should be near the back.

Lauren responded by giving me the finger, but she brought me my beer. The whole table chortled as she sat back down.

"Happy now, Great Dal-fucker?" Lauren asked.

"For now, Great Pee-on," I said.

"You'd better watch out when I win," the blonde woman grumbled.

And just like that, everyone understood the genius, the fun, of playing The Great Dalmuti.

*

Lauren did win eventually. In fact, she started winning a lot. I didn't realize how competitive she was. But once she got the game, and understood the consequences, she became almost obsessed with beating us.

After rounds of wine refills, I think she got a little bored of it, and demanded I bring her a mixed drink. I settled on a paloma, mostly because we had the ingredients lying around. When I brought it over, she took a small sip.

"Not bad," she said.

The next hand, Kirstin won and decided that she, too, would like a paloma. This time, Gwen had to make it. The curvy brunette brought my wife her drink and, mirroring Lauren, Kirstin took a small sip and proclaimed it 'pretty good.'

"Which one's better?" Lauren asked.

The two women switched drinks and took a sip.

"Jacob's is pretty good," Kirstin said.

"Gwen's is better," Lauren said, "Sorry Jacob, you lose."

I was not at all surprised that the blonde woman, who seemed to hate the sight of me, also preferred someone else's alcohol.

By then, we were about thirty minutes in, and we'd settled into a pattern. The Great Dalmuti collected the best cards and demanded drinks. The Great Peon shuffled the deck and, once, had to clean the table when Kirstin accidentally spilled some of her beer. But that was it. No one figured out the opportunities they were missing. It was Dante, surprisingly, who finally put it together.

He'd won and Gwen had lost. Since everyone had been ordering each other to procure drinks, we'd all consumed more than we realized, leaving us a little floaty. Kevin's cute, brunette wife was shuffling the deck idly, when Dante's head popped up. I could practically see the lightbulb shining in his dark eyes.

"As the Great Dalmuti, I can order the Great Peon to do whatever I want," he said. It was somewhere between a question and a statement and I couldn't tell where he was going with it.

"Pretty much," I said.

"Anything?" he asked.

"Within reason," I said, "But yes, I mean, that's kind of the 'joke' of the game. You're the king."

"So, I can make Gwen here do a shot?"

"Sure," I said. We only had some cheap tequila left, but that was good enough. The young woman poured herself a drink, then downed it.

Kevin won the next game and ordered me, the Great Peon for the round, to do a shot as well. Soon everyone had downed a couple glasses, and what had started as a slow, kind of easy-drinking afternoon started to get sloshy very quickly. And the game started to devolve.

Kirstin put down a nine over an eight. We reminded her that the card had to be lower. She dropped the same card again.

"Oh right," she said, dreamily.

Next Kevin, reaching for his cards, nearly tumbled out of his (quite sturdy) chair. Gwen started laughing at him, hysterically. I noticed Dante was getting handsy. He seemed unable to talk to anyone without touching them first, male or female. Then, while Lauren was shuffling for the next hand, she accidentally dumped the cards onto the floor. I realized we needed to slow down or that wasn't the only thing that would be spilling soon.

"I think, maybe, we need to drink back on the cutting," I said, "Cut back on the drinking, I mean."

"But I want to make people do stuff for me," Lauren said, whining like a little girl on a trip to a mysterious chocolate factory. At least she was into the game now.

"Fine, but we need to take a little break," I said.

The group agreed and we all got up from the table. As soon as I stood, I realized I had to pee like crazy. I scampered back to the bathroom. When I came out, Gwen was waiting to take my place.

"This is fun!" the cute brunette said. She put her hand on my shoulder and I couldn't tell if she needed me for balance or if the alcohol was making her touchy like it did with Dante. "You always have the best ideas."

"Um, thanks," I said.

Gwen gave me a big grin, then went into the bathroom. I walked down the hallway, already feeling a little more sober than I was before. As I went, I overheard Lauren's voice coming from the nearby bedroom.

"So, what do you think of him?" the skinny blonde woman asked.

"Dante?" Kirstin asked back. I leaned against the wall, so the girls wouldn't see me pass. I don't know why I felt the need to listen in, but I did. I saw Dante and Kevin were both in the kitchen, their attention turned away from me.

"Yes, Dante," Lauren said, "Isn't he gorgeous?"

"He's OK," Kirstin said.

"OK?!"

"I'm just not into those kinds of men, you know?" Kirstin said.

"You mean you're not into super-hot guys?" Lauren asked, incredulous.

"I like nice men," Kirstin said, quoting Empire Strikes Back. I knew Lauren wouldn't recognize the reference, but I got it right away.

"Dante's nice," Lauren said, "Very nice." She cackled.

Though I couldn't see it, I imagined Kirstin was giving her friend a dubious look.

"I'm not going to marry the guy," Lauren said, "Trust me, after my divorce, I'm not marrying anyone for a long while. I just want to have some fun. I mean, I'm in my thirties, I'm not dead. You can't tell me you don't feel the same way."

There was a long pause. "Sometimes," Kirstin said, "I love Jacob. I love my life. But..."

"You never did crazy things when you were young," Lauren said, "Like you said before."

"I'm happy with how things are now," Kirstin said, "But I didn't get to have, like, my wild youth or whatever. And sometimes I wish that I could have."

"That's what Dante's for," Lauren said, "He's the hot little two-seater convertible that you end up crashing into a pond before you buy a more sensible, safe SUV."

"I suppose," Kirstin said, "Well, I'm glad you found someone you can enjoy."

"Speaking of 'enjoy,'" Lauren said, "What about you and Jacob. Are you still in the no-go zone?"

"Not until I get my IUD," Kirstin said.

"Wow, I don't think I could do it," Lauren said, "Hold off that long."

"Trust me, we're both climbing the walls," Kirstin said, "If anything, I feel even more worked up than usual since I stopped taking the pills. My biological clock feels more like a time bomb."

"There's a solution for that, you know," Lauren said, and I swore I could hear her winking at my wife.

"No. I won't risk getting pregnant," Kirstin said, "I don't want kids and neither does Jacob."

"You've got more self-control than me," Lauren said, "How are you not humping anything that moves?"

"Believe me, I practically am," Kirstin said, chuckling nervously. "Sorry. I can't believe I'm talking so openly about this stuff. I think I'm drunker than I realized."

At that moment, I heard Gwen open the door to the bathroom. Quickly, I started to walk down the hallway again, like I'd been going that way the whole time. Lauren and Kirstin saw me pass. They gave each other a look, but I don't think they realized I'd been listening. They both got up and followed me out into the living area.

I slowed to sidle up to my wife, while Lauren practically pranced over to Dante for a kiss.

"You OK?" I asked Kirstin quietly.

"Everything's a little spinny," she said, beaming at me warmly.

"I'll have to talk to the landlord about that," I said and helped Kirstin to sit down at the table.

"I think we need to slow down on the drinking," Kevin said. He put his arm around his young wife, who was leaning on him for support.

"It's for the best," I said, "We're almost out of alcohol anyway."

Gwen was the Great Peon, so she started shuffling the cards as we all sat down. Dante was the Great Dalmuti, so he took Gwen's best two cards. But, per the new agreed rules, he didn't give her any other orders.

Kevin started us off by playing three 12s. I put out four 11s. Kirstin played two 9s. At least everyone was getting the game right after a quick break. I could tell everyone was still pickled, just not completely plowed.

"This is no fun," Lauren said, "We need the Dalmuti to do stuff."

"It doesn't have to be drinks," I said, looking at Dante, "The Dalmuti can order whatever he wishes."

Dante gave me a strange look, like he was now seeing me in a new light.

"So, I could tell the Great Peon to drop and give me twenty?" he asked.

"You heard the man," I said to Gwen.

The cute brunette paused for a moment, then gave a broad grin.

"Actually, let's do jumping jacks instead," Dante said.

That's an odd request, I thought to myself, though I don't know why it made any more or less sense to me than push-ups. Then Gwen stood in the middle of our living room, extended her arms and legs, and... Wow.

Like I said, Gwen was top heavy. She wasn't a skinny girl, but she wasn't fat either. Just curvy, I guess, especially in the chest. Even covered by at least two layers, Gwen's breasts looked about two sizes too big for her body. Her sweater puppies were more like sweater Great Danes.

So, you can imagine what it looked like when she started jumping up and down. It was hypnotic. Even Kirstin's jaw dropped as the busty girl popped up and down, her tits threatening to fly off at any moment. Almost as impressive, was Gwen's incredibly long hair. Watching her brown locks fly all over the place was almost as eye-catching as seeing her chest. The room went dead silent.

Gwen finished her final jumping jack, then raised her arms in triumph. Her face was red with exertion. The room cheered.

"Oh my God, that was hilarious," Gwen said, grinning dopily as she sat back down. She tried to pull her hair back behind her shoulders into a more controlled shape, but it was a lost cause.

I knew it was wrong for me to perv on my friend's wife, and not only because she was a good ten years younger than me. But there was something about Gwen that got to me. She had a cute face, sure. Something about her long, light brown hair, all the way down to her bottom, was also quite captivating. And her body, well, like I've said... But it wasn't just Gwen's massive chest that did it for me. After all, my own Kirstin was fairly stacked, herself, so it's not like I was missing out on much.

It was mostly Gwen's personality. Like I said, Gwen was game for anything. She was a happy, bubbly person and it made her easy to be around. Mixed with her youth, her cheery innocence, her positive attitude -- it was a real turn on for me.

So, seeing her doing something so normal like jumping jacks -- yet having it also be plainly sexual at the same time -- fit right into my fevered fantasies about Gwen. Her performance had me just as flustered as the girl, herself.

In fact, I was so wowed by what I witnessed, I missed a key play and ended up as the Great Peon. That wouldn't have been so bad, except that my worst enemy at the table was again the Great Dalmuti: Lauren.

The gorgeous blonde cackled cruelly when she saw what had happened. Then she stuck out her leg.

"Massage my feet," she said, simply.

Well, that wasn't so bad. Lauren's petite tootsies were bare from before -- she'd never put on socks after the great soaking. Lauren's feet were, admittedly, cute like the rest of her. Her toenails were painted a bright, girly pink.

The way we were sitting, I had to switch seats to reach Lauren's foot. This swapped the order around so that I was next to Lauren while my wife was seated between Dante and Kevin. I took the pretty blonde's foot into my lap (far away from anything that might accidentally pop up) and slowly began to work her foot.

To my immense satisfaction, Lauren moaned with contentment almost immediately after I started rubbing and sank into her seat. She was practically purring.

"That's nice," she said, absently, eyes already rolling back.

"He's good at that, isn't he?" Kirstin said. I wondered if my wife had given Lauren inside information on my skills. I played guitar, had since I was about ten. I wasn't professional or anything, it was just an outlet for self-expression sometimes. But one of the side benefits, beyond being able to serenade my wife when needed, was I had remarkably strong hands. It made me quite suited for necessary husband duties like opening pickle jars and providing foot rubs.

"I'll have to take my hand away to shuffle," I said, slowing my ministrations

"Someone else shuffle," Lauren said, her voice soft and low.

"The Dalmuti can only order the Great Peon around, right?" Kevin asked, "Not everyone."

"She's the king, she can do what she likes," I said.

Kirstin picked up the rule book, like it was going to have a satisfactory answer, then put it away with a sigh. "Fine, I'll do it," she said, and collected the cards.

"That's a good servant," Lauren said. I couldn't tell who she was referring to, only that she was inordinately pleased by the idea.

Kirstin passed out the cards and Lauren gave me her other foot to work on. Now both feet were on my lap, and while I was trying to be careful, they were inching towards a danger zone. I wasn't rock hard at the moment, but I wasn't exactly flaccid either. After all, I'd just experienced Gwen's boob-tacular bouncing and I had the very attractive Lauren's bare feet in my hands. What had Lauren said before? I'm in my thirties, not dead.

Though very distracted, I managed to escape last place and so I let Lauren's feet drop to the floor. Somehow, I knew, however, that this was only the beginning.

Sure enough, Kirstin demanded a back rub from Kevin after the next hand. I didn't want to be 'that guy' (after all, I was doing plenty of perving myself), but I couldn't help glancing over as the tall twenty-something ran his hands over my wife's shoulders. Like I said before, Kirstin told me she thought Kevin was cute, if a little skinny. To his credit, the tall boy kept things nice and chaste.

Kirstin won the next hand, as well, and demanded that her back rub should continue. This time, though, the Great Peon was Dante. And he kept things, ummm, less chaste.

Dante traced his hands up and down Kirstin's arms (she gave a tingly shiver when he did so) and down her back. A couple of times, too, when he thought no one was looking, he 'accidentally' brushed the back of his hands against my wife's breasts. No one said anything. It was the kind of casual contact that could be easily explained away. All of us were too drunk to be bothered about it anyway.



Fortunately, it didn't get much further because Kirstin lost the next hand. As soon as Dante left her side, she groaned in a mix of satisfaction and disappointment.

"That was nice," she told the room, airily.

"I guarantee it wasn't as good as my foot rub," Lauren said.

"At least both of you got something," Gwen said, pretend pouting.

"Fine," Lauren said, "Dante rub Gwen's shoulders. Jacob get her feet."

We all looked at each other. Lauren was the Dalmuti, but this was the first time the winner had ordered something for anyone other themselves.

"Come on now, chop-chop," Lauren said, clapping her hands for emphasis. Dante and I shared a shrug and got up from our seats. Gwen slipped off her shoes and put her feet in my lap. Dante stood behind her chair and rested his hands on her shoulders.

Lauren ordered Kevin to shuffle, then sat back and watched while we all did her bidding. All she needed to do was order Kirstin to peel her a grape and the scene would have been perfect.

Kevin dealt out the cards, but my attention was elsewhere. Like he'd done with my wife, Dante did more than rub Gwen's shoulders. If anything, he got even bolder. Of course, with Gwen's immense chest, it's possible it was just harder to only 'brush' her assets, but it sure seemed to me like Dante was inching towards more of grope than a graze.

Even that though, wasn't what I was wholly focused on. As I rubbed Gwen's feet, she inched them closer to my body. Then closer still. Her cute, pink toes were now mere centimeters away from my growing dick. And after everything that had gone on, it had definitely grown. I was way beyond half-chub now and Gwen was heading straight for the full experience.

I slid back, thinking to give her room, but Gwen quickly reasserted her position. In fact, she moved so close her big toe actually touched my erection. But rather than gasp or jump back, she simply settled there. I looked over at her, my eyes wide, but her own blue orbs were shut, her face looking almost beatific.

Instinctively, I looked over to Gwen's husband. Surely, he was going nuts watching his wife getting doubly manhandled across the table. Instead, though, Kevin's attention was on the cards. As if he couldn't care less what Gwen was getting up to.

Inevitably, Dante, Gwen and I all finished at the bottom of the hand. None of us particularly cared.

"Which was better?" Lauren asked as we broke apart.

"Huh?" Gwen asked. She slouched back, sporting a silly smile.

"Dante on your shoulders or Jacob on your feet," Lauren asked, "Which did you like more?"

Gwen paused, her face screwed up comically in thought. If I knew her like I thought I did, she was trying to find a way to pick both of us. She started going that way, but Lauren stopped her.

"One or the other," the blonde woman commanded.

"Fine," Gwen said, as if being ordered to eat her vegetables, "Feet." She gave me a shy smile.

"Ha!" Lauren said and stuck her tongue out at Kirstin. Why she thought she should be crowing to my wife about a loss for her boyfriend was another question entirely. Still, it was nice to have Lauren take my side for once.

The game, however, was far from over. Kevin had won the previous hand and demanded a back rub from Kirstin. My wife gave me a coquettish wink as she began to work the younger man's shoulders.

"You feel super tense," Kirstin said, her thin fingers now running up and down Kevin's neck.

"Your husband is working me to death," Kevin said, grinning at me. As if I had any control at all over how much he did at the office.

"Oh, poor baby," Kirstin cooed, "Don't worry, I'll take care of you."

Dante won the next hand, but Kirstin kept absently rubbing Kevin's shoulders. I was about to say something when Dante leaned over to me, keeping his eyes on Kirstin the whole time. "Your wife is very beautiful," he told me, quiet enough so that only I could hear.

I wasn't sure how to respond to that. Was I supposed to thank him? Should I have said the same thing about his girlfriend, Lauren?

"Are you sure you never played strip poker?" Dante asked Kirstin, now loud enough for everyone to hear, "I am the Dalmuti now, you have to answer me honestly."

Kirstin gave me a querying look, like she wanted me to rule on whether the Dalmuti could also force people to tell the truth. Not that it mattered.

"I told you before," Kirstin said, finally taking her hands off Kevin, "I wasn't that kind of girl growing up."

"Come on," Dante said, "You get a little drunk one night with the other counselors at summer camp and a cute guy happens to have a deck. You and the sorority girls stumble home after a party and someone suggests a game. It's a late night at work and people want to blow off steam. No?"

"Nope," Kirstin said and shrugged. She sat back down in her seat. "Never happened."

"Don't tell me that you were some kind of geek!?" Dante said. The opprobrium in his voice was overt.

"I happen to like geeks," Kirstin said, then blew me a kiss.

For some reason, it seemed like this line of inquiry was getting to my wife. I thought back to what I'd overheard her saying to Lauren. About how, now that she was older and settled, she wished she'd been a bit wilder when she was younger. I guess I took that a bit personally. After all, one of the reasons Kirstin hadn't done those things in her twenties was because she was with me.

"It's fun, you know?" Dante said, "The risk of being exposed. Sharing your beautiful body. I think I will give you a taste of what you missed out on before. As Great Dalmuti, I command you to bring me a drink."

"We agreed no more alcohol," Kirstin said. I recognized that tone in her voice. She was about to hit this guy. Hard.

"Some juice or a soda would be fine," Dante said, "But you have to do it topless."

I actually, physically winced, waiting for the *slap*. But none came. Instead, Kirstin just sat in her chair -- legs crossed, arms folded -- and stared back at Dante. Her tongue worked around in her mouth. Was she actually considering this?

"It's no more than I saw earlier with the rain," Dante said, "If that makes you more comfortable."

My wife's face went red. Still she said nothing. I looked around the room at everyone else. Instead of glares or embarrassment, I saw nothing but intense interest. Surely Lauren would interrupt her boyfriend. Or Gwen would say it wasn't fair. But then, maybe they were all waiting for me to speak up.

Should I have said something? In the moment, I felt strongly, again, that I didn't want to be that husband. Shouldn't my wife be capable of choosing for herself? In retrospect, I think I was too drunk. We all were. High on alcohol and the possibilities that the evening had already promised.

It felt like hours sitting there, waiting. It was only seconds.

"Fine," Kirstin said. She pulled her green v-neck over her head and tossed it to the side. She had on a black, lacy bra that wasn't revealing but still showed oh so much. The room, already silent with tension, went completely dead. Everyone focused on Kirstin's chest.

My wife stood up like it was nothing. Her ample breasts swayed back and forth as she walked to the kitchen. While her back was turned, Kevin gave me a thumbs up. Dante's eyes never left Kirstin's body.

Kirstin came back holding a Sprite. Her nipples were erect from the cold of the fridge. Or at least that's what I assumed. She put the can down next to Dante, who made sure to get a good, close look at my wife's chest before she sauntered back to her seat. Kirstin reached for her shirt.

"Ah ah," Dante started, but Kirstin immediately interrupted.

"You said to bring you the drink topless," Kirstin said, "That's what I did."

Of course, Dante could have corrected himself in that moment. After all, he was still the Great Dalmuti. Instead, he graciously waved away his mistake and, once Kirstin had pulled her v-neck back over her head, asked her to deal the cards.

"See?" he said, "It's fun being the center of attention. Taking risks."

Kirstin didn't say anything, but she didn't argue either. And, when Dante turned away, I saw her give Lauren a quick, guilty look.

I didn't have time to worry about what had happened with my wife. I was already focused on what was sure to come next. After all, one falling domino tips the next.

Sure enough, when Lauren won the next hand, she turned right to Kevin, who had lost, and simply wiggled her finger at him. The tall, brown-haired boy shook his head in despair, but he lifted his shirt off. His chest was thin and pale, almost hairless, but not bad. In fact, without his shirt he looked more lithe than skinny.

Kevin eyed the room shyly, his shoulders hunched. The girls all came to his aid immediately.

"Nice," Lauren said.

"Very nice," Kirstin said.

"I know, right?" Gwen said.

Lauren hadn't set any guidelines, had provided no parameters, so Kevin stayed shirtless through the entire round. When it was over, and Gwen was declared the new Dalmuti, Kevin reached for his shirt.

I don't think any of us expected what happened next. Including Kevin himself.

"Uh uh," Gwen said, "Keep it off. I like it that way."

Kevin straight up blushed, which was adorable, but he left his shirt by his side. Gwen then turned to me and wiggled her finger the way that Lauren had done to her husband.

"I'm not even the Great Peon," I said, sounding whinier than I wanted, "Lauren lost."

Gwen shook her head at me. "The Great Dalmuti declares that all boys must be shirtless for the rest of the game."

"Can she do that?" Kevin asked, "Make rules for everyone in perpetuity?"

"It would stand until another Dalmuti undoes it," I said, "But it seems kind of risky to me, considering the likelihood of retribution."

Gwen shrugged at me. And I started to realize that maybe that was exactly what she was hoping would happen.

"Ok then, I guess we..." I looked over and saw that Dante was already shirtless. We'd all seen this once before, when he was changing into dry clothes in my kitchen, but it was still shocking. The man was straight up cut with strong pecs and a six-pack stomach, all covered in dark hair. He was the essence of masculinity. The type of man who wasn't so much born as sculpted.

While the women all gaped at Dante in awe, I quickly pulled off my own shirt. To my surprise, Gwen turned her attention to me, gave me a good once over, and showed me a thumbs up. Just like her husband had done for my wife a few minutes before. I guess my bit of a dad-bod wasn't so bad after all.

This might have seemed enough already. If we'd been sober, maybe we'd have stopped. Instead, the next round was hard fought as everyone realized we were only starting. Gwen hadn't just gotten us to show some skin, she'd drawn battle lines. Boys versus girls. Neither side willing to surrender. Fortunately, Kevin was able to sneak in with the surprise win.

He didn't have to say anything. The women all reached for their tops as soon as the final card fell. First, Kirstin took off her green v-neck, again revealing her black, lacy bra. My wife has very nice breasts, on the larger side and plenty perky. The room definitely appreciated them.

Gwen went next, shedding her white, fluffy sweater with ease. We saw why she was so confident immediately, the cute brunette had on a t-shirt under her sweater.

"Shirt too," I said.

"You're not the Dalmuti," Gwen said. I could see a bit of nervousness dancing behind her azure eyes.

"Shirt too, hon," Kevin said. I think he was enjoying the chance to get back at his wife for what she'd done to him earlier. Gwen paused for a moment. I think this was the first time I'd ever seen her falter. Finally, she smiled to herself and took off her t-shirt.

Like I said, Gwen seemed top heavy, even though she always wore layers. I realized that I'd been underestimating her. Even wearing a totally unrevealing, spandex bra, I could tell that Gwen's breasts were at least a cup size larger than I'd anticipated. She almost looked comical. The cute, girl-next-door face and body fitted with the tits of a porn star.

Finally, Lauren made her usual exasperated sigh and took off the red turtleneck that she'd borrowed from Kirstin. The skinny blonde was wearing a light blue bra with a racy, quarter cup that shoved her little tits outwards. Lauren was also better endowed than I'd anticipated, though it was still just a b-cup at best. We all gave her a little round of applause, even the girls, but Lauren shook her head as if to make it clear that we were all acting very immaturely.

"You're going to regret this," Lauren said.

"Deal, Peon," Kevin said.

Dante won the next hand and Kirstin lost. As soon as he dropped the last card, a smile crept across Dante's face, like he knew a juicy secret that no one else had figured out.

"I think our Peon should entertain her new Dalmuti," Dante said, "With a lap dance."

"No Dante," Lauren said it almost immediately, like disciplining her dog. Bad Dante. Bad boyfriend. Go to your crate.

"I think that's too far," Kirstin said. She gave me a questioning look and I nodded in agreement.

"No offense intended," Dante said, raising his hands in mock surrender, "How about you sit in my lap, instead?"

The group agreed that that would be more acceptable. Kirstin got out of her chair and perched on Dante's knee. Almost immediately, he put his hands on my wife's taut, bare stomach and pulled her back, so she was leaning against him. Kirstin gasped, then settled.

Their setup looked more uncomfortable than sexual. They kept bumping into each other and chuckling nervously. Still, I noticed a few times that Dante slipped his hand around my wife's bare tummy and even tickled his fingers upwards to the bottom of her bra. And, once, I caught Kirstin grinding her round buns back into Dante. But I only saw it for a second.

Maybe I was naive. Probably, I was distracted. Instead of worrying what my wife was up to (or, really, what Dante was up to with my wife) I was more focused on how much fun it would be to have Gwen, or even Lauren, on my own lap.

Or, for that matter, what item of clothing might come off next. Pants or bras was a heck of a choice to make. Like picking between burgers or burritos. The idea that Kirstin would be making the same decision didn't bother me in the moment. We were all friends. We were having fun. If everyone was happy where was the harm in it?

Kevin won Dalmuti. Kirstin, without even being asked, hopped off Dante's lap and climbed into Kevin's. She hadn't even lost the hand, but she perched on his legs anyway. At least Kevin didn't reach around to pull her close. If anything, he looked particularly nervous.

Gwen was the actual Great Peon, and she took it upon herself to issue her own punishment. After all, if my wife was sitting on her husband, then she should obviously do the same. Before I could process what was about to happen, the busty brunette slid onto my lap. Her butt bounced against my straining erection.

"Oh!" she said, then leaned back and whispered in my ear. "Nice."

No one else seemed to notice her reaction. But I definitely did. Especially when she not only stayed right there but squeezed her ass around my hard on. As if nothing at all was happening. Gwen brushed her long, light brown hair over her shoulder to keep it out of my face. I got a deep whiff: vanilla and alluring.

So now we had wives sitting on each other's husband's laps. Still mostly clothed. It's important to note that up to this point, in that moment, everything felt playful. Silly and safe. We were showing skin, sure, but no more than you'd see at the beach. We were touching, yes, but not in a way that would be considered inappropriate. I wasn't nervous or worried. A bit turned on, sure. But there's nothing wrong with that, right?

My cock twitched against Gwen's backside. The cute girl ground back against it. Nothing wrong at all.

"You girls are all wearing too much clothing," Dante said. I hadn't even noticed him winning the hand. "All of us boys are showing our bare chests. You should be bare, as well."

Everyone looked around the room, nervously. I felt myself pulled tight, like taffy. On the one hand, I was definitely down for seeing some bare breasts. Gwen's massive mounds and Lauren's little, pretty titties. On the other, I wasn't sure I wanted the other guys ogling my wife's own perky, near perfect boobs.

The girls, oddly, seemed similarly torn. I'd assumed they'd just shut it down, like the lap dance. Instead, they all eyed each other. As if, maybe, each woman did want to do this but was waiting for someone else to make the first move.

Instead, Kirstin offered a different option.

"I'll do pants," she said. My wife got off of Kevin's lap and put her hand near the snap of her jeans, as if signaling she was willing. I caught her eye and she smiled back at me, just a bit of nervousness leaking through.

"That works," Gwen said, bubbly as ever.

Lauren looked around the room, like hoping for help. Finally, she sighed. "Fine," Lauren said, and stood.

"One at a time," Dante said, wolfish, "Entertain your Dalmuti."

I felt like he was taking this whole role-playing thing a little too far, but I couldn't complain about where it was getting us. Yes, I was nervous about my wife showing off her body. But it wasn't anything more than you'd see at the pool. And, in return, I was getting an eyeful of Lauren and Gwen. Also drunk. Don't forget drunk.

Gwen, eager as always, was the first to go. She unsnapped her jeans and slid them down, stopping to work them over her wide hips. That was sexy as heck. Finally, she stepped out of her pants and did a little twirl. Her epically long hair arcing out around her like a light brown halo.

The busty brunette was wearing a pair of traditional, grey, cotton panties that looked more like men's briefs than something sexy .Just like with her bra; they were quite conservative, but, on Gwen, still quite alluring.

Lauren was next. Unlike with Gwen, her tan slacks slipped right past her near-nonexistent hips. To be fair, the skinny blonde was wearing Kirstin's clothes, so they made her seem even more stick-like than usual.

Lauren was wearing a pair of light blue, bikini-style panties that matched her bra. Dante gestured for her to spin around, but Lauren shook her head at him. The blonde woman seemed suddenly, surprisingly, shy. I was used to the very confident, 'I know I'm beautiful,' Lauren. Yet here she was standing very still. Arms around herself. Bent slightly. Almost like she was hoping we wouldn't notice her.

Dante didn't take no for an answer, so Lauren did a slow, self-conscious spin. Her pink legs tight together. Her little butt clearly clenched. Finally, she sat down, arms crossed, her glare just daring us to say something. That was more like the Lauren I expected to see.

Finally, Kirstin reached down and undid her jeans. She started to pull them down, then stopped.

"I forgot I was wearing these," she said and gave a bit of a nervous giggle. Kirstin stayed still, like hoping someone would let her slip out of this. No one at the table was going to give her an out. As much as I wanted to, having already seen the other two girls, I couldn't interrupt either. Finally, Kirstin gave a little shrug and kept going.

She had on a black, lacy thong. A particularly racy, exceptionally skimpy, actually quite nervy pair of underwear that barely covered her mound and had high straps over her hips. The back, obviously, showed everything.

"The skirt I was wearing shows panty lines," Kirstin said to me apologetically. "I didn't want anyone to see my underwear."

"Yes, that would be embarrassing," Kevin said with a smirk.

"I know, right!" Kirstin said. She did a little spin, showing off her cute, round butt. The bit of cloth barely visible between her buns. Then she sat back down, crossing her legs primly. It only accentuated her long, shapely legs.



"You'd all better watch out," Lauren said, glaring mostly at her boyfriend, "I'm going to even things up." She clearly was still unhappy about being down to her undies. Gwen and Kirstin however, lounged in their chairs like this was an everyday occurrence.

"Maybe we should take a little break," I said. Seeing how quickly everything was moving, I was hoping to slow things down. And, hopefully, agree with my wife on where, exactly, we were headed.

Everyone agreed and got up. I had three gorgeous women now walking around my apartment in their underwear. How was this supposed to slow things down again? I stared as Gwen's bountiful chest bounced with every step. Drooled as Lauren's taut, perfect body prowled around the room. Gaped as my own wife, wearing a pair of very revealing underwear, floated from place to place.

Everyone took turns using the bathroom. Dante dug through my cabinets and found a last, lonely bottle of vodka. He poured each of us a glass, straight. Politely, I took a sip.

I waited till Kirstin was coming down the hallway by herself and herded her back into our bedroom.

"You OK?" I asked.

"Yes, you?"

"This seems to be going really fast," I said.

"I know right?" Kirstin said. She glanced down at her mostly naked self. "Like, when did we take our pants off?"

"It was your idea," I said.

"Seriously?"

"How drunk are you right now?" I asked.

"I'm fine," Kirstin said, "I'm pretty sure I'm fine."

"I just want to make sure you're comfortable with everything," I said, "Where we are. Where this is going."

Kirstin lowered her eyelids. Gave me a nervous little look. OK, maybe she was playing around with me more than I realized.

"Gwen is adorable, isn't she?" Kirstin asked, "And Lauren is freaking hot."

"Dante, um, seems pretty handsome," I said, "And you said you thought Kevin was cute."

"I did," Kirstin said, "I do. I don't know. Maybe I did miss out on some fun stuff. Grew up too fast or whatever. Did you ever do those things? Play strip poker? Spin the bottle? Seven minutes in heaven?"

"No," I said.

"Do you ever...?"

"Sometimes."

Kirstin moved a little closer to me. Stared into me with her deep green eyes. So beautiful.

"I love you so much, Jacob. You're my everything."

I leaned forward. Put my hands on Kirstin's bare hips. Pressed my lips to hers. She kissed me back. Hard.

"I love you, too."

"Would it be so bad?" Kirstin asked, "For one night?"

I paused. I have lots of excuses for what I said next. I was surprised when my wife slammed on the accelerator, rather than hitting the brakes. I was strung out from no sex for months. Drunk from all the alcohol. Distracted by the other, beautiful women. Didn't want to be the wet blanket when my wife was clearly running hot.

It's all empty excuses. In the moment, I knew exactly what I was doing. I looked my wife right in the eye. Fear and anticipation making my arms shake.

"No," I said, "It wouldn't be so bad. For one night."

"Just not too far," Kirstin said.

"Right," I said. I ran my hands up her flanks, teased at the beginnings of her bra.

"Well, maybe a little too far," Kirstin said, slipping her tongue into my mouth.

"Are you two planning on playing?" Gwen yelled out from the living room.

Kirstin and I pulled away from each other, panting. Searching each other one last time. And finding only acceptance.

*

We came out of the bedroom, holding hands. It had to look a little strange. Me without a shirt, my wife in her underwear, walking hand-in-hand like an old couple strolling through the park.

We took our same places around the table. Kirstin between Dante and Kevin. Gwen next to her husband and Lauren next to me. Cards and vodka resting in front of us.

Even though he'd won the last hand, Dante dealt out the cards. A smirk now permanently painted on his face.

While everyone looked at their hands and the Dalmutis and Peons exchanged cards, I took a moment to assess the situation. The girls were down to underwear. Us boys had managed to keep our pants. Yet I couldn't decide who it was safer to root for.

I had no doubt what would happen if the girls won. Ordinarily, just being in my boxers wouldn't be so bad. There was one problem, though: I was hard as a rock. That last make out session, on top of all the gorgeous girls, had me as erect as I could remember. It seemed like my dick was trying to reach my knees and was hard enough to push through my pants to get there. I knew I probably wasn't the only person sporting wood, but I didn't feel good about exposing my obvious hard-on to the group.

If the guys won, it would keep my privates private for another round, but I wasn't sure that the girls would take off more clothing. At least not yet. If the game went too far, too soon, I still felt like it might end. After my talk in the bedroom with Kirstin, I wasn't ready for that yet. And, even if the women did agree to undo their underwear, that meant my own wife would be exposed, as well. I wasn't sure I was ready for that, either.

Like I said, I was torn.

Fortunately, the cards decided for me. Kevin ended up as the Dalmuti while Gwen was the Peon. I saw the busty brunette look pleadingly over to her husband. I thought she was asking him to go easy.

Then Kevin said, "I think Gwen should go sit on Jacob's lap." Wait, what exactly were they up to? "I mean, all the girls should, um, sit on a guy's lap," Kevin continued.

"I'll take the lovely Kirstin," Dante said.

"And that leaves me with Lauren," Kevin said.

Gwen popped out of her chair and sat down on me. This was very different than before when she'd been clothed. There was nowhere I could touch the curvy brunette that didn't feel at least improper, if not completely inappropriate. I settled on holding onto her sides. Surprisingly, for a girl with such wide hips and huge tits, Gwen didn't have much of a tummy at all. When I put my hands on her bare skin, Gwen turned back and gave me a broad smile.

I assumed that Lauren would assume her usual prim position on Kevin's legs. But whether the tall, skinny boy pulled her back, or the hot blonde did it of her own volition, she ended up settling right at his center. Kevin, matching me, put his hands on Lauren's pale, pinkish waist. Her light brown eyes went wide, but she didn't say anything.

Finally, Kirstin climbed onto Dante. I expected him to go right for the goodies, but instead he also rested his palms on Kirstin's stomach.

"Your wife has a fantastic body," he told me, like he was commenting on a car I'd just purchased, rather than the love of my life.

"I do yoga," Kirstin said, "Plus I run three times a week."

"Lovely," Dante said, and he casually dragged his hand up my wife's side to demonstrate. Then he replaced his palms on the 'safety' of her stomach. As if any place now was truly safe. What had seemed like the harmless option the first time around was now unbelievably risque. How did we think a lap dance would be less dangerous than this?

I felt the warmth of Gwen's skin on my chest. She tossed her hair -- it was running over my shoulder and down my back. Her butt was right on my erection. There was no way she wasn't feeling it.

I imagined it wasn't much different for any of the other women. I noticed both Kirstin and Lauren settling back on their own selected seats. No doubt feeling the obvious reactions beneath them.

Kevin ordered the Peon, Kirstin, to deal. Dante suggested we finish our drinks and so we did. Again, I was trapped between rooting for both outcomes and neither.

Lauren won the hand and clapped, a wicked smirk sneaking across her face. She got off Kevin's lap and gestured for the other girls to do the same. Was it weird that it seemed like Gwen didn't want to go? Was it worrying that my own wife seemed similarly reluctant to leave Dante?

Yes and yes.

"Time to even things up," the attractive blonde said, rubbing her hands together like she'd just devised the perfect plan to capture the Smurfs. "Stand up boys, let's lose the pants one at a time. Dante, why don't you start?"

I didn't think the dark-haired man would have any problem with this and I was right. His shorts were around his ankles before he could even get out of his chair. As I'd seen before, he had on a pair of dark briefs that left little to the imagination. Even less so now that he was bulging out of them. He stood and did a little twirl, matching what the girls had done before. The room gave him a round of applause.

Kevin stayed seated, but quickly shucked off his jeans, staying completely under the table.

"Let's see what you've got," Lauren said, unable to conceal the interest in her voice. Kevin looked over at Gwen.

"He's a little embarrassed," Gwen said, smiling kindly at her husband.

"We're all a little embarrassed," Lauren said, "So let's go."

Kirstin turned to Kevin and put her hand on his shoulder. Like I said, we were older than them. It wasn't a parent-child kind of relationship; the age difference wasn't that big. We were more like older siblings. There was a trust there. I think Kevin and Gwen looked up to us, as people they might want to grow into some day. I wondered if they realized how envious we were of their own youth and vigor.

"It's OK," Kirstin said, smiling down at Kevin, "We're all friends here. It's not a big deal."

Kevin smiled wanly and slowly stood up. Then all of us realized that, whatever Kevin's feelings were about this moment, it was a big deal.

Kirstin, still looking at Kevin, audibly gasped. Lauren's pink face went practically purple. Even Dante had a look of shock on his face.

Kevin was wearing a pair of loose, white boxer shorts. They weren't nearly baggy enough. The shape and size of what his underwear was covering was clear. A bit of purple head even poked out of the right leg. My tall, skinny coworker was packing. But rather than be cocky about his clearly massive member, Kevin seemed legitimately uncomfortable. He did a little turn, then quickly sat back down, crossing his legs.

"S-see?" Kirstin said. The word came out all mangled. She cleared her throat and started again. "See, that wasn't anything to be embarrassed about."

"Not. At. All," Lauren said.

Both women turned to look at Gwen with new appreciation. The busty brunette smiled, clearly aware of how much her own standing had risen now that we saw the stud she'd pulled. Then she turned to look at me. With all the distractions, I was hoping to be forgotten, but Gwen wasn't going to let me go.

My own reveal was somewhere between the other two men. I stood up to take off my pants, like Dante had, but I was awkward and nervous like Kevin. I had on a pair of fairly flimsy blue boxer briefs. I turned around to show my backside.

"Hang on," Gwen said, "Just hold there for a second."

I was facing the kitchen, so no one could see my face go red. I could only imagine what had gone wrong.

"Nice butt," Gwen said.

"It's not bad," Lauren conceded.

"Can I, ummm?" I swear my voice cracked.

"Put your awesome buns away, babe," Kirstin said, a little lilt in her voice.

I quickly turned around and sat down, feeling oddly conscious of how I was sitting.

Despite my self-consciousness, for the first time in hours, I won the hand and was crowned Great Dalmuti. The table turned my way, expectant. All kinds of ideas flitted through my head. I knew I needed to keep things somewhat safe, at least for a little while. All of us were now down to our underwear. I don't think anyone -- OK maybe Dante -- was looking to get completely naked. But no one wanted to end the game here either.

"A bunch of us got massages before," I said, "so I think people should return the favor. Fairness and all."

I could see a look of relief cross the faces of the women, all of whom must have been sure I was about to strip them down. Seeing their reactions, I knew I'd made the right choice. The guys, at the same time, looked a little disappointed. But I had a solution for that, as well.

"Kirstin, you owe Kevin a backrub," I said. The tall boy immediately grinned. Not that my wife seemed overly disappointed, either. "Gwen, you go rub Dante."

"I guess I need to rub your feet?" Lauren said.

"You can do my back if you'd prefer," I said. The skinny blonde got up and stood behind my chair, resting her thin fingers on my shoulders. I could tell almost immediately that the other guys had gotten a better deal, but I expected that. Lauren was hot, but she didn't like me, and I was fine with it.

Gwen gave Dante an actual massage. She worked his shoulder muscles and neck so hard I thought it had to hurt. But all he did was loll back and groan.

Kirstin, though, didn't even bother with that pretense with Kevin. Instead, she ran her hands up his arms. Over his chest. Danced her nails over his nipples. My tall co-worker stared off, dreamy eyed.

Compared to those two, Lauren barely touched me. Like I said, this wasn't unexpected. But I was willing to sacrifice now in the hopes of having something better in the near future. Seeing the attractive blonde naked later would certainly balance things out.

When the massages were over, though, it felt like we were back in the same place. Again, we were all sitting around the table, wondering who would get undressed first. Everyone wanted to see, but no one wanted to start. It put us in a precarious position, because there was always going to be an imbalance which would allow one side to say 'no.'

It was Gwen, amazingly who came up with the solution.

The cute brunette dropped her last card with a wicked smile. It had been a while since she'd been the Great Dalmuti, and she was about to make the most of her opportunity.

"I think, from now on, we should all play naked," Gwen said. The room went silent. I was sure someone was about to argue, but there wasn't anything to say. No one could feel singled out because everyone would be completely undressed.

"So, we all get naked," Lauren said, "Just like that."

"Starting with the Great Peon and moving up the chain," Gwen said, "Yes."

For a moment, no one moved, and I wondered if we'd finally found our limit. I looked over at Kirstin and she gave me an odd look, something that spoke of nervousness, yes, but also desire. Worried that this might go forward. Disappointed that it might not.

Looking around the rest of the room, I saw the feeling was similar. No one wanted to admit that they wanted this to happen, but it was clear that everyone did. Lauren wanted to see what Kevin had under his boxers. Dante was clearly hoping to catch Kirstin. And, I won't deny it, I was desperate to see Gwen's ample chest exposed. To look at the bare, lovely Lauren.

I saw Kevin sneaking looks at both Lauren and Kirstin. My own wife doing the same with both Kevin and Dante. And Gwen, oddly, seemed to keep glancing over at me. We all knew where we wanted to go. But, again, none of us was willing to head out first.

Credit again to Gwen, then, because she'd chosen exactly right. The first person to strip, according to her rule, was the Great Peon. And the Great Peon was Dante.

The dark-haired man looked around the room with a wide, hungry grin. "If I must," he said, without a trace of the reluctance his words were supposed to carry. Then he stood up and slipped off his boxers. His penis was dark and quite hard.

I knew I shouldn't compare, that it was weird to care, but I was happy to see that I was slightly bigger than him. A little longer and a good bit thicker. Not that it did anything to lessen the room's appreciation of his naked form. I didn't need to look at the reactions from the women in the room to realize that Dante was a very good-looking guy.

His big reveal was complete, but Dante stayed standing, like it was perfectly normal to rock out with his cock out in the middle of our apartment. His dick stuck out almost comically. But no one was laughing. Instead, the room was heavy with anticipatory silence.

Kirstin was the Lesser Peon, so she went next. My beautiful wife stood up and gave the room a saucy smile, tossing back her shoulder-length dark brown hair. Then she reached back and unsnapped her black, lacy bra. Her breasts tumbled out into the open air. Kirstin's boobs were tear-drop shaped, about the size of small grapefruits. Her light brown nipples pointed outward, sharp.

Without pausing, Kirstin stepped out of her thong panties. My wife had a cute, little rounded butt. There was a small patch of dark hair over her sex. Her long and sexy legs, though, were her best asset. Even though we'd already seen them, they seemed even more impressive in the context of Kirstin's complete nakedness. I'd seen this woman undressed innumerable times in our ten years of marriage. Here, in the stark light of our apartment, surrounded by our friends, I felt like I was seeing my wife's body, truly, for the first time. Kirstin was amazing.

As my wife exposed herself to our friends, oddly, I felt happy for her. Kirstin had been awkward her whole life. While I always found her attractive, she'd blossomed into her true beauty after we'd been married. Now, for the first time, she was getting to show herself off. Enjoy the excitement of turning heads, of holding attentions. As the center of our universe, the gravity of what Kirstin was doing only increased her pull on the room.

Like Dante, my wife stayed standing behind her chair after her show was over. Kevin was next. He gave his wife a pleading look, but she returned no mercy.

"Go for it, babe," Gwen said, the enthusiasm racing through her voice. I knew the other two women were equally excited for Kevin's 'big' reveal.

The tall boy shook his head with disdain. He stood up and gradually lowered his boxers. As if every bit pained him. It only exacerbated the situation, I knew. Inch by inch, Kevin's cock was revealed to the room. It was like the opening scene in Spaceballs. Every time you thought that was the end, Kevin's cock kept going onward.

Finally, his boxers reached the end and his dick bounced upwards. We'd had the idea of it already, but this was more than I think we'd been able to anticipate. Maybe I'd seen bigger, I was sure I had in porn, but in-person was so much more impressive than on my laptop.

Kevin's dick settled down as he stepped out of his boxers completely. Unlike the first two reveals, no one was looking at Kevin's legs or ass. His length was almost obscene, perhaps twice as long as Dante's across the table. It was thick, too. Kevin was hard as a rock, yet the laws of physics insisted that his dick hang on an angle. It pulsed with his heartbeat. It was the kind of cock you read about in stories and say 'bullshit.' But there it was, real as anything, right in my living room. I'd have been less shocked if Kevin had pulled a leprechaun out of his pants.

"Wow," Dante said. The girls all giggled. Kevin went bright red. But he didn't move. He even kept his hands folded behind his back. He looked more like a man getting ready for the firing squad than showing off his dramatic dong, but at least he was trying to herd his sheepishness.

Following that performance was quite a task, but fortunately Lauren was more than up to the feat. She too, seemed oddly uncomfortable about exposing herself. Seriously, if Kevin, with his immense dick, and Lauren, with her smoking hot body, were nervous, what chance did us mortals truly have?

No matter how I felt about her as a person, I couldn't deny how much I was looking forward to seeing Lauren in all her glory. She stood up, her body almost folded on itself for how awkward and uncomfortable she was clearly feeling.

Lauren followed Kirstin's example and started by unsnapping her bra. The light blue fabric popped off, revealing a lovely pair of little tits. Lauren's boobs were about apple sized, slightly upturned and capped by puffy, cotton-candy pink nipples.



The blonde woman seemed unaware of what she had revealed and, workmanlike, took off her underwear next. Her backside was almost nonexistant -- pink and just the right amount of perky. More importantly to my mind, her pussy was completely bare. Not even a strand of hair.

"Dante, um, likes it shaved," Lauren said, clearly abashed. Her boyfriend gave her a proud thumbs up.

Lauren, my God, was even more gorgeous than I'd imagined. Her skinny-straight body still screamed femininity. Every part of her was perfectly formed. From her sharp chin to the little blonde hairs now standing on end on her forearms.

Yet, the attractive blonde shied away from all our stares.

"Who's next," Lauren said, impatiently.

Gwen turned to look at me, giving me one of her naughty grins. And I'd thought following Kevin would be tough. I didn't have Dante's sculpted body or Kevin's ginormous cock. I was just me. Shortish, hairy-ish, with a bit of a gut and not much else.

Kirstin sensed my reluctance and said, with no small amount of pride, "Come on honey, show them what you've got."

I nodded and slowly slipped off my underwear. My dick popped up, like he couldn't be happier to say hello to everyone. Compared to Dante, I wasn't doing bad. Like I said, I was slightly longer than him, and I was even a little thicker than Kevin. If Dante was a nice-sized pickle and Kevin was carrying a goddammed eggplant, then I guess I had a fat banana? My balls were also probably the biggest in the room, but honestly, who cared about that?

"See?" Kirstin said, "Nice, right?"

"Even better than I imagined," Gwen said. Wait. Why was Gwen imagining?

"Turn around and show them the good stuff," Kirstin said.

I turned around so the room could get a good look at my backside.

"Nice," I heard one of the girls say. It sounded like Lauren, but I knew that was impossible.

"Bend over?" Gwen said. I did as I was bidden.

"He's got the Nightwing butt," Kirstin said, referencing the comics character famous for having a great ass. No one else in the room got the comparison, but I appreciated her saying it.

Finally, the girls let me stand back up. Like the rest of the group, I stayed upright. My dick poked at the hardwood table. I was going to need to scrub the hell out of the wood surface in the morning. Hell, I probably had to scour the entire apartment.

We all turned to look at Gwen, the last of us to be revealed. She blushed. Her perfect plan had finally turned on her. By saving herself for last, Gwen truly had all the attention.

As if she knew what we were all waiting for, Gwen took off her underwear first. Again, watching that cloth stretch around her wide hips was almost as alluring as what she uncovered. Gwen had a full, brown bush. Her backside was wonderfully. She totally had that figure-8 figure we all clamor for.

Gwen did her turn around, even bending over to match what she'd made me do. It was supposed to show her ass, but instead all I could see were her full, engorged labia poking out from between her legs. I had a mental image of taking the busty brunette from behind and quickly banished it. Focus on the moment, not on the stuff that will never ever happen.

Gwen stood back up and turned to face the room, giving all of us a wicked grin. She knew how much she'd been teasing us this whole time. She lifted up her arms and pulled her bra up over her head. Her breasts didn't so much come out as they exploded.

Gwen's hair was so long, it practically covered her huge tits. She brushed it back, as sexy as anything I'd seen that night, revealing her chest completely. It wasn't just that Gwen's boobs were immense, because they were. Her whole body seemed a size too small for her cleavage, making them seem even more incredible. A bit olive like the rest of her skin, with cherry red nipples, her breasts were bell-shaped and easily the size of a ripe honeydew melon. Maybe more.

Gwen lifted each amazing breast, giving it a little kiss and completing her performance. All of us were now naked. We all stared at each other, as if we didn't know what to do. There was nothing else to reveal. Dante had made his point: we all felt the fun of being the center of attention. Of taking frightening, but ultimately harmless, risks.

And that was it. Our game had ended. It had been a ton of fun, totally amazing and unpredictable. Unprecedented. But now, clearly, everyone was ready to move on.

"Another hand?" Kirstin asked.

We all nodded eagerly and sat down in our chairs. The sun had gone down. The storm had stopped. Every drop of alcohol in our apartment was gone. All six of us, now completely naked, got ready for another round of The Great Dalmuti.

All of us were primed. Our patience was fried. Everything we'd been teasing each other with was out in the open. It was time.

Dante, the Great Peon from the last round, dealt out the cards. We played the hand slowly, silent. Everyone glanced at each other, as if there really was more to reveal. I could complain that Kirstin kept looking across the table at Dante's chest. Was peeking between Kevin's legs. But how could I say anything when I couldn't stop staring at Lauren's perky tits and Gwen's massive melons?

For a moment, I let myself fantasize about what I would ask for if I won. The options were both impossibly circumscribed yet also completely unlimited. Everything I imagined seemed very risky or far too tame. Silly me, I thought I could still slow down the train. Even after it had already barreled past me.

It didn't matter because Dante won. He didn't even bother to wait for the rest of us to put down our cards. He leaned forward on the table, catching Kirstin's eye.

"Is this the first time you've seen a penis other than your husband's?" he asked my wife. Serious and sultry. A harsh interrogator, wearing a velvet glove. "You cannot lie to your Dalmuti."

Kirstin, bless her, blushed. "No," she said, her voice quiet. I waited for Dante to ask Gwen the same thing. What can I say, I was curious. But Dante continued to question Kirstin only. His eyes devouring every inch of her body with each word. I couldn't help but notice that my wife was watching him just as hungrily.

"You've had many boyfriends?" he asked.

"One," Kirstin said, "Besides Jacob, I mean."

"Jacob was your first?" Dante asked, nodding my way, "Your only?"

"Yes," Kirstin said. Her voice came out like a crackle.

Dante leaned back in his chair. For a moment, I thought that was it. I began to sweep up the cards from the table. I realized I was sweating. My heart pounding. Like I'd run a mile a moment before.

"Come sit," Dante said and patted his leg.

I looked at Kirstin and she eyed me back. The conversation ping-ponged between us. We didn't need the words. Was this going to be OK? Were we going to be OK?

I gave my wife a slight, subtle nod. Like I said, the opportunity to avoid this had already passed. Maybe months ago. We'd committed each other, unintentionally, to this moment. To try and stop it now would just be silly.

Kirstin stood up. Her chair scraped the floor so loud it echoed. She practically pranced around the table. Her amazing breasts jiggling in all the right ways. And then my naked wife sat down on Dante's bare lap.

Without another word, Lauren leapt out of her seat and sat similarly on Kevin. I looked over at Gwen. My last option was also, thankfully, my first choice. She gave me a flirty grin and sat down. Her bare thighs pressed into mine. My hard dick squished against her back. The pretense of pretending was over.

I put my hands around Gwen's waist and hugged her close. My nose to her neck. Her long hair cool on my chest. The heat of her sex on my thigh. Dripping warm and wonderful. I worried I was already going too far.

Gwen put her hands over mine and, without any hesitation, placed my palms over her incredible breasts. Both of us sighed as I squeezed. They felt even better than they looked. Soft, yet firm, spilling out over my hands. Nervously, I glanced around the room. I needn't have worried.

Lauren was sitting back against Kevin, her skinny legs spread wide. His massive cock jutted upward, like it was her appendage, not his. The gorgeous blonde was stroking up and down Kevin's dick, lazily. She could have easily stacked both her fists with room to spare, I realized.

I turned my head to Dante and Kirstin, sitting next to me. The dark-haired, handsome man had his hands on my wife's breasts. Rubbing and pressing. Kirstin's hand was under her leg, and I could tell just by the motion that she was stroking Dante off. My wife caught me looking, eyed where I had my own hands, and gave me a wink. She didn't stop fondling Dante, nor did he move his hands from her chest.

I focused back on the beautiful, buxom girl on my own lap. I pressed my lips to her neck lightly and she shuddered. She reached down between her legs and found my dick. As her little hand closed around my hardness, I groaned. God, it felt amazing to be touched by this woman after so long without any contact. Not just the taunt and tease of the entire afternoon but weeks, months, of unwanted celibacy.

The reason for it flooded my mind and, for a moment, I thought about reminding Kirstin exactly why we were both so worked up. The reason we weren't having sex. But then I realized how ridiculous I was being. We'd never go that far. It just wouldn't happen. And I'd look like an ass reminding my wife that way.

Instead, I settled into the sensations of Gwen rubbing my cock. Like she did everything, the buxom brunette stroked me with an infectious enthusiasm. I massaged her massive chest, rolled her nipples with my fingers. I'd never felt anything like Gwen's glorious gourds.

"Better than I imagined," Gwen breathed.

"What?" I asked, intimately.

"I, um... God this is embarrassing but I'm stroking your dick so whatever," Gwen said. So quiet I could barely hear her. Her breath in my ear almost as erotic as her hand on my cock. "I kind of have a huge crush on you."

"Seriously?" I said.

"I like older guys," Gwen said, "And you're always so fun and sweet. I hope that doesn't make you uncomfortable."

"No, it's awesome," I said, "I kind of have a crush on you, too."

"You mean these?" Gwen asked, shaking her chest to make her point.

"No, I mean you," I said, "You're always so energetic and playful. I always enjoy things more when you're around."

Gwen leaned her head back and kissed me on the lips. Her tongue danced at my mouth and I let it slip in. I slid my hands away from her breasts, reluctantly, and found her pussy. God, she was wet. So slippery I could barely keep hold of her. I gently teased at her folds.

Kevin groaned loudly and we both looked over. Lauren had slipped down to her knees and taken his humongous dick into her mouth. She could only get maybe a quarter of the way down his shaft, but she slurped and licked with so much enthusiasm it clearly didn't matter.

"Is this OK?" I asked Gwen. "Your husband is... We're..." I couldn't even speak the words. Fortunately, I didn't have to. The voluptuous brunette responded by dropping down to her knees and sucking me into her mouth. And I'd thought her hand was heaven. Slippery and sensuous, Gwen slurped up and down my shaft. What she lacked in skill, like always, she made up for with passion. She worked my dick like it was the world's most wonderful treat.

"Ah, your wife is an amazing cocksucker," Dante said. I looked over and saw my beautiful, wonderful Kirstin knelt down between Dante's legs. For a moment, the jealousy washed over me. But even that seemed to only enhance the eroticism of seeing the love of my life sucking off another guy. Having gorgeous Gwen gobbling my knob at the same time certainly helped.

Dante put his hand behind Kirstin's head. Twined her hair in his fingers and held her in place. Slowly, he began thrusting into my wife's waiting mouth. She made a little choking noise as he slid in deeper. I knew that Kirstin didn't like it rough, but she didn't do anything to stop Dante.

"Lauren, she is not bad, no?" Dante continued, gesturing over to where the beautiful blonde was fellating Kevin, as if this was a casual conversation. "But your Kirstin is a natural."

I half expected my wife to choke out a 'thank you' but she just kept blowing Dante. Which I guess was answer enough. Dante's movements increased in speed and intensity. He really was fucking Kirstin's face now. My beautiful wife's face went red. The choking sounds got more frequent.

"Ah. Ah yes," Dante said, "Ahhhhhhh." His body stiffened. Kirstin's eyes popped wide.

Glug. Glug. Glug.

Dante deposited his seed right down Kirstin's throat. She grunted and ripped her head out of his grip, gasping. Dante wasn't done though, and a blast of his cum splattered Kirstin's face. Another. Long white streaks of his semen ran down her forehead and cheeks. Dante sat back, letting his sperm fountain over my wife. He gave me an appropriately cocky grin.

"Now that is a good girl," Dante said. He reached down and patted Kirstin's head. My wife turned to look at me, her face splattered with another man's seed, giving me a kooky smile.

"How's Gwen?" she asked.

Unlike Dante, the busty brunette was taking her time on me. Licking languidly up and down my cock. Savoring it. She didn't realize, she could have been going full bore for hours and it wouldn't make a difference. Much as I wanted to give Gwen a facial to match my wife's, I knew it wasn't going to happen. Not that I had much to complain about with how the cute girl was going after me.

"Really good," I said. If I was being honest, Kirstin gave a better blowjob, but I wasn't going to criticize a woman in the middle of her giving me head. I figured I'd at least wait till the end of the evening before composing a complete, constructive critique.

"Oh fffffuck!"

All four of us looked to the other side of the table. Lauren was leaning forward, bent in half. Her pussy slowly sinking onto Kevin's cock. Her face was cinched in something that looked a lot like pain.

"I just had to," Lauren said, almost apologetically, "Had to try."

Gwen waved her off, as if to say that she completely understood. Like even the act of asking would have been ludicrous. The busty brunette went back to lazily sucking my dick.

The rest of us watched, fascinated, as Lauren tried to fit Kevin's cock up her cunt. The tall, skinny boy lay in his seat, his head hanging back. Eyes closed. Lauren's light brown eyes, on the other hand, were wide open. Her mouth gaped like she was trying to fit his dick in there, instead.

The beautiful blonde slid back slowly, grunted, backed off. Tried again.

"Fuck me," Lauren said.

"He's trying," Dante said and laughed jovially. His dick now hung limp on his thigh. Kirstin still knelt in front of him, supplicant, like she was hoping he might give her more.

Lauren kept working Kevin's cock into herself. It was like watching a weird magic trick. Hypnotic. It reminded me of seeing a snake slowly swallow a cow, entranced over how it could happen, even as I saw it before my very eyes.

Finally, about halfway down, Lauren stopped. "No, no, no," she said, almost a pained gasp. "I think that's as far as I can go."

She started rocking back and forth on that massive tool. Knuckles white as she gripped the table. Kevin lay back, letting Lauren work herself on his pole. His face euphoric.

"So big," Lauren said, "So full."

"She's really tight, hon," Kevin said.

"I bet she is, babe," Gwen said, her mouth full of my cock.

Lauren increased her speed, but she still couldn't get more than halfway down Kevin's dick. She worked herself back and forth as hard as she could. Making grunts and growls that, a few moments before, I would have sworn were beneath her. Watching Lauren slowly devolve over Kevin's massive cock was maybe the sexiest thing I'd seen from her yet.

Then it got even better. Lauren's body stuttered. Her eyes fluttered. Her face flushed. I didn't need any familiarity with the blonde woman to know she was about to cum.

"Oh... Oh fuck!" Kevin shot up. His eyes wide. He pulled his dick out of Lauren just as it exploded. A font of white fired out and landed on our table. Kirstin turned back, glaring. "Oh God. I'm so sorry," Kevin said, his dick detonating everywhere. "I couldn't."

"I was so close," Lauren said, like she was lecturing him. She practically had her hands on her hips.

"I know," Kevin said, "You just felt so good." His dick finished spurting, then started to slowly droop down. Even flagging, it was still a flagpole. The look on his face was somewhere between extreme satisfaction and epic embarrassment.

Lauren looked over at her boyfriend. "I need to get off," she said. Her voice heavy with desire.

"I'm no good to you," Dante said, gesturing at his sated shlong.

Lauren's eyes fixed on me. I was the only one remaining with an erection. She looked down at Gwen, still sucking me off.

"Gwen please," Lauren said. The buxom brunette, game as always, just smiled and stepped away.

"Sure thing," she said, like she was sharing her dessert instead of her husband's friend's dick.

Lauren looked at me as I sat back in the chair. I knew she didn't like me. Would rather have gotten off with Kevin or Dante. Or a bedpost somewhere. But I was her only option. She started to turn around, like she had done before with Kevin.

I put my hand out and stopped her.

"Come here," I said. I got up and led Lauren over to the couch. I gently laid her down on the cushions. She spread her pink, spindly legs.

"You're gorgeous," I told her. She rolled her eyes as if to say, 'I know.'

I climbed over her. I could tell by her face she wouldn't let me kiss her. Instead, I pressed my lips to her chest. Kissed my way over to her breast, then latched onto a pink, puffy nipple. She let out a little gasp.

The rest of the room was sated, or at least on pause. I assumed they were all watching us. I don't know for sure because I stayed focused on the beautiful woman beneath me. I kissed and licked lower. When I got to her stomach, she twitched, then stilled. I got closer to her mound. I could smell her, wafting upwards. Heady and wonderful.

"Don't. I'm not..." Lauren said. But before she could finish the thought, I sucked on her vulva. I felt her body go taut, then fall limp. I lapped up her dripping slit, tasted her feminine honey. Kissed around her opening and licked, hard, on her stiff little clitty. Folded my tongue and buried it in her waiting snatch.

I feasted on Lauren's sex. Her earlier reluctance was lost. Her legs snapped around my back. Her fingers gripped at my hair. She started making little grunts and groans. Almost as loud as with Kevin before.

"Oh. OH!" Lauren's whole body seemed to wrap around my skull. She squeezed so tight that I felt my heartbeat in my head. Finally, Lauren went lax. She fell back into the couch. Her already beautiful face, pink with pleasure, was even moreso in post-orgasm repose.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw my Kirstin lying back on the dining room table. Kevin was between her legs and licking with abandon. Meanwhile Dante was sitting back, the king on his throne, lazily fondling Gwen's breasts while she played with his rapidly re-stiffening cock.

Kirstin pulled my face to hers. She kissed me hard, then looked me in the eyes. I couldn't make out what I saw there.

"Wow," she said, breath short from the kiss and the cum, "I mean. I've never. Not like that."

Lauren grabbed my shoulders and softly rolled me over. Now she was on top of me. She gave me another kiss. Her pink, puffy nipples brushed against my chest hair. This wasn't just fooling around anymore. Somehow it had become intimate.

Lauren reached down and found my cock. Squeezed it. Centered me. For a moment, I paused. This was so much farther than I'd ever imagined going. With Lauren. With anyone not my wife. Even the oral had seemed like something less. Over the line, yes, but not much more beyond that. But this...?



Lauren squeezed my ass, pulled me forward, and my cock slipped into her. For the first time in over a decade, I was inside a woman who was not my wife. Whatever worries I had were forgotten. The beautiful blonde rose up my cock, then settled down deeper. After she'd ridden Kevin's massive stick, I wondered if she would even feel me. If anything, she was even tighter than I could have imagined.

After the third thrust, I was finally buried to the hilt inside spectacular, sexy Lauren. Absently, I heard female gasps and male groans behind us. I didn't even turn to look. My whole universe was this stunning woman, riding up and down my cock.

Her eyes went wide and wet. Her whole body started to convulse. The little blonde hairs on her forearms stood up straight. I hugged her tight to my chest.

"Are you cold?" I asked.

"N-no," Lauren said. I looked at her again. I realized the look in her eyes and realized she was scared. Not terrified. More like she felt herself losing control. Vulnerable in a way she wasn't used to. She was shaking even more now, great shivers with every stroke of my cock.

Her eyes crossed slightly. Mouth opened. She orgasmed again. I held her as tight to me as I could. A rock in the storm of her pleasure. She thrashed in my arms. Whimpered. I felt her tears soak my shoulder.

Finally, she stilled.

"That was amazing," Lauren said, leaning back. Looking on me with new eyes. "You're amazing. Kirstin is so lucky."

She started to lift off me but stopped. "Wait, you're still hard?"

I nodded.

"You didn't...?"

I shook my head.

"Fuck me," Lauren said.

"That's what I'm trying to do," I said, imitating Dante from before.

"Oh, I'm going to enjoy this," Lauren said. She started to ride up and down on my cock again. She had a new confidence. Now she was moving faster. Arms around my neck. Tits flying. I realized how much she'd been trying to maintain control of herself, even with Kevin. But her orgasms with me had set her free.

Lauren no longer cared how she looked. About the squelching, wet noises her cunt made on my cock. Her feral grunts and mewls. Lauren chased her own pleasure with abandon, and it was amazing. Like finally seeing her true self. And it was even more beautiful than the one she hid behind.

I heard slapping noises and couldn't help myself. I had to see what was going on.

Gwen was bent over our table, her massive breasts smushed practically flat against the wood. Dante was behind her, shoving his cock into her pussy. And on the other side of the table was my own wife, mirroring Gwen. Her body bent over, supplicant. Kevin was behind her, slowly filling her with his immense dick.

"Oh my God," Kirstin said. Her face crushed between pleasure and pain. Kevin was about halfway in her. Shoving deeper.

"You've got this," Gwen said, a weird, calm dichotomy with what was going on around her. Her backside bounced lewdly while Dante fucked her hard. But her top half was loving, affectionate, holding Kirstin's hand tightly and lightly stroking her face. "It'll be so good. You can get there, I promise."

"How do you do this?" Kirstin asked. "Ohhhhhhh. Take all that cock?"

"I did it, babe," Kevin said, like he'd just won at Flamme Rouge, "I got it all the way in."

"Oh fuck," Kirstin said. Eyes rolling back. "So fucking full."

"Go slow, babe," Gwen said, "Let her get used to the monster."

"Trying," Kevin said, "She feels so good." He drew back, then stuffed my wife full again. Their pace increased. Kirstin and Gwen held hands as their partners plowed into them. The table squeaking and creaking like it would break any second. The two women seeming just as fragile.

Both seemed to sense me looking. They turned their heads my way. As soon as Kirstin saw Lauren riding me, my wife's eyes crossed, and I saw an orgasm rip right through her.

The jealousy grabbed at my chest again. Another man was balls deep in my wife. Making her cum with his massive cock. Had she ever made those faces with me? Grunted and groaned like that? I couldn't say.

Lauren kissed me hard, drawing my attention back.

"She's OK,' the blonde said, "Kirstin's having fun. Don't worry so much."

"Worry about you, instead?" I asked, with a smirk

"Oh, I'm having fun," Lauren said, wickedly. "And. I'm. Never. Going. To. STOP!" On her last word, another cum rolled over her. "Wow. Fuck."

Lauren slowed for a second, panting. Her body slick with sweat. She took a deep breath and started humping me again.

"You going to go soon?" she asked. "I want you to cum. Need you to cum. It's OK, I promise. I'm safe."

Lauren was beautiful. Her body was amazing. Her pussy wet and tight. She rode me wild and it felt wonderful. I didn't have the heart to tell her, I was nowhere near cumming. Even now, with a literal orgy going on behind me and a gorgeous woman riding my dick, the SSRI had me in its thrall. Lauren was going to strip the skin from my dick before she pulled the cum from my body.

I felt a touch on my shoulder and looked up. Gwen stood over me, wearing only a shy smile. I looked over to see that Dante had left her high and dry. My wife was now squatting on the floor. Bouncing up and down on Kevin's cock. Dante, himself, was standing over her, his dick in her mouth. She sucked at him with abandon.

Seeing my wife getting spit-roasted was hard enough. Seeing how much she seemed to enjoy it, was even harder. She was riding Kevin, hard. Dante reached down and pinched her nipples. Both of these men were using my wife for their pleasure. Yet it was strangely also the hottest thing I'd ever seen.

Gwen got my attention back by sliding her massive breast over my face. Instinctually, I began to suckle on her stiff nipple.

"Hope this is OK," Gwen said to Lauren.

The blonde girl laughed. "You should try his tongue on your twat, it's even better than his foot rubs."

Gwen paused for a moment. Like she wasn't sure if Lauren was kidding or not. Finally, the buxom brunette shrugged and pushed me back. Lowered her pussy down to my lips.

Gwen's cunt was different than Lauren's obviously. For all her outsized other parts, Gwen's sex was trim and tidy. Her clit was barely noticeable beneath her folds. But I found it, sure enough, and felt her stiffen above me. Now, even if I wanted to see what was going on with Kirstin, I couldn't. I didn't even know what Lauren was up to, besides riding my dick.

I kept my focus on forcing Gwen over the top. Her taste was stronger than Lauren's, muskier, and I found I liked it quite a lot. The young girl rode my face. When I missed the right spot, she shifted me back with her thighs. I reached up with my hands and squeezed her ample ass. Brushed her anus with my thumb. Even through her flesh, I heard Gwen make a sexy little squeak.

Lauren popped up and down on my cock like an automaton. Gwen ground down on my tongue. We were like a strange, sloppy machine. An organism of orgasm, each part working in concert towards the greater goal.

"Your tits are amazing," I heard Lauren say. Her voice was distant, like I was listening through a cell phone with a bad connection. Or a pair of tin cans with a string.

"Oh, I love yours, too," Gwen said, "They're practically perfect."

In my head, they were fondling each other while they said this. I know it was unlikely in actuality, but a man can dream.

I flattened my tongue against Gwen's clit and rubbed back and forth as hard as I could. She squealed, then went stiff. She fell forward and I saw Lauren sitting on my cock. She stiffened. Her body stretched out.

"Cumming," Lauren said, a gasp, her thin lips pressed tight.

"Me... too," Gwen said. Shaking as she lay on top of me.

"I've got you," Lauren said. The two women hugged each other tight as they both went over the top together. Then tumbled over.

My cock stood straight up hard, shadowing the two of them.

"How are you still hard?" Lauren asked. She looked exhausted. Her hair was pasted to her forehead. She could barely hold herself up.

"It's like he's got an everlasting gobstopper," Gwen said.

"More like an everlasting cuntstopper," Lauren said, "I've never cum like that in my life." Both girls giggled at their joke.

In that moment, it was too much to explain my pharmaceutically controlled condition, so instead I shrugged like it was nothing.

"Let me give it a go," Gwen said, like she was doing Lauren a favor. She took my hand and pulled me up off the cushions.

Back behind the couch, Kirstin was still squatting over Kevin. Whatever trepidation she had about his tremendous tool was lost. She was piledriving herself up and down on his cock. Her face twisted in incomprehensible ecstasy. She'd given up on sucking Dante. Instead, he stood there watching, lazily stroking her hair and occasionally reaching down to tweak her nipple.

Kevin saw us both and gave his wife a weak grin.

"How's she doing for you?" Gwen asked.

"So good," Kevin said, "Not going to last much longer."

If Kirstin heard him, she didn't care. She drove herself up and down on that enormous dick. Breasts flying with every bounce. Her tiny pussy wrapped tight around his cock in a way that was fascinating just from the physics of it.

Kevin wasn't kidding about getting close. A moment later, he groaned. His balls went taut. Kirstin jumped off his dick and spun around. She grabbed Kevin's cock in both hands and pumped him. A moment later, a geyser of cum catapulted out of him.

The first burst looked like a bucket's worth. It splashed against my wife's entire torso. A gout of hot liquid running across her shoulder blades, over her breasts, and down her tight tummy. Then another, impossibly almost as much. It was his second go already, but Kevin was deluging my wife in his desire.

Another explosion. Another. Kirstin was dripping in baby batter. Her face, still wet from Dante, took another drenching. She fell back, finally, looking like she'd been swimming in semen.

Kevin sat up, looking at what he'd done to my wife. "Wow," he said.

"Holy fuck," Kirstin said, idly playing with some of the sperm on her tit as she lay sprawled back, "You really let it go."

Dante walked over and helped my wife up to her knees. What looked at first like a gentlemanly gesture quickly shifted, however, as he pushed her head towards his waiting hardness. Kirstin didn't pause. She opened wide and dutifully began sucking Dante off again.

Gwen got down on all fours in front of me, capturing all my attention. I remembered before, when she'd bent over and I'd pictured her this way. What I'd thought of as an impossible fantasy had turned out to be a premonition.

I reached over and started to play with Gwen's pussy. Lightly stroking her outer lips.

"No, just give it to me," Gwen said.

I lined myself up and slid into the buxom brunette. She groaned as I filled her. She was surprisingly tight, especially for someone who was used to getting it regularly from Kevin.

I gripped Gwen's hips and started to slowly fuck her.

"Harder," she said, "Give it to me."

Unintentionally, I looked over at Kevin who was now slumped, half-conscious, against the far wall. He gave me a limp shrug.

Jokingly, I slapped Gwen's ass.

"Yes, like that," Gwen said. I was surprised to see the bubbly girl liked it rough, but I gave in. I spanked her butt cheek again. Pounded her pussy. Her massive tits hung down, flying everywhere.

I looked up and saw Dante slip his dick out of Kirstin's mouth. Not too roughly, he pushed her down, so she was on all fours. Presented that perfect pussy up to him. It was a position, I knew, that Kirstin didn't actually enjoy. She said she found it demeaning. Instead of saying anything, though, Kirstin stayed completely still, letting Dante examine her upturned ass like it was a new installation at the museum.

Finally, Dante took his prize. He adjusted his stiff cock and slowly fed it into Kirstin's well-used cunt. I thought I heard a little sob escape from her mouth as he filled her. Then, almost immediately, she reacted in a far different way.

"Oh. Uhn. Oh God. Oh yes." Kirstin said, "Oh that feels so gooood."

I wasn't used to my wife talking during sex. She'd always been quiet with me. Now though, either because she had an audience, or Dante was doing something incredible to her, Kirstin was spewing forth nonsense like it was nothing. "Fuck. Fuck me. Oh. UHN. Dante. So good. Fu-uh-uh-uh-uck me."

I might have noticed more, except Gwen was giving me a monologue of her own. "Slap my ass. Take me. Oh God. Pinch my nipples. Harder. Use me. Oh fuck. You have no idea how bad I wanted you. Kevin knows. We both had a crush on you guys. Used to, used to play. In bed. Pretend we were with you. OH! So much better than I thought it would be. Did you -- fuck -- did you want me, too?"

"Oh yes," I said, "Your huge tits under those fuh-fuzzy sweaters. Your big blue eyes. Always so enthusiastic. Innocent. God, Gwen I wanted you so much."

"Would you stroke it? Thinking about me?"

"Y-yes," I said. I didn't dare look over at Kirstin while I confessed. If she was listening, at that moment, I didn't even care.

"Oh God, that's so hot," Gwen said, "Gets me off so good. Oh. Promise me. Promise me you'll let me see it. I want to watch you stroke that cock for me."

I started to pull back, but I swear, somehow Gwen's cunt clamped down and held me in.

"Next time," the bouncy brunette said. Next time?! "You can show me. I p-promise. Oh, you're fucking me so good! Oh, Kev. Was Kirstin good for you, too?"

"Y-yeah," Kevin said, eyes so distant he may as well have been looking at Mars. "Kirstin's body, her pussy, so tight. Dude. Your wife. She's an awesome fuck. Incredible."

"Oh, fuck yes," Dante said in rapturous agreement. Slamming back and forth into Kirstin. "She is such a spectacular little slut."

Kirstin only moaned in response.

"Gwen's great too," I said. God this was so wonderfully weird.

"Oh, I'm getting close," Gwen said, "Going to cum on your awesome cock. Fuck! Rapunzel me. Please. Put me over the top."

"What?" I asked. I mean, I watched enough porn, I figured I knew all the catchphrases, but this was a new one.

"Rap... Pull my hair," Gwen said, "Sorry, that's what Kev and me call it."

I grabbed Gwen's long tresses, wrapped them like a bridle around my fist, and pulled back hard. The buxom brunette screamed, and I faltered. Then I realized she wasn't in pain, she was cumming. Her pussy rippled up and down my shaft.

While Gwen slowed, panting hard, I heard the vigorous slaps of another man giving it to my wife. Kirstin was watching us. Her eyes half-lidded. Mouth hanging open. Cum dripping off her arms, her chest, her face. All she could do was let out little grunts as her body took a massive battering from behind.

"Fuck. Your wife is such a good fuck," Dante said, "A machine. Like she was made for it. Her pussy, it squeezes so hard, like she is begging for my dick."

I didn't know why these guys kept feeling the need to tell me how fun it was to fuck my wife, but they did. Meanwhile I did my best to focus on Gwen while her husband stared at us in the distance.

I felt someone else watching us and looked over. Lauren was standing off to the side. I'd almost forgotten about her, honestly.

"Holy fuck, how is he still going?" Lauren asked.

"I don't know," Gwen said, "It's amazing. He's wearing me out. You want another shot at him?"

"My pussy is so sore," Lauren whined, "It hurts just to look at you two. It's so hot though. I want you to tell me about it. Let me know how it feels."

"His cock's so good," Gwen said. "He's thrusting into me. Like he'll never stop. Pulling my hair. Slapping my ass. I've cum like... Lost count. I keep cumming. OH!"

Lauren moved to the other side of the room. She knelt down next to Kirstin. "Told you Dante was amazing."

"Uh huh," Kirstin said. Words were not her strong suit anymore.

"You're the only one who's had all three," Lauren said, "So you have to tell me who was better."

"Wha?" Kirstin asked. Her green eyes were so bright, they were practically glowing.

"Like before," Lauren said, as if it was obvious, "With the drinks and the massages. I want to know who's best."

Kirsten responded with a long, low moan as yet another orgasm ran through her. Her head lolled forward and Lauren laughed, loud and musical.

Then I lost the ability to pay attention as Gwen's pussy rippled around me. Her own orgasm ripped through her. She fell forward onto her arms. She didn't even have the strength to hold herself up anymore. Still, gamely, she pumped her pussy back and forth on my dick.

Suddenly, for the first time, I felt that little tingle at the tip of my cock that told me I was going to cum. It was like the arrival of the rapture. Christmas, Hanukah, Kwanzaa, and Diwali combined. A gift from every god in the known universe. I was, finally, going to reach my peak.

"Oh God. Gwen. Getting close," I said. The whole room seemed to sense the import of my words.

"Oh yes!" Lauren said. "That's a girl! You did it!"

"There you go, babe," Kevin said.

Even Kirstin looked up with a wan smile. "Wow, good for you, Gwen. Even I can't do that these days."

Gwen grinned and blushed at the room, like she'd just won the big game and we were all her cheerleaders. Then she slowed.

"You have to do it," Lauren said, "You won, so you get the prize. Let him fill you up. I promise it'll blow your mind."

"It's OK, babe, you earned it," Kevin said.

Gwen dutifully lowered her head and started to rock back and forth on my cock again.

"Yes!" Lauren cheered, "Do it. Take that load like a good slut."

I reached forward to squeeze Gwen's massive tits, but it messed with my rhythm, so I sat back. Thrusted into her. Hips slapping hard.

"Oh fuck..." Gwen said. "Are you getting close?"

"Yes," I said, "Finally."

"I think I'm gonna. Fuck. Already cumming so much. Feel like... Feel like a big one's going to hit."

"Gwen," I said, suddenly frantic. Thinking about her hesitance before. About my own wife. "Can I...? I'm getting close and I want to..."

"Yes!" Lauren said, as if it was her choice to make.

"Inside," Gwen said, "Please. Cum in me. Inside is OK. Just... just cum. Oh fill me up. I want it allll."

"Do it," Lauren said, "Cum in that slutty pussy."

I reached around Gwen's hip and found her clit. I rubbed it hard. She stiffened. I took her in for one last time. This girl I'd lusted after for so long. Her huge breasts and full bottom. Her pussy squeezed down tight on my cock.

And finally -- FINALLY! -- I felt the cum race up my shaft. My balls went taut. The tingling raced all over me. Sparks of pleasure building into conflagrations throughout my body

"Oh fuck!" I cried out. Gwen stilled, like bracing herself.

I spewed forth into her pussy. My first orgasm in weeks. Months of pent-up energy unleashed all at once. My essence spewed forth like a raging river bursting through a dam. An ocean of ecstasy now flooding forth.

As I fired, I felt Gwen buck beneath me. "Ohhhhhhhh YES!" she screamed. "Oh, he's cumming in MEEE-HE-HE-HE!"

Before, when I had these marathon sessions, even the orgasm was disappointing. Almost painful. There was no agony here. Only bliss. The pleasure punched me in the chest. Stole my breath. Grabbed hold of my head and squeezed so hard I thought my brain was about to burst.

I dumped my seed into Gwen's waiting pussy. So much that I felt like I could have painted the walls of our apartment if I pulled out. Instead, the only walls I painted were the ones in Gwen's tight little cunt. I splashed through her cervix. Washed out her womb. She cried out, shouting her pleasure as I poured into her. So much I could already feeling it leaking over my balls.

Gwen toppled forward. My dick popped free, somehow still spurting like an oil derrick.



"Oh wow," I heard Lauren say, distant. The cum splashed onto my chest, warm. It slowed. Dribbling down. The world went dull. Hazy. I heard a buzzing in my ears. Saw a white, fuzzy fog. But nothing more.

I felt little kisses tracing down my chest. I opened my eyes and saw Lauren over me, slowly licking me clean. Like a hungry kitty. The pretty blonde gave me a shy smile, but she didn't stop.

"That was amazing," she said.

"You have no idea," Gwen said, bent forward, head buried. Her voice tremulous.

"Oh God."

I looked up, past Lauren. Dante was still fucking my Kirstin from behind. Pumping her pussy. Her amazing breasts swung rhythmic with every shove. Her hair splayed everywhere. Face red. Mouth open panting.

"I'm cumming," Kirstin said. "Again. He keeps making me cum. So good. Oh God."

I did my best to get up and reached my hand out. Kirstin squeezed it back. I held hands with my wife while another man fucked her from behind. Her grip tight on me, holding on for dear life.

"Oh Jacob," Kirstin said, "Baby. I'm so sorry. He's fucking me so good."

"It's OK," I said, meaning it. Whatever envy I had left had been drowned in cum. I could only enjoy watching as my beautiful Kirstin reached her own peak. Eyes rolled back. Spine arched. Face in a trembling rictus of overwhelming, incomprehensible pleasure.

"Keep... Keep cumming," Kirstin said, "Can't take much more."

"You can do it," I said, warmly. "You're so beautiful. So sexy. My amazing, wonderful wife."

Kirstin smiled, then her face went expressionless. I saw it all in slow motion.

"Oh... OH... OH! I'm... AH!" Kirstin curled up as the pleasure overtook her.

Dante grunted. I could see from his face he was close. I waited, expectantly, for him to pull back. He thrust forward, deep as he could

Kirstin's eyes got huge.

"Oh no."

The orgasm overtook her. Her eyes rolled back in her head.

"Oh YES!" Dante cried out. My wife squeezed my hand as another man inseminated her unprotected pussy.

Kirstin cried out. Shook as another man filled her fertile womb. For a second, I saw her body try to fight it. As if she could stop something that had already happened. And then the orgasm grabbed hold and she was gone. "He's cumming in me. Fuck that feels so... Oh. Can't stop... So good!"

Lauren jumped up and ripped her boyfriend back, but it was already too late. Kirstin sprawled forward. Dante's cum bubbled out of her cunt. Ran in rivulets down her thigh.

"Oh fuck," Kirstin said, stupidly. Still mid-cum. Her face pressed into the floor. "I think he... Oh."

I watched as the orgasm washed over my wife. The cums rolled through her. One after another like a chain reaction. Her cunt still trying to suck another man's seed into her fertile womb.

Finally, she calmed. Her whole body went slack. "Come on, babe," I said, helping my wife off the ground.

"Jacob I... I think I fucked up," Kirstin said.

"It's OK," I said, "You're OK."

"I love you so much."

"I love you too."

I grabbed my wife by the shoulders and helped her back to the shower. I doubted it would do anything, but I helped her wash her pussy out. Dante's sperm leaked out of her in great, white gouts. God, how much had he put in her?

Afterwards, I grabbed a towel and wrapped Kirstin in it. Her eyes were wide open, scared. I held her tight. I led Kirstin back to bed and laid her down. I kissed her forehead. She was already passing out. I shut the door behind me.

Our guests were all still sitting in the living room, naked, around the table. I saw someone had made coffee. I grabbed myself a mug.

"We're really sorry," Lauren said. She elbowed Dante and he nodded, absently.

"It's fine," I said, "Tonight was... It's fine."

"We can go get the morning after pill tomorrow," Gwen said. She smiled shyly. "I mean, I'm going to need it too."

Oh fuck.

"You mean you're not..."

"It's OK," Gwen said, "I told you to do it."

"Yes, but." I looked over at Kevin.

"It's fine," he said, "That was, ummmm. It was part of the fantasy? Anyway, we're cool. Like she said, she literally told you to do it."

"I'll pay for the pill," I said, as if that was some grand gesture.

We finished our coffee in silence. Then we slowly got dressed. It was strange, looking around the room for my underwear. Like some weird, awkward scavenger hunt.

When we were all clothed, Dante came up to me, a smirk dancing on his lips. "Your Kristin, she is a great fuck. Please let her know, I'm happy to repeat my performance. I have no doubt she will desire to do so."

Before my brain could even approve the action, I popped the cocky bastard right in the nose. He dropped to the ground like I'd shot him. I shook my hand out. I wasn't used to punching people. Although, if it was always that satisfying, maybe I ought to be doing it more.

I looked around the room at the shocked expressions around me, expecting a full round of angry accusations. Lauren knelt down by her boyfriend and started to help him up.

"I'm sorry," I told her, "I don't know what came over me."

"It's fine," Lauren said, "Saves me having to pop him one later."

The beautiful blonde grabbed Dante by the scruff of his neck and dragged him to his feet. I braced for him to come at me, but instead he covered his face with his hands, blood dripping through his fingers.

Lauren led her boyfriend out of the apartment. She began berating him as soon as the door closed behind them.

"I hope you don't have one of those for me," Kevin said, now eyeing me nervously.

"We're cool," I said.

"If that's the case, I don't suppose you'd mind us staying the night?" Kevin asked, then quickly backpedaled. "By ourselves, I mean. Sorry. Gwen and I are both too drunk to drive."

I had no way of putting it -- no words exist to explain -- why I was pissed at Dante for plowing my wife but perfectly OK with Kevin having done the same deed. Truly, I'm not sure I can clarify it to myself.

So, instead, I told him it was no problem and setup the guest bed for the both of them. The young couple passed out soon after, surrounded by our shelves full of board games. I found Kirstin still sleeping in the bedroom and I joined her.

The next morning, we all ate breakfast together in awkward silence. After, Gwen and Kirstin went together to get the morning after pill. It was kind of a weird bonding experience for them, apparently. Then, finally, we said our goodbyes.

As soon as Gwen and Kevin left, Kirstin and I had a huge blowout. Worst argument I've ever had in my life. I'm surprised nobody called the cops, honestly. We spent the next couple days taking turns sleeping somewhere else.

Ironically, it was Lauren who stepped in to save us both. I wasn't there, but Kirstin told me after that the blonde woman sat her down and basically read her the riot act.

"Jacob's really special and if you don't take him back, I will," Lauren told her.

"What?" Kirstin asked, shocked. They were both at some outdoor cafe, acting like this was a nice chat instead of an intensive intervention. "I thought you didn't like Jacob."

"You're the one that did this, and you know it," Lauren said, arms folded. "I've seen my own marriage fall apart. Trust me when I tell you, the two of you have something special. So stop fucking around with it."

After that, Kirstin came home, and we had a long heart-to-heart. We admitted we'd both done stupid things to hurt each other. If she'd spoken of her regrets, if I'd admitted my frustrations, we both would have been able to avoid the whole mess.

The worst part though was confessing one more truth to each other. Despite everything around what had happened, we both had enjoyed it. Not just the sex with other people, I think that went without saying. But Kirstin admitted that what had really turned her on was watching me give it to Lauren and Gwen better than either had ever had. And I conceded that seeing my girl cum hard, even if it wasn't with me, was the hottest thing I'd seen all night.

So it was that we agreed on two things. One, that we would communicate more clearly from now on. Even if it was scary. Especially if it was. And, two, that we wanted to keep trying stuff. At least for a little while. Sometimes it's good for a marriage to get a little uncomfortable, as long as everyone is OK with it. Besides, what's the point of letting the genie out of the bottle if you don't make a couple wishes?

About a week later, Kevin came and talked to me in my office. It was uncomfortable at first, but we settled into our usual friendship. That weekend, in one of the weirdest group outings of my life, both our wives took pregnancy tests that came back negative and then we all went to dinner as a foursome to celebrate. At the end of the evening, Gwen kissed me goodnight right on the lips. Kirstin grabbed Kevin's ass. But we went home to our own apartments. It was fun, breaking boundaries in a very acceptable, safe way.

Two weeks after that, Kirstin told me that Lauren had dumped Dante.

"They're done," my wife said over dinner. We'd bought a completely new table after the 'event' as we called it. But it was still being shipped, so we were eating over stack tables in the living room.

"He was such an ass," Kirstin said. I gave her a calculating look. "A sexy ass, but still."

I laughed.

"Anyway, Lauren keeps insisting that she gets to date you, now."

"I'm taken," I said.

"She says she's going to look into cloning you," Kirstin said.

"That will not end well for anyone," I said.

"It's nice, right?" Kirstin said, "Being the center of attention?"

"Sometimes," I said, "But mostly I just like being with you."

My wife got her IUD a few weeks later and our sex lives finally got back to something like normal. I'm still on the SSRI, but I've started to see it as a good thing. I know Kirstin isn't complaining about my chemically enhanced stamina.

And, with everything back to normal, we've decided to reinstate one more tradition. Next week, we'll be hosting boardgame night at the apartment. Kirstin, Kevin, Gwen, and Lauren will all be there. I don't think it's going to be a full-on orgy, but then, I can't say we're going to be completely chaste, either. No matter what goes on, I'm looking forward to a fun evening.

Speaking of which, we're going to be short a sixth player. Want to join?
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Cold Sister

Everyone in this story is over the age of 18. I swear this was supposed to be a short one.

"I'm cold," Betsy announced, as if this was a huge revelation.

My younger sister was always complaining about the temperature. I swear, she came out of the womb shivering. Despite the fact that we lived in Florida, where even the chilliest days were still hot, my sister was forever freezing.

It was a lazy Sunday afternoon. I was sitting on the slate, sectional couch, watching the NBA Finals on the family's immense flatscreen TV. My sister stood off to the side of the living room, her arms crossed around her chest, like trying to hug the heat into herself.

Betsy was bundled in a heavy, grey hoodie and dark sweatpants. I could barely make out her umber eyes under her hood. She'd gathered her long, light brown hair in a braid, and it ran down her chest like a dashing escapee.

"Can I sit with you, Bran?" Betsy asked. She lifted her feet one-by-one off the tile floor like it was far too icy for her bare toes.

"You're into basketball now?" I asked.

"No, but this air conditioning is out of control," Betsy said, "Dad already said I'm grounded for a month if I touch the thermostat again."

I laughed, but I knew my sister wasn't joking. Our father may have loved us both, but he adored air conditioning with an incongruently heated passion. Turning down the A/C was a betrayal far beyond what he would tolerate.

"Seriously, I just need to sit with you for a bit to warm up," Betsy said.

I shrugged. Betsy may have been strange about temperature, but otherwise she was a pleasant girl to be around. We weren't the kind of siblings to cuddle on the couch, usually, but I wasn't going to freak out about it, either.

My half-hearted approval was apparently enough, and Betsy hopped next to me. There was plenty of room for both of us, but she scooched right next to me like we had to share a single cushion. Betsy snuggled into my chest, then grabbed a fleece blanket from behind the couch and put it over the both of us.

"Oooooo, you're warm," Betsy said, as if it was the best compliment she could give.

"Feel better?" I asked.

I felt my sister shudder against me. "Getting there," she said.

Betsy was petite, about 5'2" at most. She'd run cross country in high school, which had kept her trim. I had no true sense of her shape, though, because she was always too layered to tell. Even when we hung out at the pool in our backyard, she stayed well covered (the water, shocker, was too cold to swim in).

Betsy pushed her brown braid behind her ear and looked at the screen. "Who are you rooting for, the orange team?"

"Yes, the orange team," I said, unable to hide my mocking tone. "I enjoy how their overwhelming orange-ness keeps the green team in check."

"Jeez, I was just asking a question," Betsy said. She pouted in a way that made her look prettier.

I suppose I would say that my eighteen-year-old sister was cute. Her face was attractive in that 'girl-next-door' kind of way. She had a button nose and thin pink lips that seemed to always be smiling. Several of my friends had asked about her, always with the same question. I wonder what she looks like under all those clothes? Obviously, I made it clear they weren't allowed to find our for themselves.

I tried to keep my focus on the game as Betsy burrowed into me. Somehow, my sister was snuggling even closer into my chest. Unlike Betsy, I was tall and broad. She felt tiny as she squirmed into my side.

"Feeling comfortable yet?" I asked, impatiently.

"Trying to," Betsy said, "Seriously, you're super warm. How are you this warm?"

"I don't know," I said, "I just am."

"Well, we need to do this way more often," Betsy said, "It's like cuddling up to an oven."

"Your own personal heat rock," I said.

"Are you suggesting I'm a lizard?" Betsy asked, pretending to be insulted.

"You are kind of iguana-esque," I said.

"Then you must be a bear," Betsy said, "A big, cozy grizzly."

"I could live with that," I said, "I wouldn't mind eating salmon all day."

"Maybe steal a few pic-a-nic baskets to change things up," Betsy said.

"That would be nice," I said, "You'd have to eat flies, in your new iguana life."

"But I'd have crazy awesome eyesight," Betsy said.

"And two penises."

"Wait, really?" Betsy asked, turning my way. I nodded. "Ewwww, no thank you."

"You might enjoy it," I said, teasing.

"Please, I can't even find one," Betsy said. I gave her an odd look, but she ignored it.

My sister finally settled against me. She let her head loll on my chest. I looked at the TV and realized I'd totally lost track of the game. Without thinking about it, I absently stroked the back of Betsy's hooded head. She let out a little coo.

This was nice in a way that I wished wasn't brother-sister nice. It had been a while since my last girlfriend, and I missed the intimacy of it. Having this time with Betsy didn't exactly scratch that itch (again, sister), but it reminded me that it was there.

Betsy groaned and slid her hand up my chest. She looked up at my face and we shared a strange, secret smile. She tilted her head upwards and for a moment it looked like...

"Brandon! Betsy! Come help with groceries!"

We startled as we heard Mom's voice calling to us from the garage. Betsy and I both jumped up from the couch like we'd been doing something far more inappropriate than watching a basketball game.

*

That night, I took a long shower before going to bed. When I was done drying off, I changed into my usual sleep clothes -- a pair of flannel pj pants with no shirt -- and slipped under the covers.

I'd been at FAU for two years, commuting from home to save money. Now that I was about to be a junior, I was planning on finally moving out. But there was something comforting about staying in my childhood home. I knew most of my classmates couldn't wait to be on their own, but I didn't mind it.

I liked my family. We got on well. My mom was super supportive, and Dad was always helping me out with stuff. Plus Betsy. She wasn't so bad. Being in an apartment by myself seemed like it would be super lonely.

I was about to switch off my bedroom light and pass out when I heard a soft knock on my door.

"Hey Bear," Betsy said, stepping inside my room.

My cute, brunette sister was wearing all her layers, like before. I've been told I look like her -- same brown hair and eyes, same lips and nose -- but personally I didn't see it. My sister was adorable. I was a big, awkward lug.

"Hey 'Guana," I said.

"That does not sound right," Betsy said, "Too close to guano."

"Fair enough," I said, "What's up, Bets?"

"I'm super cold and I'm having trouble falling asleep," Betsy said. She gave a full shiver to punctuate her point. "You were so warm this afternoon and I can't stop thinking about it. Can I come sit with you for a bit?"

I eyed my sister warily. It wasn't the strangest request ever, but it felt awfully odd.

"I only have on bottoms," I said.

"So?" Betsy asked, "You're still my heat rock."

I sighed and lifted up my comforter. Betsy clapped her hands, excitedly, then leapt next to me on the bed. Like I said, this was the room I grew up in, so I only had a double. But there was enough room for the both of us.

"Ohhh, that's nice," Betsy said, again snuggling into me. She rested her head on my bare chest, snaking her hand up to my pec. I wrapped my arm around her back. It was like she was a koala, and I was a eucalyptus tree.

My sister settled into me. Her breath tickled at my chest hair. My eyes lowered languid as reality began to drift.

"What do you want to do?" Betsy asked.

"I was about to fall asleep," I said.

"No sleeping," Betsy said, shifting into full brat mode. "Not until after I leave. We need to do something."

"I could go get Parcheesi," I said.

Betsy turned her head and glared at me.

"I guess we could talk?" I said.

"About what?" Betsy asked.

"I don't know, life. Stuff like that. You still seeing that guy, David or whatever?"

"Ugh, no," Betsy said, "What about you? What happened with that blonde chick you were telling me about?"

"Melissa? That went so bad, I can't even tell you," I said.

"What happened?" I could tell I'd piqued my sister's interest.

"What happened with you and David?" I asked.

Betsy groaned and rolled her eyes. "He was a pig. All he ever wanted to do was fuck."

I couldn't keep the surprise off my face. I had trouble imagining my sister taking her clothes off, let alone that. Even her use of the curse word was surprising. My sweet sister wasn't one for swearing, usually.

Betsy giggled. "We didn't actually have sex," she said, "That was the problem. Like, I'm fine with making out or whatever, but he was DTF after the first date and I wasn't ready. I guess, after, a while, he lost patience with me. I caught him hooking up with some random girl at the grad party last month."

"I'm sorry," I said.

"I'm not," Betsy said, "He was a jerk. What about you?"

"Oh, Mel and I had sex all the time," I said.

Betsy's eyes went wide, and she shoved me, hard. "Not that!" she cried out, "Why'd you two break up?"

"Oh," I said, "Well, that was kind of the problem. Sex was all we ever did. After a while, I realized that we'd never had a real conversation. Like, I didn't even know her middle name or if she had a big family. It was weird."

"I'm sorry," Betsy said, mirroring me from before.

"I'm not," I said, "I want a real relationship. One where it's not just physical. Where we can talk and have fun. And even when we do touch, it doesn't have to be about sex. Like, lying around and cuddling is nice, too."

"Yes," Betsy said, her voice suddenly distant. "This is really nice."

"Seems like you're pretty warm under there," I said, trying not to hint too hard.

"I'm going, I'm going," Betsy said, "I'm not totally comfy, but I guess this will be good enough."

My sister slid out from under the covers, then ambled out of my bedroom. When I rolled over to fall asleep though, I found the mattress felt strangely empty.

*

The next day was Monday, so I spent most of my time answering phones at work. Doing admin for a reinsurance company wasn't the worst summer temp job I'd ever had, and it kept me busy. I didn't put a lot of thought into the day before and what had happened. Mostly because, as far as I was concerned, nothing had. I mean, it was a little weird, what Betsy and I had done, but it wasn't that unusual.

Except, when I got home, I found myself looking forward to something and I couldn't figure out what it was. Then, finally, it dawned on me. Some part of me, an inexplicable aspect for sure, was anticipating Betsy joining me in bed again. Which was silly for a whole host of reasons. Most importantly was that it wasn't going to happen again. I'd lived with my sister for almost two decades and we weren't going to change habits so easily.

I had dinner with my parents and Betsy. I watched Netflix on the couch. Finally, around 10pm, I took my evening shower and crawled into bed. The house was quiet. Whatever little hope I had was finally shot down. My sister was clearly not coming.

KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK

"Hey Bran?" Betsy called through the door.

I told my sister she could come in. She was in a similar outfit as the day before, another hoodie (this one yellow) with dark sweats. She had on thick, wool socks, as well. Seriously, we were in Florida in mid-June. Most people compared the weather here to living on the sun. How was she ever comfortable like that?

"You don't have to knock," I told her.

"I don't want to catch you indecent," Betsy said.

"I'm always indecent," I said.

My sister frowned at me. "Anyway, I was hoping I could get a little warmed up again, like last night."

"I make you hot, don't I," I said.

"You make me lukewarm," Betsy said, "At best. But it's better than icy freezing which is what I feel right now."

"Well let's see what big brother can do for you," I said, and patted the bed.

"You're in an odd mood today," Betsy said, but she crawled under the covers and koala-ed up to me once again.

"Sorry," I said, "I guess I was trying to be funny, or something."

"You are funny," Betsy said, "When you're not trying so hard. Is something wrong?"

I thought about it for a moment. I didn't think anything was up with me until Betsy came in the room and I got all flustered. I don't know how to describe it. I was being creepy, awkward, visual novel flirty, and I couldn't figure out why.

"I don't think something's wrong," I said, "I guess I found myself kind of looking forward to you coming in here again. And I know it's odd to be looking forward to cuddling with my sister."

"It's not strange, it's sweet," Betsy said, "I liked spending time with you, too. It's nice to be close with someone."

"Even if it's your big, dumb brother?"

"You're not big," Betsy said, "Not in a bad way. I like your size, it's good for snuggling. And you're definitely not dumb."

"Thanks," I said. I felt the need to say something back. "You're super cute. All my friends say so. And, um, you're fun to talk to, too."

Betsy responded by burying her head into my bare chest. She pulled her hood back, revealing her cute, elfin face. Her cheeks were a little pink and she had her brown hair back in another long, trailing braid. She rested her hand on my chest and began absently tracing her fingers through my hair.

"You have a nice body," she said, continuing our compliment exchange. "Broad, but not fat. Not too muscle-y either. You're a good hugger."

"You're easy to hug," I said.

"Yeah." Betsy yawned.

*

I blinked awake. My room was pitch dark. I felt something wrapped around me and looked down.

Betsy! Oh shit!

It was one thing to snuggle. Weird, maybe, but not out of the realm. Falling asleep in the same bed, however, was a really bad idea. We would have a tough time explaining that to Mom and Dad in any way that wouldn't come off as wrong.

I shook my little sister awake.

"Feel warm," she mumbled.

I shoved her again. Betsy's eye slowly opened, then popped wide.

"You fell asleep," I told her.

"Oh crap!" Betsy said, "Bran, I'm so sorry."

"I don't care, but Mom and Dad will," I said.

Betsy gathered herself together and got out of the bed. "It was nice and warm with you. I guess a little too warm. I'll slip out quietly."

I watched as my sister tried to ninja out of the room, but it was more like traipsing. Finally, after tripping twice and almost walking into a wall, Betsy managed to make her way to the hall.

I sighed and leaned back into my pillow. That was a close one. While I didn't think there was anything specifically wrong with what we were doing, something about it, I knew, would look plenty inappropriate to our parents. We needed to be more careful.

I closed my eyes but couldn't fall back asleep. I ended up staring at my phone till 4am, frustratingly awake.

*

The next day was back to work, but the whole time I found myself thinking about what might happen that night. Again, it wasn't something I could rationally explain. Who spent this much time looking forward to being with their baby sister? But that didn't stop me from doing it.

I practically raced through my evening routine. As soon as I climbed into bed, Betsy knocked on my door. This time, she didn't wait for me to respond, she just opened it and stepped inside. Again, she was in her standard uniform, but she had her hair in cute pigtails instead of the usual braid.

"I was feeling something different," she said, when I asked about it.

Betsy climbed into bed next to me. There was no more asking if it was OK -- this was now the routine. I can't explain why that made me so happy.

"Listen, we can keep doing this, but we need to be more careful," I said, as Betsy lay next to me. "Falling asleep like that? Mom and Dad would be pissed."

"I can't cuddle with my big brother?" Betsy asked.

"You're in bed with me, at night," I said, "It doesn't matter what it is, if that's how it looks."

"We can explain it," Betsy said, "Mom and Dad know I'm cold all the time."

"You know it's not OK," I said.

"Fine," Betsy said. She rolled her eyes at me, but she scooched in closer. "But I can stay for a bit, right? Till I get a warmer?"

"Of course," I said.

Again, Betsy put her head on my chest. Let her fingers play on my bare flank. I found myself slowly stroking her hoodie-covered back. I could barely feel the girl under all those clothes.

"You always sleep without a shirt," Betsy said, "Aren't you cold?"

"Obviously not," I said, "Does it make you uncomfortable? Do you want me to put something on?"

"No, I like it," Betsy said, "Like I said, you have a nice chest."

For a moment, I wondered if I should say the same thing back to her. But, for one thing, I didn't have any idea what my sister's chest was like because she always had it covered. And for another, she was my sister. Flirting that way was not OK.

We lay there in silence for a bit, lightly stroking each other. I listened to my sister's soft breath. The little sounds she made as she got comfortable. She had this way of flicking her eyes around -- at my body, my face, my room -- like she was trying to memorize every detail. There was something very adorable about it.

"I like this," Betsy said, "Warming up with you."

"I like it, too."

"It means a lot to me, that you let me do this," Betsy said, "I guess it's something I could only have with a sibling. Another boy would have expectations, you know? Hugging can't just be hugging -- it has to be the prelude to, well, things I'm not ready to do. And most brothers would be all awkward about it. I guess I'm saying that there's only one person in the whole world who I could do this with and it's you."

"I'm just keeping you warm," I said.

"I know," Betsy said, "But I want you to know it makes me feel special. Lucky, even."

Betsy tilted her head up and kissed me on the cheek. Her thin lips left a little wet mark. I turned, feeling like I should reciprocate, and went to do the same. But, somehow, I missed. Or Betsy turned her head. Of something. Because suddenly my lips were on hers.

I went from surprised to straight up shocked. Instead of pulling away, jumping back, or anything I expected Betsy to do, my little sister kissed me back.

Objectively, it shouldn't have made a difference whether I was kissing Betsy's cheek or her mouth. Skin was skin, after all. My sister's lips shouldn't have meant anything more, but they did. I could feel the difference. The electric sparks of touching a sensitive spot with one of my own.

Finally, we broke apart. Our eyes, however, stayed connected. I stared into my sister's deep brown orbs. Searched through the little whorls of color. There were flecks of gold in there. Like her eyes were laden with secret treasure. My sister searched me, similarly.

"I should go," Betsy said.

She got out of bed. Before I could say anything, she closed the door behind her. I stared up at the ceiling. My heart raced. From fear, from anticipation, from... From a lot of things I couldn't admit.

Once again, I found myself wide awake for most of the night.

*

I tried to catch up to Betsy that morning, but she'd already left for her own job as a counselor at a summer camp a few towns over. I spent the whole day at work completely distracted. I left early, claiming I was feeling sick, and waited for my sister to get back in the afternoon.

But when Betsy finally did come home, she went straight to her room. She blew past me so fast, I didn't even have a chance to say hello. I thought about going upstairs and talking to her, but something about her shut door shut me down. I'd never known a wooden board could be so imposing.



After dinner, I knew going to bed early was a bad idea. Betsy wasn't coming. Despite three days of disturbed sleep, I could tell I was in for another evening of staring at the ceiling. So, after my evening shower, I went back down to the living room and turned on the NBA Finals. I had to hope this series went seven, or else I was going to be in real trouble in a few days.

I got on the couch, wearing my pj bottoms and an old t-shirt. For some reason I can't explain, I grabbed the fleece blanket from behind the couch and put it on my lap. It's not like I was cold.

I was starting to get into the game when I saw Betsy bound down the stairs. She was in another heavy outfit -- this time a big, brown fluffy sweater and sweatpants. She glanced my way and I got myself ready, knowing that things were about to get super awkward.

Instead, my sister hurried over to the couch and slipped in next to me. "You're all set up for me," she said, a tinge of awe in her voice. She pulled the blanket over herself and wrapped her arms around my shoulders.

Our mom came out of the kitchen holding a stack of small, round cookies. She saw us sitting on the couch and stopped. "How cute," she said, "Sibling snuggle time."

"Brandon is so warm, Mom," Betsy said.

"Is he now?" Mom asked. She gave me a little knowing smile.

"It really is the best," Betsy said.

I stared at the game, pretending like the two of them weren't talking about me. Something about all of this made me feel on display and it was upsetting.

"Well don't stay up too late, OK?" Mom said, walking up the stairs to her bedroom.

"We're both adults, Mom," Betsy said, "I think we can figure it out."

Mom shook her head at both of us, but she kept going. Once she was out of earshot, Betsy poked me in the ribs.

"See, I told you she doesn't care," Betsy said.

"Seeing us on the couch in front of the TV and finding us in bed at 2am are two very different things, Bets."

Betsy made a little moue, but she didn't have an answer for that. Instead, she stared at the TV in silence. However she felt about the night before, she didn't show it. She stayed hooked on to me. Her level of comfort with the whole thing made me strangely uncomfortable.

"Oh, the orange team lost all of its orange-y-ness," Betsy said.

"They're called away jerseys," I said.

"Whatever," Betsy said. She rested her head against my chest. Her brown hair was back in its usual braid.

I tried to leave things as they were. Clearly my sister was fine with everything, but I found I couldn't be. Finally, I gave up and said it.

"Betsy, about last night. I'm sorry."

"About what?" Betsy asked, turning to look at me. Her cute face was crinkled with concern, only making her look more adorable.

"The, um, the kiss," I said, "It was a mistake. It shouldn't have happened. I'm really sorry. All the time we've been spending together lately, I'm enjoying it. If I did something to mess that up, I don't think I could forgive myself."

"Personally, I liked it," Betsy said.

"You liked it," I said, "The kiss."

"Yes," Betsy said, brightly. "Didn't you?"

I paused. Well, I knew what I was supposed to say. That she was my sister and so it was icky and gross. Except that would be a colossal lie.

"It was nice," I said, underselling it by a mile. But I couldn't come out with the complete truth: that a quick peck with my sister had been the best kiss I'd ever had in my life. The fact that it was honest didn't make it any easier to admit. In fact, it was quite the opposite.

"You want to do it again?" Betsy asked.

She turned her head up to me. Put her hand on my cheek and leaned in. Betsy didn't wait for me to answer, she just pressed her lips to mine.

Betsy didn't give me a little peck on the lips. It wasn't a quick touch. She straight up kissed me, hard. I felt her teeth press through our lips. She teased her tongue against my mouth.

Instinctually, I opened so she could slip her tongue inside. The room filled with wet, smacking sounds. Little mmms and aahhs. Betsy kept her hand on my face, lovingly caressing my cheek while we made out. I squeezed her close against me, like trying to pull her body into my own.

"So warm," Betsy said, as we kissed on the couch. Not like siblings at all. Like lovers. "But then, you make me go away and you keep the warmth with you."

"We can snuggle in bed," I said, "For a little bit."

"And kiss some more?" Betsy asked.

"Yes," I said.

I turned off the TV and we both hurried back to my bedroom. I climbed under the covers and Betsy followed me. As soon as we laid down, her lips reached for mine like she'd been holding her breath the whole time.

Betsy grabbed my shirt and pulled it over my head. Again, I usually slept that way. I'd always been topless when my sister was with me before. But something about her stripping me seemed so sexual in the moment.

"This is so wrong," I said, unable to stop myself.

Betsy drew back, a look of confusion etched on her adorable face. "Why?"

"We're siblings," I said, as if I was making some shocking pronouncement. "We're not supposed to do this stuff."

"Oh," Betsy said. She paused to think about it for a moment. "I guess, for me, it's not like that. So, it doesn't bother me."

Now I was the one looking befuddled back at my sister.

"It's the same as the cuddling," Betsy said, "It's not romantic. You're right, that would be wrong if we were doing it that way. It's more functional for me. Kissing you makes me feel warm. Warmer than when we hug. So, you're helping me out. That's all."

"Oh," I said, unsure if I was supposed to feel mollified or hurt. "OK."

"So, we can keep kissing?" Betsy asked.

That was all I needed to hear, I realized. How could I be upset if I got to keep doing this, whatever it was, with my little sister? Rather than answer her question, I simply leaned in, and we reconnected.

"You're warm now?" I asked, after a few minutes of sliding our lips and tongues together.

"Definitely," Betsy said, "This is all I want. I'm tired of being cold all the time."

I'm not sure how much time we spent in my bed. I lost track of everything except for the feel of my sister under my fingers. The sweetness of her breath on my cheek. Neither of us fell asleep, that was for sure.

Eventually, Betsy pulled back. My lips ached from all the kissing we'd been doing, but I still felt the disappointment well up in my chest.

"That should keep me," Betsy said, "At least for a few hours."

I raised my eyebrow at her.

"Right now, I feel pretty warm," Betsy said, "As warm as I get anyway. But once we break apart it slips away. I'm cold by the time I'm back in bed. But last night, after the kiss, it kinda lasted for a while. Long enough for me to fall asleep. I guess it's like charging up my heat battery. Your kisses are more efficient than your hugs or something."

"And you feel like you'll be OK now?"

"Hope so," Betsy said. She gave me a quick kiss on the cheek before she scampered out of my room.

I lay back, arms behind my head on the pillow. A strange sense of satisfaction washed over me. I felt completely at ease with the world. Like I was drifting down a broad stream on a warm summer day.

My door popped back open.

"Hey," Betsy called into my room, "Camp is off tomorrow for some reason, you want to meet for lunch?"

My work schedule was busy, but never so much that I couldn't step out for a quick bite. I nodded my agreement and my little sister smiled so bright it lit the room.

*

We met at an outdoor cafe, one of those cute seafood places on a dock near the water that you find every three feet on the Florida coast. We sat in the afternoon heat and ate our sandwiches (we both got the mahi-mahi), chatting idly about school and life. Even though we were out on a metal jetty under the blistering sun, Betsy was dressed in her usual heavy outfit; like it might snow at any second. I got sweaty just looking at her.

We didn't make out or even kiss. At one point, Betsy held my hand, but only for a little bit. We didn't act in any way different than what we were, a brother and sister enjoying lunch together. And yet, it so very much obviously a date between the two of us, it felt scandalous.

Midway through our meal, Betsy's head popped up. Like a thought had just occurred to her.

"Why are you single?" she asked, out of nowhere.

"What?" I nearly fell back out of my chair. I knew my sister wasn't trying to be hurtful, but the question was so direct I didn't know how to respond to it.

"Sorry," Betsy said, "You only caught the tail end of the conversation I was having in my head."

I nodded like that made any sense.

"I was thinking about how nice it was to sit here with you," Betsy said, tossing her long brown braid behind her shoulder, "And how it would be a nice date if we weren't well, you know."

"Related?"

"Exactly," Betsy said, "And that got me thinking about what a great boyfriend you'd be. I mean, you're cute and tall. You've got a good body. Your hugs are lovely, and your kisses are, well, better than a sister should know, anyway."

I felt my cheeks go hot. I looked down and tried to hide it with my sandwich, but I was smiling too hard to take a bite.

"And you're a good guy. Funny and caring. I like spending time with you more than just about anyone. Truly."

"Which led you to the thought you finally spoke aloud," I said, "Why am I single?"

"Yes," Betsy said. She looked positively thrilled with my ability to complete her broken thoughts. "Do you want to be?"

"No," I said, "I miss a lot of things that go with being in a relationship. Of course, there's the, um, physical stuff. You know?"

This time, Betsy looked down and blushed.

"But mostly I just like having that emotional connection. That's why Mel and I broke up. I realized that we were faking it. I wanted more. But finding that is hard. You don't get there after a few dates, if you even get that far."

"Having the finish line feel so distant makes it hard to start," Betsy said, "But you still have to begin."

"I've tried," I said, "Am trying. But right now, not so much. What about you? You're cute and funny. Smart and se... I mean, you're alright for a sister. So, are you choosing to be single or has the universe forced it on you?"

"Somewhere in between," Betsy said.

The waitress came by and cleared our plates. I sat patiently and waited while that business was done so that my sister could explain herself.

"Unlike my brother, who is pretty great for a brother, most guys are only interested in one thing," Betsy said.

"Icthyology," I said, nodding empathetically.

Betsy tried not to laugh at my dad joke, but she did anyway. Then she glared at me for making her do it.

"In any case, I'm not ready for that yet," Betsy said, "I'm not a prude. I'd like to do more stuff. But I need to cross the emotional bridge before I can get there, and most guys aren't willing to take the time. So, I'm single by choice, in that the world is full of stupid boys who can't be bothered to fill my heart before they stuff it in... Well, other places."

"I'm sorry, Bets," I said, meaning it.

"Sometimes I'm glad that I'm cold all the time," Betsy said. She gestured at her outfit of sweats, more sweats, and then more sweats. "Wearing all of this? It's like a suit of armor that keeps me protected and safe. Imagine if I walked around like her."

Betsy pointed to a skinny blonde wearing an outfit that may as well have been two hand towels strapped to her body with rubber bands. I had to admit, while parts of me might have liked that look, my brain thought it looked pretty ridiculous.

"Maybe somewhere in between would be alright," I said.

Betsy smiled at me, wistfully. "Maybe. If I was warm."

After we paid the check, Betsy got up from her seat and gave me a quick peck on the cheek. I drove back to the office, feeling so high that I could have walked the whole way. My feet wouldn't have ever touched the ground.

*

Betsy practically tackled me into bed that night.

"Brrrrr," she said, gripping onto me with surprising strength, "I think Dad turned the A/C up or something."

She wasn't kidding about being cold, Betsy's whole body trembled as I pulled her close to me under the covers. She was shivering like crazy, so bad we couldn't even kiss for a bit. Instead, she just held onto me, tight, like a life raft in the ocean.

Finally, I felt my little sister settle into her usual spot. Her head notched in the nook of my neck. Hand rested on my bare chest. I squeezed her tight to me. She gripped me back.

We stayed still for a bit, like savoring our connection. But soon enough we were back to kissing. I don't know how these make out sessions started, honestly. We kind of slipped into them. A furtive glance. A shared look. Then pow, duo-directional lipus-lockus.

Again, I stroked my sister's back. She ran her hand up and down my bare torso. Abruptly, I felt something bump against my dick.

I haven't mentioned it to this point, mostly because I assumed it would be fairly obvious. But I was getting truly, epically erect during these little pre-sleep sessions with my sister. I mean, hard as I'd ever felt. My balls would ache like crazy, too, which was probably part of what was keeping me up all night.

You'd assume, therefore, that after Betsy left or the next morning or whatever, that I would give myself some relief. Except I couldn't. Because rubbing away my sibling-induced erection felt far too close to other, more incestuous ideas.

So, instead, I was in a constant state of pained, semi-arousal until Betsy and I were together. Then I'd shift to an even more excruciating, completely unquantifiable level of aroused-out-of-my-mind.

To this point, however, Betsy and I had kept everything over the clothes and above the waist. My sister must have gotten a little more enthusiastic than usual, reached a little further than she ordinarily might, and bumped into my tumescent member. Considering how huge it felt between my legs -- like a fleshy, throbbing redwood sprouting in the middle of Kansas -- I'm actually kind of surprised that this had never happened before.

"Oh!" Betsy squeaked, adorably. She flinched back from me. Her eyes were wide.

"Sorry," I said, "It's not. That is, I'm not. We're."

Betsy saw me struggling but instead of reaching out to help she sat back and watched me thrash. Sweet girl, that. Glad we never went mountain climbing together, because I'd already be a black smudge on a rock by now.

"It's natural," I said, finally catching my rational mind, "A reaction to being here with a girl. Any girl."

"It's fine," Betsy said, shifting from a smirk to a friendly smile. "I understand. You can't control it."

"Right," I said, breathing normally for the first time in what felt like hours but had been less than a minute. "It's a biological response. I'm sorry."

"Don't be," Betsy said. She rubbed my arm affectionately. "It's totally normal. I'm not upset, at all."

"Thanks," I said. I leaned over to kiss her, but Betsy slid back.

"It's just, well, as much as I can appreciate our happy little friend. He's kind of getting in the way of our warm-up time," Betsy said.

"Oh," I said, suddenly feeling very shy. "Well, if you want to go back to your bedroom, I understand."

"I'm not nearly warm enough for that," Betsy said, "Can't we do something about him? You know, help him settle in for the night?"

"OH!" I said, suddenly feeling even shyer. "I mean, I guess I could, um, take care of it. If you'll give me a minute."

"That's, alright, I've got it."

My baby sister's hand shot out and grabbed my dick. It was over my pajamas. Far too sudden. And my sister. But it didn't matter. It's like I was a supercharged engine waiting to leap off the starting line. And Betsy had found my accelerator.

I groaned as my sister grabbed hold. It felt better than anything I'd ever experienced. The combination of the buildup of the last week, the situation itself, even the surprise of my sister -- it made the experience feel more powerful than even intercourse. And Betsy hadn't even truly done anything yet.

My sister squeezed my member through the fabric of the pjs, tightly. Smiling sweetly the whole time.

"Feels good?" Betsy asked.

"It's a little tight," I said.

"Oops!" Betsy said. She loosened her grip. "I've never actually touched one, myself."

"You're not actually touching it," I said, before I could stop myself.

"True," Betsy said. She reached into my fly and pulled out my erect penis.

Holy fuck.

I'm not that big, I swear. I have a perfectly normal sized dick. Really. But after all the arousal I had saved up and compared to the petite hand that was holding it, I swear it looked like I'd been keeping a fleshy Eiffel Tower in my pants this whole time.

Betsy took one look at my cock and giggled with delight. "Oh wow. OK. That's awesome," she said. She slowly manipulated my cock while she dipped her head to examine it at every angle. "Those are your balls, right?"

"Yes," I said, my breath tight while my overeager sister lightly squeezed my scrotum.

"Sensitive?"

"Yes," I gasped out again.

"OK, I'll be careful," Betsy said. She gave a little shiver, and I couldn't tell if it was the usual chill or more of an incestuous thrill.

Again, my sister gripped my dick. But now it was skin on skin. For a girl that was always cold, Betsy's hand felt plenty warm wrapped around my shaft. She held it there, tight, then looked at me expectantly.

"So, when does it go down?"

"What?"

"How do I make it spit?" Betsy asked, "So we can get back to our cuddle time."

"You honestly don't know?"

"Don't be rude," Betsy said, "I've heard about this stuff, watched a few videos, but it always seems simpler than it really is."

I nodded, doing my best to keep my expression neutral. My sister was holding my cock -- I had nothing to complain about in that moment.

I wrapped my hand around my sister's and showed her, gently, how to move her fist up and down. Betsy nodded, earnestly. The perfect sexy student. After a few strokes, she showed me she got it and I leaned back.

Betsy's little pink hand ran up my thick, purpling shaft. Her quick little fingers urgently pumped my penis, her tongue buried in the corner of her mouth.

"Come on now, little man," Betsy said, "Time to go night-night."

"It's a little dry," I said.

"Oh!" Betsy said. She gave her palm a long, sloppy lick, then returned to stroking. On a scale of 1 to 10, my sister grabbing my dick through my pjs had been a 15. So, we had to be somewhere in the hundreds by now.

Betsy tucked her braid back and returned to rubbing me off. Her hand made wet sounds as she pushed and pulled. The power of the moment overwhelmed me.

It wasn't just the motion or the touch, though that was plenty. It was seeing my sister up on her knees, bent over my cock. The look of concentration on her face. The fervent little quirk of her mouth. I swear, I could have gone numb from the crown down and I still would have been about to blow my load from what my sister was doing.

"Close?" Betsy asked.

"Yuh-huh," I said. Barely able to speak.

And then I had a thought. An inspiration, really. A lightning strike of ingenuity I've yet to match in my lifetime.

"When I... When it, well, you know. It's going to go everywhere," I said.

Betsy looked at me like I was speaking ancient Celtic.

"When it spits," I said, using her term.

"There's a lot?" Betsy asked. She slowed her movements, allowing me to regain the ability to speak for a moment.

"A lot a lot," I said, "So you might want to, like, take off your sweatshirt. So, you don't get it all messed up."

What can I say? It was a desperate gamble. I mean, there were plenty of tissues not two feet away from us. But when you've got your sister stroking you, I mean, you kind of have to try to get her shirt off. That's just common sense.



Betsy nodded, her face very serious. She reached down for the bottom of her sweatshirt. She pulled it off, revealing a light blue tee. Betsy took that off as well. I was reminded of the old kid's magician trick of revealing an endless rainbow of ribbons. How far down did all this go?

Finally, Betsy was down to just her bra. It was pink and lacy, nothing racy at all. A full cup that pretty much covered whatever chest my sister might have had. But what was revealed was more than exciting enough: my sister's surprisingly fit, flat tummy and the beginnings of curvy hips. I was beginning to realize that Betsy's body was something far more exciting than what I'd surmised based on her all-covering outfits.

"Hi," Betsy said, seeing me stare.

"Sorry," I said.

A cute little smirk snuck across Betsy's lips. "Let's get back to it, OK?"

I nodded.

The little break had not flagged my flagpole erection one bit. I was at full mast and ready, at any moment, for the big, final fireworks show.

Betsy licked her palm again and started stroking. I think she could sense that the end was near because she started working me with a confident abandon. Her movements almost wild as she worked me over.

All that stimulation -- the build of the last week, the makeout sessions, seeing Betsy nearly topless -- it all came to a head in five, quick strokes.

"Bets," I got out the warning just in time, "Gonna..."

My cock swelled. My balls leapt. A fountain of fertility rocketed out of my cock, filling me with ecstatic pleasure. I'm pretty sure I shouted as it went -- the release of endorphins, of my copious cum, overwhelming.

As I writhed in pleasure, I distantly heard my sister cry out. "Oh! So hot."

The pleasure gripped me too hard for me to notice anything more. All I could feel was every successive burst of semen. Each a slightly lower peak than the last. Finally, it subsided, and I was able to look up at my sister.

She was sitting in the same position as before. Her eyes were distant. I could see my spend had truly spattered her. She was covered with my white stuff. But rather than be disgusted (as most of the girls I'd gone with would be), Betsy was running her hands through it, idly.

In fact, I realized, she was doing more than that. My sister was rubbing my sperm right into her bare skin. Like slathering on lotion. She lovingly spread my spend over her tummy, making sure every bit of it was sucked up.

"It's so warm," she said, repeating those words again and again. Like a kind of mantra. "I didn't know it would feel so warm."

"You OK?" I asked.

Betsy nodded, absently. "You?"

"Oh yes," I said. I hadn't meant it to come out like that, but it had. Fortunately, Betsy just giggled.

"I'm sorry," I said, for what felt like the hundredth time that evening.

"Don't you dare apologize," Betsy said, "This is awesome. I didn't realize your cum would be like this. It's like covering myself in liquid heat."

"98.7 degrees, or thereabouts," I said.

"I'm so comfy now, I don't think we even need to kiss anymore," Betsy said.

"Oh," I said. Unable to hide my disappointment. Did I love that handjob? Damn straight I did. But I felt like I was missing out if we skipped the kissing part.

"Don't worry," Betsy said, leaning down to kiss me on the cheek, "I'll need more warming up tomorrow."

My sister practically skipped out of my room, grabbing her sweatshirt on the way out. I had no trouble sleeping that night, that's for sure.

*

"It's not fair," Betsy said, slapping her thighs like a little girl who was just told she couldn't get ice cream.

We were both sitting on the couch. My parents were milling around the house, so we'd yet to initiate our evening activities. Instead, we gave each other little teasing touches underneath the blanket. Pokes to the side and strokes to the shoulders. Nothing untoward.

I'd put the TV on again, but neither of us even pretended to watch. Instead, we enjoyed each other's company. The way we played and flirted, it felt more like an evening with a girlfriend than a sibling. I was certainly fine with that.

Betsy, however, was full of complaints. Despite her discovery from the previous night, she'd woken up as cold as always. And it really bothered her for some reason.

"In the moment, covered in your stuff. I mean, it felt better than any sweater I'd ever worn."

"Mom. Dad," I said, "In the kitchen."

"I want to feel that way all the time," Betsy continued, ignoring my warning. "And I don't think I can jerk you off every three hours. Can I?"

As much as that thought seemed temtping in the moment, I knew my eyes were too big for my testicles. I'd be ready to die after three days of that, no doubt.

"What if I, you know, returned the favor?" I asked.

I was very much interested in that idea, let me tell you. Just the idea of seeing my sister's parts was enticement enough. But getting to touch them, bring her to the same peak she'd brought me, that was an amazing thought.

"Doesn't work," Betsy said. She gave me a wan smile. "Trust me, I've tried."

"We're going to bed, kids," Dad said, leading my mom up the stairs. They gave us a wave, like we were a normal pair of siblings having a regular evening instead of a couple waiting to make out like the horny kids we truly were.

"I wonder if they're going to do it," Betsy mused.

"I try not to think about such things," I said, "It kind of ruins my interest in doing them, myself."

"Don't do that then," Betsy said, "I need your little soldier to be ready to go into battle as soon as possible."

"Little?!" I asked, pretending to be upset.

Betsy rolled her eyes at me. "Boys," she said. She took a deep breath. "Trust me, you're plenty big enough. I don't know how it compares but based on how I can barely get my fingers around it. I mean, that's a pretty good sign that I shouldn't be shoving it anywhere else."

"Probably not," I said.

Was I having fun with what we were doing? You bet. Was I still very much aware that it was with my sister? Also a stone cold lock. I knew there were lines that we shouldn't cross. So, all for the better that we agreed we weren't going there.

"Speaking of which, up to your bedroom?" Betsy asked. I nodded, far too eagerly.

Both of us rumbled into my room, shutting the door behind us. I stripped off my clothes, but rather than bother with the pjs, I stayed naked. I climbed onto my bed and lay down on top of the covers.

Betsy, to my surprise, stripped off her sweatshirt and other layers above her waist. She was wearing another full cup bra, a blue one. I couldn't tell too much, but it sure seemed like her chest greatly outstripped her flat, tight tummy.

Betsy crawled onto the bed, like a stalking cat, and started to kiss me. I wrapped my arms around her back, feeling her bare skin. It felt electric, illicit, like I was getting away with something even more forbidden than making out with my sister. I had access to something that no one had ever seen, let alone felt.

Betsy writhed against me. She held my head, tight, as she pressed her lips to mine. My hardness, naturally, slotted itself between her soft, sweatpants-covered legs. My sister ground herself into my cock.

Finally, we broke apart. Betsy gave me a wild grin, then sat up. Without warning, she grabbed my dick and started stroking it up and down. Despite my release the day before, I was no less hard and ready.

"I wish it lasted longer," Betsy said, thoughtfully, while she worked me up and down.

It took me a moment to realize she meant the heat of my ejaculate, and not anything else.

"There's not much I can do about that," I said.

"No, I know," Betsy said, "I just feel that with the hugging and kissing. Now this. We're so close to solving this puzzle, I swear."

"Have you tried using the boomerang together with the torch and the bombs?"

"Well, clearly I've found the Master Sword," Betsy said, eyeing my dick. Her face turned super serious. "I want to be warm. For one day. Is that really too much to ask?"

"I don't know what else there is I can do," I said. As if lying back and letting my sister give me a handjob was the absolute peak of my efforts.

"It feels so good on my skin, but after it just..." Betsy stopped mid-sentence. Mid-stroke. "Huh."

"What's up?"

"I have an idea," Betsy said, "Will you let me try it?"

I eyed her, nervously. There were lots of paths Betsy could be taking us down, I realized, and most of them did not end well. I had the upsetting picture in my head of her tying me to a skateboard, lighting a rocket, and sending me down a steep hill to my doom. As if my sister were Wile E. Coyote or something.

"It's not bad," Betsy said, sensing my apprehension. "In fact, I'm pretty sure you'll like it."

"I'm pretty sure the last time you told me that, you tried to feed me a mud pie."

Betsy rolled her eyes and exhaled, loudly. "Just lie back, OK?"

I did as I was told. My sister started off the right way, she leaned down and kissed me on the mouth. Again, I was overwhelmed by it. Not only the feel of her lips but the strawberry scent of her hair. The way it felt very much like I was kissing a woman and yet also smooching my sister. A sickening twist not unlike going down the first hill on the rollercoaster. Scary and fun. Fun because it's scary.

Betsy let her lips drift lower, like marking a trail so she could find her way back later. My ears and my neck. Down the center of my chest. As her mouth got closer to my dick, it became pretty clear what she had in mind. And this, well, it was way better than a mudpie (better than being sent down a hill on a rocket skateboard, too).

"Ohhh, Bets," I groaned as my sister's lips made contact with my cock. It was only a kiss, but already I was aching for more.

My sister slowly pecked her way around my pole. She dabbed her tongue against my shaft.

"That's nice," she said, smacking her lips, "My girlfriends said it was gross, but I kinda like it. Very man-y."

"You should give it a really good taste to be sure," I said. Again, I didn't know what part of my brain was sending out these stupid sayings, but the rest of my mind did not approve.

Betsy gave my comment the disdainful look it deserved. But then she gripped my dick and steered it into her mouth.

"Oh yeah, that's much better," she said.

I couldn't tell if she was being sarcastic or not. I was too enveloped in bliss to care. The warm, wetness of Betsy's mouth slowly engulfed me. I was no longer capable of doing anything but lying back and making incomprehensible noises.

Betsy slurped up and down my shaft. Her innocent face contorted around my cock into the sexiest expression imaginable. Her mouth gaped open. Her eyes wide and eager.

"Ummm," she said, as she shluck, shluck, shlucked up and down my dick.

My sister didn't need instruction this time. It was like she took what she learned with her hand and simply applied it to her mouth. She added little flourishes as she went. Twisted and swirled her tongue in all the right ways. But it was more than her actions. Her enthusiasm, her affection, it took everything over the top.

Natural born cocksucker sounds like an insult, but I'm telling you my sister should have it engraved on her wall. Calligraphed onto sheepskin. She was that fucking amazing on her first go.

Which was a good thing, because I was quickly losing my mind. Words devolved into sensations. All I could do was lie back and drool while my sister did her thing on my dick. She started sliding her fist up and down along with her mouth and I was down to a puddle.

"Warn me before he spits," Betsy said. Weirdly casual, like telling me to watch out for jalapenos on the nachos.

"Uhhhhh." I swear that was a whole sentence about what an amazing job my little sister was doing. On how lucky I felt to have this experience for even a second, let alone for longer. A deep and entrancing monologue on the nature of love and its expression through lips and tongue given life over my cock.

"Seriously," Betsy said, "I want to be prepared when it happens."

"I...uh..."

Betsy took her free hand and cradled my balls. Right there, it was all over.

"Cuh... Uh... Cumming. Oh Bets! I'm cuh--mming!"

The orgasm that erupted from me was unfamiliar. Unlike any pleasure I'd known before. Not only because of the power of the whole experience, but due to what my baby sister did. She didn't just open her mouth and accept my spend. She didn't sit back and allow it to happen like every other woman I'd ever been with.

My beautiful Betsy hollowed her cheeks and sucked the orgasm out of me. Straight up pulled my sperm right out of my penis -- like I was a milkshake, and my cock was the straw. The pleasure of it so intense it was almost painful.

Betsy giggled happily as she drank me down. She gave me an experience so intense I died, went to heaven, and got a high-five from St. Peter before my soul dropped back into my body. Meanwhile, my sister cooed and preened. Gulp gulp gulp. Happy little girl.

"That was awesome!" she cried out.

I was barely able to speak. "Yuh. Yeah," I said. I tried to sit up but fell backward onto the bed. I felt like Cary Elwes after The Machine sucks an entire year out of him in The Princess Bride.

Betsy sat back and rubbed her tummy. "I kind of miss having it on my skin after," she said, "I don't suppose you could gin up another load?"

"Oh fuck," I said, my head lolled on the pillow, "Give me a sec."

"No that's OK," Betsy said. She leaned in and gave me a big cummy kiss on the lips. I didn't care. Fuck she looked so beautiful in that moment. A little froth of white coating her mouth. "I don't want to drain my new heat source now that I've finally figured it out."

Betsy tried to slip out of bed, as I'd been bidding her for the past week. But at the last second, I shot my arm out and pulled her back to me.

"Whoa!" she cried out as she tumbled over me. Still, I would not let go. "Oh. OK, I guess I'm staying for a while."

I squeezed my sister close. Held her as tight as I could. My post-orgasm euphoria slipped away to cold rationality. It didn't matter. I kept Betsy there for as long as she'd let me. Eventually, distant through sleep, I felt her slip away.

*

I didn't see my sister at all the next morning. It was Saturday, and she texted me she'd be at the bookstore all day, finding the supplies to start her freshman year at FAU. Yes, we were going to be at the same school. It seemed like so much of a better thing after the week we'd had.

I couldn't help myself, though. There was no way for me to ask politely, but I had to know. So, I sent her a fire symbol followed by a question mark.

Betsy wrote back: Almost all night!

Well, I guess that answered my question well enough.

For a bit I thought about also going to the bookstore to get the stuff I needed, but I didn't want Betsy to think I was being clingy. So, instead, I holed up in my bedroom and played games. The house was quiet but comfortable. Again, I wondered if maybe I should stay home for another year. Even though I didn't hear my family moving around, just knowing they might be there was enough.

When I took a break for lunch, I found my father waiting for me in the kitchen. He gave me a dark stare and my heart sank. Wordless, he gestured for me to take a seat on a stool over by the breakfast bar.

"I know what you're doing," he said.

Every organ I had raced for the floor in one sickening, awful drop.

"You do?" I choked out. My voice was so thin, I feared it would crack.

"Sneaking around," Dad said, "Think you're so clever."

Dad wasn't a big man. He was thin and short with wispy brown hair. Unlike me, Mom, and Betsy, though, he had these icy blue eyes. When he was angry, they burned right through you. And that, along with his hook nose and thin lips, managed to create an appearance that could send a demon back to hell with its tail between its legs.

My father didn't have to threaten. All he had to do was stare me down and I swear I felt the pee trying to escape down my legs.

"Dad, I can explain."

"Where. Are. My. Cookies?" Dad said.

"What?" I tried to sit back, but forgot I was on a stool and nearly tumbled over. I grabbed the counter to steady myself.

"Don't play dumb," Dad said, "You know I have a secret stash of cookies buried deep in the cabinet. And now they're gone. My little circles of chocolate happiness." I swear, he looked like he was about to cry.

"I didn't touch your cookies, Dad," I said.

My father eyed me, suspicion shading his face.

"I don't even like them," I said, "But there are other people in this house who might also be aware of your secret stash."

My Dad cocked his head. "Debra," he said. My mom's name. I nodded.

He marched out of the kitchen, like I wasn't even there. I slumped onto the stool. Goddamn but that had been close.

*

"We have to stop," I told my sister when she got home.

Betsy arched her eyebrow at me. We were sitting on my bed. I was back in my pj bottoms, and I'd stopped my sister from taking off her sweatshirt. I'd spent the whole day obsessing over what had happened. I didn't want my time with my sister to end, but I'd seen how it could come to a finish and I didn't want that even more.

"We almost got caught today," I said.

"Dad got mad over some cookies," Betsy said, "That's not 'almost got caught.'"

"Still though," I said, "I got the sense of how things could go. What it would be like. For a moment I was sure we were found out and it was awful, Bets."

"Brandon, I was warm almost all night last night," Betsy said, "For the first time in, like, ever. And you can't tell me you didn't like how it happened, either."

"It was amazing," I conceded.

"Wait, really?" Betsy got pulled out of her monologue. Her brown eyes practically glowed. "I mean, I'm not dumb. I know you enjoyed it. But I figured that was, you know, normal. I've only ever done it that one time."

"It was the best I've ever had," I said, "Not even close."

"Better than Mel?" Betsy said. She looked like she was about to accept the Nobel Prize (which, to be fair, if they gave one for blowjobs, she'd probably already have five of them stacked up in her dresser drawer). "You said she was all sex all the time. Seriously?"

"It's more than the physical-ness of it," I said, "It's the connection we share. You know? So yeah, it was better than Mel or Julie or Kim."

"Wait, you got a bj from Kim Sanders?"

"It was after prom and she was drunk," I said, shrugging. It was not my proudest moment, being honest.

Betsy eyed me for a moment. Like she was thinking everything through. Seriously, I'd never seen a girl get so happy about sucking someone off. But my sister had different standards, I suppose.

"So why should we stop?" Betsy said, "I've been getting warm and you're getting, well, something pretty great too. It's not like it's wrong."

I gave my sister a questioning look. Actually, I was pretty sure that what we were doing was the definition of 'wrong.' It says so in the bible and everything. Not to mention local bylaws.

Look, did I want our time together to stop? If I truly interrogated myself the answer would be 'no.' But I was scared by what had happened and I think I was hoping that Betsy might be able to convince me that we could continue. That she'd rationalize our wrongdoing in some way and I could pretend to be persuaded. I know that's selfish, but it's where I was.

"We're just helping each other out," Betsy said with a shrug, "Siblings do that all the time."

"I doubt our parents would feel the same way," I said. Or our friends. Or the local constabulary. Or God.

"If it was romantic then sure, it would be an issue," Betsy explained to me, patiently, like talking to a child. "Do you love me?"



"Of course I do, you're my sister."

"Not love. Love."

"I don't think so," I said, after some consideration. To be honest it wasn't all that clear cut. Love isn't a switch that's either on or off. There are all sorts of in-between spots we don't have words for. I didn't feel about Betsy what I thought love would feel like (I wasn't naive enough to think I'd ever been in love with any of my previous girlfriends), so I figured I was probably OK saying 'no.'

"Right," Betsy said, "It's functional. You're keeping me warm, that's all."

And so I let my little sister triumph. Like I said, I was rooting for her to win. Besides, I was moving out of the house in a few months anyway. So even if things were progressing a bit further than they should, it wouldn't matter for too much longer. What's a bit of oral between blood relatives, after all?

Betsy's smiled, warmly, but then she shivered. "Good. Because I need another dose before I freeze to death."

We both lay back on the bed. I pulled the covers over us. Betsy nestled in the crook of my shoulder. I tilted my head and kissed her. I assumed, if it was all transactional as my sister claimed, that she would start pushing me to produce my precious fluids. Instead, though, Betsy lay back and let us share in each other.

I tried to think of a time when I'd felt this connected, this safe, with another human being. I'd been close with Melissa, yes, but it was only a physical adjacency. My previous girlfriends had been high school trifles or after party hookups, nothing even worth considering. This was on a totally different scale from either of those experiences.

Because it was Betsy, the girl I'd grown up with, we already had that emotional connection. I wasn't caught up in my concerns because our relationship was already well-defined. Concurrently, that closeness should have also made the physical aspect more upsetting. But whatever unnatural, naughty feelings our make out session brought out in me, they only amplified the experience. Heightened it. Like the difference between acoustic and electric. Everything was just more.

My little sister slid her hand down my bare chest and straight down the front of my bottoms. She grabbed my dick, commanding, and hummed into my mouth.

"There's my new best buddy," she said, smiling at me. "And he seems like he's more than ready to come out and play. You want to do that big guy? Give me your special gift?"

Without waiting for a response, Betsy pushed my pajamas down. I kicked them the rest of the way off. Now I was completely naked in bed with my baby sister, my dick sticking up hard as ever.

I reached for Betsy's top, but she slipped past me, grabbed my dick, and steered it straight into her mouth. At that point, I couldn't complain about our outfit imbalance. She could have kicked me in the shins and I wouldn't have said a word.

My sister didn't just suck my dick, she worked at it. Put the job in blowjob I suppose. She wasn't satisfied to repeat the same actions from before, either. She added all new possibilities and permutations -- kissing, licking, nibbling -- like trying to figure out every potential trigger. All the while smiling, happy and hungry. Like I'd introduced her to the best thing in the world. As if she was the one getting pleasure rather than giving it.

Finally, though, I gave out.

"Bets, I'm almost..."

"MmmHm," Betsy said, as if my words were obvious and inevitable. I guess because they were.

I groaned, loud, as my spend shot into my sister's waiting mouth. She grunted and coughed on the first blast, but happily gulped the rest as I emptied myself. The ecstasy was wonderfully familiar, yet freshly intense.

Betsy sat back on her haunches and wiped her chin. Then she wrapped her arms around herself, hugging tight.

"So good," I gasped out, still coming down from that incredible precipice.

"So warm," Betsy said, almost a moan as she rocked herself back and forth. "I swear I can feel it like a fireball in my belly."

I felt so many emotions, staring up at my sister, it was almost as overwhelming as my orgasm. I knew I wanted to show her how good she'd made me feel. How amazing it was to be the object of her efforts. I could only settle on a single thing.

Before Betsy could react, I leapt up and tackled her to the bed. She shrieked (hopefully not too loudly) in surprise as both of us bounced on the mattress. I held her body tight in my arms and began lightly kissing her lips. Her face, her neck.

Betsy was so overwhelmed, she seemed unable to select a reaction -- so she had them all. My sister laughed, ticklish. Screeched, uncomfortable. Groaned, aroused. Words barely able to surface as I worshipped whatever exposed skin I could find. There wasn't much.

"Bran, what are you...?"

I didn't give her a chance to finish her thought and reached down to the waistband of her sweatpants. I grabbed whatever cloth I could get hold of and ripped it down her legs. Just like that, Betsy was bare from her waist down to her knees. I was staring at my baby sister's naked sex.

Betsy gasped. She tried to close her legs, but I wouldn't let her. That little glimpse -- her thighs and a bit of her calves -- felt like a forbidden sight. They were thin but not skinny, well-muscled from running yet quite feminine. Her skin so soft and almost creamy. But what was between her thighs was what held my focus.

My little sister's pussy was divine. Fat, outer lips practically ruddy with arousal. Precious pink folds barely hidden behind that, fighting to flower out. A tuft of light brown hair at the top, surprisingly thick and full.

"Brandon?" Betsy asked. Her voice thrummed with excitement and nervousness.

"I want to return the favor," I said.

"I told you, I tried that, it doesn't make me warmer," Betsy said.

"Don't care," I replied.

In one violent motion, I shoved my head between my sister's legs. Nose, mouth, tongue all pressed into her pussy. Betsy was dripping wet. Her scent heady. Her flesh soft and pliant. It didn't seem fair to compare my sister's vagina to another girl's. It's not like she could control it; this wasn't something that she'd achieved. And yet her sex was so amazing next to any I'd ever experienced, I almost felt bad for my exes.

I matched my sister's earlier enthusiasm with my own actions. I licked at her with abandon, hoping that if I moved fast enough, she would forget about her misgivings. Sure enough, I felt Betsy's legs go from stiff with stress to tight with desire, wrapping like a python around my head. Heard the low groans she let out as she felt someone lick her most intimate place for the first time.

Brothers aren't supposed to see their sisters' pussies. They certainly aren't allowed to know what they taste like. And feeling what happens when your sister cums, well that's definitely out. But I didn't care. I worked Betsy to her peak like I would die if I didn't.

Betsy's legs snapped so tight I saw stars. She arched her back, letting out a high-pitched squeal. The kind of sound that would set the neighborhood dogs on high alert. It sounded almost pained, like the pleasure was being wrung out of her. Squeezed out of every cell.

Finally, my sister fell back into the bed. Gasping.

I managed to extricate myself from her legs, untangling them like picking myself out of the wreckage. Betsy lay back on the bed. Her face was cherry red. Her eyes unfocused. She looked at me and started to laugh.

"You're dripping," she said.

I felt around my face. It was sticky, like I'd buried my whole head in a pot of honey, Winnie-the-Pooh-style.

"I liked it," I said.

"Me too," Betsy said, oddly wistful.

She sat up, looking at some spot behind me. Finally, her golden caramel eyes seemed to center. She sat up and pulled her pants back on. Wrapped her arms around me tight.

"Thanks, Bran," she said, "You didn't have to do that for me."

"I wanted you to know how much I enjoyed what you're doing for me," I said, "How wonderful you make me feel. Not just the orgasms."

"Well now I know for sure," Betsy said, "That was incredible. Like nothing I've ever experienced. I don't exactly feel warmer than before, but I'm less cold. If that makes sense."

I nodded. I held my sister close as I could. She kissed me, her mouth smelling of my spend. My own still dripping with hers.

"I should probably go," she said as she slipped out of my arms. "While I can."

I nodded. Feeling my sister cum around me had been almost as intense as my own peak. Sleep overtook me so fast, I don't even remember Betsy closing the door behind her.

*

I assumed that we'd reached equilibrium. That this was as far as we would go. There was no place left to escalate, so I figured we'd stay there at the top till it was time for me to move out and for us to move on.

As if to reinforce all that, the next few days passed and little changed. Our new routine slowly solidified. Betsy would sneak into my bed after hours and suck me off. I would lick her to completion. We'd kiss, snuggle, and call it a night. Betsy continued to prove that she was queen of the cocksuckers. And as I learned my sister's body, I showed that own my cunnilingual skills could conquer her just as easily.

My sister had finally found a way to warm herself up. And she seemed more than willing to allow me to return the favor afterwards. But what I'd thought of as hard, craggy stone was actually made of gelatin. And the supposedly solid structure of our relationship was for more pliant than I'd pictured.

Game 7 of the NBA Finals was on a Friday night, and we settled down to watch. I made a bowl of popcorn and Betsy snuggled in by my side.

"Are you sure you don't want to go upstairs?" I asked.

"No, that can wait till later," Betsy said, "I'm invested in my orange team."

I didn't have the heart to tell her that wasn't what they were called. I honestly didn't care who won, I was mostly watching because I liked basketball. But since Betsy had adopted 'the oranges' I guessed that meant I had to root for the 'the greens' since that's how human nature works. If you choose "A" I must take "B." And we wonder why we all can't get along.

The game was close. At the half, my verdant fellows were leading by a mere two points over Betsy's mandarin men. I got up to use the bathroom and got us a couple sodas. My parents, who'd barely been speaking since the so-called 'cookie-gate' both waved goodnight and went upstairs. I flicked off the light before sitting back down for the second half.

"This is nice," Betsy said, and I agreed with her. With other girlfriends, I'd be thinking about how to get in their pants right now. Or so worried about what they were thinking in the moment that I couldn't focus. I'd be in my own head, in other words.

With Betsy, this felt easy. Natural. I didn't worry about what was to come, I just enjoyed what we had together.

All this time, I'd been thinking that I wanted a relationship that was about more than sex. I hadn't realized that my own attitudes and assumptions were part of the problem. Now that I felt what it was like, to have a closeness that went beyond the carnal, I realized it was even better than I'd imagined.

Then my sister took off her shirt.

Well, that's not exactly what happened. As the third quarter began, my green guys (my sister had me thinking that way and now I couldn't stop) made the first basket. Betsy watched it happen and made a little 'hmph' noise.

She reached for the bottom of her hoodie and pulled it off. She shook her long, plaited braid back and forth as she tossed her grey top to the side. It wasn't that revealing. My little sister had on a long sleeve shirt under that, and she pulled the blanket up to her shoulders. I assumed she was getting more comfortable.

Her oranges replied with a basket of their own. Betsy looked at me and gestured with her hands. What she wanted was abundantly clear. I paused for a moment, then shrugged. Was I really going to argue about this?

I reached for my own top and took it off. Unlike my sister, I wasn't layered at all, so it left me bare-chested. Betsy gave me a satisfied-looking smile.

Again, the greens went down the court and scored. This time, Betsy reached under the blanket and shimmied her butt. I couldn't see anything, but a moment later, her grey sweatpants fell in a limp pile on the tile floor of the TV room.

Stupidly, I turned to my sister. "If we keep going like this, we're going to be naked pretty quick," I said.

"And that's a problem because why?"

She had a point there.

The oranges tried to answer once again, but the greens got a steal and dropped a layup the other way. I stared at my sister expectantly and she didn't disappoint. She took off her long sleeve shirt, revealing the bright, scarlet straps of what I assumed was another conservatively cut bra.

I couldn't see for sure because the blanket was there, but there was a very good chance that my sister was wearing nothing but underwear now. Amazing to think after everything we'd done, but if I moved the covers, it would be the closest to naked that I'd ever seen her. And boy-oh-boy did I want to see that.

It wasn't just hormones (although yeah, lots of that too). I had this intense curiosity about Betsy's body, all only amplified by the partial reveals I'd seen so far. I knew she was in good shape because of all the running she'd done in high school. I had a sense of her sexiness because of the glimpses I'd gotten to that point. But the full reveal, the total package, had yet to be uncovered. And now I wanted it so badly it hurt.

But Betsy's team went on a run. And in short order the imbalance tipped the other way. I went from mostly clothed to completely naked, while my sister was still quite covered. She didn't even move the blanket -- she could have been wearing a full snowsuit under there. I could never be quite sure.

It wasn't fair. Betsy had already seen me completely naked, and far more exposed than this. Although, I have to admit there was something quite exciting about being bare on the couch. The leather cushions were sticky, and the room felt oddly cool, but the thought of being caught made me nervous in a way that also turned me on.

The game went to a TV timeout. I didn't know what would happen when they came back. I had to hope, desperately, that my team would score, and I'd at least earn the hint that my sister was stripping down. Would she take away the blanket? Or would she tease me even more?

And what would happen if Betsy's team kept going? I had nothing left to take off. What would she demand next?

I don't know why I assumed my sister had a plan for all this. That she wasn't winging it the same way I was. Somehow, I was convinced Betsy had the path cleared, and all I had to do was follow the way. Although, based on what happened next, maybe she did.

Before the ads could end, Betsy tossed the blanket off both of us. She stood. As I'd suspected, my little sister was down to a cherry red bra and matching panties. Both of them were so conservative, covered so much, that it didn't make for much of a reveal.

I saw Betsy's taut tummy, the little divot of her bellybutton. Her shoulders and hips. Nothing all that untoward. Less than you'd see in a bathing suit; only made enticing by the fact that I knew it was her underwear.

Yet the act of it felt so brazen I could barely breathe. I didn't notice my own nakedness, my dick standing so straight it could warn ships from the shore. I was so entranced by what my sister was offering.

I grabbed the remote and switched off the TV. Betsy grinned at me. A giddy, goofy kind of happy that was right on the edge of wild.

"Aren't you cold?" I asked, continuing my tradition of saying dumb things at the oddest moments.

"I'm sure I'll be warm soon enough," Betsy said.

Suddenly, the thought occurred to me. My prize, my naked sister, was very much within reach. All I had to do was catch her. I leapt off the couch like a predator. Betsy's lizard brain reacted. She shrieked and jumped back.

"Quiet!" I hissed. But I didn't stop chasing.

Betsy scampered up the stairs and I scrambled after her. When we got to the top, I lunged and got told of her ankle. My sister tumbled to the ground, and I fell with her, my elbows and knees scraping on the carpet like it was made of little knives.

Both of us paused mid-chase. We looked back at my parents' bedroom, our eyes wide with worry. The light under the door stayed dark. The hallway remained quiet.

Betsy lay on the ground, snickering and gasping at the same time. I used my grip on her ankle as purchase and pulled myself up closer to her.

"Brandon," she said my name like a prayer, "Bran. Please."

I couldn't tell if she was pleading with me to stop or begging me to keep going. I interpreted it the way I wanted. I felt the muscles of my sister's legs under my fingertips. The wondrous curves of her calves and thighs. Smooth, soft, yet also strong. Responsive. Again, almost hot to the touch. Where did the heat go that she never felt it, herself?

My hands reached the gusset of her underwear. I'd gone here before, quite a few times now. Yet something about it still felt forbidden. I hooked my fingers into the material and slowly pulled it down. Practically daring my sister to stop me. She didn't. She just watched, panting. Brown eyes wide with something like shock. Yet also an unmistakable hint of hunger.

I had Betsy's panties down to her knees before she could say anything. But it wasn't the word I was expecting.

"Bedroom," Betsy said. I nodded.

We stayed on the ground, crawling to my room, and dragged ourselves inside. I closed the door behind me with my foot. Betsy stayed on the floor, lying back on the beige carpet. She slipped her bottoms all the way off.

I made my way over to her. I kissed my sister's ankle and made my way up her legs. Like following a twisting road to the top of a mountain. Betsy spread her legs and bent her knees. Open and welcoming. Readily anticipating what I'd already done with her.

But I didn't stop at her waist. Didn't even pause at her pussy. In fact, I skipped it entirely. You'd never think a kiss on a stomach could mean so much, but my sister gasped as my mouth climbed ever higher. Distantly, I felt my hard cock drag past Betsy's knee. I barely even noticed it.

Instead, I made my way determinedly to my prize. Betsy's bright red bra dazzled in the little bit of light sneaking through my window. There was a little bow in the center between the cups. I reached around to her back. Tucked my fingers in the hooks. One, two, three, four -- I popped them till the bra snapped away in my fingers.

Betsy stared at me, bouncing between confused and bemused. I pulled the bra away with my teeth and dropped it to the side. There she was. My sister. Finally, fully naked before me.

"Stand," I commanded. Maybe it was the tone of my voice or perhaps my sister understood the magic of the moment, what she was sharing with me. She did exactly as I asked.

Betsy stood up straight before me. I could not control my gasp as I spied her, truly, for the first time.

I knew my sister was attractive. I had the sense that she was sexy. But this was beyond my comprehension. Betsy was perfect. Flawless. Something that should not exist in reality; should only be in sculptures or sketched in books.

The breadth of her shoulders and the flare of her hips. The ratio of bicep to forearm to fingers. Hip to knee to ankle. The way her brown hair -- twisted in that long, cute braid -- hung down over her shoulder and kissed the tops of her breasts. That cute, shy smile that spread across her face and filled her dark, lustrous eyes.

Even Betsy's imperfections only enhanced what she had. Her stomach wasn't completely flat, but cutely rounded. Her arms were a bit too skinny, her shoulders slightly too wide. Her breasts -- magnificent, pointed orbs capped with light pink nipples -- were a little oversized for the rest of her body. Full and supple; nipples like sharp, strawberry nubs.



And her pussy. I'd seen it before, far closer than this. But framed by her totality, it seemed ever more incredible. Full, pouting lips. That tuft of dark hair. Warm, wanting, welcoming.

I could have stared at her for hours like that. It may have been hours for all the time that I spent sitting there, agape. I wanted to say something, but the words wouldn't come. I had to hope that the look on my face, the clear appearance of supplicant worship, would be enough for my sister would understand.

Something must have been communicated, because Betsy reached her hand down to me -- like God reaching to Adam in the Sistine Chapel.

"Come here," she said, and pulled me up to the bed. I lay back on the comforter, the softness of the mattress feeling like a cloud after the hard, scratchy floor. Betsy climbed over me. Her large breasts hung over my chest. Her body loomed.

"Betsy, you're so..." Again I tried to say something, to describe my utter awe at her. There wasn't a word for it, and I stumbled.

My sister touched her finger to my nose. Kissed me lightly on the lips. Her warmth settled into me. Her strength surrounded me. Her soft body drew me in.

"Cold," she said. Just one word.

I held my sister tight to me. Rubbed my hands up her bare back, her bottom. We rolled to the side, like a single being, and pulled the covers over us. I swear my sister's eyes were so bright, they lit the darkness.

My sister kissed me, hard. Wrapped her arms around my back. I felt something warm and wet on the base of my cock. Kind of scratchy. I realized that Betsy's bare pussy was now right on top of my hardness. Rubbing slightly.

I reached between us and gripped her breasts. They overflowed my palms. Her nipples nipping at my skin. I held them aloft in wonder, slowly manipulating my fingers on her flesh. I doubt it felt very good for her, but I didn't care. The feel of her tits in my hand was too much for me to let go of.

Betsy continued moving her body against mine. She wriggled her butt back and forth, slotting my cock in her folds. There was no pretending here. No acting like it was an accident. Betsy was going to get off on my dick and any other pretense was passed right by.

But it was my own greediness that got us further.

Holding Betsy's boobs wasn't enough, you see. When you have glorious tits like those within reach, you have to try for more than just touch. I lifted my sister by the shoulders and slid her up. Moved my own body slightly down. Got her magnificent mounds right at mouth level.

I tongued her tits, then suckled. Betsy groaned in appreciation. Maybe I wasn't the master of her body in that moment, but I'd finally found something she liked. I licked at her nipples while she writhed.

That isn't what did it. My dick was safely down between Betsy's thighs while I sucked on her breasts. But when she slid back. That's when we did ourselves in.

Betsy moved down, her hungry nether mouth searching for that spot again, the hardness she'd been rubbing on. Only this time, my dick had flopped into a different position. So, when my baby sister slid down, my cock wasn't under her at all.

In case it's not evident, I was so hard I could have hammered nails and constantly leaking lubricating fluid. My sister's pussy was slippery, dripping wet. Already open and primed.

My cockhead dipped into her wanting sex. Breached her opening as easy as sliding a greased-up grape into a rain-slicked tube. Almost too effortless. I felt the heat of Betsy's pussy slowly start to engulf my cock.

"Bets," I said. A gasp. "It's going in."

"Yeah," my sister said. She lowered herself further. The head all swallowed. Shaft halfway down. Betsy breathing like she was on the last mile of the marathon. Like every gulp of oxygen burned her throat. As if her lungs were about to burst.

Betsy stopped and for a moment I thought the madness had cleared. She lifted up slightly and I felt myself overwhelmed by the deluge of relief and disappointment. My sister caught my eye. Fuck she was gorgeous. I realized I'd rested my hands on her hips and, damn me, I squeezed to keep her in place. My cock having found this wonderful place now unwilling to let it simply slip away.

Betsy held herself up on her hands. Her tits hung down over my chest, sheened with sweat. Her neck muscles ropy tight. Inexorably, she let me lower her back down on my dick. Till I was buried completely in my sister's wanting cunt.

As soon as we made contact, as we hilted to the farthest point, my beautiful Betsy began to shiver.

"Hurt?" I asked. I knew it was my sister's first time. I assumed as much, anyway. The smooth slide into her pussy made me wonder if she'd opened that box before, but everything I knew told me I'd taken my sister's virginity.

Betsy shook her head vigorously. She was feeling no pain. Quite the opposite, in fact.

"Cold?" I asked. She nodded through the tremors.

I couldn't imagine how. Betsy was wrapped around my body, under heavy covers in a warm house in the middle of a state famous for heat. But still my sister shook something awful. Lips purpling and skin pricking up.

I squeezed Betsy tight, pressing her against me like I was trying to truly merge us into one. She rested her head in the crook of my neck. For a moment, I remembered back to how we would be in a similar spot every time we cuddled. As if this was our position. The way we fit together as one.

But as I held her close, my sister shook me off. She sat up, abruptly. Body trembling. Shiny with sweat and amber from the windowlight. Breasts so perfectly voluptuous. The lips of her vagina spready lewdly over my staff.

Betsy reached back and undid her braid. Brown hair spilled forth. Longer than I'd realized, the ends now practically covering her breasts. She drew the locks back behind her, almost apologetic for obscuring what she had to realize was my favorite sight in the entire universe.

My sister leaned forward, resting her palms on either side of me. She gave me a cocky grin, and I immediately recognized that look. It was the face she made right before the start of a race. The expression she flashed as she passed yet another competitor by.

Betsy raised her curvy butt, luxuriating in the feel of my cock in her pussy, then lowered herself back down. Feeling every ridge and bump in exquisite detail. She stared into my eyes, searching. The confidence overwhelming, only marred by the occasional quirk as she trained her body to tame this new, incomparable invader.

She shook. Shivered. The little hairs on her arms stood up straight. Gritted teeth and wild eyes.

Betsy began moving faster. No longer sliding but bouncing. Pumping up and down on my dick. Hands on my shoulders. Nails digging in. I didn't feel them till the morning when I noticed the little cuts burning.

I did what I could -- grabbed my sister's hips and held on. Thrusted upwards in time to her own movements. Both of us lost in each other. Connected physically, yes. But emotionally even more.

We weren't playing around anymore. We weren't helping each other out or doing ourselves a favor or however we'd rationalized it. I was fucking my sister. Betsy was screwing her brother. Both of us lost in a lusty, incestuous swamp from which we'd never climb out.

Explaining what sex with my sister was like seems futile. It's a unique experience, unlike anything else. Yes, it has all the appeal and wonder of intercourse. But then added into the mix is all this other emotional stuff, biological connection, that is supposed to blunt the experience. But instead it only twists those things and intensifies them more.

The wrongness doesn't go away, it makes things even better. The crawling nature of knowing you're fucking familiar flesh and blood doesn't dissipate, it only increases every other sensation. You never forget you're having sex with your sister. And what's supposed to be the worst part unfortunately only makes it the best.

Like I said, I wasn't supposed to know what my sister's pussy smelled like. Felt like. Wasn't allowed to know what she looked like when she came. But I saw it. I watched it. Memorized every detail.

Betsy hung halfway down on my dick. Her mouth slowly gaping wider and wider. Her eyes, her hips, her pussy all yawning open in the exact same way. The slow build unending till I thought she would never stop.

Suddenly her body snapped closed. All at once. Lightning quick. Betsy's legs cinched. Her body stilled. Eyes rolled back. Her pussy tightened so much, I swear she was trying to rip my cock off.

A creaking, aching groan flooded out of my sister. Again, I thought of a towel being wrung out. The last juices of pulp forced from an orange. Betsy's whole body clamped down and eked every drop of ecstasy out of her. It didn't look like pleasure, but I knew that it was.

"AAAHHhhhhuuuhhhhnnnHHHaaa," the sound so low and quiet, yet so inescapable my sister might as well have screamed it.

Her face shifted as she bore down. Lips turn to a half frown. Eyes big and wet. Almost supplicant, like she was scared and confused by her need for me. Begging for something more.

Then Betsy fell forward, gasping. Her arms went limp. Whole body like a wet rag. She gasped for air, ragged and pained. Finally, she looked at me and smiled. Kissed me so hard we nearly knocked heads.

"Yeah?" I asked her.

"Oh yeah," Betsy replied.

Again, I worried we might be done. That the cold reality of my sister's cum would wash over her and she'd realize what we were doing, and she'd stop. Because that made sense, right? That's how a rational person would choose to react.

We were doing something truly, epically wrong. Like gulping poison, knowingly, because we were both so desperately thirsty. And yet, once that flood of need was staunched in my sister, it should have led her to call an end to all this.

A good brother might have let her.

Instead, I grabbed my sister around the waist and violently rolled her over. My dick slipped out with the movement, but I grabbed my cock and shoved it right back in.

Betsy groaned as I filled her once again.

"Fuck you feel so good," I said. Like that made a lick of sense. Seeing my sister's body had broken my brain, so you can only imagine what feeling it did to me. Not that Betsy was any more coherent.

"Oh fuck yes," she said, "Like that."

As much as I liked my sister humping me, I have to say it was even better now that I was able to plow her. The snap of my hips against her backside. Running my hands all over her bare skin. Seeing her writhe beneath me. Knowing that I was doing this to her. Taking her there. It brought me to another level.

Unfortunately, it also brought me to another level. I'd have fucked Betsy like that forever if my body had let me. But there was an endpoint to my endurance and, as I told my sister, it was encroaching fast.

"Getting... close..." I warned her.

"Ohhh, uhhn. Me too."

"OK," I said. Again, I know, the rhetoric was riveting.

To this point, I'd moved in ways that seemed to make Betsy respond. Now though, I abandoned myself to my own pleasure. Did what my body and millions of years of biology told me was right. The tingle started at the base of my dick and spilled forward.

"Getting thicker," Betsy said, "Feel it. Is he going to shoot for me?"

"Uh huh."

"Good," Betsy said, "I like it when it shoots."

As I plunged forward, I did my best to hold back. To ready myself to release from Betsy's body before I let go. My sister sensed my hesitation. She snapped her legs around my waist.

"No," she gasped. "Inside."

For a second, everything held on the precipice. Then the spark raced across my body. The pleasure exploded out of me. And a river of my sperm raced out of my cock and burst straight into my sister's pussy.

"Oh fuck!" Betsy cried out. She gripped my arms tighter, and I realized that my sister was cumming, too. Her body's pleasure responding to my own, like each feeding the other. A counterpointing crescendo of ecstasy in our sibling-induced symphony.

I'm pretty sure I roared as my fertile fluid finally filled my sister. The bliss coming in long, sharp bursts that matched my ejaculations. Each slightly lesser than the last.

"Oh Betsy," I said. Practically a sob. "Oh God."

"That's it. There's a good boy," Betsy said, stroking my back. "Let it all go."

I don't remember the rest of it. We separated ourselves, I'm certain. I have a vague recollection of a kiss. A tight squeeze. I'd poured my essence into my sister. It wasn't just the energy of the sex, the buildup of the evening. It was days of anticipation. Weeks. A lifetime of waiting for this moment. And when it hit, I could barely do anything except let sleep overtake me.

*

I woke up freezing cold.

I was naked in bed, covered in the comforter. No different than my usual morning. Yet I was shivering. Shaking. I got up and got dressed, quick as I could. But it wasn't enough. I dug through my drawers and found a pair of jeans and a long sleeve sweater from a long-forgotten high school trip to New York City. Still, I wrapped my arms around myself.

For a moment, I thought I might have a fever, but I checked my temperature, and it was fine. I went downstairs, the thermostat was the same 68 degrees, as always. Yet why was I so cold?

But that was only the first surprise of my morning. The second was waiting for me outside the house. I was in the kitchen eating breakfast when I saw it, saw her, out the window. I couldn't believe my eyes.

I raced to the backyard. It was a sunny Saturday morning. While I didn't feel it, I could tell that it was warm. There, lying back in the blue waters of our backyard swimming pool, wearing a bright green bikini(?!), was my sister.

Betsy was laying back on an inflatable pool chair. Her head lolled back. Skin glistening with sweat. She looked amazing, of course. But that wasn't what had me frazzled.

When Betsy saw me, she gave me a broad grin. She tipped herself out of the floater and swam up to the side of the pool. Her perfect body sluicing through the water like a mermaid.

"Come join me!" she said folding her arms on the edge, "The water's amazing!"

We'd been living in Florida our whole lives. I think I'd seen my sister in a bathing suit maybe three times, and always a one piece that covered as much skin as possible. And she'd never gone even near the pool. Yet there she was, kicking her shapely legs through the water like it was nothing.

"Aren't you cold?" I asked, shivering for emphasis.

Betsy giggled. "Are you kidding? This is the warmest I've felt in years!"

My sister spent the whole morning enjoying the pool -- swimming and lounging in the water like it was her natural environment. I sat by the side near our little glass coffee table and stared at her. Was Betsy possessed? Replaced by an alien doppelganger? I couldn't explain it, so I watched, waiting for the first sign of danger.

Apparently, our parents had woken up early and gone off to do parent things. Though I didn't remember it, at some point Betsy must have slipped out of my bedroom during the night because we hadn't gotten caught. It was just the two of us on a Saturday morning. Me and the strange, summery being who had replaced my sister.

Finally, around lunch time, I was able to coax Betsy out of the water with an offer of food. She ate ravenously, tearing through two sandwiches with pruney fingers. Dripping a puddle of water under her chair. I was too dumbfounded to do anything but watch.

Even without all the extra stuff -- the cold, the bikini, all of it -- I was struggling to process the night before. We hadn't crossed the line, we'd leapt over it, then run back and ripped the poor thing to shreds. With a girlfriend, a girl I was supposed to be having sex with, we'd have some kind of postmortem following our first time. I'd just had sex with my sister. I'd have thought it would require several days of discussions. Preferably with a therapist present.

Instead, Betsy sat there like all of this was normal. And my already addled brain was barely able to hold it all together.

"We should talk about last night," I said, finally. Fuck I was cold. I wondered if I could put my raincoat on over my sweater and not look like a total weirdo.

"I know, wasn't it awesome?" Betsy said. She licked the remains of her lunch off her fingers, one-by-one.

"I mean, it was, but..."

"I feel so warm," Betsy said, hugging herself happily, "I can't wait to do it again tonight."

"Oh. OK." Being honest, I wasn't sure how to react to that. I mean, I very much wanted to keep doing what we were doing. It was too incredible to not continue. But I knew that we should want to stop and being pulled between the two had me stretched thin. I wasn't sure what was supposed to happen after I had sex with my sibling, but I was certain we weren't meant to casually discuss it over lunch and agree to continue.

"I mean, I'd much rather do it sooner, too," Betsy said, "But I want to give Brandon Junior some time to recover. And besides, I'm still comfortable. I want to save up and get the full benefit. You know?"

"Sure thing."

"You're not upset, are you?" Betsy asked. "You've been acting off all morning."

"No, I'm OK," I said, holding back a shiver.

"Good, cause we're doing that a lot more," Betsy said.

"I guess it's a good thing you're on protection," I said, "Or we'd be in loads of trouble."

Betsy's face went serious. "Oh, I'm not on the pill," she said.

My heart dropped onto the ground and splattered on the pavement.

*

A normal, intelligent individual would have called an end to things at this point. But, by now you've surely realized that I am not that person. Instead, I spent the whole afternoon arguing with myself. It's not like I didn't know the right answer. It's just that my stupid, horny brain wouldn't accept it.

I must have been muttering to myself louder than I thought, because my mom interrupted me. "Hey are you, OK?" she asked.

We were both in the kitchen. She was in the middle of cooking dinner, and I was... Actually, I'm not sure what I was doing. Considering the consequences. Reasoning my reactions. Freaking the fuck out.

"I'm fine," I said, reflexive.

"Are you sure?" Mom asked. She gestured for me to sit on one of the kitchen stools, just like Dad had a week before. But also not like Dad had at all. Mom was smiling warmly. She had my sister's face, but a different body. Broad-shouldered and soft. She looked like she was actually concerned about me.

"I'm trying to figure stuff out," I said, before I stopped myself.

"Girl trouble?" Mom asked.

I glanced up at her, surprised.

"At your age, it's always girl trouble," she said.

"I like her," I said, "This girl. I mean. You don't know her."

"Of course," Mom said.

"And like I said, I like being with her. A lot. But, um, it's complicated."

"But you like her," Mom said, "You enjoy spending time with her."

"Oh yeah," I said, "It's amazing. I just worry. About the consequences."

Mom stared at me for a moment, like processing. She walked out from behind the counter and opened the cabinet.

"Look, you're young," Mom said, "And not every relationship you have is going to be your 'forever' partner or whatever. You're still at an age where you can have fun. Someday you'll be married and have kids and I promise you, you're not going to be spending all your time wishing you'd been more cautious growing up. Sometimes it's good to make mistakes. It's way more memorable than following the rules all the time."

"I mean, I guess," I said.

Mom reached deeper into the cabinet, pushing everything out of the way. A grin filled her face. She pulled out a box of chocolate cookies. The box was stamped with the words 'Imported from Belgium.' She winked at me as she reached into the container.



"Do you know why I like to steal your father's cookies?" Mom asked.

I shrugged. I had some theories, but I didn't think it was a good idea for me to guess.

"I could rationalize it and say that they're tasty, and it's true that they are. Or I could say that your dad doesn't share them, and he doesn't, and so I'm just getting what's mine. But the truth is, if he offered them to me, I'd probably turn him down. Here's the thing -- sometimes it's fun to do something a bit naughty. I'm not stealing a car or hurting anyone. It's just a bit of a thrill. And I can tell you, I'm definitely enjoying myself."

Mom took a voracious bite of a cookie, brown crumbs falling onto the floor. She giggled and went back to making dinner.

*

In the end, I caved because I knew I'd cave. I decided that, so long as I was able to avoid any real consequences, that this was nothing but (as Mom had said) harmless fun.

I had plenty of condoms sitting around, waiting to be used. In the heat of the evening before, I'd forgotten about them. But that didn't mean I couldn't apply them now. So, I collected a couple and left them on my nightstand for later that night.

Now that basketball season was well and truly over, Betsy and I didn't have an excuse to sit together on the couch. Not that we needed it anymore. Instead, we wandered aimlessly around the house after dinner until my parents went to bed. Once we were sure enough time had passed, we raced right up the stairs.

We trampled over each other, barely bothering to keep quiet. My sister's lips were on mine before I shut the bedroom door. Our clothes were on the floor soon after.

Again, I marveled at the body my sister had been hiding all that time. Her overlarge breasts and wide hips. She undid her braid and her brown hair spilled out, it was almost as alluring as her naked body, itself. Almost.

Betsy started giggling as we fell onto the bed. She cackled as she kissed me, rubbing her body against mine. She laughed hysterically as she reached back for my dick.

No foreplay now. No build and tease. We'd reached the top of the mountain, so why waste time climbing it all over again?

"This is so good, I'm never going to stop," Betsy said, "It feels so awesome and then after..." She sighed. "Fuck." As if that word meant everything.

"I like being with you, too," I said. It was so mechanical, my sister cocked her eyebrow at me. "But we need this."

I rolled over as best I could and grabbed the packet of condoms from my nightstand. Betsy's eyes went wide, then she slapped it out of my hand.

"We can't do that!" she said. Her horrified reaction was almost comical. "Your magic man-thing needs to be in me bare."

Magic man-thing?

"Your special soldier," Betsy said, "Your tower of power. That big, beautiful brother-cock that makes me feel so good. I need to feel him, not some plastic-covered replacement. I could use my dildo to feel that."

My eyes went wide. My sister owned sex toys?

"I mean, I could go buy a vibrator or whatever," Betsy said, "If I wanted. But why do that when I have my favorite fleshy friend right here?"

I let out a deep sigh. Reluctantly, I let the condom sit, unused, on my bedspread. "I'll pull out," I said.

"No!" Betsy cried out. "That's the whole point! Your special sauce makes me feel so warm. I need it inside me so my body can gobble it all up."

"Betsy!" I didn't want to yell, but at that point I didn't know what else to do. "If we keep doing this, you know, this way, you're going to get pregnant. That can't happen."

"You're right, It can't."

Now it was my time to give her a dubious look. I ran through all the possibilities of what she might mean and came up empty. As far as I knew, going bareback with my sister was as unsafe as any other woman.

"It won't happen," Betsy said, so firmly I almost believed her. "Brothers and sisters can't have babies. So we won't."

"We very much can if we're not careful," I said.

"So, we'll be careful," Betsy said. Again, she reached for my dick and slotted it at her sex. Very much the opposite of what she was saying.

"You'll go on the pill," I said, "We'll hold off. We can do that. We'll go back to licking till then."

Betsy nodded. But she didn't stop lowering herself onto my cock.

"I think it'll be OK," Betsy said. She seemed to be doing the math in her head. "Yes, we'll be fine for now."

"You're sure?" I asked. I know, I'm an idiot.

"Oh yeah," Betsy said. Then she ended the argument by dropping herself straight down on my dick.

Again, I felt myself surrounded by hot, dripping ecstasy. My sister's body wrapped itself around my cock. She could have sat there, unmoving, for hours and it would have been the best thing I'd ever felt. Instead, Betsy began riding up and down my dick The pleasure thrummed through me in escalating waves. Both of us groaning and gasping in shared bliss.

Halfway through, Betsy paused. For a moment, I thought that the reality of what we were doing had finally reached her mind. Instead, though, she got on all fours and turned around.

"Do me this way," Betsy said, "I want to try something different."

In my list of her amazing attributes, did I mention my little sister had the perfect ass? Well, Betsy had the perfect ass -- round, full and firm. I grabbed hold of her cheeks so hard it had to hurt, but she didn't do anything but wriggle her backside in my grasp.

Without thinking (something I was doing a lot of, clearly) I got up on my knees, lined myself up, and plunged back into Betsy's soft, tight pussy. It felt so familiar, like coming home. Yet so different and unique at the same time. I couldn't control myself.

When I felt the moment coming close, I started to slow. My cock began to swell, filling with the force of a thousand terrible consequences about to burst forth into the world. A gun, loaded with my own miserable destruction.

"Do it, Bran," Betsy said, "Fill me up. I need your load inside me."

On command, without another thought. I plunged myself deep as I could go and emptied into my sister's unprotected pussy.

"Oh yes!" Betsy cried out, "Like that. You have to give your sister every drop!"

The pleasure practically knocked me back. My conscious mind left my body, watching from a distance. My sister's body strained, taut, as the orgasm twisted out of her. She sobbed and keened as my cum shot past her cervix. My own bliss radiated out of me, like a wave of ecstatic joy, as every cell in my body sang in perfect harmony.

This time, I was very aware of cuddling up to my sister. Holding her body tight to mine. The warmth of our connection.

"I love you, Brandon," Betsy said. Her voice was so thin, I wondered if she even realized she'd said it.

"Love you, too, Bets," I said. And startled to realize that I meant it. I was in love with my little sister. Whatever came of that, the consequences were already inescapable.

We stayed together the whole night. My sister drooled on my arm a bit while she slept. I didn't care.

*

As you might imagine, that wasn't the end of it. Not by a long shot. The only change was, we stopped pretending like we were going to stop. Instead, we abandoned ourselves to the needs of our bodies. Our sex lives waxed as the summer waned. My pile of condoms now dusty and forgotten in my nightstand drawer.

I stopped feeling frozen every morning, but I was still colder than I could ever remember. I didn't catch Betsy by the pool all the time, but she packed away her sweats. We reached a kind of equilibrium, both of us balancing the other out.

We paused for a few days when Betsy told me she was ovulating. Again, when she went on her period. It's not like we stopped completely; instead, she'd suck me off. But we didn't have intercourse during those times. And we more than made up for the lost time after we were done.

Every morning, I woke up with the doom of what I'd done hanging over my head. Every night, I unleashed more disaster into my sister's waiting womb. It would have been quicker to put a bullet in my own head. But not nearly as pleasurable.

I kept one thought in my mind (beyond the incomparable lust I slaked every evening): I hadn't gotten Betsy pregnant yet, and the summer was ending soon. We were going to the same college, but I would be in my new apartment and Betsy would be home. And so we'd have to stop. We could still be safe. If time was on our side.

Then one day, with the September deadline looming over our illicit engagements, Betsy invited me out to lunch again. We went to that same seafood place on the jetty. The familiarity of it was dizzying. The world felt like it should have changed, tilted on its axis, wobbled down to nothing. So far, only Betsy and I were different. It was almost like siblings could fuck and nothing would be change.

"I have an idea," Betsy said, after they took our orders. "A solution, as they say."

Finally, I thought. The relief flooded me. I adored having sex with my sister, but everything we were doing, the risk we were taking, I couldn't handle the stress.

"I need your warmth," Betsy said, "And you need my... well, we both know what you need."

My sister said this like I was the perv in the relationship. As if she wasn't just as horny as me.

"No silly," Betsy said. She slapped my hand, playfully. "Affection. Comfort. You said it yourself. You want that closeness that only we can have."

"Oh right," I said, "Sorry."

"But we're going to start school and it's all going to have to end," Betsy said, "I mean, I'm sure we could sneak some time here and there. But you won't be home anymore. And, honestly, doing this at the house isn't a good idea, anyway. Mom and Dad are bound to figure it out eventually. If they haven't already."

For a moment, I startled. Had Betsy heard something? Were our parents prying?

"Not that I know of," Betsy said, "But I won't risk losing my heat rock."

"Still my iguana, huh?" I asked.

"I'm starting to see the benefit of the whole two penis thing," Betsy said, "Like what if you could be in my pussy and my mouth at the same time and fill me up from both ends..."

"That's pretty kinky, Bets," I said.

"But think of how warm I would be," Betsy said, like it was the most rational explanation of all. "Anyway, I realized our problem is actually our solution."

"Wha?"

Betsy rolled her eyes at me, like I was the one being thick. "The problem is, you're moving out. And the solution is, we need a place for both of us to be together." Betsy rolled her wrist, like trying to force my mind to crank harder.

Finally, I gave up. "I don't get it," I said.

Betsy sighed. "Maybe I need to transfer. This college clearly isn't making you any smarter."

I gave my sister a wounded look. She grabbed my hand and squeezed it.

"We move in together," Betsy said, "I come with you to your new apartment. Mom and Dad will love it, they get the whole house to themselves. And we get to keep everything we want."

"I don't know, Betsy," I said. I couldn't help my heart from leaping. It did seem like the perfect solution. Except for one problem.

"I promise we'll cuddle every night," Betsy said. That's not what I was worried about.

"You can move in," I said. Betsy clapped her hands excitedly. "On one condition. You have to go on birth control."

"Sure," Betsy said, "I'll think about it."

"I mean it."

"OK," Betsy said.

The waitress brought our lunch. My sister spent the entire meal grinning to herself.

"This is going to be so awesome," she said.

*

And so it was, that when I was supposed to finally be living on my own, I left with my sister, instead. Betsy was right, Mom and Dad loved the idea. With school starting soon, they helped us both pack and move to our new place. They even sprung for a two-bedroom apartment so we could each have our own space. Which was really, truly not necessary. Not that we could tell them that.

"Does Betsy look a little, I don't know, different to you?" Mom asked as we lugged boxes back and forth to my car.

I nearly choked. I'd been surreptitiously checking Betsy's tummy all the time. It didn't seem any rounder, but then, my mom would be the one to notice, right? I did my best to play it off. After all, I was just a silly boy, wasn't I? I wouldn't ever notice the signs if my sister was *gulp* pregnant.

"Remember she used to walk around in a funk all the time?" Mom said, "All those sweatpants and hoodies. Complaining that she was too cold. Now, look at her. The bright tank top and shorts. That smile. I think the idea of living with her brother is finally bringing her out of her shell.

To myself, I thought, Yeah, I don't think that's what it is.

To my mom, I said, "Maybe. I hadn't noticed till you pointed it out. But yeah, I guess we could all use a little more risk in our lives."

"Agreed," Mom said, "Speaking of which, you'll find a box of your father's cookies in your duffle bag. Make sure to share them with your sister."

*

That night, Betsy and I made love for the first time in our own apartment. My little sister made the most of our new arrangement, crying out when she came. Then doing it again, when I filled her with my cum soon afterwards.

Afterwards, Betsy nuzzled up close to me, cooing as she stroked my head. I thought back to where all this had started. I'd been so miserable about being alone. I hated the idea of leaving without my family, losing that emotional connection. Now here I was, surrounded by love, in a way that I'd never imagined.

I guess, thinking about it, Betsy wasn't the only one who'd been cold. I'd been icy, too, in my own way. The warmth that surrounded me now, it was more than I could have ever imagined.

As we cuddled, I snuck my hand down to my sister's stomach. Did it feel a little fuller than I remembered? I couldn't tell. Betsy had told me she was still 'thinking' about the pill. Based on the fact that we kept fucking, 'thinking' was something we obviously weren't doing all that much of. But I'd be lying if I said I didn't worry sometimes.

My sister must have noticed my distraction, because she kissed me on the mouth, hard, to get my attention.

"What's wrong?" I asked.

"I'm feeling a little chilly," Betsy said.

"You want me to get you another blanket?" I asked, "Turn down the A/C?"

"You know what I want," Betsy said. She reached down for my dick. Despite what we'd just done, I felt myself stiffen in her hands.

I slid between Betsy's legs, reaching to steer myself into her steaming pussy. But my sister only shook her head and shoved me away. She spun around and got up on all fours. Looked back at me with a smirk dancing across her face.

"I want to see what happens if you put it in my ass," Betsy said.

Oh, the sacrifices I make for my sister.
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I put this in the Incest/Taboo category because, in the end, it is a story about a brother and sister.

Everyone here is over 18.

Good times.]



"That sure is a lot of condoms, Sam," I said.

I stood as far back from my friend as I could.

Sam just reached into the box for another handful and tossed it into our cartÑalready filled with Gatorade, salted nuts, and granola bars. Everything two growing boys needed for a 'promising' weekend on my parents' yacht.

"It's going down, I can feel it," Sam said.

"You have a girlfriend. How much shit is really 'going down,' man?"

Sam snorted.

"Kate's cool," he said.

I've known Kate since high school. One thing I know for certain is that she was not 'cool.'

Sam had told me stuff, too. Kate wasn't exactly...enthusiastic in bed. It had taken almost a year of dating for her to go further than a tentative hand job. And everything was with a condom. Everything.

No cumming inside her. You sheathed your dick and you did your little back and forth. Then, long before anything might happen, you pulled out. And since nothing was going in her, nothing was going on her either. Your...efforts were to be deposited into the condom. The end.

Once, Sam told me, he had accidentally spilled a bit of sperm on her stomachÑher stomach!Ñand Kate had freaked for weeks. This was not a girl who was 'cool.' This was a girl who was having sex for the same reason you curb your dog or clean the litter box. If you want the relationship, you've gotta do some ugly stuff or everything turns into a big smelly mess.

Based on everything he told me, I wasn't sure why Sam was with Kate. Actually, that's a lie. I knew exactly why he was with Kate. It was the same reason I had pined after her for all four years of high school.

Kate was H-O-T hot. Super hot. Tall, big blue eyes, long brown hair that seemed to shimmer in the sunlight, blow job lips (Not that she ever gave blow jobs, but damn, those lips looked like they were made for it. Kate's unwillingness to suck Sam off was like a dude going speed limit in his Porsche), and the pieces-de-rŽsistance: huge gravity-defying tits. Kate was real world gorgeous hot. Which meant she could get away with being a bit of an ice queen. OK, more than a bit. Kinda the queen of the ice queens?

All right, that's not completely fair. But still.

"You getting any?" Sam pointed to the shelf.

"Nahhh. No girlfriend to use em on," I said, feeling a little embarrassed by my current state of singlehood.

"Come on, Jason, you never know," Sam said, "gonna be lots of ass to choose from at this weekend."

"Well, let's see, there's your girlfriend, my sister..."

"There ya go," Sam said.

"I'm not doing my sister," I said.

"But she's bringing a friend, right?"

"Doing my sister's friend is too much like doing my sister," I said.

"Well Kate said she'd be bringing someone so..."

"Didn't you tell me all of Kate's friends were dogs?"

"You don't have to look at the girl, just..."

"No thanks. Just...no thanks," I said.

So I didn't buy condoms. Of course, Sam went ahead and bought enough to keep an entire Olympic Village going at each other for at least several weeks, so maybe I just figured I was in the clear.

Or maybe I was just lying to myself. I'm not sure, to be honest.

*

Sam and I were first to arrive at the dock. We took the little two-stroke engine motorboat across the bay, and then bivouacked our supplies onto the yacht.

It wasn't the biggest thing the world, but it slept four pretty easily and it wouldn't feel too crowded with six. There was one master bedroom, a smaller bedroom with two bunk beds, a full head (aka, bathroom), a main room with a fold out couch, a little kitchen on the far side of that, and plenty of sitting room above deck, as well.

There was no TV, no Internet, but an absolute ton of alcohol. My sister and I nicknamed the ship the "S.S. Trouble" back when Dad first bought it.

He'd gotten it on a lark, trying to create a way for the family to spend more time with each other. It had kinda worked. I mean, my sister was joining us so...

The first to text us for a lift was Kate and her friend, a girl I hadn't met before. Sam, being the boyfriend, won the right to ferry the girls back to the boat. I was organizing plates and glasses, not really paying attention, when the three of them came below deck.

There was a loud bang, like someone dropping a large amount of luggage. Kate and Sam were already bickering, Kate's friend stood off to the side, looking anxious.

"Where are we sleeping?" Kate asked.

I shrugged.

"I dunno. Wherever, I guess."

"Really Jason? We're gonna just sleep on the floor like fucking animals?" Kate shouted. Her friend seemed to step back even further.

"No."

I raised my hands in surrender.

"I just...didn't plan anything 's all. Just...I dunno, take my parents room."

Kate made a "urrgh"Ña growl of satisfaction and exasperation, then marched past the kitchen to the main cabin. Sam followed, lugging several suitcasesÑmore bellboy than boyfriend.

I looked over at Kate's friend, still cowering in the corner of the living room.

I extended my hand.

"I'm Jason."

"Ashley," she said, smiling slightly.

Ashley's golden hair fell in cute little ringlets around a not-too angular face. Her nose and ears were just a little too big. Everything else on her was tinyÑthin little lips, neat agile fingers, bit of a bum just peaking out from under her long, brown sweater. She couldn't be more than 5'1", maybe 5'2" with the right set of shoes.

Really super cute. She was like a mix of the weird artist chick in your freshman dorm and the nice girl who grew up down the street from your childhood home. She made me wish I'd bought condoms. As soon as I let go of her hand, the smile raced off her face. I gestured for her to sit, but she just stood there. Thin, quiet, standing on the side of the roomÑshe was like an attractive, fuck-able lamp.

My phone buzzed, letting me know it was time to get my sister. I told Ashley where I was going. She just nodded, nailed to the floor. If she didn't move soon, I was gonna have to try to return her to IKEA.

*

My sister Emma gave me an awkward half-kiss half-hug when I arrived. Her friend, Kristen, blonde and beautiful, started picking up boxes and helping me. Em got the hint and helped as well. We were on our way in minutes.

The girls sat at the front while I steered from the rear. They both looked angelic, sitting at the bow, their hair whipping in the wind. Kristen was tall, almost my height, farm girl looks in full display. She had thick blonde hair down to the small of her back. Freckles splashed across her nose and shoulders. She was probably a couple pounds overweightÑ10 if you believe Cosmo, but I don't. It filled her out nicely, honestlyÑit added a little extra heft to her boobs and ass. I'd known Kristen since my sister was in middle school. They were both a year younger than me, finishing off high school, getting ready for year one in college. They'd already planned on going to the same school, natch. They were inseparable. Kristen and my sister.

My sister. Yeah. The little brunette leaning back in the boat, eyes closed, soaking up the salt air. She looked even better than I remembered. Her chest a little fuller, her body a little more defined. Em played soccer since forever. She always had her brown hair tied up in a ponytail. Always dressed in a t-shirt and shorts. Guys would tease me that my little sis was more of a dude than me. They wouldn't say that looking at her now.

Yeah, I guess it's fair to say my sister was kinda my dream girl. Not my sister sister...I mean, that's just not a good idea. But a girl that looks and acts and is just like my sister. Yeah.

This just had to end well, right?

Yikes.

*

After a day of travel, no one really felt like doing much. We ate soup I warmed out of a can, we changed into pjs, we called it a night. Not a beer was cracked.

Sam and Kate had already claimed the master bedroom. Emma and Kristen agreed to squeeze into the bunk beds in the other room. That left Ashley on the fold out couch and me in a sleeping bag on the floor nearby.

I noticed Ashley was wearing pink pj pants and a little strappy pink top before she slid under the covers. I was wearing long flannel pants and nothing else. If she felt uncomfortable, she didn't say anything. But, then, I wasn't sure she'd speak if she was sleeping on needles. Quiet little lamp.

The room was almost totally dark. The ocean rolled in the distance. I sighed, contentedly. It was nice to be back on the boat. We were only a few miles off shore, but I was already too far away for my troubles to reach me.

I heard the squeaking first.

Then the hushed voices. They sounded excited, a little upset, maybe even a little angry? Then more squeaking. I couldn't help but look up at Ashley on the couch. She was wide eyed. I couldn't see where her hands were.

Then there was grunting.

Sam's voice. "Oh. Oh yeah. Oh baby. So good."

Over and over. Little grunt from Kate.

"Oh yeah. Come on..." I heard her say.

"Come on..."

I looked over at Ashley again. Her little curls were trembling. Her blanket shifted back and forth. Working herself pretty hardcore there. I reached into my own pants and took hold.

"Oh god..." Sam said.

"Come on, baby..." Kate said.

"So good..." Sam said.

"Come on, baby," Kate pleaded, "get there. Come on, baby. I know you can get there. Come on."

Ashley's squishy sounds were almost as loud as the squeaking bed now. Her breaths were coming in these short, deep little gasps. I was working myself full on, now.

"Ohhhh...almost...," Sam finally exclaimed.

"Pull out baby! Pull out pull out pull out!" Kate cried.

"Oh god, but I'm so close," Sam whined, "I've got the condom on, baby, come on, just this once why can't I..."

"No!" Kate practically shouted. In that moment, my dick dropped limp like the poor little guy had been shot. I looked up and saw Ashley shudder, arms locked at her sides, head tilted back, a little squeaky gasp escaping her mouth.

Guess not everyone is turned off by a bit of arguing.

"Baby, I..."

"Sam. No."

I heard the sound of a shove. The squick squick squick of a hand working a cock. I know the sound. I had just been making it myself.

"Ahhhhhh," I heard Sam reach his climax.

"There you go, baby. Isn't that better? You feel better, baby?" Kate asked.

"Uh huh," Sam said. I heard a click, like a light being turned on. Bright yellow spilled from under the door. I quickly readjusted myself, waiting for someone to come out. Nothing happened. The light clicked back off.

It was dark. All I could hear was the ocean and the sound of Ashley's slight snore. I was blue balled as all get out, but my cock stayed limp. For whatever reason, now that Ashley had finished, I felt a little strange tossing one off with her in the room. At a certain point, I guess I just fell asleep.

*

The next day, we swam in the ocean, ate whatever, napped, then did it all again. We also opened up the alcohol.

By the time the sun was down we were all pretty good and lubricated. No one was falling down drunk, but we had all discovered a wonderful midpoint between buzzed and blasted. Then Em pulled a joint out of...somewhere?...and we passed that around for a bit, too.

We all sat around the living room, alcohol bottles resting everywhere there was flat space. The ocean sighed. I was in a nice, comfy place.

"See, now this is when a TV would be really super nice," Kate said. Emma just glared over at Kate. My sister had never gotten along with her.

"I think this is nice," Kristen said.

"Me too," I said.

"So what's on for tonight?" Sam asked, maybe a little too anxious?

"I think we can figure something out," Emma said, smirking. She stood up. Still seated, I could almost follow her smooth, muscular legs right up the bottom of her shorts to the promised land. I wasn't the only person looking, either.

Emma practically pranced over to the kitchen. She grabbed an empty wine bottle and brought it back to the circle. Just looking at the bottle, my cock began to grow. Good times.

We'd all gone to high school together, except for Ashley. We'd all played games like this one. Spin to win and all that. It never went much beyond basic cable nudity and a bit of making out. But then, that was high school. With my parents in the next room.

Now four of us were in college and Emma and Kristen were both of age and headed to uni in the fall. And there were no parents here. And we were drunk and high and horny.

"I believe we're all familiar with our little friend here?" Emma asked,

"Except maybe Ashley?"

Ashley nodded pleasantly. My little lamp. Maybe tonight I'd figure out how to switch her on.

Emma was explaining.

"...and then you give them a dare. Anything you like. Preferably something dirty, but, y'know, whatever, really."

Kate shifted, slightly. She was sitting to my right and I felt her stiffen.

"Guys...I dunno. I mean. We've done stuff like this before, but...," Kate said, "now I'm together with Sam and I..."

"You don't have to do anything you don't want to do," Emma said, reassuringly.

"C'mon, babe," Sam said, totally not looking at Kate, "It'll be fun."

"I dunno," she repeated.

"I've got a problem, too," I said. Everyone turned to look at me, confused. I pointed at my sister, Emma.

"What?" Emma asked, "I'm 18, Jay Bird. You're going to have to accept that I'm a grown up woman with grown up woman wants and grown up woman needs."

"No no. That's not... I mean, you want to let a bunch of guys just fuck around with you I'm not gonna stop em," I said.

Then I realized what was coming out of my mouth and stopped myself. "I mean, I care."

"That's my bro!" Emma exclaimed, "so sweet and protective!"

She leaned playfully into Kristen who laughed along with her best friend.

"No! That's not... Look, I'm a little drunk here. And a little high. Just, like, cut me some slack or something, OK?"

"It's fine, bro," Emma giggled, "I'm glad you're so excited about your slutty little sis."

I moaned, exasperated.

"Look, if we're gonna spin the bottle around and do, I dunno, whatever, I'm just... I mean... Like, if it's pointing at Emma I don't want to..."

"So maybe Kate and Emma, like, just don't play," Sam said, "That way no one does anything they don't want to."

"Wait, I have to go hide in the bedroom while everyone else has fun because my brother can't handle what might happen?" Emma snapped.

"And what about you?" Kate rounded on Sam, "You'll just... sit here while I wait for you back in our room?"

Sam's hands shot up in surrender.

"No! I was... It was just... I' m trying to make everyone happy 's all."

"I have a boyfriend, too," Kristen said, quietly, "So I...ummm... I guess I won't play either...?"

The room went silent. I could feel the mood

We all came to the boat knowing we'd do something a little wild. You don't spend all day in skimpy bathing suits, drinking and getting high just to eat a nice meal, have a little chat, and then call it a night. We were in our twenties, not our forties.

Now that the moment had arrived, no one wanted to be the one to start things off. We were drunk, and bored, but we'd talked ourselves into a bit of a corner that no one really wanted to stay in. We just needed an excuse to take advantage of ourselves.

"OK," I said, "Let's change the game a little."

I stood up, taking the wine bottle with me.

"New game," I said.

I rooted around the cabinets.

"This is a deck of cards," I announced, holding up the deck as I walked back to our little circle.

"Wow," Sam said, "you really are full of amazing tricks."

"Ha ha. Now, I'll shuffle the deck and deal each of you a card, face down. High card wins. But before we reveal our cards, each of us can make a bet. Something silly, something dirty, whatever."

"So like, I get a Jack and I say I'll...I dunno...take off my sock if my card isn't the highest?" Emma asked.

"Exactly. If I show a King or whatever, you have to take off your sock. I mean, hopefully it'll be something a little more fun than that. But you get the idea."

"What if I don't like my card?" Kristen asked, "What if I've got a two or something? Do I have to bet?"

"That's the beauty of the game," I said, "if you don't like your card, you can just fold. No harm done. And since you're picking your own bet, you're never doing something you're uncomfortable with."

"What about the winner?" Sam asked, "What does he get?"

"He or she," I said, "is the recipient of the bet. So like, if Ashley bets a kiss and she loses to Kristen, Ash has to kiss her."

Kristen looked a little abashed at my example. Ashley, on the other hand, seemed strangely pleased by the idea.

"Kiss what? Where?" Sam asked.

"Well, maybe Ashley specifies. Or it can be winner's choice. I dunno. It's just a way to get things going, guys. It's our game, we can always adjust as we go."

"Sounds good to me," Emma said.

"Me too," Kristen said.

Ashley just nodded and smiled. At this point, not wanting to be the downer, Kate seemed to agree, as well. I didn't even bother to check with Sam.

"OK then. Everybody get a drink while I shuffle up and deal," I said.

*

I dealt clockwise, as if we were playing poker and not "weird dirty kinda sexy game I just made up." I was still workshopping the name, obviously.

The deal went Emma, Sam, Ashley, Kristen, Kate, then me. Looking back, people were sitting in a way that said a lot about what they wanted that night. At the time I was oblivious. I just assumed that everyone sat wherever.

I was so so so so wrong.

I looked down at what I had dealt myself. Ten. Not bad. Not a big winner, but not terrible either. Again, just like poker, we bet around in the order of the deal.

"I'll bet a sock, I guess," Emma said.

"We're doing clothes first?" Sam asked.

I couldn't tell if he was happy about that or not. No one answered his question.

"OK, I'll call your sock," Sam said.

Ashley folded. So did Kristen and Kate. I looked at my ten.

"Oh what the hell."

It was just a sock, after all.

Emma showed a Jack. Sam had the Ace. I didn't even bother taking out my tiny ten.

"Ha ha!" Sam cried triumphantly.

Emma threw her sock at him. I did the same.

"What am I supposed to do with these?" Sam asked.

"I dunno," I said, "but you won them."

"Yay for me?" Sam said, "I mean, ummm, yay for me!"

"That's the spirit," Emma told him.

Sam looked over at Kate as if to say, "See, not so bad?"

Kate smiled back, wanly.

The rest of the round was sock city. I didn't see anything higher than an eight. To pass the time, I played a little game with myselfÑgiving each of the girls a little award.

Kate was clearly most beautiful overall. Best hair went to Kristen's extra super long blonde hair, no question. Although I could kinda see Ashley's tight blonde curls as a dark horse. I liked watching them sproing every time she moved her head.

Best boobs went to Kate with Kristen a close second. Best eyes: Emma. Best mouth: Kate again. Best hands: Ashley. They were so quick and thin; I couldn't help but fantasize about her wrapping them around my cock.



Best legs went to Kate, though I would certainly put Emma in there as well. I'm not a foot guy, but Emma's left one was out there and it was pretty cute, so she got best foot.

Everyone's a winner on the yacht tonight!

*

We took a break after the first round of cards. When everyone sat back down, fully refreshed with drink in hand, we all seemed a little more comfortableÑa little more into the rhythm of the game. It didn't hurt that Emma had 'found' another joint and was passing it around as we dealt the cards. "Strange, PG-rated, drunk poker-ish game" was a success. Good times.

By the time the deal had come back to me a second time, Emma, Ashley and Kristen were all barefoot and I was giddy with the thought that we were going to be seeing some boobies shortly.

The break hadn't changed my luck any, sadly. I was card dead. On the one hand it kept me clothed because I had nothing that was even worth betting on. On the other, it made me look like a prude in my own game. So far, Emma was really the one driving things, keeping it lively.

But Sam was really the big winner. The deck just slapped him in the face. It seemed like he had a huge hand every time. Sam bet almost every deal but still hadn't lost even a sock. He'd gotten kisses on the cheek from my sister and Ashley, plus a nice French-y one from his girlfriend that, mysteriously, was the only time Kate had bet. Sam leaned back, covered in people's socks, looking satisfied with himself.

"Does anyone want another break?" I asked, getting ready to deal for the third time.

"Hell no!" Sam said.

The girls all laughed. I felt warm and happy and high. I dealt the cards.

Emma folded almost before I gave her the card, then jumped up to use the bathroom. Sam, again all swagger, bet an item of clothing.

"Winner's choice," he said, and winked.

Ashley raised to a kiss. Kristen folded and followed her friend to the bathroom. I wondered if that was on purpose. Did everyone have a conversation like Sam and I had, picking our targets for the evening?

Kate folded, giving her boyfriend a bit of a scowl. Sam was having way too much fun to care.

I was starting to get a little invested here. For one thing, I wouldn't mind a kiss from Ashley. Her cuteness had progressed to super cute since I first met her. I imagined running my hands through her curls as we pressed our lips and...

Well anyway. Yeah. Kissing Ashley would be good. And after all this, I kinda wanted to just...get in the game. It really wasn't much fun sitting there watching everyone else have a little dirty fun.

But most importantly, I wanted to knock Sam down a peg. He was getting cocky. It would be fun to teach him a lesson and get Ashley as my reward. So when I looked down and saw yet another 4, I was legitimately distraught.

I folded. Ashley turned over a queen. Nice card. Sam made a big show of looking shocked, then turned over his Ace, cackling. Kate and I looked at each other and shook our heads. Ashley leaned over and made to kiss Sam on the cheek.

"Oh no," Sam declared, "I want this one on the lips."

"Which lips?" Ashley asked, smiling. Sam touched her face.

"These. For now."

"Sam!" Kate cried, appalled. Ashley laughed and clapped.

Sam leaned back on his elbows and gestured for Ashley to slide forward. Ashley stood up and sauntered over to Sam. Then she leaned in, slow and sensuous, letting all her best bits drag slowly over Sam. She pressed her lips to his, even snaked her tongue out a little as a tease, then quickly bounced back up as if nothing had happened.

Ashley smiled and then traipsed off to the bathroom. Sam was posing for his picture in the dictionary under "shit eating grin."

"Maybe we should take a break after all," Kate said. She stood up and stormed off.

"Dude," I said.

"Come on, man," Sam said, "It's just a game. What did she think was going to happen?"

"I don't know, but she's your girlfriend. Don't you think you should, I dunno, talk to her or something?"

Sam waved me off.

"What happened?" Emma asked as she returned from the bathroom.

"Ashley kissed Sam."

"So what?"

"Well, Kate's upset, seeing as how she's his girlfriend and all."

"Whatever," Emma said, "from what I heard last night she's getting hers."

"You heard that last night?" I asked, surprised.

"The Libyans heard that last night," Emma said, "I don't see the big deal. It's just a game. Like, we knew all this was coming. Why get all worked up about it?"

I shrugged. I guess I could see both sides of it. Everyone was still milling about, unsure of whether we would restart the game without Kate or if we had already reached the breaking point. My balls were already aching and I hadn't seen a card higher than a ten. I wasn't going to end the game now.

*

I found Kate in the master bedroom. She sat on the edge of the bed and rested her head in her hands. Her eyes were a little red, like she had been crying. Is it wrong that that kinda turned me on a little?

"Look, Kate..."

"I know, I know. It's 'just a game.' But feelings don't just go away cause cards are involved. Mine don't anyway."

"So don't play."

"But he's playing," Kate cried.

"OK," I said, "you're right. If you were my girlfriend I wouldn't want you out there doing...stuff."

She smiled at that and squeezed my hand.

"I dunno," I said and stared down at my parents' beige carpeting, "you're pretty special. I think so anyway. I wouldn't want to share you with anyone."

Kate just looked at me, eyes shining. I looked back at up at her. She was still clasping my one hand in two of hers.

"So you have a choice," I said, "you can go get your boyfriend and yell at him like he's a naughty child in front of everyone. Then probably one or both of you leaves in the morning."

"I don't..."

"Or," I said, looking her right in those big beautiful blue eyes, "you can show him what it feels like when the person you love is with someone else. And maybe have a little fun."

*

We all sat back down. I poured everyone a fresh drink and dealt the cards. Emma folded. SamÑmaybe feeling at least a little chastened?Ñfolded, too. Ashley bet a kiss. After watching what she did to Sam...that bet wasn't exactly scaring me off, I'll put it that way.

Kristen folded. Then Kate looked up from her card.

"I'll call," she said. Everyone sucked in their breath.

"The kiss, you mean," Emma said, her surprise showing, "you'll give a kiss if you lose."

"Yeah," Kate said, as if this were something she had done all game. I looked at my card and saw a six taunting me. I folded.

Ashley smiled and turned over a Jack, triumphantly. The whole room held its breath and turned to look at Kate. She just smiled and showed her card: a deuce.

Kate stood up and walked over to Ashley. With one hand, Kate reached down and pulled Ashley up to her feet. Then, without even so much as a pause, Kate shoved her tongue down the shocked girl's throat.

The whole room erupted in cheers. No peck on the lips, thisÑboth girls sucked face (and tongue. Lots and lots of tongue) for a good five minutes. At one point, I swear I saw Ashley graze Kate's magnificent left boob.

I looked back at Sam, worried, but he just smiledÑentranced by watching his girlfriend go at it with another womanÑand gave me an enthusiastic thumbs up. I showed him the same, smiling broadly.

Now we had ourselves a game.

*

Once everyone had settled, "Really risky, somewhat dirty, poker-ish game" got underway for reals. Unintentionally, I'm sure, Kate had inspired perhaps the most wonderful turn of events ever: girls kissing each other!

Sam and I sat back, not even bothering to play our cards, as the girls all got into the latest fad. Ashley kissed Kate again. Then Emma kissed Ashley. Then Emma kissed Kate. These weren't chaste little brushes eitherÑthis was full on, passionate, mouth-to-mouth and tongue-to-tongue. If I was hard before I was...well a heck of a lot harder now.

Then it was Kristen's turn. She had bet a kiss because, well, that's what everyone was doing. But I don't think she really thought it through. When she lost to Emma her face went practically ashen.

Emma leaned over to her bff for the now customary make out session, but Kristen pulled back.

"I have a boyfriend," Kristen said, shyly.

"So?" Ashley asked.

"So I don't want to cheat on him," Kristen said.

"Lots of us have boyfriends," Kate said, as if she had been letting loose all evening.

"He's your boy friend," Ashley said with a wicked grin, "that means he's your boy. Kissing a girl is only cheating if you have a girl friend."

Well that explanation certainly made sense to me.

"So Sam could make out with Jason and it wouldn't be cheating?" Kate asked.

"Exactly," Ashley said.

"Well that's not happening," Sam said.

"Too bad. Sounds kinda hot," Emma said. Sam turned as pink as a toy pony.

"I'm just not...not into that stuff."

Kristen's voice got quieter and quieter as the argument went on. She had her arms wrapped around her chest and her eyes went everywhere but to us.

"What stuff?" Ashley asked. Uh oh.

"Y'know. Girl and...girl stuff," Kristen said.

"You mean you're not a dyke," Ashley said.

"No," Kristen said. I had to lean forward to hear her.

"So it's ok for everyone else to fool around, but you're too good for it," Ashley said.

"No. I just..."

"Lay off her, Ashley," Emma said, "her family's like, really super Christian."

"Oh, whatever," Ashley said.

"C'mon Kristen," Kate said, "it's not like it's a big deal."

Wow. New Kate was really coming out swinging. Hooray for new Kate!

"Isn't Emma, like, your best friend?" Ashley asked, "Don't you love your best friend?"

"Well...yeah...I mean, but..."

"Don't you want to show your best friend how much you love her?" Ashley asked.

"I..."

"It'll be fun," Sam said.

"It's ok," Emma took her friend's hands and leaned in.

Their lips touched. Kristen kissed back a little. It was tender and warm. The two just shared each other. Appreciated each other. It might have been the least adventurous kiss of the night so far. It also might have been the hottest.

Emma enthusiastically pressed her mouth to Kristen's. Kristen tentatively tasted back. It was an honest kiss. Ashley may have been kidding around, but it really was love. They pulled away, both a little starry eyed.

"Wow," Ashley said.

"See, not so bad," Sam said.

Kristen just smiled dreamily. But she stopped betting kisses.

*

Some things, sadly, did not change. My cards were still flat out horrible, unplayable, shitty shitty shit. Sam just kept on winning. And the girls were out of socks.

The round after the girl-on-girl extravaganza began with Emma giving Sam a full on, full tongue kiss along with a little harmless groping. It was weird watching my little sister get it on with my best friend. I was crushed between really super creeped out and really super jealous.

The next hand I looked down at a nine, my second-highest card of the night. I decided to start pushing my luck. I was near last to act. I already knew I'd be kissing Sam or my sister if I lost, so no kissing for me. I was out of socks, so I bet my shirt. If I beat Sam, I could always just order him to kiss Kate, if anything just because I felt bad for her. Or he'd kiss me on the cheek. Whatever. No big deal.

Sam turned over a King. Of course.

I handed my shirt over.

"You can give that thing a big ol' sniff if you like," I said.

"Nah," Sam said.

He gave the shirt to Kristen, which I think was his little way of trying to help me out.

So now I was bored, lonely and a little cold. .

"Nice pecs," Emma said, smiling.

"She's right," Kate added, "when did my high school bestie start working out?"

"I joined the crew team at school," I confessed.

"Nice," Ashley said, "those guys are always the hottest."

Kristen looked at Ashley, confused.

"What?" Ashley said.

Emma raised her eyebrows at me and smiled. She ran her eyes up and down my chest and kind of chewed at her lower lip. Suddenly I didn't feel like covering my chest anymore.

Sam dealt the next hand, impatient to change the subject. This time, I didn't even have the choice to be aggressiveÑa three.

When the cards came to Kristen, she bet. Kristen was also out of socks. She was still suffering from her kiss from the previous round.

Kristen bet her shirt. Sam had bet a kiss and Kristen seemed confident she had him now.

Kristen may have seemed like a prude and I guess in some ways she was. But it's not like she didn't want to have fun. Just, y'know, safe, expected, not too outside the norm kinda fun. A neat little story she could tell at her bachelorette party before her big church wedding. A little feel from Sam would be just fine by her, I gathered. Still, Kristen had given a little pout when I tossed in my cards earlier. Maybe she and I were on the same wavelength.

Kristen turned over her King, triumphantly. Sam grinned wolfishly and showed his Ace.

Kristen didn't bother to hide her frustration.

"Alright," Sam cried, "let's see some goodies!"

"Sam!" Kate said.

"What?" Sam asked.

"No, no," Kristen said, "a bet's a bet. I won't be the one to break it."

She seemed remarkably calm compared to her previous girl-kiss catastrophe. Kristen had been wearing a cute pj setÑsky blue long pants and a matching long sleeve shirt. In the center of the top there was a little pink bunny shouting, "Sleepy Time!"

Kristen reached down for the hem of her shirt and pulled it off in one big flourish. She was wearing a bra, of course, a baby-chick yellow one. The material was thick, too, so there really wasn't much to see except her bellybutton and maybe a bit of the tops of her boobs. I'd seen formal dresses that showed more titty.

I now knew her chest was as freckly as her face. That was pretty hot. Just by the bra, I could tell Kristen was a D-cup.

It was our first, closest look at girl-naked in the game. Really, everyone was pretty excited. Kristen threw her now discarded shirt at Sam who made a big show of taking a deep deep sniff of it. Everyone laughed at that.

"Gross, Sam!" Kristen said.

"Whatever," Sam replied, dismissively.

With Kristen now on display, I silently moved her up to the pole position (ha ha) in my 'best boobs" rankings. Kate would just have to settle for second breast. Er, best.

The next hand went almost exactly the same, only this time it was my little sis making, and losing, the bet. Emma was wearing jogging shorts and a little t-shirt that said "Don't stop till you drop." The context made the line seem a little suggestive.

Much like her friend, Emma stripped off her shirt in one swoop, revealing a cute little white bra with laces across the top. Again, there wasn't much to see. Emma wasn't flat-chested by any means. I doubt the Itty Bitty Titty Committee would even consider her application. But when it came to breasts, little Emmy was definitely on the honor roll (all A's and B's). Whatever. Quality vs quantity and all that. Anyone could see that my sis had a nice set of tits.

It helped that those little titties jutted out proudly over a taught stomach that looked a little six-pack-y in some positions. Also, because of how Em's shorts sat, I could get a little sneak preview. Little sis definitely shaved a good amount down there.

So all awesome.

"Nice," I said, returning Emma's compliment from earlier.

Em glowed proudly at the praise and even pushed her bust out a little further. Sam sniffed the shirt again, naturally, and declared Emma's the best smelling, so far. So I guess Emma had that category in hand. Best smelling t-shirt. Good on her.

The next hand went pretty straightforward. Sam got another kiss, this time from his girlfriend. I could tell she was really trying now, but Sam seemed disconnected. It wasn't just that a kiss from his gf wasn't that 'risky,' but there seemed to be so much more fun to be had than kisses and bras and Sam was impatient with the process. If everyone went to bed before the good stuff got going, what was the point? Also I think his lips were starting to get chapped.

Kate dealt the next hand. If we fell more or less to form, this would be the last hand before we took a bio break. I folded as usual. So did Emma

Sam bet, offering up his shirt. He was wearing one of those long-sleeve waffle-y shirt things. Ashley called his bet, shirt for shirt. Everyone else folded. I could tell people were anxious for the break.

Ashley grinned at Sam.

"Show me what you got, Sammy," Ashley teased. He turned over a King.

"Shit," Ashley said.

Sam laughed.

"Shit. Shit. Shit."

"What's wrong?" Kate asked, legitimately concerned.

"One of these days, your luck's gonna turn," Ashley warned Sam.

"You better hope it happens before you're completely naked," Sam said.

"Shit," Ashley said again, "Of all the days to not wear a bra..."

She had been wearing a big brown sweater that came almost to her knees. Thick and wooly, I got scratchy just looking at it. Ashley reached down and slowly, reluctantly, lifted up the sweater. Her curls jiggled happily as Ashley pulled the sweater over her head.

Everyone froze. I swear one of the girls gasped.

I was going to have to redo my "best boobs" list.

They weren't the biggest in the room, not by a long shot. But holy fucking shit did Ashley have the most amazing rack I'd ever seen. They were perfect. Ideal. The Aristotelian philosophical highest good of breasts.

Full, taut, almost floating, they were just a little bit bigger than a handful with small, pink areola and sharp little nippies just begging to be sucked. At that moment, in a strange way, I felt almost proud of my little lamp. She came with much better bulbs than advertised.

"Holy fucking shit," Sam breathed.

Ashley smiled sheepishly.

"Holy shit, Ash!" Kate exclaimed. She looked just as surprised as us that she had said it.

"Niiiiice pecs," Emma said, and reached over to Ashley for a fist bump. Emma was clearly going for a laugh, but she wasn't completely kidding either.

Ashley's Amazing MammariesTM (patent pending, all rights reserved), jiggled alluringly as she reached over and met Emma's fist with her own.

"Well, on that note, I need another drink," Kristen said, "and maybe a good cry."

"Oh come on, Krissy," Emma faux-pouted, "I'm sure you have extra super nice titties under there, too."

Kristen just shook her head, but I was pretty sure that Emma was right. I finished my drink and cleaned up the cards for the next round.

This was about as far as we had ever gotten at these high school things, I reflected. By now, people were tired, or my parents were making noises, or people were just afraid to go any further. Yet right now, this felt more like the beginning of the party than the ending.

I passed Sam in the hall.

"So who've you got your eye on?" he asked.

"Huh?"

"Who are you looking to take down, great white hunter?" Sam said, hitting me on the shoulder.

"Oh. I dunno. Does it matter?"

"Of course it does. If I know who you're going for I can get out of the way."

"You have a girlfriend," I said, "why do you care?"

Sam just shrugged.

"Just don't want to step on your toes 's all," he said.

I surveyed the field and thought about it for a moment.

"Kristen?" I said. I wasn't too confident about it.

"OK, cool," Sam said, then wandered off.

*

We sat back down in our circle. Ashley's breasts still stood at full attention. I noticed Kristen had adjusted her bra slightly to try and show a little more top-boob. I know it sounds weird, but I was kinda proud of her for it.

Emma cleared her throat. She sat very formally, as if totally unaware that her tits were just...hanging out there in her bra. It was like I was watching the best version of C-Span, ever. Or maybe the strangest Supreme Court hearing. Whatever. It was awesome. I could tell through the material that her little nipples were hard. Holy fuck, I could see my little sister's hard little nipples!



"We girls have decided to make some changes to the game," Emma announced. The rest of the girls nodded in agreement.

Sam and I looked at each other, warily. Here came the end of the fun.

"Instead of just making a bet of like, just, whatever, everyone has to match the bet. So no more bets where my sock counts as much as your kiss. If you bet a kiss, I have to at least match your kiss or raise it."

"How do we decide what's worth more?" I asked.

"Group decision," Emma said, "but I'm pretty sure we're gonna be able to figure it out."

That dirty little minx!

"So, I just want to be clear about this," I said, "Ashley says kiss and I raise blowjob, in order to stay in the hand Ashley has to agree to suck me off if she loses?"

"Pretty much," Ashley smiled.

"And you're all ok with this?" I asked, looking pointedly at Kate. She nodded, slowly.

I turned to Sam.

"Did you slip ecstasy into all their drinks when I wasn't looking?" I asked, only half-kidding.

"I swear to God I did not," Sam said. If anything he was even more flabbergasted than I was.

"Well ok then," I said, "You guys said you wanted a game. I guess we've got ourselves a game."

I'm not sure what made the girls suddenly decide to 'go for the gold' as it were. Maybe I underestimated just how drunk/high/horny everyone was. Maybe the girls wanted to see just how far us boys were really willing to go before calling it a night. Maybe they all were just sick of all this bullshit and wanted to get laid. Lord knows, that's where I was at.

I have no idea what possessed them to take this to the next level. Regardless, "dangerous, sexy, naked, relationship-destroying, kinda poker-like game" was a go.

The first hand went pretty normal. Sam bet shirt. No one called. Sam kept his shirt. Ashley bet pants. No one called. Ashley kept her cute, little beige tights/leggings thingies. I assumed she had at least worn panties, but after last round all bets were off.

Again, I was card dead. Card deceased. High hand of a ten. I started to wonder if I'd ever see a face card. Maybe there weren't any more. Maybe someone was dealing from the bottom of the deck. Maybe God hated me. I was sitting there, topless, with a bunch of hot, impossibly horny girls, and I couldn't even touch one of them. We were playing a game designed to cause as much fooling around as possible and somehow I was getting less action if we'd just, I dunno, rented a porno and seen who hooked up with who.

It could not get any worse.

And then it did.

Cards started showing up. Bettable, playable, winnable cards. No Aces, mind you. But hands I had to bet or else I might as well not play. And every. Single. One. Lost.

The first hand I looked down at a jack and bet my pants. Kristen turned over a Queen. So I shucked off my pants.

I was wearing pretty tight boxers, but I could have been wrapped in sailcloth and my dick would have shown through. It had been hours of semi-naked girls making out with each other. Plus the previous night's experience. Plus no girlfriend in months... I was beyond blue-balled. I was purple-balled. They didn't just ache, it felt like they swelled with my semen. Like I was lugging around two bowling balls full of baby batter. Every time I moved I felt my two, exta-sensative, over-filled, suddenly gigantic balls.

Which says nothing of where my dick was at. At this point, I felt like flag poles were flaccid compared to what I was carrying. In all honesty, it was almost more painful than anything else. I needed frickin' relief. And it showed.

I had to stand up to take off my pajama pantsÑlong red and black flannel-y things like you see in the J. Crew catalogueÑso everyone got a good look at what was going on. Going on in my pants. Yeah.

Little Jason was barely contained by the, thankfully, tight cloth. He was desperately trying to push his way out anyway he knew how. After clearly trying to escape up through the waistband, the big guy looked to be trying to go out through the legs of my boxers.

Standing there, I shifted and kind of rolled my hips to try to push him down. But he just popped back up, proud as could be, and even left a little wet spot on the front of my boxers for everyone to see.

It was pulsing in time with my heartbeat. My heart was racing. It was a bad combo.

"Nice calves, bro!" Emma called out from behind me, proudly.

"Yeah," Kristen said, staring at my front almost hypnotized, "Calves."

"Well at least you're taking attention away from my breasts," Ashley laughed.

I threw my pants over to Kristen. She looked almost sheepish about her victory. Emma gave her friend a hearty slap on the back, like Kristen had just pulled out the anchor run for the win at a state meet.

I slowly sat down, hoping my cock wouldn't just jump right out.

It hardly mattered.

Two hands later I pulled a Queen. A goddamn, motherfucking Queen. She winked at me as I gazed upon her regal visage. Oh yes. Finally.

"Fold," Emma said.

"Fold," Sam announced. He had been curiously quiet since the last restart. Had the deck finally started to steer away from him?

"I'll bet pants," Ashley said coyly.

"Pants," Kristen agreed.

"Pants are fine," Kate said, looking right at her boyfriend when she said it. Oh no. Was Kate trying to play chicken with her boyfriend? Did she think if she went too far then he would stop this? Oh no. This was bad bad bad. I decided I would intervene. Warn Kate that she was gonna be disappointed. Sam was my best friend, but Kate had been my buddy for a long time, too. I didn't want to see her heart broken.

But first, I had a hand to win.

"I raise," I announced, "Underwear."

"Wait," Kristen interrupted, "if he wins I have to take off my pants and my panties?"

She didn't look too happy with that.

"Since when does one piece of clothing count as much as two?" Kate asked.

"It's all I have to bet," I complained.

"I dunno," Emma said, "underwear should be worth a lot more than pants, don't you think? I mean, Jason's gonna have to take out his...Jason if he loses."

"Doesn't seem fair," Sam said.

Geez, thanks buddy. Now I really didn't feel bad about warning his girlfriend.

"How about this," I said, "I'll bet naked. So I'm not betting an article of clothing here, just full nudity. So you have to put out your full nudity to match the bet. That way, it's clothes agnostic."

"You sure do use some big funny words, " Ashley teased, talking in an exaggerated drawl.

"But," I continued, "If I win the bet, I get my clothes back."

"No way," Emma said, a little too quickly.

"What?" I asked, "I'm betting full nudity so if I win I should get some amount of un-nudity."

"You're getting to see everyone else naked. That's what you're getting," Emma retorted.

"What about pants?" I asked, "can I get my pants, at least?"

Look, I wanted to get some action as much as anyone at this point. But I also didn't want to be sitting in front of a bunch of clothed people so...exposed. I guess there's a little prude in all of us. Mine was trying to fight its way out of my boxers and fuck everything in the house. Girls, couches, tablesÑhe didn't fucking care. Right now, all I wanted, was not to have everyone examining my little buddy.

"Fine. Pants," Emma said. I just glared back. What had I ever done to her?

"The bet is nudity," I repeated, "call or fold."

"Or raise!" Ashley said, clearly enjoying herself. Holy fuck, was she about to raise? What would that even mean? I'd happily lose my underwear for something...

"I...will..." Ashley drew it out, "fold."

She tossed her card into the pile. Her beautiful titties shook oh so pleasantly as she tossed. Little Jason bopped his head up and down in agreement. I started to wonder if I might need medical attention after this entire escapade. Erection for over four hours and whatnot. I hadn't even taken one of those magical little blue pills.

"I'm out, too," Kristen sighed dejectedly. Kate reached out like she was going to fold, as well.

"Wait, no one is calling?" Ashley asked, "I'd have stayed in if I thought you girls were gonna pussy out."

Kate pulled her card back, considering it.

"Fine," she said, "call."

Ashley clapped excitedly. She wasn't even in the stupid hand anymore.

It didn't matter. I wanted the call. I needed the call. If everyone folded, I'd be back to sitting there in my underwear, waiting for another shot.

There was no way Kate considered folding if she had a king or an ace. I was getting my pants back. Then all of them could show me their precious little parts and see how they felt about it.

I turned over my Queen. I heard a snort from Kate.

"Oh god," Kate said, giggling now.

"Oh god I'm so so sorry," she said, "I really really am. Oh Jay. Oh JJ."

Kate was full on laughing now, bent over, bright red, tears streaming from her eyes.

"Oh Jason. Oh my little Jay Bird," Kate gasped, using Emma's pet name for me. Not even my parents called me that. Only Emma. Was Kate trying to rile me up?

"Looks like little Jay Bird's going to be coming out of his cage!" Kate squealed.

Without even trying to stop laughing, Kate turned over her card. King.

Fuck king. Fuck.

"I thought you had the Ace," Kate rested her hand on my naked thigh, "I swear I thought you had the Ace."

She was still laughing hysterically. Any thought I had about intervening on her behalf was gone. If she was gonna play it like that, then I could play that way, too. Consequences be damned.

"If you thought I had the ace, then why did you call?" I asked through gritted teeth.

"Ashley told me to," Kate said innocently.

Then she started laughing again. Finally she went still, she tipped her head back, her face still bright red, and took a long, deep breath. She rubbed her eyes with her fingers.

"Oh God, that was good," Kate said, "It's been a while since I've had one of those. I think I need a tissue."

"Did your girlfriend just have an orgasm in front of all of us?" Ashley needled Sam.

He didn't answer. It suddenly occurred to me that despite months of dating in a sexually active relationship, he legitimately did not know what Kate's orgasms were like.

Well that was very very interesting, wasn't it? I was so intrigued, I almost forgot what was about to happen.

"Let's go, big bro," Emma said, "time to pay your debts."

Dammit.

I slowly stood. Four pairs of eyes were purely focused on me. Sam at least had the decency to not look directly at my crotch. Good man.

My own little sister on the other hand? She just stared straight on like everyone elseÑa little embarrassed, a bit impatient, and very very excited.

I started to lower my boxers. I didn't want to prolong my agony. I just really didn't want to take off my boxers. Finally, they slipped down to my knees. My cock just popped right back up, little jack-in-the-box that he was, happily boinging back and forth.

I bent over to pull my boxers off my ankles and then stood straight up. Little Jason did the same, in all his happy, horny glory.

"Whoah," I heard one of the girls say. I couldn't even tell who said it.

"Big brother, indeed," Ashley gasped.

I looked over at Emma, almost pleadingly, but she was completely focused on what I had just revealed. My dick. My johnson. My schlong. My cock. My little sister was completely entranced by her big brother's cock.

Nice.

"That is..." Emma stumbled. Was she actually salivating?

"Are they always so...?" Kristen asked, almost to herself. Ashley slowly shook her head, no.

"Oh," Kristen said. It was almost like she had a little cum right there, thinking about it.

"That is one nice cock, bro," Emma finally got her words out. She didn't move her eyes off me. None of the girls did.

"Wow," Kate said. Sam whipped his head around and glared at her.

"I've seen a lot of d in my day," Ashley said, "Gotta say, that might be the gold medalist right there."

"Wow," This time Kristen said it. Sam gave her a glare, too, for good measure.

Slowly, like I was being watched by hungry predators (and let's be clear, I really, truly was), I lowered myself back onto the floor. Just from the way I was sitting, kinda cross-legged, my erection was at least somewhat obscured. But still. He was out and ready to play. And it looked like he had a few eager playmates waiting for him.

So now I had to update my "best list." Best boobs was clearly Ashley. Best body was probably Emma, though I still held out hope for Kate's big reveal. And best cock?

Well, that would be me. Huzzah!

*

Looking back, this was the moment that finally broke my best friend. There was a lot more to come. A lot more. Much worse stuff, if I'm being honest. But this is what triggered it. I can't help but think we should have handled things differently.

I should have stopped the game right there. The girls should have been much more reserved in their praise of my equipment, or much more enthusiastic about Sam's. We should have seen how things were snowballing and stepped in to stop it.

This is the sequence of events that ended my friendship with my best friend. It's easy now to look back and see all the places that we screwed up. That I screwed up. But at the time, I was having way too much fun to pay attention.

Suddenly things got really good, really fast. Which was very, very bad.

*

Now that my dick was out, all bets were on.

In a flurry of hands, Kate was down to only a bra and pantiesÑa very tasteful, lacy, black matching set that, unlike what the other girls were wearingÑseemed intended as much for the viewer as the wearer.

Before, it had been easy to forget just how massive Kate's boobies were, but now in just a bra they reasserted their wondrous dominance. Ashley still had the quality, but Kate's second best breasts were still a winner in my book.

Kate was now showing really nice abs with a cute little butt to boot. And thanks to the lacy panties, we also now knew that Kate shaved. I mean, like, shaved shaved. Hard to argue with that.

So the best body award went back to Kate. Thanks for playing, everyone!

Kristen lost her pants as well. For someone so...reserved, Kristen seemed pretty happy to be playing the game. Maybe it was her competitive side. Kristen just liked winning. It's why she and Emma got along so well. Or maybe she was just really really horny after years of being told her body was evil. Who knows?

Anyway, now Kristen was down to her matching baby-chick yellow panties as well. They were surprisingly not very gramma-ish, though they certainly provided plenty of coverage. Gotta say, the yellow set looked really awesome with Kristen's impossibly long blonde hair.

Also, this meant that Kristen's legs were now out and about, and holy fuck were those a nice matching set. Long (remember, Kristen is almost my height), toned and tanned, I'm sure she kept leg men up all night with those kickers.

So, Kristen took the leg category. Duh.

Best of all though, we finally got Ashley out of her little beige stocking-things. Those things were so tight, it really wasn't much of a reveal. But we did find out that Ashley had at least worn panties to our little partyÑa tiny pink thong that protected almost nothing. Surprisingly, there was a good amount of hair down there, though it was wispy and blonde and really barely noticeable. I'd have lost that bet big time.

Oh, also on those panties, a nice dark wet spot. Dead center. Holy fuck did I want to fuck that girl.

With Kristen and Kate pants-less and Ashley down to her undies, we were ever so close to opening up the best pussy category. I couldn't wait to weigh in on that one. Good ol' Ashley had the early lead.

Yet for all thatÑEmma was down to a bra and her shorts. The K-girls (Kate and Kristen) were both in underwear, only. Ashley was down to almost nothing and I was down to nothing nothingÑSam was the center of attention.

He seemed to grasp the new betting dynamic of the game better than anyone and was using it to his advantage. He threw out big bets (hand jobs, blow jobs, titty jobs, lots o' jobs) to force folds when he was weak and then let us bet into him when he was strong. Thus the sudden loss of everyone's clothes. Nothing had come of Sam's aggressive offers yet, but sooner or later someone would have to force a showdown. Or we'd all be doing Sam soon.

Not me, though.

So much was going on (and coming off) it was easy for me to let go of being insecure about rocking out with my cock out. No one was as naked as me, yet, but it didn't seem like I had long to wait. My cock was literally drooling with anticipation.

But I was card-dead once again. My options were either to take a serious risk nowÑmy only betting options had super high stakesÑor bide my time for something strong. I was out of play. For the moment.

With nothing to do, I stood up and made naked drinks (same as regular drinks, just made by a naked guy). Ashley walked back from using the bathroom and gave my dick a nice hard squeeze as she passed. I almost came right there on the counter. She just smiled at me and went to sit. I watched her bare buns bounce back and forth the whole way down. Ffffffffuck.

"I think it's time to get some action," Sam declared, rubbing his hands in anticipation.

I dealt myself a 6 because...I don't know why. I hate myself? I must hate myself. Even my cock was eyeing me with disdain.

Emma folded. Sam, the only one of us with bare feet and clothes everywhere else, bet his shirt.

Oh my god.

Sam's plan was suddenly completely clear. Completely unstoppable. He'd spent a whole round betting weak and holding strong. Everyone was on to his strategy.

Only Sam had already changed things up. Now he would bet strong and hold weak. By the time everyone figured it out, they'd be at his mercy. After that he could switch his bets pretty much at random. No one would be able to read him.

At that point, my guess was he'd fuck AshleyÑhe'd been eyeing her all night and she certainly seemed interested, as wellÑby the next round at latest. Then Kate would freak and the party would break. I could only hope to defeat my right hand at cards later that evening and win a quick jerk before heading back to the International College of Unfulfilled Ambitions.

Ashley, thinking she had him figured now, just folded. Weak meant strong right? Kristen folded without a second thought. Sam had nothing right now and the girls were going to give it to him anyway. Fuck fuck fuck.

"Fuck," Kate said, looking at her card. Her face was screwed up in thought. Goddamn was she gorgeous.

"I know you've got me," Kate said, "I just can't let go of this card. I just... Something about this feels off."

Sam, usually so boisterous, said nothing.

"Y'know what?" Kate said, "fuck it. You beat my jack, I'll jack you off. Whatever. Not exactly a big deal to give my own boyfriend a handy."

Actually, according to what Sam had told me, a 'handy' would have been a lovely surprise for him. But anyway, that hardly mattered.

Kate showed her jack. The room froze. Best case scenario we'd be seeing a girl do something with her boyfriend. Not exactly risquŽ. It still felt like we were at the precipice.

Sam stared at Kate's jack. He didn't even show his card. He just tossed it into the center and took off his shirt.

Sam didn't have a bad chest, if you're into dude's chests. Pretty well defined, not a lot of hair. Maybe a little skinny. Nice biceps, though. Not that I noticed.

No one noticed. Everyone was too shocked by his surrender. When I saw Kate's jack I thought she was an idiot. Now I realized she was a genius. Who knew her boyfriend better than her?

Next hand, Emma dealt me a five. Fucking bitch.

Sam, first to act, bet the full monty. He had the chance to go from fully clothed to fully nude in just two hands. Last round, a bet like that would scare everyone off. Not now. Not after Kate just de-pantsed her boyfriend. Figuratively. Sam wasn't literally de-pantsed. Not yet.



Ashley made him repeat his bet..

"Yeah. Naked," Sam said, not even looking up from his card.

Without blinking, Ashley bet him back.

"Oral."

Jeez, Ash, you couldn't just follow Kate's lead? Maybe start off with some light hand action?

I waited for the inevitable. Thanks to Sam's girlfriend, he was the only one getting laid on the boat, cards be damned. Now he was gonna get a blowjob from some chick with tremendous boobs and a beautiful bod.

Everyone else folded. I waited for Sam to reveal his strong card and tilt the game firmly in his favor.

Sam showed a nine. Ashley flipped a ten. A lousy freaking ten. And just like that, the king was dead.

Sam just stared at the ground and shook his head.

He slowly stood and slid off his plaid pajama pants. Sam's a cyclist. He's built like oneÑsmall and lithe with huge calves and crack-your-walnuts thighs. He looked so miserable as he shucked his pants, I felt kind of happy for him when a few of the girls complimented his legs.

Then the big reveal. I didn't really want to see my friend's cock. I mean, honestly, it's something I could have done without seeing in my lifetime. But he had to see mine, so I guess fair play and all. Still, could have lived without.

"Oh," Kristen said.

"Not bad, Sam," Ashley smiled.

"There's my little buddy," Kate cried, happily.

The look on Sam's face said it all. He was devastated. Destroyed.

It's not like he had a tiny, little prick. I mean, I haven't seen a ton to compare, but his looked fine. Not a porn penis, but no human has one of those. A good, thick, long member. Not that I noticed.

But the reactions...

When I had whipped mine out, I mean, part of me was pretty sure the girls were just being nice. I mean, that's what girls do right?

"Oh, I've never seen one that big before."

"I don't think that monster will fit inside me."

"Oh God, I've never felt anything so deep."

That's just shit girls are trained to say. Right? Like, you don't see your girlfriend naked for the first time and say, "wow, you really need a boob job."

No. You say,

"Wow honey, those are fantastic."

"Oh my god, your breasts are so beautiful."

"They're not small, they're perfect. I wouldn't change them in a second."

Even if, y'know, the girl really needs to get a boob job.

I figured my former girlfriends were just...doing that. I assumed that Kate, Ashley, Kristen, even Emma were just following the unwritten girl rules vis a vis penis appreciation. I expected that when Sam's little friend came out on stage, he would receive a similar, warm reception.

Apparently not. Apparently all those girls were being 100% completely honest. Which, OK, that's totally fucking awesome. Not gonna lie about that.

Yet there was poor Sam, my friendÑa really truly good friendÑsuddenly coming up short. The girls had made their best efforts to be polite. They were obviously underwhelmed.

"It is a nice cock, Sam," Emma said as he sat down, giving him a good pat on the back.

His poor member, once standing proud, was now as droopy and deflated as Sam himself.

"Y'know what?"

I stood suddenly, unintentionally bringing my own little trophy back to the group's attention, "I think that's a game."

A few disappointed groans. A couple of accepting sighs.

"It's late. I'm tired. We're all tired. My buzz is almost gone. We've got a whole day of swimming tomorrow. This was fun. But I think it's time to call it."

"Oh yeah," Emma said, trying to sound excited, "That could be fun."

"I could make sandwiches," Kate said.

"I can help with that," Kristen volunteered. She had, like, 12 brothers and sisters. It was probably thrilling to make lunch for only 6 people.

"OK," I clapped my hands together, "that sounds like a plan. We'll sleep in, have a late breakfast..."

"No," Sam said.

I turned and looked at my friend, still sitting on the ground, His junk was well hidden behind his pale, toned legs.

"It's not fair," Sam said.

"C'mon honey, it's ok. Let's call it a night," Kate said. She clearly implied she would put out as soon as we split up.

"No. It's not fair," Sam repeated, "You girls play poker?"

The girls all shook their heads. Eight beautiful boobs shook along with them. Man, I had to get these girls to disagree with me more often.

"Jason plays poker. Right Jay?"

I agreed, somewhat reluctantly.

"You don't just...win a big hand and then walk away from the table. It's not good...what's the word?"

Sam snapped his fingers as he tried to think.

"Etiquette," I said.

"Right. It's not good etiquette," Sam said, "You win a monster hand, you sit down and let the table win some of its money back. Then, when things are a little more equitable, you get up and cash out."

"I don't think we did that for anyone else," Kristen said, cautiously.

"Sure we did," Sam said, his voice gaining in strength, "Remember when you had to kiss little Emmy before? We didn't just call it a night right there, because if we did you'd feel like shit. So we hung around and played a little longer.

"When Ash showed her titties, or when Katie lost her top or when JJ dropped trou none of them felt bad because we kept playing. We moved on. We let everybody feel like they came out a winner.

'Little Emmy' leaned forward. She would have looked pretty imposing except, y'know, she was topless. Her teeny tits did their best to hang down. So cute.

"He's kind of got a point," Emma said

"I don't want anyone to feel bad about tonight," Kristen said.

"Just a couple more hands, right?" Kate said.

"OK then," I said, resigned, "I'll go mix up another round of drinks. Em, if you've got any more pot, now's probably the time."

*

Emma lost her pants on the first hand, giving us a new clubhouse leader for "best pussy." Emma's panties were purpleÑa little more revealing than Kristen's, a lot less revealing than Ashley's.

I shouldn't have been able to see very muchÑjust the slight indentation of lips and a little hairÑbut Emma was so wet the crotch was practically see-through.

"Geez, girl, did you pee yourself?" Ashley asked.

Emma turned purpler than her panties.

"Nothing to be ashamed of," Ashley smiled, "I think it's kinda hot, myself. I love a girl who gets her juices going.

I smiled at my sister.

"It's a nice pussy," I whispered to her.

"You haven't seen anything yet," she whispered back. Holy fuck!

"You like your little sissy's pretty little purple panties?" Ashley asked.

I can't believe I used to think this girl was quiet. Could we switch my little lamp back into silent mode?

"They're...very nice," I said, politely.

More importantly, as a result of the hand, Sam won his boxers back. Grey with a black band, he pulled them on like a plate armor before a joust.

With Sam satiated, I figured this really would be our last go-round.

The next hand, Sam bet big and we all folded around. The hand after, Emma bet a kiss and ended up smooching me on the cheek. It was sweet, like we were back at the beginning of the game. I'm sure she touched my cock by accident. She was probably just as mortified as me. Although, she certainly didn't look mortified...

Ashley's deal was another bet and fold scenario. Sam raised to oral but found no takers. For a guy who had a guaranteed piece of ass that night, he sure seemed desperate to get some action.

I had a 10, which was probably worth calling, except with just me and Sam in the pot, it didn't matter who wonÑwe'd both lose. At this point, I had resigned myself to ending the game empty. Tomorrow was another evening.

Ashley and Kristen had both shown interest at times. Maybe I could talk one of them into a little after lunch exploration. Although Ashley seemed more interested in Sam and Kristen had the conservative background/in a relationship double whammy. Neither of them was even close to a sure thing.

In any case, I knew it wasn't happening. Better to close things up and remind myself why God invented hand lotion. Hell, at the very least, I was pretty sure Ashley would be willing to watch. For a man as lonely as me, that counted as getting some.

Kristen dealt the second to last hand. Kate took one look at her card and got up to go brush her teeth.

"I'll bet a kiss!" she called back to us from the bathroom. For my penultimate card, Kristen had dealt me a 7. Of course. I couldn't even get angry about it any more. It was the perfect card for such a flawed night.

Emma folded after me. She stood up and stretched, giving me one last look right up at her center. Fucking shit my sister had a great puss. I actually found myself regretting that I'd never get to see it again. Another great reason to end the nightÑI was already on my way to doing something significantly stupid.

Sam took a while to look at his card, then raised Kate's kiss to nudity. That was it then, Kate would either fold and call it a night or call and give the big winner his payment in the privacy of their bedroom.

Ashley dutifully folded. She crossed her arms over her chest. Goodnight amazing mammaries!

Finally, Kristen folded. I started to pick up the cards.

Kate came back from the bathroom, smelling minty fresh. She was still in just her bra and panties. God bless.

"Who's up?" she asked.

"You," I said.

"Cool, who do I have to kiss?"

"Actually, your boyfriend raised you."

"Oooo, he did, did he? Naughty little boy," Kate smirked, "OK babe, watcha got for me."

"He made it nudity," Ashley said, stifling a yawn. I looked at the clock. 11 pm. God, but it felt so much later than that.

Kate, clearly feeling playful, looked back down at her card. She held it up close, then looked over the edge at all of us.

I don't know what she was thinking at that moment. Maybe she wanted to turn the screws a little on Sam. He hadn't been on his best behavior in the game. Especially when it came to his treatment of Kate.

Maybe she wanted to give us all one last reminder that she was the one getting laid that night. And we weren't. That's a very Kate thing to do.

Heck, maybe she just felt like winning the last handÑhaving something to lord over everyone else for the rest of the vacation.

I honestly have no idea what Kate was thinking when she looked back up from her card and announced,

"I raise."

Everyone froze. We were all doing pre-sleep rituals: brushing teeth, picking out clothing for the morning, giving our hair one last brushing. We stopped still. Like Medusa had just walking into the room.

Sam stared up at Kate. He didn't exactly look surprised.

I've been in houses where the parents are getting divorced. Even if they're not fighting you can feel the tension. The whole house just buzzes with angry energy. I felt it at that moment. It made the back of my throat taste like bile.

"How about...a hand job," Katie said finally. She smiled at Sam. This would have been cute if it wasn't so upsetting.

"Call," Sam said.

He didn't even bother to look back at his card. We all turned back to Kate. It was like watching a tennis match. Or a remarkably tension-filled game of Pong.

"Ok, honey, you win," Kate said.

She did a little curtsey and then turned to leave. I started picking up cards and clearing glasses.

"What do you have?" Sam asked.

"Oh, honey, it doesn't matter, does it?" Kate said, "Come to bed and I'll pay up."

She winked. The way Kate was acting, I could almost believe Sam was in for a fun night.

"What do you have?" Sam asked again.

He was still sitting on the floor, scrunched up against the wall.

"Fine," Kate said, "I had a 4, OK?"

"No you didn't. Don't do that. Don't pull that pity shit. I called your bet. Let me see your card."

Kate reached down and picked up her card. She showed us the four of hearts.

"See," Kate said, "you won."

Jack held up his Jack and then threw it to the ground. The corner bent a little when it hit. Oh well, time for new cards. Maybe I'd pick up some nice plastic ones on the way home, like they used in casinos or on TV.

"Great," Kate said, "You won, OK? Let's go to bed."

"Hang on," Sam said, "you have to get your punishment."

"Oh honey, jerking you off isn't a..."

"No. You're not jerking me off. You bet a hand job. I want to see a hand job," Sam said.

We were all drawn back to the circle, like being pulled into the spiral of a whirlpool.

"OK, honey," Kate said, like talking to a toddler, "Whatever you want. I don't really know the difference between jerking you off and a hand job but... Whatever you want. You win."

Sam stared straight ahead.

"It's my win. I get to set the rules. Isn't that right, Jason? That's how you set it up, right?"

"Yeah man. That's how we set it up."

Kate looked at Sam, confused. We all did.

"Nudity," Sam said. Kate cocked an eyebrow.

"You bet nudity and you lost," he said, almost agitated.

"Oh," Kate smiled, "Of course you're right."

She popped up and started undoing her bra.

Sam, you magnificent bastard!

The hottest girl in the house was giving us one last look before calling it a night. Was Sam doing this to rub it in my face? To show everyone what, exactly, he was taking to bed every night? No doubt.

But whatever, man, his gain was my...also gain.

Kate let the black lacy cups of her bra fall away.

"Holy..." Ashley exclaimed under her breath.

When the woman with the world's most amazing breasts is in awe of your breasts? Dude that's saying something right there.

Kate's tits were legitimately, naturally enormous. Despite their size, they barely sagged at all. Her areola were large, matching the size of her chest. Large brown nipples crinkled forward, showing just the hint of arousal.

I noticed Emma hugging her arms to her chest, self-conscious. Even Kristen, no slouch in the size department herself, had a look on her face like she was an amateur golfer watching Tiger Woods for the first time.

We were all so transfixed by her boobs, we almost missed checking out the rest. Kate kicked off her lacy black panties. Her lips were nice and full. Her pink nubby peeked out from behind her labia, just begging to be sucked.

That bald little pussy was as pretty as any I'd ever seen. It was unfair, really. Kate was so beautiful. Did she need to have the world's sweetest looking snatch, as well?

The process of ending the gameÑthe cleaning, the arguingÑhad left my little man feeling a bit down. After this display, he could have been used to knock down the doors of medieval castles he was so stiff. It was like every cock and clit and nipple in the room saw the amazing beauty that was before them and stood at attention in a show of admiration and respect.

Kate did a cute little twirl. Her shoulder length brown hair spun with her, landing slightly askew. She adorably tucked it behind her ear.

"Ready baby?" she asked.

Holy fuck. We were all ready. Holy fucking fuck.

"Now the rest," Sam said.

Kate looked down at herself, trying to figure out what she had forgotten to take off.

"No no no," Sam said, "the hand job."

"Oh! Right. Sorry baby," Kate said, "but wouldn't you rather we do it in our room instead of in front of all your friends?"

Sam just glared at her.

"OK. Hang on. Let me go get one of your condoms from the bedroom and I'll..."

"Not me," Sam said.

"What?"

OK, if we weren't already confused enough...

"It's my win. It's my rules. We all agreed."

"Well, of course, honey, but..."

"I don't want you to give me a hand job," Sam said.

"You want me to...I should...you want me to jerk of Jason?" Kate asked.

Oh shit.

That might have been the worst thing she could have said. I totally did not want that. I mean, OK, I totally did want that. But I didn't want it in a way that would be so completely humiliating to my best friend. And don't think he missed how suddenly eager she sounded when asking, either. Sam couldn't hold me responsible for something his girlfriend stupidly said, could he?

"No," Sam said, "I want you to give one to yourself."

He stood up and, grabbed one of the half-empty wine bottles lying around the living room. He took a deep swig, like he was in a Disney pirate movie. Then he set the bottle back on the table.

"Honey...you know I don't..."

"They're not my rules. You lost the bet. You have to pay up."

"I don't want to do that," Kate said. She held her ground.

"I didn't want to show everyone my cock. Krissy didn't want to kiss her best friend."

"But that's different. That's...Baby, you know I don't like to do that. It's...well, it's dirty," Katie said, quietly.

"Oh please. Really?" Ashley asked.

"We talked about this," Kate chided her friend.

"Sure. Doesn't mean you get a free pass now."

"I had to kiss my best friend, on the lips," Kristen was close to tears now, "I'm going to hell because of this stupid game. I didn't get to back out. What makes you think you can?"

This was where Kate's beauty kind of backfired on her. Guys would absolutely let her get away with murder, but girlsÑeven really super pretty girlsÑonly resented her for it. If it had been Ashley or Emma or almost any other girl, they'd probably just let it go.

Heck, if Kate had just stayed dressed, the others might have just felt pity, or tired, and called it. But no. Kate had to show off. She had to shake her big perfect titties in everyone's faces. She had to twirl her pert little bottom. She took her 'get out of masturbating free' card and tossed it away.

Ashley walked over and gave Kristen a little squeeze around the shoulders. I should have been touched, but instead I found myself wishing Kristen would reach over and tweak Ashley's little perfect nipple in return.

"If it makes you feel any better," Ashley told Kristen quietly, "I think you only go to hell if you enjoyed it."

"Fuck. I really am going to hell, then," Kristen said. Ashley's jaw dropped.

"Christ, Kate. It's a little stroke session. You're not assassinating the pope. Could you please just rub one out so we can get to sleep?" Emma asked.

Like I said, she and Kate never really got along.

"Fine," Kate said. She grabbed one of the blankets from the couch and laid it on the floor.

"Y'know what? Fine. Assholes."

She lay down on the blanket and stared up at the ceiling. We all stood around herÑlike some strange Celtic ceremony or a really fucked up wake. I dimmed the lights. Somehow it felt at least a little less weird that way.

For a while Kate just lay there. Emma was about to say something but I shushed her. Then Kate slowly slid her right hand down, starting at her neck, over the mound of her breast and across her flat stomach, nestling her fingers where her pubic hairs would have been.

Very subtly, she dipped the tip of her finger inside herself, then brought it out. She smeared the liquid around her clit, like spreading a rub on a piece of steak before grilling it. Then she dipped back in again.

After going the well a few times, Kate was clearly getting into a groove. Her legs were now bent open, welcoming. Her hot little hole opened and closed, like it was gasping for air. But it didn't want oxygen. That gorgeous cunt was desperate for cockÑa hungry little mouth searching, begging for something to satisfy her appetite.

Kate made a low groan. She just rubbed her clit now, back and forth, with her right hand. Her left was perched on her breast, rubbing in time with her right, pausing only occasionally to tweak her brown nipple.

The room smelled strongly of pussy and, strangely, cinnamon. Kate squeakedÑ, a gasp that caught in her throat. Her left hand raced down from her titty. She jammed a good two fingers inside her hungry puss.

Kate pumped her hand in and out. It made loud squelching sounds. She rubbed that little clitty for all it was worth. She started to tense. Her back started to arch. Then she made a frustrated noise and uncoiled.



She switched handsÑnow strumming back and forth with her left and pumping with her right. Oh my God the urge to just jump in and give her a hand.

Holy fuck.

I was still naked. I hadn't even really thought about it, and now everyone could probably tell time using the shadow my stiff cock made over Kate's writing body. I reached down and gave myself a little squeeze. My whole body contracted with pleasure. A little clear fluid dripped out of my tip and splashed onto Kate's thigh. She hardly noticed. I stopped touching my cock.

Kate made another loud, frustrated groan and then switched hands again. She was doing all four fingers now, just stuffing them in there while her right hand was a blur moving back and forth.

She was panting heavily. All of us were. I felt a little shiver, even though it was perfectly warm.

"Ahhhh," Kate let out a long low whine, somewhere on the edge of pleasure and pain.

Suddenly, Ashley knelt down beside her rising, writhing friend. She rested her hand on Kate's knee.

"Come on, Katie," Ashley said soothingly, "you can get there."

"Oh God..." Kate moaned.

"It's ok, baby. I'm here. You can get there, I know you can."

"Sssoo good," Kate moaned.

"I know baby. I know. You can get there, Katie bear. I know you can. Don't you want to show me how you cum? Show me how you cum, baby. Show me how good it is. I know you want to baby. I know you want me to see you cum. Come on little Katie bear, you can do it, baby."

Kate kept rubbing. Kept pumping. All we heard was our own breathing and squish, squish, squish.

"Ohhhh," Kate moaned.

"Do you want my help, baby?" Ashley asked, squeezing her friend's knee.

"No, no. I'm OK. I'm OK. I'm...Oh God...Oh...I'm almost there."

"OK, baby," Ashley smiled. Her cute little curls bounced in motion with Kate's body. Her beautiful little tits swayed back and forth. I didn't think her nipples could get any harder. Holy fuck could they get any harder?

Suddenly, Kate froze.

"Oh!"

It was almost the same "oh!" Kristen made the first time she saw my cock.

Kate streeeetched back, arching her head back toward her bottom. Her legsÑthose amazing long, tan legsÑsnapped closed on her hands like a bear trap.

"Guuuhhhhohhhhohhhh," she howled. Her whole body shook. Then slowly she bent forward again. She rolled onto her side.

"Oh. Oh. Oh," she made little tremors with each exclamation. Then her breathing slowed, Her muscles started to untwine. Then suddenly, *snap* she was back to being clenched tight in the fetal position.

"Ohhhhhhhhh," the aftershocks of her orgasm just leaked out of her.

"Oh, so good. So fucking good. Oh God, so fucking good. So fucking good," she just kept repeating over and over again, lying on the floor. Shuddering. Shaking.

Ashley crawled over, brushed the sweaty hair from Kate's face and kissed her, full and clear right on the lips.

"You did so good, little Katie bear," Ashley said, lovingly.

"Uh huh," Kate agreed.

"So good," Ashley said.

"Holy shit that was hot," Emma said, as if she had forgotten she wasn't alone.

Emma's fingers were still dipped under the waistband of her little purple panties. The clarity in her eyes told me she hadn't cum.

On the far side of Kate's prone body, Kristen was positively fidgety. She kept moving her hands around. First they were up, then they clasped each other, then they were crossed across her chest, then back down again. She wasn't saying anything, but she was saying everything.

I don't know what Sam expected to happen, but it certainly wasn't this. His face was bright red, his hands balled in fists. Maybe he thought she'd chicken out. Or she wouldn't be able to get there. Who knows? But he was really, very, dangerously upset.

This most private, amazing, beautiful thing Kate could doÑshe wouldn't share it with him, but she share with all his friends. He might have been happier hearing she was doing someone behind his back. This was so...public. Right in front of him. He was breathing almost as heavily as his girlfriend.

Kate slowly stood with Ashley's help. Don't think I didn't notice Ashley giving her friend's boob a little squeeze on the way up. Hell, I couldn't blame her.

Weak-kneed, Kate slowly limped back toward the bathroom. She clenched and unclenched the fingers of her right hand.

"Wow," Ashley said.

"That was..." Kristen started, then drifted off.

"That was amazing," I said.

"Crazy," Emma said.

"Wild," Ashley agreed.

Sam said nothing.

I bent down and slowly, reluctantly, started to roll up Kate's blanket. Little beads of girl cum were still drying on the fabric. I wanted to sniff them all up. Maybe roll around in her essence for a while. Use the blanket to jerk off. Hell, maybe I'd marry the thing it was so fucking hot. Fortunately cooler heads prevailed.

"What are you doing?" Kate asked, standing in the corridor.

We all looked up. She was still completely naked, still flexing her right hand. She had a q-tip in her left, cleaning out her ears, which was actually kind of bizarre.

"What?" Kristen asked, almost afraid.

"I didn't just do...that for everyone to just quit," Kate said, "It's like...what did you say before, Sammy? Etiquette. That's what it is."

She sauntered over to the circle and plopped her cute little bottom back down. Everyone slowly migrated back to the circle.

We really are monkeys, y'know? We made an assault on Kate's primacy and she beat us all back. No one was going to disagree with our new pack leader now.

We all sat down. I shuffled the cards. Kate clapped her hands together and giggled. Her perfect boobies jiggled along with herÑshe may as well have just stuck them in our faces.

"So whose deal is it?" Kate asked.

"Yours, actually," I said.

"Oh goody!" Kate declared and took the cards. She gave them a lazy little shuffle and then distributed the deck.

I looked down at a measly three. Different deal, same shit. I folded, then got up to mix more drinks. Clearly I was doing it wrongÑeveryone should have been completely passed our or stone cold sober by now. At least Emma was out of weed.

Emma bet her bra. Sam folded, as did Ashley. Kristen just smooth called the bra. I came back with everyone's drinks and handed them out.

"Ooo, little strong there, big bro," Emma said.

"Naked bartender, naked alcohol," I said.

"Ok, then," Emma said. She put her glass down like it was radioactive.

"Me?" Kate asked, looking up from her card.

"Yup," Emma answered, impatiently.

"What was the bet?" Kate asked.

"I bet bra. Kristen called. Everyone else folded," Emma said.

"I see," Kate smiled from behind her card. Uh oh.

"Well then," Kate said, "Fuck."

"What's wrong?" Kristen asked, actually concerned.

"No that's my bet," Kate said, "I'm calling your little undies bet and raising you a fuck."

"That's...that's ridiculous," Kristen stammered, "girls can't fuck."

"You better bet they can," Ashley replied.

Kristen made a face like she'd been eating chocolate, only to be told she was actually chewing on a turd. Horrified, disgusted, frightenedÑall at once.

"So, if we call...and we win..." Emma sounded it out.

"Then I'll fuck you. Or I'll fuck whoever you choose. Whatever. And if you lose..."

"No, I get it," Emma said, "My card isn't that good. I fold."

"What a shame," Kate said, "Kristen?"

If Sam was surprised by this turn of events, he didn't show it. I guess you can't break a mule's back twice. Once he was gone, he was gone gone.

"No thanks," Kristen said. I took the deck from Kate and started to shuffle.

"Nuh uh uh," Kate waggled her finger.

She pointed at Emma's chest and made a little twirl with her hand.

"Oh right," Emma said, "Sorry."

She stood and reached back to undo her little white bra.

As I said before, Ashley's tits were perfect. Nobody was beating Ashley's tits. Nobody. But holy fuck did my little Emmy's breasties come close.

They were about the size of a large, ripe peach and just as pink and fresh and juicy looking. Her little pink nips sat near the top of each, like little cherries on top of perfect little peachy sundaes. Her nipples were hard as all fuck, of courseÑso long and bright and stiff she could have rented them out as safety equipment for nighttime highway construction crews.

"Nice," Ashley said, smiling.

Emma pinched one hard nipple and winked, then sat down. Even Kate looked impressed.

That was my sister! My little sister. My baby little sis. I could not would not should not even be looking at her amazing, gravity defying, boob-osity. But there it was and there I satÑdumbfounded.

If Em's boobs had shocked the room like my cock had before, then poor Kristen's chest got the Sam treatment, which wasn't really fair. She had a superior rackÑsecond biggest in the roomÑfull and beautiful with nice pink nipples that were clearly happy to meet everyone. A lot of rooms, those are the best breasts they've ever seen. This group? They hardly merited a mention.

But the sexiest thingÑhonestly truly maybe one of the sexiest things I'd seen all nightÑwasn't when Kristen exposed her boobs, but rather when she covered them again. As she sat back down, clearly feeling a little ashamed, her impossibly long curtains of hair streamed down her back, over her shoulders, and across her chest, making her beautiful big boobies nearly disappear behind a cascade of golden goodness.

Mermaid hair.

Her hair was so long it completely covered her chest, save for just the smallest hint of underboob. Like a mermaid in a painting. I'm not sure I'm giving this the justice it deserves. You have to trust me, it was amazing. Really super sexy. I just wanted to push back that hair, reach my hands up and...

"Jason?"

Emma snapped me out of my stupor.

"You ok, big bro?"

"Yeah. Yeah I'm fine."

"Or should I say extra super big long and hard big bro?" Emma asked, looking coyly at my cock.

"No no," I said, a little embarrassed.

"OK then. Well it's your deal, thick, beautiful, probably tasty big bro."

"She's going to keep doing that isn't she," I said.

"That's what you have to be hoping for," Ashley said. She winked.

"Ha ha," I said. I dealt the cards.

The next hand, Sam was in but everyone dropped out. The hand after, Kate cried "fuck" again and everyone folded. She'd found a cute little trick, that one, and it was working as well as anything we'd seen so far. It was an all-in above all other all-insÑno one was going to call and Kate knew it.

But, curiously, whenever Sam was in, Kate chose not to make her winning move. Was she really worried that she might have to fuck the same guy she fucked every other weekend? Or was she concerned that Sam might have another cruel punishment for her if she lost?

Despite that one blind spot, Kate was able to strip her opponents down to nothing. Ashely's thong went first, revealing...well, not much that we hadn't already seen. That thong was really revealing. I was totally entranced by Ashley's pretty blonde pubes, though. I could see why she wouldn't shave them.

Kristen and Emma went only a few hands further.

First Kristen pulled out a pretty little peach of a pussyÑher parts all nicely tucked in under a surprisingly thick shock of blonde pubes.

"Geez girl, shave ever?" Ashley asked.

"Shut up. You're not exactly baby smooth, either," Kristen snapped. Go girl! Stand up for yourself!

"I'm not rebuilding the Amazonian rainforest between my legs," Ashley retorted.

"Just let it go, would you?" Emma broke it up. Her own reveal was soon to follow.

Again, we had pretty much seen it all through her panties. Emma had a really nice snatch. Her pubes were trimmed down to almost a minimumÑprobably for all her sports stuff (my baby sis wasn't fucking. Was she?). Her labia were pretty and plump with a bit of an oversized clit (it must run in the family) that hung down lazily between her little lippies. It was also juicy as all hellÑbig droplets of thick, clear fluid soaked her pubes, ran down her legs and dripped onto the floor. Her legs were practically shiny with it.

Poor girl, her panties hadn't been covering her up, so much as stanching her flow. Now she was just dripping everywhere. She did her best to cover it with her hands, but holy fuck that wasn't helping anything except my erection.

Sam, till now just sitting under a dark, angry cloud, seemed transfixed by how greased up Emma's little pussy had gotten.

"Are you always this way?" I asked, concerned.

"I've always been a little bit...I dunno, lubricated, I guess?" Emma confessed, her hands still collecting the liquid from her puss.

"Easy to start, hard to stop, lots in between," Emma said, "but like this? No. Never."

"OK," I said, "Well let me know if there's anything I can do, alright."

"Sure, just take that wonderful cock of yours, plug me up and pound me till I'm filled with thick, sticky big brother cum. Sound good?"

"Emmy you know I can't..."

Holy shit. She was joking, right? She had to have been joking.

"What are you two whispering about over there?" Ashley asked.

"Nothing," I said quickly.

"Well then shut up and let's play," Ashley said. Very well then. My little lamp was jealous of the other appliancesÑapparently the faucet, in particular.

*

When the round was done, everyone was stark naked. Even Sam lost his boxers on an ill-advised bet against Ashley. Unlike everyone else who tossed our ill-gotten clothes off to the side, Ashley carried Sam's boxers as a kind of a trophy. She went around sniffing them in front of anyone who was willing to watch.

It wasn't sweet revenge, I was sure. Maybe stinky revenge? It hardly mattered Sam was so torn between horrible embarrassment and incredible arousal he was almost literally spinning around the room.

The last round, despite being such a loss for all involved, was actually a good cleanser from some of the darker stuff we'd been doing to each other. We were all naked, after all. All pretty much in the same place. It was hard to be too worked up about anything.

I mixed more drinks. People stood around and stretched and surreptitiously checked each other out.

"Wow, Sam has a really nice ass," Emma whispered to me behind the kitchen counter.

"You should tell him that," I said, "he could use the boost right about now."

Emma thought about it.

"Nah. I don't want him getting any wrong ideas."

I looked at her, suspiciously. What exactly was a wrong idea at this party? Was that even a possible thing at this point?

"You seriously don't know how two girls would fuck?" Ashley asked Kristen. Ashley seemed to have invented a new game that she and she alone could play called "make the na•ve super-Christian girl blush." Ashley was a champion at it.

"No," Kristen protested, "they don't have the right...parts."

"Oh my god," Ashley laughed, despite herself, "Look, after this is over, come back with me to my place and I'll show you some pictures, OK?"

"I don't know if that would be such a good idea," Kristen said.

"Atta girl," Ashley said, "now you're learning."

"But I still don't..."

"You don't really have a boyfriend, do you?" Ashley asked, eyeing her, "You just said that because you don't want to look like a loser, right?"

"Of course I have a boyfriend," Kristen said, "I met him at church. He's so so sweet and super handsome..."

"He must have the bluest balls on the planet," Ashley said.

"Nope," I interjected, "that'd be me."

"Oh, don't worry," Ashley said, rubbing my bare shoulder, "we're all gonna take care of that soon enough."

She walked off to go sit down by the fireplace. I froze in place. Stunned. What did she mean by 'take care of that.' Wait. What did she mean by 'all?'

Holy fucking shit.

"Hey bro, quit standing there and get back to the game!" Emma called out to me, "standing there in the middle of the room, you look like a big dumb lamp!"

Well there ya go.

"Super big 'on' switch, though," Ashley called out.

"Yeah, couldn't miss it!" Kate chimed in.

*

Next round. Rules stayed the same. Nothing changed. Everything changed.

It was one of those unintended consequences things.

Before now, the game was all about clothing. Emma still had her bra. Ashley still had panties. You couldn't see Kristen's boobs or Sam's cock. Why was Ashley less naked than I was? If I had to show everyone my bush, then Emma sure as hell was taking her titties out.

My little ratings game played right into that. I could spend all day thinking about what I'd seen so far and what I might see later. But now I had my final standings: Best Hair, Kristen. Best Eyes, Em. Best mouth, Kate. Best boobs, Ashley. Best hands, Ashley. Best pussy, Em. Best ass, Sam (not my opinion per se, but whatever) Best legs, Kristen. Best feet, Em. Best body, Kate.

Kate was like the movie that loses every Oscar but wins Best Picture. Sometimes, A- material comes together in a way that makes A+ movie. Are you really gonna argue against that?

But now that everyone was ranked, there really wasn't much for me to obsess over. We were all naked. Sitting around playing cards. It was probably at least midnight. Maybe a little later.

None of us saw it coming.

*

The first deal, everyone seemed super tentative. Our baseline bet was gone. If your card was a little interesting, you couldn't just throw out a piece of clothing. No one had any more clothing to bet.

Four hands in, nothing was happening. Maybe this was it? Maybe this was how the evening ended. Not with a bang, but a whimper. Then Kristen dealt, and for the first timeÑhallelujah, heaven be praisedÑI had a hand. Queen of hearts. Nothing amazing, but after a steady diet of gruel, oatmeal tastes fucking fantastic.

Kate, bless her, made a baseline little kiss bet. I had no idea what that meant about her hand. I guessed it was a card that was too good fold, but not so good to take a risk on. I put her on a jack, which would mean I had her beat.

I was so cold decked, so blue balled, the thought of just a kiss was almost worse than nothing at all. But I had the leading card, right? So why play for a little relief? Plus who knows who might jump in, I could be getting some from every girl in the room.

I reraised to a hand job. Worst is, I'm fingering someone. I could totally, definitely live with that.

Emma and Sam both folded. Ashley seemed to consider, but then let it go. Kristen folded as well, and I started to think I'd over bet my only chance of the night.

We were playing a real game here. There were real stakes. Friendships, relationships, hell familiesÑit was all in there right now. It wasn't something we planned on doing, but here we were. And though we knew it would probably end us, we couldn't stop pushing further.

Kate looked at her card, then looked at me. I knew I was getting eyed and I did my best to look elsewhere. You know what they say, if you feel nervous, just pretend everyone around you is naked.

I really needed that hand job. My balls felt so bad; every time they bounced against each other I worried they would spark the whole house ablaze. Kate might not even have to touch meÑshe'd call my bet and I'd cum all over the carpet.

"OK, bestie," Kate said, using her little pet name for me, "I'll call."

I didn't cum.

I just turned over my queen. She showed a jack. Wow. I'd actually guessed right. That was awesome!

Oh my god!

I was gonna get a hand job from my high school crush girl! That was so so so much awesomer!

"Why don't you sit up on a chair so all of us can see," Ashley suggested. Dirty little lamp.

The hard wood of the chair was a little chilly, but my cock wasn't flagging nowÑnot for an ice queen, let alone a little chill.

Oh god oh god oh god oh god. I felt like a little boy going on his first ride at Disney World. Only it was a hand job from my high school crush, so it was like...best ride ever?



"I'll go get a condom, hon," Sam said reluctantly, "I know Jason didn't bring any."

That was...oddly gracious. Hey hon, while you jack off another dude, I'm just gonna make coffee. You both want cream and sugar?

And then, on an evening of exceptionally weird events, Kate whipped out the weirdest.

"It's ok, hun," Kate replied as she knelt down to get a good angle on my cock, "I don't need one. It's just a handy."

Sam looked ready to just fall over. He was lost somewhere between absolute shock and incredible nausea. His face was a little green. His cock bobbed about, like it was directing the Philharmonic.

I went from excited to over the moon. A 'handy' from my high school bestie. No condom needed. This ride was looking even better. Hello Space Mountain!

"OK," Kate said, "lets set the timer."

"Wait, what?" I suddenly sat up, shocked.

"I'm not gonna just kneel here and work you over until you go," Kate said.

"But you..."

"If we do it that way every time this game will go till morning."

I wanted to point out that it probably already had, but I was so set back I couldn't get the words out of my mouth.

"Minute should be good," Kate said, "just give him the feel of it."

She smirked, wickedly. I couldn't tell if she was enjoying my misery or actually thought she was being sexy.

Emma set the timer on her phone. I watched her press start, then completely lost track. Kate grabbed my member in her able hands.

I was so close, I thought, I doubted I'd last a minute, anyway. Kate's long fingers and cute pink fingernails looked so sexy wrapped around my cock Her skin wasn't that pale, but it still looked stark in comparison to my engorged, purple penis.

She had a nice, tight gripÑno tentative handles hereÑand the heat as her hand embraced my staff almost made me slide right off the chair. I looked into her eyes as she slowly worked the loose skin of my shaft up and over my engorged head. Those big blue beautiful eyes. The ones I'd stared into for so long with a want she never seemed to recognize, let alone understand.

She started long and slow. Like she was warming up my engine. Gradually gaining speed. Her beautiful, bountiful breasts bounced with every stroke. Oh, sweet lord let me cum right onto those amazing mounds, I prayed. As she worked me, her head moved closer and closer to my cock. Her mouth hung right over him. Her little pink tongue curled out in concentration. My penis prickled in the warmth of her breath. Oh, sweet lord, forget my last request and just let her slide me into that amazing mouth!

Then it all went wrong. Her grip, so pleasingly tight at first, was too tight. It wasn't so much a 'handy' as it was a 'strangly.' Her rhythm was off, too, in a weird way that I wouldn't have thought possible. Somehow it stopped my member from signaling my balls to bring forth the troops.

Poor Kate. She really was trying. She was used to grabbing a cock through a condom, which was very different. She was used to the guy finishing himself off. Now she was kind of at a loss for how to make that happen.

Emma's phone alarm went off ("Frankie Says Relax" if you can believe it. Fucking shit, even Apple was against me). Kate stopped stroking. I felt more like I'd been through an industrial accident than the happiest place on earth.

My cock was mangled and my balls just ached. They had gone from blue to purple to some sickly orange. My hard on now stretched ever more painfully outward. Girls joke about a guy being so hard he must be lightheaded. I no longer considered that a joke. I felt like I needed to eat a sugar cookie and drink a glass of OJ before I could continue the game.

I sat back on the floor with a groan.

"If it helps, that was really fucking hot," Emma told me.

"I'm glad," I said.

"Nice, right?" Sam smiled at me. I gave him a weak, little thumbs up. I was gonna be outside, dry humping the mast before the day was done.

The next hand was back to its old tricks with a stupid little 6.

Emma bet a kiss. Ashley re-raised to a hand job.

We had a whole new game on our hands.

*

We didn't bother to break when the deal came back around. Stuff had gotten way too interesting to stop now. Meet the new game. Not exactly the same as the old game. It was the 'naked, fondling, stroking but no cumming, poker-esque experience.'

First hand in the next round ended with Emma betting, and winning a breast touch from Ashley. I think Em was hoping to get her hands on Ash's Amazing MammariesTM (Patent pending. All rights reserved), but really, this could hardly be called a disappointment.

Ashley slid over and sat behind my sister. She lowered her pretty little hands and started kneading Emma's perfect little peaks. Ashley started gradually, then moved to a full on squeeze and roll with plenty of nipple stim mixed in. I could not not look.

"You've got a little drool on you," Ashley chastised me. I did my best to pretend I was ashamed.

"Oh God," Emma moaned, "how'd you get so good at this?"

"I've had a little practice," Ashley said, smiling.

"You can go ahead and deal," Ashley told Sam, "this might be a while and I don't want to hold things up."

I couldn't help but notice no one was using a timer this time. Fuckity fuckity fuck.

While Emma's peaches ripened under Ashley's ministrations, Kate won herself a back massage from Kristen. Not the dirtiest of requests, but you would hardly notice from the way Kate moaned and groaned.

Kristen was studying to be an athletic trainer. It showed.

Emma's breast rub over, Ashley won the next hand and, lo and behold, Sam finally won a hand job of his own. I was pleased to see the timer was implemented once again. It turned out to be barely necessary.

Ashley gave Sam more of a hand tease than a hand job. A lot of tracing and stroking and fondling, that probably felt amazing but didn't really get him anywhere. After Frankie said "Relax," Sam was solidly worked up, but nothing more.

I was happy for my friend. He wanted some action and he had gotten some. And, honestly, I have to admit it was hot watching Ashley administer her hand worship to Sam's stem.

Hopefully it helped him feel a little better about how things were going. Lord knows all this teasing wasn't helping me.

*

I was done. That was it. My friendÑin a long-term relationship and now on an epic losing streakÑstill got to fool around with more women than me. Hell, even the born again Christian girl had tongued more women than I had that evening.

It just wasn't my night. Whatever. I'd played enough poker to know when I was running bad. I'd lost enough poker to know I needed to quit when the cards were like this. Resigned, I looked down at my card.

An Ace.

Ace! It looked so pretty, I almost wept.

Praise the sweet spaghetti monster, I was back in business!

It was Kate's deal, which meant I was first to act. It also meant I had no idea what anyone else was holding. If I bet too big, I'd scare everyone else away and end up with nothing. If I bet too small, I might end up missing out on something really fun.

Did I want to just yell, "make me cum!" and pray for someone to call? You betcha. But at this point a little bit of something was so much better than a whole lot of nothing.

So, I went low risk and bet a boob touch, but it folded around anyway. Geez, was even that too much to ask? Then it got to Kristen and, miracle of miracles, she called.

I'm not sure what she was up to. Maybe this was her low-risk bet. Some harmless fondling with her best friend's bro probably felt like going all the way in the safest way possible. Maybe it was late and she was a little drunk. Maybe she thought Kate was certain to raise. To be honest, I'm not sure what she was thinking.

Kate folded.

I showed my Ace.

Kristen didn't even bother to show her card. She just sighed and started to pull her hair back so I could have better access to her chest.

"No no no," I said, stopping her. She let her hair fall back again. She seemed confused.

I scooched over so I was sitting in front of herÑboth of us were cross-legged. I looked her right in the eyesÑtwo big oceans of deep dark stormy blue. I watched as she tried to search me. Confused? A little scared? Without really thinking about it, a made a little shushing sound as I raised up my hands.

"Timer?" someone asked. There was a hiss of dismissal from someone else.

I slid my fingers up and through Kristen's beautiful blonde cascades, letting the cool smooth strands just rush past my palms and around my wrists. Lightly, I brushed each bit of underboob, my hands still drowning in hair.

"Oo!" Kristen squeaked as I made contact. I guess my hands were a little cold. I caught her eyes again with mine. She did her best to settle her breathing back.

I traced the warm undersides of each breast, then slowly ran my fingers up the sides of her enormous tits, around to the tops then back again, making little teasing, spiraling circles around her pale, freckled mounds. I left her nipples untouched and wanting.

Kristen's eyes searched mine. More scared and excited now. I realized that most of the room couldn't see what I was doing. My hands were buried beneath Kristen's long blonde locks. It felt intimate. Close. We were sharing something forbidden between just the two of us.

As I spiraled around, I felt Kristen's back arch just a littleÑtrying to press her pink nubbins up into my palms. Her eyes went tight, urgent with need.

Very gradually I let my fingertips find the softer skin of her areola. I brushed over her taut little nips.

Kristen gasped like she had been dunked in ice waterÑsurprise, fear, and a bucket-full of adrenaline. She broke eye contact, tilted her head back, pushed her breasts forward into my hands.

I gave each nipple a little rub and pinch. Just lightly. Then I went back to tracing my circles. Slowly I wrapped my hands around each amazing globe, holding them in the palms of my hands.

Her breasts were warmÑan enchanting mix of soft and tight. I felt her little nippies scrape my palms. Begging for attention. I caressed around each full tit and gave a nice firm, squeeze. They were so big, they spilled out the sides of my handsÑI couldn't hold them all.

Slowly I set about massaging her extraordinary orbsÑbig full rubs of each one, every now and again shifting position so that my thumbs brushed over her stiff pink nipples.

Kristen's eyes were back on mine again. We both sort of just drifted into each other. She looked calm, content, at peace. In wonder. A little smile danced across her lips, and I couldn't help but do the same. She leaned forward a little, not with her chest but with her mouth.

Her cute pink lips just slid toward mine. I tilted my head to meet her.

"OK guys, I think that's enough," Kate declared.

"Yeah, guys, geez," Emma said, nervously. I noticed her hand cupped around her cute little mound.

I slowly pulled away, letting Kristen's hair drift back over me again. Her chest was flushed pink from the tops of her tits to all the way up her neck to the tops of her cheeks. She was panting like we'd been running, not rubbing.

I felt a hand on my shoulder.

"Time for a break?" Kate asked.

"Sure," I said, still a little lost, "Sure."

*

The break may have helped me and Kristen cool down a little (and maybe Emma, too. I tried not to notice but my baby sis was clearly a little worked up), but it did nothing to chill my cards. My luck was coming back around, baby!

So of course, at that moment, Kate announced,

"Last round guys!"

There were a few groans but, honestly, it was hard to argue. The clock said 2am. We still had tomorrow to play again. Also, we'd drunk so much that night already; I was starting to worry about alcohol poisoning.

After some (honestly not that serious) cajoling, everyone agreed. We settled down for one last round of "sexy, naked, softcore, betting game."

Since it was the last round, I resolved to not let things get too outta hand. Sam and Kate were probably done, but that wasn't changing no matter what happened now. The rest of us could all still go to bed feeling fairly good about ourselves. Plenty of time to light everything on fire tomorrow.

Oh boy.

First deal, Sam tossed out a hand job. Emma called. The thought of seeing my sister stroke Sam's cock made me upset. I threw my body (kinda literally, actually) in front of it and forced everyone to fold.

I knowÑit was a dick move. I had relegated touching my sister to absolute no-no territory, but that didn't give me permission to stop other dudes from doing it. But just picturing her grasping his thin, pale penis made me feel all tingly and weird. I could only imagine how I'd feel if I actually had to watch it go down. Plus, after a whole evening of getting cock-blocked by a bunch of playing cards, I guess I just felt like being a dick.

Absolute pornographic power corrupts absolutely, apparently.

In the meantime, I had started to compile a new "best of" listÑprobably something I'd only be able to complete the following evening. This one was a little more interesting than best body parts. We had best hand job (Ashley), best boob rub (me!), best oral (to be determined). It was fun to fantasize about who might win each category, what techniques they might useÑin that way it was almost just like deducting who had what hand.

For instance, I was sure that Ashley probably sucked cock in a perfectly, perfunctory way, that Kristen would be a disaster of awkwardness and teeth, but that Em would probably be the perfect combination of enthusiasm and skill.

Not that I was imagining a blow job from my sister. Never.

Next hand I had a queen. With this being the last round and all, I decided it was time to take one more big risk. I would be one of the last to act, too, giving me a bit of an advantage. I could pick my spot.

Sam, Ashley, Kristen and Kate were all in for a hand job and I could see Sam's mouth was watering with the possibilities. Everyone was in the hand so far. In poker, they call that a family pot. That...was not a term I felt like using during our little evening's sexcapade.

It looked like we were on our way to our first, full on orgy time. It also made one hell of an opportunity for me. I took the appropriate dramatic pause and announced,

"Dry hump."

"Whoah! Big bet, big bro!" Emma exclaimed.

"Nice," Ashley smiled and nodded.

"No thanks," Sam said and dumped his card.

"I'll see that," Ashley said. She wasn't kiddingÑone way or another, she was gonna be seeing it. Doing it, too if I was lucky.

"What's a dry hump?" Kristen asked.

Kate groaned in disbelief. I thought Kristen's naivetŽ was kind of arousing, actually, but I could see how it might get old. Especially if you thought Kristen was full of shit, which Kate clearly did.

Ashley, Kristen's guide to all things erotic, leaned over and whispered in her ear.

"Oh!" Kristen exclaimed, "I'm cool with that."

I think we were all knocked back a bit by that response. Then Kristen looked back down at her card and twisted her lips in thought.

"Maybe next time," she declared, and folded.

"Yeah. No," Kate said and dropped her card.

Kate was in a weird spotÑperfectly happy to put people in uncomfortable places, but no longer interested in serving herself. Out of all of us, she was the only one who had cum and that made her even harder to read.

Was she done for the night? Was she waiting to make a play on Ashley or maybe twist the knife on Emma? Was she looking for one last roll around with Sam? Was Sam even her boyfriend at this point? I couldn't figure it out. And I had better things to think about at the moment.

I turned over my queen.

"Well," I smiled, "I guess that means I'm on top?"

"Sorry buddy boy," Ashley said, showing a king, "not today."

Wow. Ashley really did want to see that. And do it, as well. Good for her. Even better for me!

*

We got Kate's cum blanket (that's how I would think of it forever more) and unrolled it back out in the middle of the floor. When Emma got up to make room for the blanket, we noticed she'd left a huge, wet dark spot where she had been sitting.

"Geez girl, if you've gotta piss then go. Don't just do it all over the carpet," Kate said.

Emma blushed bright pink from head to toe.

"She can't help it," Kristen said, defensive.

"Don't worry," Ashley said, "I think it's sexy as hell."

Emma blushed even pinker than I thought possible. She was Care Bear pink now.

"And so does Sam," Ashley smiled, pointing out Sam's pole. He tuned more of a cherry color.

Emma looked over at Sam and then at me and made sort of a sad face. She said something, but I didn't hear her.

Once the blanket was out I lay down on my back, my cock conspicuously not cooperating with the need to lie flat. Kate noticed and gave me a little wink. Little Jason liked that a whole heck of a lot and winked backÑmaking a little bow as well.

Ashley stood over my knees, legs spread apart, like she was setting up for a gymnastics routine. Only, like, it was going to be the bestest gymnastics routine ever.

"OK, here's the deal," Ashley said, almost glaring at me, "this is my win so we do it my way. You lie there and you do not move."

I just nodded.

"No touching, no tasting, no thrusting,not any of it. Understood?"

"Got it."

"And get your arms up and out of the way," Ashley commanded. I raised my arms up parallel with my shoulders, like forming a giant T. Or preparing for a crucifixion.

"Wow bro, you've been getting a lot of good stuff," Sam said, standing over me. I heard what he was really saying: You're getting a lot of good stuff and I'm not. But whatever. He had his run of luck and now it was my turn. What was I supposed to do, feel bad about it?

Ashley slowly bent her thin, pink legs and lowered herself down. Without touching me, she sort of tipped forward then, supporting herself with her hands, flat on the floor. Like she was going to do a push up. The best pushup e...

Oh. I already did that joke. Sorry.

Ashley's pretty pale blue eyes gave me a once over, conspicuously skipping my own hazel orbs. Then very carefully, she lowered herself down till her body rested on mine. Her crotch landed right above my cock, so that her mound was pressed into my pubis and nowhere near my desperate, desperate dick.

She was plenty short though, and it meant her amazing, fabulous, wondrous breasts were crushed ever so nicely into my chest. It was indescribableÑher warm body resting on to mine. I felt it rise and fall with her breath. My arms begged to reach down, wrap around her warmth, press her flesh to mine, stretch out and squeeze her little buns. I ignored them.

Ashley just stayed there for a moment. Paused. For someone who had seemed so in control a moment ago, she seemed at a bit of a loss for what to do next.

I heard someone say something about starting a timer. I was so swallowed up in Ashley's body I didn't hear anything else.

Ashley pushed herself up a little bit with her arms and started dragging her body across mine. Up and back. Up and back. Head staring down at my chest. I found myself staring down at an explosion of little blonde curls.

As Ashley moved, she did everything she could to keep away from my cock, but otherwise she did a full runÑgliding her sharp, needy nipples up my stomach and over my chest, tickling them through my coarse chest hair. She dragged her hot puss over the same spots, grinding her little clitty down as much as she could then up and over my chin, just skimming her wet, salty lips over mine. Her whole body grew more taut with every trip.

On the third go round, she slipped back a little further than before and I felt my shaft kind of bounce off the heat and hair of her opening. My member shifted from the contact, like it was trying to become prehensile and jam itself into her snatch. Instead it just bobbed there, stuck in place.



The next time down, her nipples pressing into me even harder, her bush rubbing ever deeper into my ribs, Ashley let the underside of my cock sort of get stuck between us. Then she draaaaggged her hot little cunt over it my member from root to head before going back upward.

"Holy shit, Ashley," I said as she ground into my member. She just giggled a little in response.

"Last one," she whispered to me as she passed. This time, as her chest crossed my face, she dangled her nipple at my mouth. She told me to give each a little kiss.

Holy fuck her tits were so perfect. I put my mouth over the nipple she offered, but rather than give it a kiss I kind of gummed it, giving it a wet little pinch with my mouth.

"Ah!" she gasped. I couldn't tell from surprise or pain or pleasure or what.

But she didn't even pause before giving me the right nip and letting me give it the same little love bite.

Then she straightened and I assumed that was the end of it. Neat. Kinda fun. Would def do that again.

Slowly, Ashley rolled her hips back, leaving a little trail of girl slime down my chest and stomach right into my pubes. She bent upward, like she was getting ready to ride me cowgirl, but, of course, she hadn't slipped onto my saddle.

Was she done? This didn't exactly seem like she was done.

Then very subtly, very gradually, in a way that was probably hard to see, Ashley started pressing her puss down onto my pubic boneÑback and forth. Grinding that little clitty. Her tight little ass pressed my cock down at the root, as well. He wasn't getting much stimulation from all that rubbing, but frankly, he didn't need much.

With each frantic rub, Ashley slid herself slightly backward. She started off really rubbing herself on the tip of where my pubis met my stomach. Then she worked her way back rubbing the hairs themselves. Then the pointy tip of my pubic bone. Then the base of my cock. Then up and down the shaft. Then running the entire length of my swollen memberÑhead to base. Back and forth. Ashley was rubbing her pretty pussy up and down my penis! Ashley was grinding her cunt on my hardness! Ashley was getting off on my cock! Alert! Alert! This is not a drill!

"Ohhhhhh, Ash," I moaned, "so good."

"Oh...oh yeah," she said. She had fallen back toward me now, her hands clasping my face, her perfect perfect titties scraping up and down my chest. She was really rubbing herself hard on me now. Just totally lost in getting off. Humming and grunting with every stroke. Each time, she slid back down, her hungry little hole tried its damndest to suck the head of my cock into its warm, wet tightness, but Ashley forced it back. Her thick pink nether lips embraced my shaft, holding on for dear life. I felt her wetness run down my cock, over my balls, right off my asshole.

I had seen this before. Had watched Ashley get herself off the previous night. Maybe she made a little more noise. Maybe her body moved a little bit more. But this was almost the same act. Rubbing, shaking, shivering, desperately working and focused on getting off without a sound or movement spared toward anything else. If breathing didn't get her to her climax, she'd stop breathing.

All this pressing and pushing had me so on edge. I could feel that her cum would be bathed in mine. Inside and out. The only reason I hadn't already gone was the mix of pain that came with the pleasure of her rubbing. The male organ just wasn't meant to be...squeezed out like it was tube of salty, white, baby-batter toothpaste. She was amazing, it felt incredible, but Ashley's movements were almost calculated to hold me back, to keep me contained until she could reach the finish line. After that, she would happily accept whatever came after.

She was getting close. Her movements more irregular. She went a little slower. A little faster. A little stutter halfway through. Finding the rhythm. Sliding back even further now. Pressing her clit against the head of my cock and drrrraaagging it all the way up. Where before her vulva had been content to just plant little kisses on my cock, now it seemed to be striving to suck me in. And Ashley seemed ready to give her aching puss exactly what it wanted.

Oh god.

She was backing up so slowly. Using her thin little legs to hold my cock in place. She was finally looking me in the eye, a queer little happy grin on her face. Oh god. She was sliding back. The head of my cock was touching her opening. Sliding forward. Did she not realize what she was doing? Was it by accident? How could she not feel my cock inching it's way inside of her. Oh god. It was on purpose. It had to be on purpose. Ashley was gonna fuck me. She was gonna thrust herself onto my cock, Bounce her perfect little tittties up and down. Cover each other with our cum.

Oh god.

Oh god.

I was almost in.

"Time!" Emma called.

Ashley and I both froze in place.

"Time, guys. That's time," Kristen said.

Kate put her hand on Ashley's shoulder and gently pulled her off me.

"Uuuuugggh," Ashley groaned as we separated, "You couldn't have waited like, five more seconds?"

"Sorry, girl, that was time," Emma told her.

"I was so close..." Ashley whined.

"I know, baby, it's ok," Kate said.

I just lay on the blanket like the corpse on an episode of Law and Order. Motionless and forgotten.

Finally, Sam reached his hand down to help me up.

"You ok, dude?"

I grasped his hand and let him pull me to my feet.

"I dunno," I said, honestly.

"That looked intense," he said.

"You have no idea."

"Well hopefully, soon, I will," he smiled, watching Ashley's tight little ass as it bobbled past us.

In that moment, somehow, I felt like we were back to being buds. That it didn't matter who went through what, we would stand by each other.

I felt very warm and safe in that moment.

"Damn right you will," I said.

*

Ashley was still fidgety as we started the next hand. She kept subtly rubbing her center up and back on the floor, almost like a dog on the shag carpet. Then someone would see her and she'd stop. Whey looked away she'd start again.

I kept hearing her mutter something every few minutes. It sounded like,

"Ssssoooooo clooose."

Sam passed the cards around and then leaned back, looking particularly pleased with what he held. Ashley took one look at her card, cursed, and threw it into the middle of the circle. She leaned back, crossed her arms over her breasts and stewed.

Now Kristen went and, being Kristen, she bet something she probably thought was extra super raunchy, but in light of everything else seemed pretty tame: she bet that she'd rub her boobs up and down someone's chest.

I guess maybe my little dry hump had given her some ideas. If she won, maybe her pussy would figure out some things, as well, and she'd really have a good time.

It hardly mattered. Krissy had nice boobs and it was a nice offer, but I could tell just by looking at Sam he was hoping for more. Kate seemed to have figured out she was in titty competition with Kristen (she knew better than to take on the big guns, aka Ashley). She called Kristen's bet. She made her breasts do a little hop as she said it, too.

How do ya like those melons?

I looked at my cards. A nine. A few rounds ago I'd be dancing around the room if I hit a nine. Now I was just gonna toss it away and wait for a better card. As I reached to fold, I took one last look at Sam. Y'know what? He was my friend. He would do me a solid. I'd do him a solid.

I raised.

"Hand job," I said. Sam's grin split his face. Without even missing a beat he re-raised.

"Oral," he said. Good man! Now things were getting interesting.

Ashley sank further back, positively boiling now. Girls don't have balls to get blue, but man, she really wasn't taking this well. Maybe her ovaries were aching.

Kristen, bless her heart, made a big show of considering. She had seemed a little sweet on Sam all nightÑmaybe it was her need to fight for the underdog, maybe it was her way of staying in competition with Kate, I dunno. Maybe she just liked the guy.

Who knows? But she really seemed to think about giving him a solid shot if he won. I think it was the thought of what would happen if she lost that eventually scared her away.

It's one of those weird things I've noticed over the years. Girls have the world's most bestest thing everÑa vaginaÑand they are all instinctively terrified of the damn things. If guys were the same way about their cocks, filled with hatred instead of fully in love, the human species would have died out eons ago.

Kate, surprisingly, suddenly seemed game.

"Why not?" she smiled lovingly at Sam, "I call."

Sam looked a little disappointed at the result, but certainly not upset.

Look, say what you will, but I at least understood where Sam was coming from with all this. He was in a serious relationship with a beautiful girl who just didn't put out (or put out in such a disaffected a way that it made you wish she wouldn't). He wanted to see where the grass might be greener and, again, I got that. So he got to see a ton of boobs and Ashley touched his cock. Considering what else went on, he had been fairly well behaved.

And it's not like he was coming out of the bargain with nothing. He told me once that Kate wouldn't even kiss his cock, let alone give it a good suck. And based on what had already happened, I was pretty sure he would be able to talk her into doing it without a condom. Hell, I think the whole room might have had his back on that one.

So yeah. Not bad.

And if that was the last thing they ever did together as a couple, well, fuck itÑthere are worse ways to go out.

Sam smugly showed his king. Kate showed her ace.

Oh no.

Kate stood up and smiled, giving us a little show as she languidly made her way over to my hand job chair (The cold, wooden one. Perhaps, now, the sexiest Pier One purchase ever).

She lowered herself down, nice and slow, then grandly swept her legs open to reveal her neat, bald puss. I was so used to seeing horny, aching, dripping pussies, I was almost confused by her tidy little lips surrounding her clit. It's not like she wasn't arousedÑof course she was aroused, she was sitting there, spread eagle, in front of five naked people, all of whom would be willing to fluff her up a little if she let them. Yeah, I'm pretty sure even Kristen would give a little stroke if she was asked.

Unlike the rest of us, however, Kate had cum. That moment of ultimate weakness had given her an incredible strength: the ability to be calm and patient and think things through. To not just need was a rare thing right now. It provided her with a unique perspective.

But, if Kate displayed less enthusiasm than you might expect, Sam showed none at all. He kind of grunted as he stood and shuffled over to his girlfriend.

Sam slowly knelt down and put his face right up against the target. He tentatively extended his tongue. Kate tilted her head back, ready to luxuriate in his ministrations.

When friends talk about their relationships, it's rare that you get more than one side. I'd known Kate (lusted after her, really) since high school, but we'd stopped talking once she started up with Sam.

It was awkward. She knew I wanted her. She chose my friend. It was kind of a bad scene, though neither of us performed it publicly. Not to each other anyway.

So all I ever got was Sam's perspective: Kate was frigid. Kate was prudish. Kate wouldn't spit on his schlong, let alone suck on it. Kate's hand jobs felt more like she was trying to rip his dick right off (ok, I knew from experience that was absolutely true).

Now, as my friend leaned in toward Kate's clean little cunnie, I could see all the things he didn't say. His own "do's and do nots." Apparently, a little tongue action fell into the 'do not' column.

To be fair, even if Sam was a fluent cunni-linguist, he probably would be out of practice. A girl unwilling to touch a penis with her bare hand is probably not gonna let you go down on her.

But man, Sam did not look like someone suddenly fulfilling his deepest desire. He was more like...a dude prodding a jellyfish with a stick. Verrrryyy tentative. Very nervous. Very much on guard. Kinda like Kristen would be when she touched her first penis.

Trust me. You'll see.

It was bad. I mean really really bad bad. You might think a dude going to town on a beautiful girl could not be ruined, but this was maybe one of the least sexy things I'd ever seen.

My cock, so hard and desperate for anythingÑa pussy, a mouth, a hand, a half-carved pumpkinÑwas almost limp by the end of it. At one point, Ashley actually covered her eyes, like she was watching a car accident or a surgery.

In that momentÑSam going after it with all the enthusiasm of a lactose intolerant on an ice cream coneÑit all became clear. Kate, that magnificent bitch, had taken the best, most complete, most brutal revenge possible. Calling Sam's penis her little friend. Stroking his best bud off with her bare hands. Shouting out her carnal pleasures while Ashley sat supplicant at her feet. That was all playing around. This shit was serious.

You think you're such a passionate lover? She seemed to ask. You think I'm the only thing keeping you from all your fantasies? You want to show all the girls what a big bad man you are? Here you go, baby. Show em what you got.

She knew what would happen. She set him up for a fall and he dove right in.

We didn't even set the timer. We didn't need to. At a certain point, Kate simply declared herself done, pushed Sam away from her platter and walked away. Sam got up, little specks of pussy juice on his face, and tried to make a show of it.

At that point no one cared.

It was such a complete and utter evisceration; I was actually surprised when Sam sat himself down for the next hand. When Kristen is giving you the big, wet, pity eyes, that's the end of it: you're not getting laid. With three more hands to go, why even bother.

Kate had her revenge. At this point, she was probably planning to make Sam sleep on the floor. Then she'd catch a ride back to the shore in the morning.

Kate had beaten him beyond return. She knew there was no coming back.

She was so so so wrong.

*

Kate settled back down as best she could. Bad oral sex is maybe the worst thing ever? You're all riled up. Your body starts working towards the big moment. Then suddenly you're sitting there cold, wet, and frustrated. I've actually felt angry after a bad blow job. Not unsatisfied. Legitimately fully, truly pissed off.

Ashley had the deal. It was clear she wanted to make the most of it. When she looked at her card, she practically jumped out of her long-ago-discarded shoes.

"Oh yeah," she exclaimed, "I am so done with this shit."

We all laughed at her enthusiasm. I knew it right off: this was gonna be fuuuuun.

Kristen, first to act, took Ashley's excitement the other way and folded. She didn't even bother to look at her card.

Kate gave Ash a long, meaningful look. Then she bet a hand job.

Oh wow. That was the whole megillah right there.

Kate had put Sam in his place. Now she was getting hers. Ashley needed to get off. Kate did too. Ashley would raise to oral, everyone would fold, and then Kate would get her pussy good and going.

And if Ashley maybe swung around to get some for herself? It's not like anyone was going to complain about watching those two take a roll around the living room.

Kate. Beautiful, fucking perfect Kate.

I didn't have shit. At that point, I was resigned to Kate getting what she wanted (again). Why stick my big, stupid 'nose' into it? I folded.

Ashley's face split a mile wide. They were home free. Sam wasn't calling shit. They were home free.

Then Emma, blessed beautiful little Emma, my pretty, perfect little sis looked over her pert little peaches at her card and said.

"Raise."

Well no one saw that coming.

"Oral."

And just like that, wow, Emma made her move. She had been so quiet, really for the whole game. She had some control early on, back around when she still had a bra and some shorts. But then I played the older brother card and kept her out of it. Then Sam got uppity and Kate grabbed his reins. So, Emma just sat on the sidelines, playing the good little cheerleader. Watching the game go on.

I hadn't exactly forgotten about her, I mean, how could I? But she had sat back for so long, I guess I kinda figured she was done.

Kate glared at Emma. It was obvious Kate was not going to call now. She couldn't, wouldn't, give Emma the (literal) satisfaction. The cards would fold around. Kate would have to find satisfaction from her fingers like everyone else.

Sam did his due diligence and folded.

Ashley looked down at her hand again.

"Shit," she said.

She looked up at Kate, looking strangely apologetic. How deep were those two in?

"Shit shit shit. I call," Ashley said, "I have to have to call."

She kinda squeezed her legs in and out as she said it, as if punctuating her point. Kate just sighed in disgust and tossed her card on the ground.

Ashley was clearly conflicted. She flipped over her card. Queen. How appropriate.

Emma just closed her eyes and sighed. Kate let out a little giggle.

Then Emma showed her ace.

"Fuck!" Ashley shouted, "Fuck fuck fuck!"

Kristen clapped her hands in delight.

"Nice hand, Em!" she cheered. I didn't know whether to be happy for my sister or horrified.

"I just want to get llllaaaid," Ashley whined, "I don't want to lick girl pussy. I want someone to lick my girl pussy."

She stomped back and forth through the living room.

"You two," she pointed at my sister and I, "you little fuckers are fucking kiiiillling me."

I smiled and chuckled.

"It's not funny," Ashley pouted. Then she looked at Emma, as if appraising her for the first time.

She smiled, wickedly.

"Fucking killing me," Ashley said again, this time smiling broadly.

"You want me to rub you off first before you have your little lesbo adventure?" Kate asked.

Emma just dismissed her and stood up. Once again, there was a deep dark stain where Emma had been sitting. Holy fuck was that girl worked up.

We laid down Kate's cum blanket (See. That name's not going away) and Emma immediately assumed the position. Head and back down, arms up in a "T," legs open. Her pretty little pussy was already drooling all over the blanket. Her inner thighs practically glowed with girly goodness. The boat probably already smelled like a whorehouse. Now it was bathed in the odor of sweet, pungent puss.

Emma was on her back, arms splayed. It made her little peaches recede back to plums. Her pretty puss was just gushing. Her pubes looked tangled and sticky.

My cock had deflated a bit after Sam's cunnilingal catastrophe, but little Jason was back at full strength now. Emma was absolutely flat fucking gorgeous lying there, prone, waiting to be taken. I was gonna have to go into the kitchen and stab myself right now. It was they only way I could keep from doing something we'd both regret for the rest of our lives.

My eyes tracked up her body, from her cute little "best" feet past her amazingly gorgeous "best" pussy up to her incredible, deep green "best" eyes. They were flitting about the room, looking at everything and nothing at once. For all her outward confidence, Emma was scared. I felt for her in that moment. She was just lying there, exposed. Vulnerable. Naked in the fullest sense of the word.

Ashley, about to complete her tour du familia, laid down next to Em. Then she sort of climbed up my sister's side and whispered something in Emma's ear. Em locked her eyes on the ceiling. Then she nodded, once. Yes. Ashley paused, thinking for a moment. She looked at Em. Looked at the room. Then she whispered something else in Emma's ear. Emma nodded yes, emphatically.



"OK, baby," Ashley said. She smiled warmly at my sister and gave her a little kiss, right on the lips. Then she slowly drifted back down to Emma's amazing, shining thighs.

"Hey big bro," Ashley called from between my sister's legs.

"Yeah?"

She gestured for me to come over. It was like being invited up to the dais before the big ceremony. I was a VIP. Very Immature Puck-head.

I knelt over by where Ashley was waiting. I did my best to ignore the fact that we were sharing our little sidebar with a very wet, very welcoming vagina. A vagina that also happened to be my sister's.

"Look," Ashley whispered, "your sister is really really nervous. She's never done...stuff like this and doing it in front of everybodyÑher friends, her brother's friends..."

"Her brother," I added.

"Sure. Well, anyway, look. I need you to do me, well her, a really big favor."

"Ash, shit, I'm really not comfortable..."

"Fuck off. I don't care about how comfortable you are, OK? Your baby sister needs you and you're gonna be there to support her. You don't want to be sexy with your sis? Fine. Then don't invite her to big naked sexy orgy parties."

"This isn't a..."

Ashley just glared at me.

"OK. It's a big naked sexy orgy party," I said.

Ashley took both my hands in hers.

"Look. I understand. There's so much...guilt and pressure and bullshit built into this stuff. People have a hard time with it. I get that. But I'm not asking you to rub your sister off or play with her tits while I work her clit..."

We both watched my cock leap when she said that.

"...Just sit with her. Hold her hand. Help her through it. At least to start. She's gonna have an awesome time and nothing should get in the way of that, OK?"

"Awesome time, huh?" I teased.

Ashley just looked at me and smiled, knowingly. Holy holy holy holy holy shit.

"So you're actually telling me that in order for Emma to really enjoy this, she needs to have her naked brother by her side, holding her and comforting her?"

"Pretty much," Ashley said. She had already turned her attention elsewhere.

"Isn't that a little...wrong?" I asked.

"I dunno. Always worked for me."

I was halfway up Emma's body before what Ashley said sank in.

*

I sat down cross legged. My knees were next to Emma's head. I was an arm's length from reaching down and cupping her perfect peachy boob. I tried to remind myself not to think like that.

"Hey," I said.

"Hey," she smiled. Ashley looked up from between Emma's legs and gave me the thumbs up. I gave it back to her. Were we getting a little oral here or starting up a 1920s-era airplane?

"If it's ok, I'm just gonna sit up here with you while Ashley...well, y'know...does this."

"It's ok," Emma said. I was waiting for her to tell me I was being weird but she said nothing.

Kristen turned down the light. Everyone crowded around.

I reached down and touched Emma's hand, she put her palm in mine and squeezed.

Then, like someone had suddenly plugged her in, Em's whole body just stiffened.

"Oh my," she breathed.

I tried to look down to see what was happening, but it was dark and Em's body had plenty of distractions. All I saw was a little curly head bobbing up and down in the distance. A blonde, steel wool sponge was going down on my sister.

"Oh!" Emma exclaimed, shuddering.

"Oh!" she said again. Her hand dug into mine.

"Too much?" Ashley asked. She peeked her head up from Emma's pubes.

"Just a little...ticklish..." Emma said.

"Oh," Ashley said, "no worries then. That's half the fun."

She ducked her head back down. This was all very weird.

"Oh!" Emma said almost immediately, her grip grew even tighter.

I looked down and saw her arm was drifting dangerously close to my throbbing dick. I shifted slightly so we could get a better grip on each other without the risk of embarrassing...contact.

"Holy fuck are you juicy," Ashley called up.

"Sorry," Emma said, wincing.

"Oh baby, don't be sorry," Ashley said, "It's fucking awesome."

"Oh!" Emma said. Then right after, right out of her chest, she made a long, low, "oooooohhhhhhh."

Like a purring cat, then, she let out a deep growl, and stretched herself out far and flat, taking my hand with her. Her legs dropped straight down to the floor, then popped right back up again and spread out farther than I ever thought they could go.

"Oh, oh, oh," she sobbed, head tossing back and forth.

"You OK, baby?" I asked.

"Oh God...so good."

"It's ok, sis. I got you."

"So good, Jason...So so good."

I looked down at her and smiled.

"Oh Jason...oh that's so good."

"Well, it's Ashley doing most of the work," I joked, immediately regretting it. I was here for my support, not my comedy stylings.

"It's ok it's it's ok it's ok," she rambled. Her legs shot straight out again, then popped back up.

"Sorry, that one was on me," Ashley called up, "Slipped for a sec there."

"It's ok it's ok it's ok," Emma continued on.

"Guess it's ok," Sam said. Kristen punched him on the shoulder. Hard.

I looked down at my little sis, her bright green eyes were practically shining in the darkness. She started shaking. Her perfect peaches shook in time with her tremors. My cock was positively pounding.

"Ooooooohhhhh...Jason. Jason Jason Jason."

"It's ok, Em," I said, "I gotcha."

"It's so...good. Why didn't anyone tell me it was so good?"

I smiled wryly at her. She was about to say something when her mouth snapped shut and she went stiff again.

"Aaaaaooowww," she howled, head thrown back. Her legs popped up again. I saw she was jamming her cunt downward, into Ashley's face.

"Come on, baby. Come on," I said, "You can get there. Come on."

"Ooooh Gaahhhhd," Emma was just absolutely pistoning down on poor Ashley, like she was trying to stick her non-existent dick down Ash's throat.

Her tits pinwheeled around on her chest. Her hair, damp and discordant. Anytime Emma got a break between gasps, she blew her bangs out of her eyes. I don't know why I didn't notice it before. Emma still had her hair up. That was so very very Emma. Completely naked, hair still in a pony tail. I had to laugh a little.

"Oh! Oh! Oooowhoooooa! ohhhhhh! ohhhhhh! ohhhhhh! Fuck I'm close. Fuck that's close. Fuck I'm fucking close!" She cried.

"It's ok, baby. You can get there," I said, "I know you can. You want to cum, right? You need to cum. Come on baby. You can get there, baby."

"Don't...don't call me that," Emma panted.

"What?" I was surprised.

"Don't call me baby," Emma said, "I'm not your baby. I'm your sis. I'm your little baby sis. I'm your little baby sister and I need my...I need my big brother, OK? I need my big bwuther to come and help me. OK? Come on big bwuvver. Be there for your baby sis."

When she said it, my cock almost jumped right off my crotch. I was hard enough for hanging laundry and absolutely leaking clear juice, like a faulty faucet. Hah. So much like my sister.

Emma stared right through me then, her need so full. So raw. She was dripping sweatÑrunning in rivulets down her forehead, her neck, her chest. Dribbling down to the blanket like oh so much of her girl cum had already done. Oh to press my mouth to her and lick up her sweet sweaty chest.

"Ok, sissy..." I started. But I never called her sissy. Sissy was Kate's mean pet name for Emma. It was what Ashley had called Emma when she was trying to mock me about my little sister's panties.

"OK, sis," I started again, "OK little sis. I'm here for you. Big brother's here."

I squeezed her hand.

"I...I'm so close. I want... I want..."

"I know baby sis. I know it's so hard but it's so good. Ash's doing such a good job on your little clitty. You're gonna cum so hard. But you gotta hang on, ok little sis? Big brother is here for you, but you gotta hang on OK?"

Emma was gasping for air. I'd seen her run miles and not gasp for breath like this. I was gasping, too. I think everyone was.

"Oh...oh...ohhhhhhhh," her body suddenly shook, then twisted, then stopped. I thought she'd had it then. Such a big build up for a little peak. But wow, still pretty awesome, though.

Then I saw that wasn't what was happening at all. Emma was groaning it frustration, not pleasure. She slid down aggressively, pulling my arm with her. In the confusion, Ashley's head had popped up so she could take a breath. She looked like she'd been bobbing for applesÑher face and her nose and her chin were just dripping with thick, girly goo.

Then Emma kicked out her legs, slid a bit further, and wrapped her thighs right around Ashley's bouncy little blonde curls.

Snap!

Emma absolutely locked her legs in place, burying Ashley in Emma's juicy juicy quim. Ashley kind of struggled for a second, more from the surprise than anything, but she wasn't going anywhere. Legs of steel. I couldn't believe it. I would have to rethink my leg rankings after all.

Emma was almost bent over backward now. Her legs were on an angle, coiled around Ashley's neck. That left Emma's beautiful little bottom just hanging above the floor and put most of her weight back on her chest and neck. If the position bothered her, she didn't mention anything about it.

But in repositioning herself, purely by accident, Emma had also slid her face right under my throbbing, dripping cock.

"Oh," she said, looking up at it.

"Sorry," I said and tried to shift.

"No, I..."

Emma gasped mid-sentence, arched her back and howled.

"Oh GOD!" she cried.

"I gotcha, Em, I gotcha," I said.

She just lay there, writhing, hopefully not suffocating Ashley too badly.

"Oh, Jason," she moaned, "Oh Jason. Oh Jay-Jay. Oh my big strong Jay bird. It's so good. It's so good. It's so good."

"I know, Em. I know. I gotcha."

"I...I don't think...Oh god it's so good. I've gotta get there. Help me get there, big bruvver. Help your baby sis."

She was so driven, so hysterical. I couldn't ask her what she meant. How could I help her get there?

"OK, baby sis. OK Em. It's ok. You can do it. I know you can."

She groaned again. The long, loud frustrated one.

"Come on Em. Don't you want to show off for big bruvver? Don't you want to show your big bro you can do it? Show me. Show me Em. Show me little, Emmy. Show big bruvver what a good girl you are. Don't you want me to see?"

"Uh...uh huh...uh huh..." she sobbed.

"That's it. That's a good little sister. Show big bruvver. Show me you can get there. Come on Em. Make me proud. Show big bruvver how good his little sis' big beautiful cum is. Don't you want to? Don't you want to show me?"

"Ohhhhhohohoh yes. Oh god yes. Please..."

"There you go, little sis. There you go baby sis. I know you want to come so bad. You want to show your big bruvver. You want big bruvver to see. Show me, Em. Show me. I want to see it so bad. I do. I do. I want to see you cum, Emmy. I want to see my baby Emmy cum so bad..."

Emma shuddered then collapsed. She dropped my hand as she dropped to the floor. Oh no. Did I saw something wrong? She folded in half, her beautiful tits crushed into her shiny, strong thighs. I reached for her.

Emma fell back, howled in frustration. Great big, angry sobs.

"Aaaaawhoah whoa whoa whoa...."

I reached for her again but she wasn't looking. She reached back. I grabbed at her hand. She quickly swatted me away.

I tried to reach over to grab hold. She was shaking. Sweating. Slapping at my hands.

Then, in the split second between our back and forth fumbling, Emma's hands shot past me. She grabbed my big, hard cock.

Then she froze. She squeezed me as hard me as she could. Emma arched her back. Her body gave in to all her effort. I nearly fell over as she clenched, my cock just moments from bursting in relief.

My sister clutched my cock in her handÑall warm and wet with sweat and wonderfulÑand let out a scream of absolute primal pleasure.

"There it is," she breathed.

"OH!" she squeaked. She shuddered. Her grip on my cock stayed tight.

"There it is, there it is, there it is," she chanted, "there it...IIIIIIISSSSSSS!"

She howled. Her eyes rolled back into her head. Her legs dropped off Ashley, who almost immediately fell over in relief. Emma's whole chest and neck and cheeks flushed hot pink.

She stiffened, then collapsed like an accordion.

"There it is!" she cried, "There it is big bruvver. There it is."

She was still shaking. Aftershocks.

"There it is big bruvver there it is. Did I do ok for you? Did I come good for my big bruvver? Ohhhh I hope I came ok for you."

She looked up at me, her eyes shining like emerald flashlights in the darkness. Her chest and cheeks slowly faded back to pale.

"Yeah, baby sis," I told, her lightly stroking her hair, "You did great. You always do so great baby sister."

Emma was still gripping my cock like it was her security blanket. Her hand felt warm and softÑworshipful and devoted. I hoped that she would give it back to me soon. I hoped that she would never ever ever give it back to me.

Then she sat up, cock still in hand, and pressed her lips to mine. She tasted like strawberries and alcohol. Pot and sweat.

I'm pretty sure I heard people cheering in the background.

*

Emma eventually let go of my cock.

With two hands left, per Kate's pronouncement, the game was basically over. After my sister's little performance, we were all feeling good. Everyone was ready to end on a high-pitched scream.

Almost everyone.

While Emma cleaned up, I talked to Kristen and Kate. Maybe we should just let the last two hands go. After all, what was left to play for?

Then Ashley started pacing back and forth across the room. Her springy hair bounced in time with her incredible boobs.

"I'm so fucking horny. I don't fucking care what anyone calls. I'm fucking doing it."

Very well then.

I understood what Ashley was asking for. After all the hand jobs and the booby feels and the dry hump and the tongue bath, Ashley had to be pretty damn worked up. Also, if Emma and I had earned a round of applause for our little performance, then Ashley deserved a fucking standing ovation. So she had that going for her.

But it's not like she was the only one. By this point my cock looked and felt like a steel crane. My balls were practically glowing bright red and were probably heavy enough to smash through concrete. I was a walking demolition crew. But I wasn't walking around demanding my due attention. I was thinking about grabbing an ice pack for the overnight, sure, but I wasn't shouting about how I had to get my rocks off.

Hell, Ashley had actually fired one off the night before. I don't think I'm insulting her in assuming she had at least a couple of lovers waiting for her back at college. I hadn't gotten laid in 6 months and hadn't been able to get myself off for almost a week (traveling back from college with Sam had...limited my opportunities for a quick scrub and go). If I could hold off then certainly Little Miss Curly-Lamp could call it a night.

But, whateverÑAshley had to get off, so Ashley was gonna get off.

We had the system pretty much down by now. Kristen dealt the hand. Kate folded. For old time's sake, I throw up a hand job. Maybe Ashley and meÑthe two hard-up heroesÑcould get each other off.

Emma, still glowing, folded. Sam looked up from behind his card. When Sam is plotting, he kinda makes the same mischievous face his certainly-soon-to-be ex-girlfriend does.

Ashley didn't even bother to sit. She just paced back forth by the kitchen. Sam watched her go for a moment.

"Are you done yet?" Ashley called over, "who won?"

"Right now it's me with a hand job," I called back.

"Fine. Great. Whatever it is, I call," Ashley said.

Sam looked back at his card. He was squeezing his knuckles white. What's there to think about, Sam?

"Fucking shit, guys, it's not that fucking hard!" Ashley yelled, "Jesus!"

Sam lowered his card slowly. He smiled, suddenly relaxed. Decision made.

"Anal," he said. He was so quiet I swore I misheard him.

"Wait, what?" I asked.

Ashley stopped pacing.

"What did he say?" she asked, "What was the bet?"

"Anal," Sam said, now grinning like a fool, "Anal, anal anal. You'll call any bet? That's my bet. Anal."

Holy fuck.

Kristen's jaw hit the floor. For a moment I was sure she'd had a stroke. Emma grabbed for my hand and squeezed it hard, I thought about moving it over to my cock, but then she dug her nails into me.

"Sam..." Kate started.

"Bet's a bet," Sam said.

"So what, she beats your hand, she can shove something up your ass?" Emma asked angrily.

"Not likely," Sam snickered.

"She hasn't even called yet," I said.

"No, I did," Ashley said, "I called."

"It's not even your turn yet," I said.

She came back to where we were sitting and flopped down. She looked at her card, made a raspberry, then dropped it.

"I don't understand," Kristen said.

Ashley leaned over to her

"Anal is when a boy puts his..."

"I know what anal sex is goddammit!" Kristen shouted.

We looked at each other, full of nervous laughter.

"Ok, then," Ashley said.

"Ash, you don't have to..." Kate started.

She looked ghostwhite. She didn't think it could happen. She had him buried. Done. And now he was back from the dead, haunting her.

Sam was gonna get one last screw, and he was gonna do it into Kate's best bud and probable slice on the side.

Holy fucking fuck.

Then I realized. Kate wasn't scared. Not at all. She was angry. That was so much much much worse.

"It's your move, Ashley," I said.

"Here," Sam said, "let me help you out."

He showed her the ace. He had her beat not matter what.

Ashley just sat there and shrugged. She had seemed so bright and buoyant all night. Now the girl who stood quietly in my living room all day yesterday was back. My little lamp was unplugged and packed away.

"If we were playing poker for real," Ashley said, "I made my call before he bet, but that's still binding. That's how it works, right Jason? I called and I can't un-call just because I don't like the raise."

"Yeah, but Ash, this isn't real poker. It's just not."

"It was real poker when I made Emma kiss Kristen. It was real poker when I dragged myself all over you. When I played with Kate's boyfriend's cock. When I made you help your baby sister cum. That was poker, then right?"

"You make yourself sound like some...bully," I said, "It wasn't like that, Ashley. Everybody here made their own decisions."

"Did they?" Ashley asked, looking over at Kristen. Kristen said nothing, just slightly, almost imperceptibly, shook her head.

I rubbed my faceÑsqueezed my temples with my thumb and fingers.

Sam stood up, cock standing proud, and grabbed the Kate cum blanket off the couch. As he laid it out, it covered Kate's head for a moment. There was no doubt in my mind it was intentional.

Ashley stood up as well. Her perfect titties jiggled so perfectly as she moved.

"Ash. Don't," Kate said.

Ashley walked past.

"No," Ashley said, "I wanted to get off. I'm getting off. What kind of lube do we got in this place?

*

As it turned out, not much lube. We had enough condoms and granola bars for a full on Woodstock revival show, but not even one little tube of anything that would work as lubricant. It was another feature for them to add to Colgate Total, eventually, I'd imagine. So for now, the girls made the sacrifice and agreed to chip in.

Ashley got down on all fours. She leaned forward and put her little brown button up for display. Sam stood behind her, legs apart, cock at the ready. Before he could begin, Sam had to endure one final indignityÑAshley insisted he wear a condom. I went and grabbed one from his suitcase in the master bedroom. There was whole roll of them just hanging out the front of his Samsonite, like a long, thin tongue.



For a moment, I thought I should grab a couple more. Just in case. But then I thought, just in case of what? They weren't going multiple rounds on this one. We weren't gonna start yelling anal at each other the last hand of the night (though it made for a funny mental image, I grant). So I took just the oneÑlabeled extra-lubricated, thankfullyÑand gave it to Sam. He didn't even bother to thank me before perfunctorily rolling it on.

Then each of the girls stood on either side of him, spit on their hand, and rubbed their saliva on to his covered cock. It should have been hot, but instead it just felt so clinical. Removed. Even Sam seemed only a little distracted by his anointing.

Then the girls went over to Ashley and did the same thing for her tight, wrinkled asterisk. I noticed Kate even reached down and collected a little of her personal lubricant to spread on Ashley's hole. It was kind of a sweet gesture, strangely, and I knew it wasn't for Sam's sake.

Then we all stood back, looking more like pall bearers than excited onlookers. At the last second, right as Sam looked ready to take the plunge, I went over to Ashley and knelt by her head. She turned her head and smiled at me.

"One last squeeze before we go?" I asked.

"Sure," she laughed, "why not."

I reached under her arm and cupped her boob in my hand. The hard nipple seemed almost to suckle at my skin as I grasped what had to be the world's most amazing tit-flesh. Warm and cool and soft and hard all over, they fit in my palms like they were made for it.

I look a long deep sigh, squeezed nice and tight, and then let go.

"God, those are perfect," I said as I pulled my hand back.

"There's plenty that come plenty close," Ashley told me.

"True dat," I said.

She laughed at that. A low, deep chuckle punctuated with a cute little snort. I realized that this was the first time I'd heard her laugh. Her real laugh. She'd made little giggles and guffaws beforeÑacknowledgements of the humor of something. But nothing like that. It felt true and warm and it almost made me fall in love with her a little.

We shared a smile.

"You ever...?" I gestured back at her bottom.

"Nah," she said.

"You wanna hold my hand?"

She smiled again.

"Nah. It's ok. I got it."

I kissed Ashley's cheek, then stood up and stepped away.

*

To be honest, I didn't really watch the big backside event. Even the people standing right there seemed a little checked out. It was too late. Too many feelings were raw. Maybe I was na•ve. Maybe if we had stopped before this last hand, everything still would have fallen apart. But at the time I felt like I'd really blown it, and I think everybody kinda felt the same.

I busied myself in the kitchenÑquietly put away dishes. I found my sleeping bag and unrolled it on the far side of the living room. I left a clean pair of pjs on the sleeping bag. Lord knows why I thought I'd use them. I tossed away as many empty bottles as I could reach and tried to save as many full ones as I could find.

The whole time, I heard little snippets of Sam and Ashley working each other over.

"Oooo. Ow. OK. No, no. Ok, you got it,. Ooops, Wait. Hang on." Ashley said.

"There baby I'm almost there...," Sam moaned.

"No, I know baby...just hang you're at a bad...OK, there it goes."

"Oh that's so good baby, you're butt is so fucking tiiiight."

"Yeah, oh yeah, baby. That's it. Give it to me. Give it to me good. Oh. Hang on baby, I'm just reaching back...Oh there it is baby. There's my little clitty. Oh...oh there it is. Come on now."

There were little squishing sounds and the slap of flesh upon flesh. By the end, Ashley was asking Sam to pull out, but he finished in her ass anyway. Then he pulled out, whipped off the condom and tossed it across the room, splattering his sperm against the wall.

Ash came too, barely slowing for Sam's big finish. Ashley strummed herself to completion only a few seconds after the condom took flight,

I missed that part. I was brushing my teeth.

*

Getting everyone back to the circle wasn't exactly easy. I guess we thought it was important, though, because we all waited till everyone was sitting again. Everyone had stayed naked. All of us were looking a little bit worse for the wear. Sober was still a good ways off and the sun had yet to appear on the horizon. So I guess it was workable.

Now that Sam parked in Ashley's cul-de-sac, I was pretty positive we weren't going for another ride the next day. Everyone looked so...out there... It was like we had all gone too far. Had seen and experienced things no human should. We were stranded beyond the realm of sanity and shock in a place where only ugly, stark truth remained.

My cock ached, my balls ached and I just wanted to get to bed. Really and truly. Fuck cumming. Tomorrow would be my first day as a monk.

"Let's just get this over with," Kate said.

She dealt me a jack. Not bad, really. I was first to actÑa lousy spotÑand I was ready to be done. I bet kiss. Either someone would call and we'd have a quick finish, or they would raise and I could drop out, knowing I had given it at least one last go.

Emma raised my kiss to a hand. She looked me right in the eye.

Uh oh.

We were going to have to have a talk before bed. We'd already blown past the safety barrier. If I didn't slam the breaks as soon as possible we'd go right over the cliff.

Sam insta-folded. I don't think he even looked at his card. He'd made his point. He wanted to move on from all this misery. I could tell. As soon as someone sobered up enough to give him a ride back to shore, he'd be gone.

Ashley, too, looked more worn out than satisfied. She just threw her card in, like tossing a losing lottery ticket. I was hoping she'd stay, but I wasn't surprised when she didn't.

Kristen, feeling brave I guess, raised to oral. I knew she wasn't going for Kate or Emma. Did young, innocent Kristen actually want to suck me off? Or was she fantasizing about where Emma had goneÑbetting I'd know how to get her there?

Well that was a good turn of events, now wasn't it? Oh, the thought of rolling Kristen's nipples in my fingers while her tongue and hair were wrapped around my cock...

Hell yeah, then. Go Kristen! Kate looked at everyone and just rolled her eyes.

"Ugh," she said, "I don't have the energy for this fuck fest anymore."

"Fuck," she said.

"That's a fold?" I asked.

"No, it's a fuck, fuckhead. I'm done with this shit. Now just everybody fold so we can go to bed."

I was super confused for a minute. If Kate was tired of this, why was she upping the stakes? But then I got it. She wasn't really upping anything.

Emma and Kristen and I were all still in the hand. Even if I just said 'call' and Em folded, Kate would have to watch Kristen polish my knob while my baby sister worked my balls.

Holy fuck. How the hell did I let Kate cheat me out of getting that?

Anyway, she wasn't interested in watching that, or seeing Kristen get her first real cum or viewing the premier episode of Emma and Kristen's girl-on-girl super show or whatever was about to happen. She was done. She had lost.

She had made her big play, embarrassed her boyfriend and yet he had still somehow had the last laugh. Fine. But she wasn't gonna sit around and let everyone else enjoy themselves while she packed her bags to go back to college in the morning.

So she declared an end to it.

I know what you're thinking. All right Jason! Just call the bet and plough the bitch! But that was the problem. That was the best part of her bet. Remember, it was winner's choice. That's how she had ended up giving herself a handjob. We had never adjusted the rules from that. If we had thought about it, we would have.

But we didn't. It probably had something to do with consuming mass amounts of alcohol. And pot.

If I called and she won, well, winner's choice. She could tell me to go hump a tree and I'd have to find a trunk that hopefully didn't have too much heavy bark.

That's why that play had worked so well before. Unless you were 100% sure you had her beat, you just couldn't call. Even Kristen knew she didn't want to lose her virginity to Treebeard.

It wasn't their turn yet, but I could already tell that Emma and Kristen were going to fold. They weren't even trying to hide it. I looked back at my Jack.

There went my last chance.

Then, curiously, I felt something kind of poke at the back of my mindÑthat kind of 'did I leave the oven on?' moment of mental clarity. I looked back at my card. Back at Kristen and Emma and Kate.

Kate.

Kate's card.

You could barely see it but right at the tip of Kate's fingers, the top left-hand corner was bent. Slightly. Like it had been thrown into the ground at some point.

Because of course it had been thrown into the ground. All the way back back back in the beginning, when Sam had his hand job tantrum, he showed us his winning hand before throwing it into the carpet in disgust.

And the corner had bent.

And he had marked the card.

And I had thought, I'd better take this card out of the deck or get out some clean cards because now everyone knew that the card with the bent corner was Sam's old jack.

But I never did. In all the excitement I just left the card in there and it shuffled around and around and around until it sat in Kate's hand at that very moment.

So now I could look at KateÑKate who had just put her pussy on the tableÑand know for an absolute certainty that she was holding the jack of diamonds.

And I had the jack of clubs.

And that meant I knew, KNEW, I'd be clubbing Kate's beautiful little diamond that night.

Kate raised her eyebrow at me.

"I call," I said, smiling. She smiled back. Licked her lips.

"Jason, I swear to God. You're gonna fucking regret that fucking call," Kate said. Weak when strong. Strong when weak. I had figured that one out way back when Sam was doing it. Kate knew I had her beat.

Emma and Kristen, though, didn't, so they quickly folded.

"Show me yours, I'll show you mine," I said.

"Little late for that," she said, eyeing me from toes to head. She couldn't hide her little look of appreciation at my pendulous penis.

"Fine," I shrugged. I showed her my jack. Suddenly she perked up. She showed her jack to the group.

"Tie!" she exclaimed, "we have the same card!"

"That you do," Ashley said, "so what?"

"So it means no one wins, right? Because we have the same card?"

"Technically in poker it means we both win," I said, "we split the pot."

"How do you split the pot in...dirty naked poker or whatever the hell this is?"

Dirty naked poker. That was the name! I'd spent all game trying to figure it out and had Kate solved it in seconds.

"I think it means you both have to fuck," Kristen said.

Kate just glared at her.

"Actually, I think it means you both have to fuck each other," Emma said.

"No, it does not," Kate said.

"Yeah, I think it does," I said.

I looked over to Sam. Crazily, I thought he would be happy. He was getting one last good one over Kate. But he didn't look happy. Not at all.

"You just couldn't wait to make me miserable," Kate told Emma.

"Actually, hon," Ashley said, "I think... I think you might really enjoy this."

Kate looked at her friend. She shook her head.

"Fine. Whatever."

Kate got up and walked over to the Kate cum blanket. We hadn't even rolled it away after its last adventure. Now Kate was gonna get to re-christen it with her Katie cum.

Kate flopped down on the blanket. She barely even bothered to spread her legs.

"Just... Just do what you're gonna do. Let's get this over with," Kate said.

I noticed the slightest bit of juice leak out of her cunt. Maybe Kate wasn't so upset about this. Maybe Kate's big turn on was being angry.

I got up off the floor stood over her. My cock made a shadow across her gorgeous chest. And stomach. And pussy. Like little Jason was marking all the places he'd be drooling over in a moment.

My GOD she was fucking perfect. Her brown hair splayed on the blanket beneath her. Her big blue eyes sneaking glances at my cock when she thought I wasn't looking. Those thick, blowjob lips.

Her enormous breasts sat high on her ribcage no matter how she positioned herself. Her areola were tight and almost rippling. Her nipples pointed straight to the sky.

Kate's tits were so great, they almost overshadowed her beautiful, bare twat. Her perfect pussy lips were practically pouting. Her clitty tentatively peaked out from behind the curtains to see if the audience was ready for her performance.

Kat's legs were long and tan and oh so fucking tight. He had robin egg blue painted toenails and an ankle bracelet (anklet?) that was really super sexy right now for some reason.

And there it was. Best overall body. Holy hell was I on the money when I gave her that award. I had spent all night in constant anticipation. I'd spent weeks, months, waiting for a moment like this.

Now I was going to slide into the girl I'd dreamt about my entire post-pubescent life. A girl that was so hot, guys who had never even seen her would fantasize about her when they jerked off. My best friend's girlfriend. Yeah. That was kind of a turn on, too. I won't lie.

My cock was so hard and long it was like walking around with a medieval torture device between me legs. My balls felt so heavy, I was sure I had enough sperm to fill up a swimming pool. I only prayed that I'd be able to hold off. Five minutes, God. Give me five good minutes. I stayed so patient all night. Let me stay patient just a little longer.

I stood over her, admiring my prize. I saw her sneak her legs a little wider.

Oh Kate.

I knelt down. I had dreamt of her for so long. Since I we met as freshmen in high school. I'd followed her around like a puppy for four years. Done everything for her. All for one big lousy payoffÑshe starting fucking my best friend.

Oh Kate. Oh Katie.

I started to slide forward. Then I remembered: condom. Kate wouldn't touch a cucumber without protection. She wasn't gonna let alone let me stick my bad boy in her bare.

Suddenly Emma dropped down right next to me. Without even a warning, Emma grabbed my cock.

Shit. We really needed to have that talk.

"Hang on there extra super big, big bro," Emma said.

"What?"

She smiled at me. Seriously? What the hell was going on here? I looked up. Everyone else was sort of milling around, waiting for us to get going. Ashley looked aroused. Kristen looked nervous. Sam was way in the back. He looked pissed.

"Sam's really upset," Emma told me.

"So I shouldn't go through with this?" I asked, "I don't remember him holding back for me."

"He wasn't about to do your girlfriend," Emma said. She gave me a little squeeze.

My cock pulsed happily in her hand. What did he know, the big dope? If he had any idea of what Emma was holding him back from, he'd have spit in her face.

I sighed.

"So I should stop," I said.

"I'm not saying that...necessarily," Emma smiled. She used her free hand to brush the bangs out of her face. God she was sexy. Shit. No. No she wasn't. She was just my sister and she was amazing.

"I just want to make sure you know what you're getting into," Emma said.

"Ha ha."

Emma squeezed my cock a little tighter. I turned to look at her. Her eyes blazed.

"I guess what I'm saying is... Look, we all had a lot fun tonight."

I guffawed.

"No. Really. We did. I mean, the people who didn't have fun...maybe there's a reason for that. And maybe you think we didn't notice, but trust meÑanyone who matters knows you did yeoman's work tonight. You really really did."

"What does that even mean? Yeoman's work? I cleaned the dishes? I poured the drinks?"

"No no no no no. All night, every time, you only thought about one thingÑeveryone else's pleasure. It wasn't just keeping the drinks filled or the place clean or inventing a game, on the spot, that everyone could play and enjoy. You made sure that everyone felt good about themselves. Their bodies. Their choices. You made everyone feel safe.

"You even told Sam he had a nice ass."

OK, I didn't remember actually telling him that, but sure. Why not?

"Meanwhile, I sat out maybe the whole game just because Kate made me feel shitty about my boobs. I let a lot of stupid shit happen. I shouldn't have."

"Em..."

"Let me finish. Kristen pushed everyone else to do stuff, but wouldn't do anything, herself. I don't know if I'll ever forgive Ashley for bullying Kristen and me into that stupid kiss.

"Then Kate, that selfish bitch, spent the whole night trying to please herself or piss off everyone else."

"Emma, that's not fair."

"That's how I saw it. And Sam? Well Sam made sure that he got his, didn't he?"

I couldn't help but notice she was still caressing my cock. Ordinarily, I would be pissed that she wasn't at least stroking it, but at this point I was pretty sure she was one good rub away from triggering my cannon and end of all my fun

"But you? You never got off. Not because you didn't have the opportunity. You were so focused on everyone else's happiness that you stiffed yourself."

"Stiffed, huh?"

"Very stiff," Emma said. She gave my cock a squeeze.

"You're a good guy, Jason. A really good guy. But maybe...maybe I don't want you to be a good guy tonight."

"You want me to be, like, a jerk?"

"No," Emma said, "I just mean that IÑand by I, I mean we, the people whose opinion really mattersÑwe all want to make sure you go ahead and get yours. OK?"

"What does that even mean?" I was still so confusedÑmaybe because all my brain blood had quit early and raced off to be cock-and-balls blood.

"Go ahead and get yours?" Emma asked, "Pretty sure you can figure that one out all by yourself."

Emma gave my cock one last good tug and then slapped me hard on the ass. Well there it was thenÑeither the best or the worst pre-game speech I'd ever gotten. At least the slap on the ass was par for the course.

"We doing this thing or what?" Kate called from somewhere north of Mt. Boobmore.

"Keep your pants on," I said.

"Little late for that!" Kristen called out. Wow, she really was an instigator. Maybe I would give her a little incitement of my own after all of this was over.

I took my cock in my handÑhard as nails, hot as hell, longer than I'd ever fucking seen it beforeÑand guided myself forward.

My fingers grazed her moist, pudgy lips. It was a weird sensation. I was used to brushing against pubic hair well before feeling full on vagina. Benefit of going bare, I guess.

I slowly slid the backs of my fingers up her crack, getting the lay of the land. She wasn't steaming by any means. Compared to Emma she was bone dry. But Kate was feeling pretty wet, all things considered. I decided to warm her up a little before going in. I wanted to fuck the girl, not hurt her. Not in that way, anyway.

Her vulva was open and her clit was out, but neither were necessary raring to go. I slowly worked my cock up and down her hot little slitÑjust like Ashley showed me, only from the other way around.

I heard Kate's breath catch. Felt her legs open a little more to let me inside. I did one more sweep with my penis. Even if she wasn't ready, I couldn't hold out any longer.

I shuffled forward slightly on my knees. I used my free hand to hold myself up. Only two parts of us were touching, beyond some incidental leg contact: Her pussy. My cock.

I slid myself up and into place. Kate was already panting pretty heavy. Her little clitty slid out and rubbed herself against my knuckles like an attention-starved kitty. I heard something like a sigh break through Kate's heavy breaths.

I gave my member a little wiggle with my right hand to make sure it was in the exact right spot to slam home. Then I let go.



Very gently, I let myself fall a little forward. I felt her labia open along my shaft. My head slid in, like slipping a ring on a finger.

"Urrrrrrrgh" Kate groaned, a little growl of satisfaction and exasperation.

I recognized that groan. It was the same sound she'd made when I told her she could stay in the master bedroom. God that was hot.

I lowered myself a little furtherÑmy whole head was inside her now! Without even saying a word, Kate suddenly bent her knees up and spread them as far as she could go.

Oh boy.

I slid a little further in. Maybe a quarter of my cock was now inside Katie's little quim. She wrapped her arms around my biceps. Was she trying to pull me forward?

I kept waiting for resistance. Not that I thought she was a virgin. I've been inside enough women to know you don't just slam in. Even if she was really super aroused. It usually took a couple of good knocks for her cunny to welcome me in.

I doubted Kate was really super aroused. There was no foreplay. No build up. She couldn't possibly be this good to go.

Kate's head was still lying back on the blanket. I couldn't really see her face. Couldn't know what she was thinking.

I looked up. Emma was watching me. Smiling.

I leaned in a little more. Suddenly, I slipped the whole way inÑtop to tail.

"Oh!" Kate gasped, "OH! That's nice."

And there it was. I was buried to my balls inside Kate Williams. The hottest girl in high school. The object of my dreams. My best friend's girlfriend.

Holy fucking fuck.

I slid back a little. Amazed at how easily I had gotten in. She was so tight. I felt every little bump and ridge as I slid past. Her pussy seemed to clench at my dick as I dragged it out. Like she couldn't handle having me go. Couldn't bear being empty.

"Ohhhhhhhhh," Kate whined as I pulled back, leaving only my head in her.

Then I slid back in. Same pace. Maybe a little faster. Like I said, I wasn't going to last long. I needed to drag this out..

"Oh...that feels sssooooo good," Kate said as I plowed forward.

I was back in to my balls. The happy little fellows bounced off Kate's beautiful butt. The tip of my cock hit an end pointÑher cervix.

Her pussy was fully filled. She squeezed my cock like holding it in a fist. Don't let go. I don't think Kate even realized she was doing it.

All the way in. Leaned fully forward. My chest pressed into Kate's magnificent melons. My face hung right above hers. Kate is a tall girl. I'm still a bit taller. She's a good height for fucking. 5'8". My ideal screwing height. I'd have to add that to my dating profile.

Kate looked up at me. I was all the way in her. She couldn't hide herself. Her big blue eyes searched mine. Frantic with desire and passion. Confusion and fear. Fear of what?

I slid my hands around her sides. I ran them up to her chest. Squeezed her amazing breasts.

"Hey!" Sam said, "She bet a fuck, not a tit feel."

"Oh... Oh Sam. It's OK. OK baby? It's OK... oh GOD it is so much more than OK."

My hands engaged, I slipped back slightly. I rocked back and forth while I rubbed her tits. They hardly fit in my hands. I could have had two hands on each wrist and I might have come up short.

They were incredible. They broke the laws of physics. No breast could be so big yet so tight and firm. The universe didn't allow for such amazing, gravity-defying, incredibly sexy boobs.

I slid back even further. I ran my hands along Kate's tight behind. I put my lips to her breast. Her vagina seemed to sigh in frustration. Her boobs exulted in the ministrations of my mouth. I licked them. I tasted them. I sucked them in whole. I suckled at her little brown nipples. I worshipped at the altar of Kate's monstrous mammaries. I made my obeisance at the holy temple of titty.

Kate's legs still hung open. I could smell her sweet sweet puss. Strong and thick and glorious. It was such a heavy, heady mŽlange. It probably embarrassed the hell out of her to send out such a scent. That made me love it all the more.

Kate shuffled her bum a bit. Tilted. Tried to force more of my cock insideÑto grind her clit against me.

No way.

Go ahead and get yours.

Finally full of Kate's magnificent mounds, I slid my hands back up. I caressed their softness. Tickled her nips. Then I used my new fantastic friends as hand-holds and pulled myself back up. Filled Kate with my cock.

She gasped.

I smiled at down at my crush girl. She said nothing. Her eyes searched my faceÑperplexed. Hoping I'd explain something she couldn't understand. I retreated away from her. I drove right back in.

"Ohhhh. So good. So good," Kate said.

I bounced myself back and forth. Kate gripped my biceps. Hanging on.

"Ohhh so good," Kate moaned, "Why is it so good? It shouldn't be so much better..."

I started a rhythmÑjamming back and forth. My balls were soaked in her girl cum.

"Ohhhh god. It...It's so good...How is it so...it just... Oh...Oh god..."

Kat's arms shot down. She grabbed my ass. Held me buried inside. She looked right up at me.

"Condoms," she said.

Oh my god.

In all the excitement it had completely slipped my mind. There was that moment, right before Emma interrupted me. I was going to ask about condoms. The sentence was still strapped into my mind, ready to be fired out.

"Guess I'm gonna need to borrow one of Sam's condoms."

But then Emma had grabbed my cock and told me to 'Go Get Yours' and Sam was glaring at me while Kate demanded I get started and then I was holding my cock and... The thought had simply slipped away. Until that moment.

I was inside Kate Williams. The girl of my dreams. The hottest girl in high school. My best friend's girlfriend.

Unprotected.

Shit.

Even Sam had never had her bareback.

But there we were. Skin to skin. Cock to cunny. Nothing in between. I tried to pull back a little. Kate held me tight.

"Sam," I gasped (God that cunt felt great. They were going to have to evict me. I would never leave of my own volition), "I'm not wearing a condom."

"Yeah, no shit asshole," Sam said.

"Why didn't you... Fuck just get me a fucking condom, would you?"

Sam started to sprint off.

"Wait!"

The whole room snapped back in shock.

"Wait, Sam. Don't. It's...it's ok," Kate said.

Kate looked at me. Her puss was wrapped around my bare cock like it could never let go.

"It's OK," she said.

"You're on the pill?" I asked.

"We always use condoms," Kate said.

Everyone was frozen in place. The world's strangest holiday card. Sam, halfway between racing into the hallway and turning back to the living room. Kristen and Ashley, sitting to the side. Fingers in their cunnies. Eyes wide with shock. Emma standing above us, hands at her sides, smiling contentedly. Me and Kate just lying there. All the way into the act. My cock in her pussy. Her breasts in my hands.

"It's ok," Kate said, "I don't want... Just...just pull out. Y'know? Pull out before you cum.

I searched her eyes. She was so dead serious. Go ahead and get yours, buddy. Go ahead and get yours.

I started to slide myself back. Get back into rhythm. Get her off and get this over with. I saw myself cumming on those incredible tits. I could more than live with that. Especially if she begged me for it.

"You're sure it's OK?" I asked.

Hey, I took high school health. Your penis puts out its little peeps all the time. Shit happens. You will knock her up. You will not pass GO. You will not get $200.

"Yeah," Kate said. She smiled at me, encouraging. It was a good smile. A warm smile. The kind of smile I always wished she'd save for me.

I started sliding again.

"She's like, really fucking fertile right now, man," Sam said, "Seriously. Her womb is like...primed. You couldn't buy a better day to breed her.

I looked back up at Kate.

She smiled at me as if to say, "Yup! But whatcha gonna do?"

Well, OK then. Get yours, indeed.

"I'll pull out," I promised.

"I know."

I slid back a little more. Half my cock hung outside her passage of pleasure. My shaft was sticky with her essence.

"I will," I said, "I'll pull out."

Back a little more.

"When it's time," Kate said.

"Yeah," I said, "When it's time."

Back a little more.

"I'll pull out when it's time," I said.

Down to just the head now.

"Even a little before," I said, "I won't let you..."

She looked up at me. Her hands were still on my buttocks. I hadn't noticed that till now.

She gave my buns a tight squeeze, smiling all the while.

"It's ok," she said.

Then with one hard push she slammed me home.

"Oh motherfucking GOD! That feels good..." Kate cried.

Kate shifted back. She lifted up her ass. Started humping on my cock for all she was worth.

"Oh God. Oh God. Oh God,"

I found her rhythm. Matched my thrusts and parries.

Her hungry little pussy just grabbed and sucked and pulled at my cock as I pounded her. We made our own little orgasmic orchestraÑKate's cries. My grunts, The squish of my dick in her cunnie. The bangs of our bodies against the floor.

I thought Kate was out of surprises. Then she grabbed my face. Pressed my lips to hers. The perfect blowjob mouth is pretty perfect for kissing, too. Our tongues rolled over each other, matching the sloppy passion of our privates.

I thrust hard into her, ripping her mouth from mine

"Oh FUCK. So big!"

Another thrust.

"Oh FUCK. So thick!"

Another thrust.

"OH FUCK! So deep!" Kate screamed.

The head of my cock kept bumping up against her back wall. My dick was a marauderÑtrying to break into Kate's sacred cervix. I tried to hold back a little. To stop bruising her fertile belly. Kate just pulled me down harder.

I stopped caring. I stopped thinking. I just kept driving and driving and driving her down. Her breasts shook and wobbled and almost spun with every jackhammer thrust.

Kate took one of her hands off my ass. Slid it between our bouncing bodies. Took hold of her little clitty and rubbed. The tips of her fingers tickled my root

Her body bucked. Kate moaned and shook.

"Just... just a little one," Kate said. She kept jamming herself. She wasn't gonna stop.

Kat's little puss squeezed tighter. I wondered how it was possible. She pulled her hand off her clit and dragged it over my lips. Salty and sweet and oh so good. She took another little lick for herself. Put her hands back down on my thighs.

"Oh god! Oh Jason!"

"Oh Jason! Oh JJ... You loved me so bad back in high school..."

"God, yeah," I grunted. Still striving in and out.

"You followed me everywhere. My little bestie. Oh! Oh Jason...Oh I bet you wanted to fuck me so bad."

"Oh yeah."

"Did you? Did you want to shove that big steaming cock into my little hole? Did you want to stuff me full?"

"Yeah," I gasped, "Yeah."

"OH! Oh God! Oh, I bet you did. I bet you wanted to fill my steaming cunt so bad."

"Uh huh."

"You're so bad. I was just...just a teenager. Just a girl... You wanted to put your peenie in my pussy?"

"Uh huh."

"My friend. My little bestie. You can't put your peenie in my little pussy. You can't slide that cock in me without a condom. You're going to fill me up with all your fertile little bestie spermies?"

Oh god.

"Yeah. Oh yeah."

"Oh. Oh bestie. That's so bad. You're my bestie. You can't put a baby in me. You're my friend. My buddy. You can't put your peenie in me. You're gonna bust you're bestie's little cervix. You're gonna put a baby in her belly?"

I didn't have to even answer. My cock twitched so hard I'm pretty sure everyone saw Kate's pubis jump.

"Oh Jason. Oh JJ. Oh my little loyal bestie."

I pulled back. Slammed in hard. Our pubic bones bounced.

"OH! Not so little anymore. Oh ho ho ho ho. No. Not so little at all. OH! Big bestie! So big! So good! You have to keep fucking me."

'I am."

"You have to keep giving me that amazing, wonderful enormous cock."

"I will," I gasped.

"You can't ever stop," she said.

Kate contracted and shook. Her legs popped up. Kate rested her legs on the small of my back.

"Bit of a bigger one, there."

Kate smiled the post-cum smile. Wide and bright and deepÑfrom her eyes down to her knees.

We rutted on the floor. The blanket slid back and forth with us. Every time I looked into Kate's eyes, I saw this mix of lust and gratitude and fear.

Every time I looked up further I saw Emma. Smug.

"Ohhhhhhh Jason! Oh god that's...FUCK that's so good. Oh JJ. Oh I think I fucked up."

I slowed. Kate kept driving me. Kept pushing me harder.

"I fucked up so bad. I should have had you in high school. You would have had me so good.

"You wanted me so bad. Why didn't I want you? Oh Jason....ssssssoooooooo good."

"It's ok," I said.

"You wanted me so bad. I should have fucked you so good. Oh, baby, I fucked up. It's ok...OH!...it's okay. Just keep fucking me, baby. Just keep fucking me up. Just keep...fucking...me...UP!"

I was going and going. How was I still going? Then suddenly I wasn't going anywhere. A little tingle danced on the tip of my cock., A whole spark shot down to my balls.

"Oh god..." I slowed.

"What? What's wrong?" Kate asked.

"Getting close..."

"Oh. Ok. That's ok baby. Just...just hang on...Hold on for me. I'm almost there. Please baby. Just...please, oh god, I'm almost there."

"O...OK," I said.

Kate pulled at me. Drove me back and forth. Her tits looked ready to take off. I tried to keep pounding with her.

Every euphoric trip down her channel just got me closer. And closer.

My balls were aching again Tingling. My sperm start sliding up my cock. Almost like I had to piss. Holy fuck my balls felt fucking full.

"Oh Jason!" Kate cried, "Oh GOD I love your cock. I really truly do. I do. I love your cock. Don't let go! Oh god please just don't let go."

"I..."

I thrust forward a little.

"I..."

Kate drove me forward even further.

"I gotta pull out!" I shouted, "Oh god Kate I gotta pull out! I'm so close I'm so close I'm so close.

"Oh...oh...almost there," Kate whined. Her body twisted and curved. She twitched and stretched.

"Kate, oh Katie, I'm really really close. Oh Katie, please..."

"Oh Jason, baby."

Kate reached up. She stroked my cheek. Her legs closed tighter around my waist.

"Oh JJ. I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna CUM for YOU! I'm gonna CUM on your big hard COCK! Don't you want my cum, baby? My first cum on a real cock? Show me baby. Show me how bad you want my cum.

"I've never had a cock without a condom. Oh GOD it feels so good. Don't you want my cum? LET ME...Let me cum on my first real cock...oh GOD."

Her pussy fucking SQUEEZED when she said that.

"I'm gonna cum, Jason. Jason I'm gonna cum so hard. All...all those times...I don't...I never... Oh GOD...I mean, with my fingers...with Ash...but. But not like this. Not on a cock. Oh GOD I didn't think I could cum on a cock. Oh I need to cum on your cock so bad."

I thought I heard Sam choke behind me. I couldn't stop to look.

"Please. Please JJ. Please tell me it's OK.

"All those little cockies in my cunny. All those little peepees in my puss. And look...I'm cumming. I'm cumming on a cock. I'm cumming on YOUR big cock big bestie! Let me...let me give you...Please. Please I want you to...I need you to...my naughty little pussy needs my big bestie's big ol cock. Let me cum on your COCK! Oh God, PLEASE let me cum on your cock..."

"Kate!" I cried, "Katie! Katie bear!"

I was past the point of words. Kate's legs locked behind me. I tried to grab her attention. She was too far gone.

"Almost...almost..." she moaned.

I felt it. Felt it burst from my balls. Race up my shaft.

I tried to hold it at the head. I tried to wrench back.

Kate's legs held tight. Pushed my penis all the way inside. Balls to asshole. Skin to skin. Cock to uterus.

Kate wrapped me up like a constrictor. There was nothing I could do.

"It's...It's ok Katie. Cum for me. It's OK Katie bear. You can cum. Cum for your bestie. Show my how bad you want to cum."

"Oh...yyyyyyyes!" Kate cried.

Kate's pussy clenched. The dam burst. My cock unloaded into her. I'd held out for so long. My seed just shot out. Pumped her pussy full. White pearlescent cum fired out like water from a fire hose. My world went white. All I could see was in my mind's eye. My cock jammed up against her cervix. Painting her pussy with my fertile seed.

"OH! OH! OH! OH Jason" Kate cried.

"Oh JJ! Oh fuck. you're cumming in MMMMEEEEEEEE! GOD don't stop cumming in me..." she sobbed.

It felt more like pissing than cumming. Streams of sperm shot in her. I shook and howled. Squeezed her boobs like life itself. Drove my cock as deep as I could. Drove deeper. The animal needÑthe drive to reproduceÑto spread myself into Kate's hot, hungry womb.

I buried my head into her bountiful breasts. My cock fired burst after burst. Kate cradled my head. Stroked my hair. Clutched my cock with her cunt.

Kate was rolling and shaking. We rocked with aftershocks. Held each other tight. Like suffering through a storm. My cum fed her cum. Her cum fed mine.

"Oh Jason. OH I can fucking feel you SHOOTING in me. Oh god...there's so much!"

Kate arched her back. She ground herself hard onto my cock.

"OOOHHHhhhhhhh. Oh fuck. My bestie is filling me up! I never... Oh god it feels so good."

I felt my stream subside. My cock throbbed. Gave a few final shots into her. Kate stroked my head. Held me like the baby I'd almost certainly just given her.

"Oh Jason, you came in me."

"I...I'm sorry," I said.

"You naughty boy. You put your dirty little peepee in my cunny. No condom. No pill. You pumped me full of your fertile, fantastic cum."

"I tried to..."

Kate giggled and then sighed.

"Oh god, Jason. Fuck. We have to do that again. Soon. Now."

"I think I might die now," I said.

We stayed in each other's arms. Stuck together with sweat and girl juice and cum.

Kate laughed. Sobbed. Held me tight.

She wouldn't let my cock leave her pussy.

*

Eventually we felt so hot and sticky, we had to separate. Emma helped me up. I thought she'd be pissed, but she seemed oddly pleased.

Kristen was still on the couch, red as a tomato, hands stuffed inside herself. I could tell just by looking she still hadn't cum.

Ashley was sitting next to Kristen on the couch, smiling like the pussy that swallowed the canary.

I looked around for Sam. I didn't see him.

I don't remember much after that. Pretty sure I passed out on the floor.

The last thing I remember thinking was that there was no wayÑno way, no howÑ we were gonna go for a round 2.

Next time: Round 2! Hey, remember all those things I said were never gonna happen? The blow jobs, the fingering, the fucking, the girl-on-girl? Yeah. All that stuff happens. Also, Magic Juice!


Dirty Naked Poker Pt. 02

[Hey there Literotians. Well that took way longer than expected. Had a bunch of real life stuff get in the way but the story is now totally, finally complete. It'll definitely help to read part one, but I won't say it's strictly necessary. Once again, we've got horrible people doing wonderful things to each other. Or is that the other way around...

In any case, expect to see (read) some masturbation, voyeurism, incest, light bondage, oral, girl/girl, reluctance, first time, and group sex.

If you were wondering why the first part ended up in the Incest/Taboo category, well, this one should certainly help explain why.

As always, everyone here is over 18.

Good times.]

*****

We're wrapped around each other, skin to skin. Tongues and hands. Cock and cunt. I keep pumping as hard as I can - just driving and driving and driving. Nothing comes. The woman beneath me moans and reaches. Writhes as I pound her.

Who am I fucking? Unattainable Kate? Ardent little Ashley? Chaste Kristen? Unbelievable Emma? Am I fucking my little sister, Em?

The girls keep shifting beneath me, one then the other. All of them at once.

I feel a hand on my shoulder.

I need release so bad. Driving so hard I can barely feel anything except...

Someone is shaking me.

Come on.

Come on.

Come on!

*

I woke up with a million dollar hangover and a ten cent dick.

I was so spent, I felt flaccid from top to bottom. Covered in sweat and... well, probably all sorts of fluids. I looked at my crotch, so sure it had just been engaged in something elicit. But no. Just a dream. My little man looked how I felt - joyous, remorseful, tired, energized. Embarrassed. Emboldened.

Someone was rubbing my shoulder. I sat up.

Kate. My high school best friend. My all time number one crush. My best friend's girlfriend. The woman I'd fucked just... hours before, if the clock in the cabin was right. Fuck.

I groaned.

"Ohhhh, Kate. I can't do this right now. My head is killing me."

She smiled at me patiently, like an overburdened mother. Full of love and exasperation.

"I need a ride back to shore," Kate said, "Before everyone else gets up."

"Oh. Oh, yeah. No problem. Look...I...I'm sorry. I shouldn't have..."

"Listen," Katie interrupted me, "I've had a lot of sex in my life. Some ok. Some bad. Nothing like what we did. Nothing even close. So there's lots of stuff you get to say now, but sorry isn't allowed. Understood?"

I smiled.

"You want me to get Ashley?" I asked.

"No, she told me she wants to stay a bit longer."

"Oh. OK. Just let me just get some clothes on and we can get going."

*

It took a couple of pulls for the dinghy's engine to turn over. The shout of combustion seemed like sacrilege in the soft pink of early morning. I almost shushed it out of habit.

Kate stepped into the little boat like someone who usually stays on shore. She smiled as she settled. The engine was so loud, we had to stay quiet. Kate's blue eyes seemed brighter than I remembered. Her arms and shoulders loose. I was a bundle of nerves, all coiled up and haphazardly wrapped. Someone had done poor wire work on me. My plumbing felt fairly fucked, as well.

I throttled the boat back to silence as we edged toward the shore. Just a low hum and the dripdrops of the water - the accusing tweets of the early birds.

"Look, Kate. Katie, I really... Last night... That wasn't what I wanted. I really am sorry."

"You tell me you're sorry again and I'm punching you right in that perfect penis," Kate said.

"Sorry."

Kate made a show of making a fist.

"You know I had fun. You just don't want to admit it," Kate said.

"If it was so much fun, why are you sneaking out so early?"

"I'm pretty sure you know why."

I stared off across the ocean. The sun was barely up, dripping yellow over the calm cool water. Gulls called in the distance. I wanted... I wasn't sure what I wanted.

"You're worried about me," Kate said, "Don't. Maybe the thing I liked about you most last night is that, for once, you weren't worried about me. I'm fine. I'm not going anywhere. Well, I'm going to CVS. But after that, not anywhere."

"Are we..."

"We're fine. Nothing more, nothing less. You don't owe me anything. Except, well, maybe another go round? On a bed this time? I promise I'll make it worth your while."

Kate leaned forward on the boat and kissed me. Pressed her lips to mine. Then sat back. Nothing more. Nothing less.

We bounced against the dock and I tied the boat off. Kate stood and started to step off.

"You and Ashley, eh?" I asked.

Kate smiled, sheepishly.

"Just... Not a lot. Just roommates," Kate said. She shrugged.

"She seems like a nice girl."

"That girl is anything but nice. If you haven't seen it by now, you will soon."

"Don't think I'll be seeing much more today. Maybe ever."

"Oh please," Kate said, still turned halfway on the dock, body twisted away, eyes right on mine, "You keep acting like last night was some sort of... I dunno. Catastrophe. I hate to break it to you - people had fun last night. You had fun last night. Acting all guilty isn't fooling anyone. If anything, it's probably pissing people off. I can promise you - somehow, someway - even if you can't see it, someone is gonna get things going again. Because everyone wants to. Yourself included."

I smiled, despite myself.

Kate pressed forward. "I know you think you're gonna go back to the boat and, I dunno, help people pack up and leave. It's not going to happen. Things are gonna... ramp up again. Trust me. And that's ok. Have fun. Go ahead and get yours, Jay Bird. Whatever. Just promise me something."

"OK?"

"Well, two things. The first is, y'know, what we talked about. Me. And the bed. Boston isn't so far from DC. You can even take the train."

"Yeah. I mean, of course."

"But here's the other thing... Look, I saw you and Emma. I see how she looks at you. How you look at her."

"Kate, I..."

"Don't. Just don't. We all see it. There's nothing wrong with it. OK, no, there's a LOT wrong with it. I'm not gonna judge. Everybody goes through phases, or whatever. Hell, I have a friend at college who still trades 'favors' with her older brother."

I cocked my head.

"No, not Ashley. Jeez. Anyway, look, I'm not gonna tell you how to live your life. But Jason. You can't fuck her, OK? You just... you just can't."

"I never..."

"Little Emmy wants you really bad, Jay. And I think if you would just be honest with yourself for once you'd see you really want her, too. You can't. I know, I know. I'm like, the last person Em wants you to listen to. But I'm saying this for her sake. You could really fuck her up, like, in all senses of that word. You could destroy her. Her whole life. Everything. You need to be the big brother here. You need to keep her safe."

"Yeah. No, I... Yeah. I know. I just... OK. Thanks Kate."

"Oh no," Kate said and wiggled her bum ever so slightly, "Thank you."

*

Emma was waiting for me when I got back to the boat, sitting on deck and squinting in the still-early sun.

"I knew your magic sword would slay the wicked witch," she smiled. She grabbed my cock as she said 'magic sword.'

"Oh," she whined, "he's all sleepy. Well don't worry, I have ways to wake him up."

"Em," I placed my hand between the two of us, "Let's... Can we talk for a sec?"

I lead her downstairs to her cabin. Kristen was already up and in the shower. I imagined all of us would need a good washing after last night. I shut the door, both on the girl and on my urge to sneak a little peek. I mean, I'd already seen the buxom beauty naked, held her enormous and wonderful breasts in my hands. Did I really need to sneak a look at her through the tinted glass and steam of the shower? Apparently yes, yes I did.

Emma sat on her bunk, staring up at me. I sat next to her and held her hand - both for support and to keep it out of my crotch.

"Look. Em..."

"Don't say it," Emma said, "Just don't."

"I have to. This... it can't go on."

"That bitch! What did she say to you?"

"Nothing I didn't already know."

I felt Emma's hands try to escape mine. I heard her start to sniffle.

"I can't... Look. Imagine it. OK? We're together. Now, what do you do when Mom and Dad ask if you're seeing anyone? Or when they ask to meet him? What about when your girlfriends want to hook you up? Or ask about that mystery guy you're seeing? You'd have this secret life... your whole life. And that's if everything works out perfectly."

"I'll make new friends," Emma said. She was crying now. Really crying. The shower shut off in the distance. I hardly noticed.

"And when they ask how we met?"

"I'll lie," Emma said.

"Your whole life will be a lie," I said, "Our whole lives... What if we had kids?"

"So what?"

"What would we tell them? This is your Dad? This is your Uncle?"

"You don't want to be a Duncle?" Emma asked, she laughed a little. Then she started crying even harder.

"I love you, JJ," she said, "I'm not... stupid. I know I'm not supposed to. But I do."

"I know. I love you, too."

"Then WHY?"

"Because I love you."

She shoved me off the bed. Pushed me out of the cabin. Slammed the door. Her sobbing echoed all over the boat.

*

I found Sam above deck. He was on one of the benches on the prow, shirtless, wearing pilot-style sunglasses. He looked like an American Eagle ad.

"Emma?" he asked.

"You heard?" I sat next to him.

"The fucking Ukraine heard."

"Look, Sam..."

"Don't, OK. Just don't. What happened. Whatever. Fucking cunt. She was angry. So was I. But I would never just... I dunno. Just. Look, I don't want to hear you're sorry."

"OK."

"We were friends before that bitch. We're friends now," Sam said.

"OK. You're sure about that?"

"No. Maybe. I dunno. I just...I don't fucking care right now, OK?"

"She didn't make you happy. You deserve someone who makes you happy."

"Yeah. Yeah I know. Still hurts. Bitch couldn't even bother to say goodbye."

"I think she was scared. I think she knows what she did and she doesn't know what to do about it."

"And you? You know what you did?" Sam sat up now, glasses falling down his nose, deep brown eyes just piercing through.

"Yeah. I literally fucked up my friendship. Look, you knew how I felt about her. Know I... It doesn't make up for what I did. You're my best friend. The rest of that shit... it's just shit. It doesn't matter. I fucked up."

"And if it happened all over again?" Sam asked, "The girl, the crush, the chance to fuck her right in front of me..."

I didn't answer.

"Yeah. I know. I'd have done the same thing. Shit."

"Shit."

"Well, at least we're honest," Sam said. He pushed his glasses back up his nose. Leaned back against the prow.

"Honesty doesn't seem to be worth much right now," I said.

"Emma? She'll get over it."

"And you?"

"... We'll be all right," Sam said, "I'm mad at you. Of course I am. I'm sure you were mad at me when I started dating Kate. I wish you'd said something then, instead of... Whatever. I don't have a time machine. I can't change what's happened. I'm tired of being mad at people."

He extended his hand for a shake. I hugged him instead.

"You know," I said, "there are three beautiful women down there. And you're a single man."

"You're saying I should fuck my problems away?"

"There are worse solutions," I said, "And you've got plenty of condoms."

"Fuck that, man," Sam said, "I'm never wearing a fucking condom again."

*

Emma's door was still shut when we went back down. I could hear her and Kristen whispering through the walls. The yacht was littered with empty liquor bottles, forgotten food and trash. It looked like the after party for an Aerosmith cover band. Sam and I did our best to clean.

I rolled up the Kate cum blanket. Put the hand job chair back by its other, unsoiled mates. Found the deck of cards and threw it in the trash.

I was so, so done.

Then Ashley stepped into the room wearing just a towel. It was wrapped loosely, just barely revealing the shape of her perfect breasts. Her blonde curly hair still seemed springy through the soak. My poor penis twitched weakly as she passed.

"Hey there, lover," Ashley teased. I couldn't tell if she was talking to Sam or me or maybe both of us. She bounced off, a dream, promising to turn into a nightmare.

*

A bit later and we'd all rotated places. Sam was in Emma's room, talking things out. Kristen and Ashley were above deck getting sun. I tried to rest on the couch. I just stared at Emma's door, like I could will myself into X-ray vision. They spent so long in there, I thought maybe they might be fucking.

Oh God, please, don't let them be fucking.

"We want to play again," Ashley said. I looked up. She and Kristen had snuck down while I was otherwise obsessed. Ashley was wearing a tiny orange two-piece with ties on the sides that just begged me to unwrap her. Her ringlet curls bounced as she talked and her breasts - still amazing, even covered - did their best to match the rhythm.

"Play what?" I asked.

"Don't be dumb," Emma said. She was standing in the suddenly open doorway, wearing a pair of green soccer shorts that showed off her oh-so-amazing legs. Her breasts barely poked out from behind her pink t-shirt, standing at ready attention despite the fact Em was clearly not wearing a bra. Her brown hair was up in a ponytail, like always. Her face was red and wet and... fuck, somehow it made me want her even more.

Stupid penis/brain.

"I threw away the cards."

"We found a fresh deck!" Kristen was a good head taller than everyone else in the room. Her amazing straight blond hair hung all the way down to her bottom. She was wearing a navy one-piece swimsuit that was supposed to be demure, but only better outlined her amazing assets. Kristen held the cards up like she was posing for her awards ceremony. A gold medal in fucking. Best Olympic sport ever.

"Fine," I said, as if I was really suffering from having to re-start our little sex orgy.

We sat back in our little circle. Same seats, minus Kate. I dealt. I think we all believed we'd just pick up from where we left off the night before. I mean, maybe not THAT far out, but still.

Instead, people weren't even betting socks. Hell, people weren't even looking each other in the eye. I'd seen circles like this before. It usually ended with someone getting fired. Or buried.

We went through a round in about ten minutes. Emma was short a sock. Ashley kissed Sam on the cheek. Booooorrrrring.

"This sucks," Emma said.

We all agreed, nodding sadly.

"You have any more pot?" Sam asked.

Emma shook her head.

"But..." she began. She looked pointedly at Sam. He nodded. What was going on with those two?

"Well," Emma continued, "You see, there is this other stuff I brought, y'know, in case of emergency.."

*

We all sat down in the kitchen. There was a small glass, about a tumbler, in front of each seat.

"OK," Emma said, "Here's how this is going to work."

She took out a large container. It was clearly heavy. If Emma struggles with lifting something, it must be frickin' loaded.

She poured about half a glass full for each of us. The liquid was thick and green. It looked more like a juice cleanse than a party drink.

"This," Emma continued, "is magic juice."

"Magic juice?" I asked.

"That's what we call it. Yes," Emma said.

"Oh no," Kristen said. She'd clearly been introduced before. She eyed her glass warily.

"What makes it magic?" Ashley asked, "Y'know, besides the eye of newt, toe of frog, etc."

"Nothing weird," Emma said, "It's just... y'know, the usual. Alcohol. Some other stuff. I've made it before for, like, parties. It's totally safe, I swear. Just fun. Get a little drunk, a little high, you're not gonna be like... I dunno, tripping balls and rubbing the wallpaper or anything."

"OK..."

"Shit Em," I said, "I thought you were studying law, not pharmacology."

"I don't do drugs," Kristen said.

"Oh, come on Krissy, you've seen this before it's totally harmless," Emma said.

"No drugs... Kristen, you drank a ton of alcohol last night," Ashley said.

"And you smoked, like, a lot of weed," Sam said.

"I know, but... That's different," Kristen said, "It's not like... I dunno... hard stuff."

"Good lord." Ashley threw up her hands.

"Exactly," I said. I looked at Ashley, pointedly. She rolled her eyes.

"Why did you bring all this stuff onboard?" I asked.

"Bunch of guys and girls on a boat," Emma said, "I guess I figured it was going down, y'know?"

She eyed Sam.

"So we just... drink it?" I asked.

"Yup," Emma said.

"And then go play cards."

"Sure. Or watch a movie or go tan, whatever. Just um, maybe don't swim. Y'know. In case."

Oh this was so not good. I've known my sister for all 19 of her years. The face she was making now... that was the so not good face. See, Emma's the good girl. She's got good grades. She's a heck of an athlete. Pretty. Smart. She's the parent's dream.

All things that Emma is, yet also hates being hung with. The good girl follows the rules and does as she's told and in the end, the good girl ends up in a bad marriage with a bunch of crappy kids and a nowhere career.

Good girl sucks.

So occasionally, when things sort of collapse down in just the right way, a very different Emma comes out: mischievous, aggressive, dirty Emma. Oh lord.

"Well," Sam said, "whenever someone gives me some mysterious glass of green goop and orders me to drink it, I mean, that's a no-lose situation right there."

"That's the spirit!" Emma said. She threw back her drink in one go. It gave her a bit of a green mustache. She licked it away with her cute, thin, pink tongue.

Best tongue!

Oh God. Here we go again.

"On three," Sam said.

We all drank. It tasted like broccoli and beer. Patchouli and smoke. Healthy and terrible all at once.

To my credit, I only retched once after drinking it. Then we sat there. Stared at each other.

"Well, that was a bust," Sam said.

"Damn it," Emma said, "I must have mixed it up wrong or something."

"Don't worry about it," I said. I squeezed her shoulder before I realized I should really not be squeezing her shoulder.

"We can have plenty of fun without drugs and alcohol," I said.

"Speak for yourself," Ashley said, smiling.

"Maybe I just under did it. One more shot?" Emma asked.

We all downed a second glass-full.

Still nothing.

*

We got up from the kitchen and went back upstairs to the deck. The magic juice may have come out flat, but everyone seemed to be in a better mood. Maybe it was a placebo effect, but everyone seemed calmer. More relaxed. I poured out some white wine. Kristen put together some sandwiches. We lounged in the sun and let ourselves be pickled.

We were all in our bathing suits now. Ashley still wearing the bright orange tie-ups and Kristen in the one-piece blue thing. Both suits were so different, yet seemed to show off each girl's impressive mammaries in their own unique ways. Sam and I were in trunks and nothing else. Emma had changed into a fairly conservative forest green bikini that made her emerald eyes seem to shine.

I went up to get another drink. I felt the boat tip slightly, but it wasn't moving. My knees were wobblier than the water. How much had I drunk, exactly?

Ashley grabbed my arm and held me steady. I looked over, surprised. Something about her touch, her fingers on my arm. Warm and electric. Placid and throbbing.

"You OK?" she asked me.

"Eh. Kate's gone. Emma's pissed. I don't know what to do with Sam..."



"No no no. That's not what I meant," Ashley said. She looked pointedly at my crotch.

"I pretty sure my little man is down for the count," I said, "One big blowout and..."

I looked down. I was like a sundial. An oil derrick. A flagpole stacked on top of the Washington Monument. How had I not noticed this?

Then I did notice.

I was stiffer than stiff. My balls were knotted and full. I looked again at Ashley. The nipples of her ever-so-perfect pert parts were pushing through her top like buds at springtime.

"Holy fuck," I said. My cock jerked, happily

"Pretty much," Ashley said.

I looked around. Sam had his hands over himself, like he was giving his penis some shade. Kristen and Emma were practically rolling on the deck.

"Hey guys!" Emma called out, "I think we need to go play some cards."

*

We sprinted downstairs, jumbling each other on the way down.

The night before, my junk had felt ready to burst into flame. Now it was on fucking fire. I kept reaching down and squeezing my cock. I couldn't stop.

We flew into our old circle as if we might actually be playing cards. Emma, my little faucet, looked like she'd peed her bikini bottoms they were so dark. Ashley didn't even bother with bashfulness, she started rubbing her crotch against the carpet as soon as she flopped down on the ground. She strained and shuddered with each drag. Kristen, poor Kristen, seemed unable to understand any of this. She was bright pink, holding her knees up to her chin, rocking back and forth.

"Holy fucking fuck," Emma said.

"Just... just deal the fucking cards," Ashley told me, her voice tremulous. The sunlight bursting through the windows somehow accentuated the darkness of the room. I could still see all I needed to.

I quickly shuffled, then practically threw a card at each person.

"Fucking magic juice," Sam said. He was holding his crotch like a little boy that desperately has to pee.

Ashley took one look at her card and threw it on the ground.

"Fuck!"

"I think... I think maybe we shouldn't play," Emma said.

"Are you fucking kidding me?" Ashley asked.

"No. I mean... I mean maybe everyone ought to... y'know... Relieve some pressure first," Emma said, "I mean... oh! This... This is just cruel."

She was already demonstrating what she had in mind, right hand jammed into the waistband of her bikini.

"Thank fucking God!"

Ashley didn't even bother to wait for group consensus. She just ripped off her bottoms and plunged her fingers into her juicy puss.

"Ahhhhhh," she sighed. Her face relaxed. Her legs tightened.

Sam shucked his shorts with an angry grunt. His hand was flying up and down his shaft so fast you couldn't even see what he was working.

I reached into my trunks and grabbed hold. I couldn't help it. It was weird. I didn't want to. I just... needed to. I was a thirsty man gulping down water, knowing I'd be puking it back up and too dehydrated to care. I just... I couldn't stop myself.

At least I had the decency to keep it in my shorts, I thought.

"Ahhhhh"

Ashley again. She was spanking her clitty like the naughtiest little clitoris that ever clitted.

"Ah! AH!"

Emma. Her bottoms were gone, as well. Her digits squished and squirted as she jammed one hand into her hungry puss and the other pinched and squeezed at her clit.

I ran my hand up and down my cock. Fuck that felt good. FUCK. I couldn't get the rhythm going. There went decency along with my shorts.

Everyone was out and on display.

Except Kristen.

Kristen was sitting there, rocking back and forth faster and faster. She glanced left and right: prey surrounded by hungry predators, waiting for them to feed.

"I can't... I don't..."

I couldn't tell if she was telling herself or us. Her body was certainly trying to help her along. She might rock about for hours and not get there, but damned if it wasn't going to try.

"Ffffffffuck. Fuck fuck," Emma said. She was still rubbing. So was I. We all were, in an orchestra of squicking and slapping and stroking. Ooohing and ahhhing and moaning.

Ashley was the first to go.

"Oh," she said.

"Oh. OH. OH!"

Ashley snapped still and shuddered. Her head thrown back. Silent scream. Whole body shaking.

Then she fell back. Stretched languidly.

"Ohhhhhhhhhh," she said.

Sam was next. He just grunted, then little white droplets went everywhere-his hand, his chest, Ashley.

"That's it... there's a good boy.

Ashley moaned contentedly as his sperm rained down over her legs and chest. She reached down and rubbed it into her tits. Took the rest into her mouth. A glob of sperm hung happily from one of her tight blonde curls.

Sam leaned back against the wall and sighed. His eyes glazed over.

Em and I were still going at it. Kristen was stuck in neutral.

"Uhhhhhhooooohhhhh," Emma cried.

"Please. I can't... I don't..."

Kristen sounded near tears. She pulled her swimsuit up to her stomach and drove her hand down into herself. Trying to mimic what Emma was doing. She rubbed her clit. Pumped her fingers. It was sloppy. Out of rhythm. She was playing the big show without ever showing up to rehearsals. The crowd was not going wild.

"You...you can do it Kris," Emma said, still rocking and rolling.

"I can't, Oh god, I can't," Kristen said.

"Sssssssoooo close," Emma said. She was really going at it. Sparks practically flew from her fingers.

"Please," Kristen said, "Please."

Suddenly I felt a hand on my arm.

"Jay."

It was Emma. Her juice was running down my forearm like we were standing in the rain.

"JJ," Emma said, "You've got to help Kristen, ok? Just... just help her out. Get her started."

I looked around the room, wondering why Em chose me and not someone better suited. Then I realized. Wait! What the fuck was I doing? I didn't want someone better suited. I wanted me!

I scrambled over to Kristen and sat across from her. We were both bottomless. I moved to adjust my cock. For a moment, it must have looked like I was getting ready to go in her. Kristen spread her thighs slightly, as if welcoming me in. Holy fuck!

I pulled her hands off her puss. It was a fight, like making her give up a favorite toy. Fingers bent, forearms bent, I helped her lift her arms above her head and then pulled her bathing suit up after them. Her breasts jumbled happily, then hid behind the thick blonde curtains of her hair.

Then I gently lowered her hands over to my own cock. Helped her clasp her fingers around it.

"Oh!" she said. She jumped back a little.

"It's so... I didn't..."

Kristen reached out again and took hold. My dick shook in appreciation. Carefully, she squeezed, then rubbed. Kristen didn't have tiny hands, but she could still stack both around my member. She looked nervous, driven. Desirous, afraid.

"It's ok," I said, "I'll help you if you'll help me."

She nodded. Tentative.

I wrapped my hands over hers, still clutching my shaft. I moved her hands up and down. Showed her the motion. I let go and she kept going.

"Ohhhhh. That's a girl," I told her. Her fingers, quick and long with Easter-pink nails, looked so fucking sexy on my dick I almost didn't need her to move them.

I reached across and found her snatch. It was dripping. Pungent. Her little hole was open and drooling. Practically screaming for satisfaction. I dipped my fingers inside and collected her juices. I spread them over her vulva. Paid special attention to her clit.

Fingering Kristen at that moment was like starting to write someone else's novel midstream. I knew how things were supposed to end but I wasn't really sure where she had left off or how she intended to get there.

Guys are easy. One quick lesson and Kristen was priming my pump like a porn star. She wasn't subtle or perfect, but fuck, she didn't need to be.

Girls... girls have a whole different erector set and it shows. Getting a girl off the first time is fucking hard. There's all sorts of steps and buttons and they all work differently. If a girl's never gotten herself off before? If she can't even tell you what she wants? Forget it. It's like building a Lamborghini. From scratch. Without the instructions.

I did my best. Her clit seemed ready for action so I used my thumb and started rubbing.

"Oh!" Kristen cried, "Oh... Oh God!"

At that moment I heard Emma start to cry out.

"Yes! Oh FUCK! There it is! There. It. Is!"

I risked glancing over and saw my little sis stiffen and tumble over onto her side, her hand still jammed between her legs.

"Oh fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck," she sobbed.

I turned my attention back to Kristen.

"Help," she said, needy. Full of desire and oh so afraid.

"A little lighter," I told her.

"A little harder," she told me.

I pressed down onto her clitty more.

"No no, not slower," I said, "just...loosen... Yeah. There it is. You've got it."

"Your penis it's so... so warm. So hard. So soft."

"You like it?"

"It's fucking awesome."

I was so shocked I almost dropped her clitty. She smiled at me, big and bold with bright blue eyes and shining white teeth. Where had this Kristen been hiding?

"Your... your puss is pretty fantastic, too."

Kristen smiled, then scooched forward, ever so slightly. I re-engaged my thumb on Kristen's clit, then swung my fingers down and placed my pointer in her pussy.

"Faster," she said.

I started pumping my finger in and out.

"Harder."

I added another finger. Her little snatch seemed somehow even tighter now. A mouth, suckling hard and hungry. She could have pulled an extra thick milkshake from straw to cervix at that moment.

I twisted my fingers up. Let them search a little. It moved my thumb off her clit. Kristen clutched my cock as hard as she could, reaching for a railing before the fall down the stairs.

I brought my free hand up and started rubbing her clitty again. Kristen loosened her grip a little. I traced my fingers along the walls of her cunt. Hunting.

"Oh," Kristen said. Her pretty, agile hands stopped pumping.

"Keep going," I said.

"Uh huh."

There it was. The spongy little square from which all goodness goes.

I pressed down with the pads of my fingers.

"oh! OH SHIT!" Kristen cried, "I... Oh! ffffFFFUCK!"

I started rubbing back and forth on her g spot. Moved my thumb in time on her clit. Pinching her power button between my fingers. I had finally figured out how to get Kristen's instrument playing and now? Now I was going to fucking JAM.

Kristen was shaking now. Panting. She couldn't keep her rhythm on my shaft. More like holding on for dear life.

"oh FUCK!" Kristen cried, "Keep... Keep rubbing. Faster. Faster. Like that. Oh... oh something is... oh god I think I might..."

Then suddenly she stopped, as if frozen in place. She looked up at me, bright blue eyes glowing through golden waterfalls of beautiful blonde, shining hair.

"I want you to cum," she told me, "I NEED you to cum."

"OK," I said, not stopping, "But you first."

She eyed me for a moment. Smiled sort of shyly.

Threw her head back and howled.

"OHHHHHHHH! Oh SHIT. Oh my fucking GOD."

Then she snapped back, bearing down. Her pussy clenched at my fingers. Hard. Snapping down.

"Huuuuurrrrrrrrr," Kristen growled. Her immense breasts shook and trembled. Her eyes rolled back into her head.

Then her hands shot out, grabbed my cock, and started pumping it for dear life. Up down. Up down. UP... Sperm raced to me shaft and then rocketed up and out - blasting forth. A fire hose of fertility.

"Oh FUCK!" I cried. My eyes rolled back, the pleasure peaked, radiated out from my cock all the way up my arms, to the tips of my fingers, the flats of my feet - all in tension, and yet totally tranquil. My penis pistoned in Kristen's unpracticed hands. I practically painted the pretty girl with my powerful pearlescence. Blast after blast of seed splattered over Kristen's freckled cheeks. Her pointed, pinkish nipples. Her golden waterfalls of hair.

It was fucking glorious.

Kristen shook and shuddered with every blast, like every splash caused her pussy to just quiver and ache at what was lost, left useless outside her ravenous womb.

Then Kristen and I collapsed backwards, spent. I looked around. Everyone was in the same position. Blown back. We looked like a party, post-grenade.

"Fucking magic juice," I said.

"Fuck yeah," Sam said.

"Maybe we... maybe we shouldn't have had the second drink," Emma said.

"I think the first was far too much," Ashley said.

"Whatever. It's over."

I looked down at my cock - sticky with my own juice, a little red from Kristen's impassioned rubbing. But also, still, stuck in sun dial mode. Maybe even worse than before.

Fuck.

It wasn't the end. Just the beginning.

"Finally," Ashley said, "Can we play some fucking cards?"

*

It was just past noon. It was hot and dark under the heavy sunlight. The boat already stank of sex. We were all covered in (mostly) our own juices and nearly nothing else. Ashley and Emma were bottomless. Ashley's cute little blonde pubes looked damp, darker. Emma was mostly shaved, just a little brown patch upon her pubis. They both still had their tops on. Kristen had tossed away her bathing suit during our little tete a tete - I imagined my parents would probably find it under a couch on some far future weekend.

Sam and I had discarded our trunks in the moment. We were both naked and hardly cared. Sam's member was no more relaxed than mine. The girls didn't have erections (well, they almost certainly did, but the visible difference between an erect clit and a flaccid one is like figuring out if your coach class airplane seat is in its full, upright position). But the women all looked like a glacier post global warming: hard nipples from the cold, dripping pussies from the heat.

In that moment, right before the first deal, I made a decision. I would stop paying attention to everyone else and just focus on what I wanted. Kristen seemed raring to go and so I would give her a good spin. Sam wanted to show Ashley his moves and I wasn't going to stand in his way. That left Emma without a dance partner, but, well, I was free to ignore that little issue. Last night I'd done everything in my power to keep her from everyone else and so she'd chosen her only option: me. Now I'd let her go do what (or who) she wanted. Y'know, within limits. I was being generous, not insane.

The first round of play was perfunctory. Half naked went to whole naked before anyone could deal twice. Ashley's Amazing MammariesTM (Patent Pending. All rights reserved) were the first to make their return engagement and, wow, let me tell you, I might have undersold those beauties last time around. They were just so perky and perfect - round and wonderful. You couldn't sculpt a better set.

Then Emma's little titties came out to play and I was rethinking that entire previous paragraph. Yes, she had the smallest boobs of the bunch, but the way they stood so proudly over the great plains of her well-toned tummy, they were living proof that not only does size not matter, it's a uniquely stupid way to judge anything.

But then, of course, I looked over at Kristen's already exposed chest and holy fuck, maybe I was wrong twice. Because Kristen's bountiful bosom, pink and freckled and wondrously wobbly...

I mean, look, I could have spent all day just moving from pair to pair and picking each as the superior. It was an overabundance of riches for me (and Sam, I suppose) to enjoy.

Clothes disposed of, we went right into the next part without even a pause. Ashley kissed Kristen, on the cheek, chastely, and Kristen seemed to almost moan in want for something more. Sam kissed Emma, just a quick peck on the lips, and I found I hardly even minded. Not too much, anyway. I got a wet one from Ashley with some good tongue action. It was nice, actually. Almost friendly. If friends tapped tongues, I mean.

Then Kristen, still hungry from her last amuse bouche, bet kiss. Before I could put my own mouth out there, Sam jumped in and called. He was acting before me and it gave him a huge advantage. Hadn't noticed that.

Sam made a big show of leaning over. He ran his hand through Kristen's amazing hair, then pressed his lips to hers. I watched her whole body rise to the occasion, as if trying to slide herself inside of him, mouth first. He clutched her head close. Ran his hand lightly over her left breast.

Kristen made a little squeak. Her tongue slipped into Sam's mouth. She sighed. Happy.

Sam pulled away.

Kristen stared off into the distance. He'd broken her brain, the bastard. He smiled at her, glanced at me knowingly, then smiled at her again.

"That was... really nice, Sam," Kristen said.

"It was fucking hot," Ashley said.

It was. Dammit. In that moment, I remembered how I'd lost my high school love, Kate, to my best friend Sam. I might have been alright with the ladies, but here I was competing with a master. And, once again, I was about to get schooled.

On the last hand of the round, I somehow ended up owing Emma a kiss. I tried to plant one on her cheek, but she turned suddenly and I found myself lip to lip with my sister. Emma didn't try to snake her tongue, but she pressed her mouth to mine with such intensity, it was sexual all the same. I felt this little spark travel from her lips and right up my spine. My impossibly hard dick found a way to get just that little bit harder.

We separated and she shot me a dirty look. Not an angry glare, oh no, more of a... a stare down that screamed of hatred but also hunger. I could empathize with gazelles, I realized. And I was already in a circle of scavengers.

Then she smiled at me, brightly, and gave her tiny tits a little jiggle.

Uh oh.

*

Round three, still no break from playing. Last night's marathon game was over and now everyone was sprinting for the finish line. Everyone started to take their shots at each other. Nothing below the belt, though. Not yet.

Ashley, to her credit, seemed to accept she had the best chest assets and so shared her riches around. She raised to a breast bobble with her very first hand. Emma smooth called and won the right to a little ruffling. She reached over and clasped Ash's breasts with her dexterous digits.

Ash and Em chorused a little sigh.

"Fuck," Emma said.

"Nice, right?"

"Fucking fantastic."

Ashley managed to look sheepish as she smiled.

"I see what you boys were talking about," Emma said. Then she looked down at her own boobs, almost piteously.

"Don't be like that," Ashley said, "Your tits are fucking fantastic, too. The kind an older brother - or anyone really - would appreciate, I bet. In fact, I believe I will make that very bet on the next hand."

Emma smiled so bright, she could have lit the room.

Instead, however, when Ashley bet boobs, Sam and I up splitting the pot. I got the right and he got the left, a compromise we both were happy to agree to and we both took our time worshipping at the holy alter of Ashley's boobosity. As we split our time on Ashley, Sam and I shared a knowing smile, running our hands roughshod - petting, tweaking, hefting, rubbing - over Ash's amazing breasts. She smiled half-happy, half-put upon. Like a mother cat nursing her kittens.

Emma and Kristen both liked what they saw, clearly, and tried to emulate the same situation of one boy per breast. Sadly, they had more mixed results. It's hard to create a situation where two people share equally, by accident. Even when you make it clear that that's exactly what you're going for. Instead, Sam got to take a ride on Kristen's Matterhorns and I, somehow, again, ended up sitting with my sibling.



On his turn, Sam brushed Kristen's curtains of hair aside and went straight to it, grasping Kristen's breasts in both hands, squeezing and rolling - a man at a feast with more than he could ever consume. How many pairs of hands had held those tremendous tits? Me, Sam... I mean, maybe Kristen, herself? I mean, I assumed but... honestly that's about it. That was kind of awesome. Like discovering a secret restaurant that you know the whole world will be talking about soon, but for now it's just your own secret splendor.

Kristen smiled and giggled, ticklish, but did her best to hold herself forward. Like trying a really scary rollercoaster she wasn't sure to like, Kristen was good and game, if not exactly excited. I thought she deserved credit for being so brave. Ashley, the expert on these kinds of rides, just half snorted and looked away. She seemed about as impressed with Kristen's innocent act as Kate had been.

For my turn, I was more than a little tentative. Em and I both sat cross-legged facing each other. I couldn't look her in the eyes so I stared down at her chest. Then I couldn't look there either so I ended up examining the pile of the carpet. Nice grey color with little bits of blue and red in there...

Emma took my hands, lightly, and lifted them up to her chest. I noticed the muscles of her arms as he held mine. Not grotesque but still impressive in their tone. They were archetypal, amazing in their own right. Then she placed my hands on her breasts, like resting them on a shelf. Instinctively, I pulled back a little, like I'd touched a hot stove by accident. Emma held them my hands in place till she caught my gaze. We said not a word, but there it was, instant and clear communication. She gave me a smile.

I'm not mad, the smile said.

You should be, I looked back.

Emma pressed my palms into her. Then, sure I would not let go on my own, she slowly let her hands slip away. Who had touched Emma's boobs? No one, that was who. Not even Ashley when she went down on my sister the day before. They were a treasure only once held by one and I did my best to be respectful of that honor.

I lightly played my fingers over Emma's taut, tight breasts. Her nipples, more than prominent, reached out, stretching like a plant for the sun, tasting my palms and begging for more. I squeezed a little, wondering at how something so soft and warm could still be so firm.

Emma smiled at me again.

You're not hurting me, the smile said, you're making me feel good.

I'm glad I'm making you feel good, I smiled back.

The warmth raced throughout my body then, filled with love and desire almost uncontainable. Afraid, suddenly, I pulled away. My hands felt oddly empty. My chest vacant, as well. I started to say something, but then Emma threw a card in my face, pouted, and the game plowed on.

*

Round one had been all of us gathering at the base of the mountain. Rounds two and three we'd pushed the snowball up the side, gathering steam and snow till we reached the very peak. Now we stood right at the precipice and we knew it, so everyone took a break to look around before we started rolling downhill. Before we were going so fast that nothing could stop us.

Emma got up to pee, but stumbled and fell. Far too much magic for that girl. Ashley and Kristen helped her up and all three girls went to the bathroom together.

"Fucking magic juice," Sam said, then smiled a big toothy grin. What was he playing at? "Fucking. Magic."

We weren't all rubbing on the floor, but people were still clearly, almost painfully aroused and it was creating some interesting obstacles. For instance, for Sam and I to talk, we had to stand with a two-yard neutral zone to prevent any accidental swordplay. In general, though, it made us all a little stupid. Driving towards a single goal somehow also makes you lose your focus.

I found that liquor at least seemed to mellow the effect and so I made sure everyone had a full glass. I wasn't worried about things going crazy, we were already there, I just wanted to keep things from getting insane.

The night before, the cards had been a lubricant. An accelerant. Fuel for the fucking fire. Not today. Now the cards were a deterrent, a reason to not do what we all wanted. We were all racing down the horny highway, but the game kind of pumped the brakes for everyone. Forced us all to take our time before filling each other up. If it wasn't for the cards, we might all have been fucking and sucking - forming a gigantic Voltron fuck robot.

Fuck! Why the fuck were we playing cards!?

Oh right. Because, secretly, we all wanted to wait a little before we reached our destination. Kristen needed time to build up her courage. Emma needed time to get what she wanted, too. Ashley was just enjoying the show, but her fun ended as soon as the game did.

And Sam? Well Sam was up to something. I was too busy staring off in the distance to see what was coming my way.

*

Break over. My deal. Hand one, Round four. Kristen bet a breast fondle - true to form. Kristen always raised to whatever people had just been doing, which meant she was always a step behind what everyone wanted to do. In baseball terms, we were all rounding second (and headed for third!) while she was still stroking out singles. So Kristen was stuck playing catch up.

"Hand job."

Sam didn't even bother to look up from his card when he said it. Kristen gasped a little, and almost dropped her card. No tell, there, right? It wasn't her turn - I had to act first - but I didn't need to be Dr. Who to see who would be folding soon enough.

"Call," Ashley said. She took a deep drink from her glass. Warming up for one thing or another, I suppose.

Emma played with her card then dropped it. I was... not sure how I felt about that. Relieved and disappointed. Worked up and let down.

I looked down at my own card - so entranced by the action was I, I'd forgotten to make my own decision. I had an 8. Not the worst card in the deck, certainly, but also not playable against these hands. Except...

Well poker, like sex, is a position game. And I was pretty sure I had seen my way to doggy style. OK, that metaphor makes no sense, I know. Just... let's just move on and forget it ever happened.

In any case, I saw an opportunity, maybe one I shouldn't have, honestly. Emma was out. I knew Kristen would fold at first opportunity. That left Sam, Ashley, and me. If I could push Sam out of the hand, well, we'd have something interesting, right? And, because of my position in the hand, I saw my way to doing just that.

I'd told myself at the beginning of the game I wasn't going to do this, I would let Sam have his way with things. But here I was, doing it. I guess in poker terms I was tilting. Sam had been working over my Kristen and suddenly it seemed to me that I ought to go ahead and get mine. I raised.

"Oral."

Like my own personal Rube Goldberg machine, the dominoes fell in perfect order. Kristen pushed her card away like it was poisonous. Sam eyed his card, eyed me, then dumped. Hooray for homophobia! Ashley looked at me coyly from behind her card.

"If we do this... None of that timer bullshit from yesterday, right? You go till I blow."

"Long as you're willing to agree to the same."

"Oh JJ," Ashley said, starting to giggle, "I don't think you need to worry about that."

She showed me her ace. That coy little minx. I can't believe I used to think she was shy. I'd called her a lamp before, skinny and quiet, standing stiffly in the corner of the room. I was so so wrong. Little Ashley was more like one of those big boomboxes from the 80s: loud to the point of obnoxious, often inflammatory, with a nice set of knobs.

Ashley didn't even bother to look at my card. She just stood up, dragged the old oral over and plopped down, legs open and inviting. She drummed her fingers on her thin thighs, impatient.

She set up so quickly, the rest of the room was still sitting in the circle, frozen in shock. I slowly stood and stretched, the pre-sex limbering that's as much foreplay as tongues and fingertips. Then I walked over and knelt down.

Ashley kept her pubes trimmed, but there was still a nice puff of blonde curls above her juicy center. Her thin, pink lips - those nether and otherwise - hung open. She smelled heady and sweet. I let my fingers dance on the her soft, almost creamy inner thighs, readying her for the upcoming action. I didn't really need to bother, that girl was ready to go, but still I knew that the difference between arousing and tickling can often be the patience of a few introductory touches.

Then I drew my tongue out, like unrolling a bit of cellophane, and gave Ashley a long languid lick from stern to bow. She shuddered happily, then put her hand on my forehead, pushing me back.

"Hang on," Ashley said, "I still have two others to attend to." She gestured coolly at Sam and Kristen.

"Wait, what?"

"You bet, right?" Ashley asked.

"We folded," Kristen said.

"But you still owe me the bets you made before, don't you? You bet and I called. You don't get to just... take that back, right? We made that rule last night, I'm sure of it."

"Yeah, but..."

"Maybe we were lax about it before," Ashley said, "but I think it's time I collected."

Holy crap on a crapstick. I kept myself focused on my target - I didn't need to stick myself into this any deeper than I was already.

"You," Ashley said, pointing at Sam, "Get down here."

Shit, she didn't want us to like... share did she? Sam gave me a look that showed he was thinking the same thing and similarly scared of that. He inched forward. Ashley waved her finger at him, naughty boy.

"Watch what Jason does. Learn something."

"Hey, I..."

"Please don't even bother. We all saw what happened yesterday. Trust me, I'm doing you a favor. Or whoever your next girlfriend is anyway."

Sam shrugged, cowed, then knelt down sort of behind me and to my left. I doubt he could see much, and I was in no position to narrate.

"You," Ashley said and pointed again.

Kristen held her arms across her chest. She looked ready to run.

"You need to learn, too. Get down here."

"I don't..."

"She only bet a boob feel," Emma said, suddenly standing up for her friend. I was pretty sure she was staying quiet for fear that Ashley might force her into something, next. Would anyone really have argued?

"She's going to get a feel," Ashley said, "of something anyway."

Emma didn't say anything. Kristen slowly bent her legs and shuffled forward. Her big breasts swung as she went along, like palms in a strong ocean breeze.

"Not me. Him."

Ashley pointed at me. Kristen cocked her head, like a puppy in training. About to wet her wee wee pads.

"Same as with Sam over there - sooner or later you're gonna have to learn to do these things like they're not... radioactive. God, you'd think I was the worst person ever, helping you both have a little fun."

Kristen smiled sort of coyly at that. Her cheeks and chest turned a little pink. Then she knelt down on my other side. I sort of swung my right hip open to give her access, hard to do between Ashley's eager legs.

Kristen reached forward and tentatively wrapped her hand around my penis. He throbbed his appreciation. Oh... Oh Ashley. I'm sorry if I ever said anything mean about you. God bless that little golden girl.

Kristen smiled at me, nervous, but not at all upset to be at the ready. Emma was a soccer girl, but Kristen played tennis. I was more than happy to be her racket. Besides, Kristen'd already done a practice round - gotten used to the equipment and all. Betraying her bit of eagerness, I could feel Kristen's hand slowly slide up my shaft, getting in the ready position. Just waiting for Ashley's serve.

Ash signaled for me to get back to work. I dove forward with gusto. As I went down, I caught her glaring at Kristen.

"I go before he goes or no one goes away happy," she warned. Kristen nodded, slowly.

I was lapping at Ashley's oasis within moments. Back to where I'd began, taking long slow licks of her - enough pressure to keep her excited, but too general for anything other than slight stimulation.

Almost like through a fog - my eyes well buried in Ashley's snatch, my ears already muffled by her thighs, and the other senses somehow muted, as well - I felt Kristen gently begin to rub my dick. It felt... distant, like it was happening to another Jason in another place. The echo of deft fingers played about my member, but Kristen was totally tentative now and I was too far into Ashley's own private Narnia to notice much of anything.

I stepped away from my long laps and then slowly moved my lips over Ash's own labia. Almost like kissing her mouth, but, y'know, not a mouth exactly.

"See what he's doing there?" I heard Ashley say to Sam, "Half of what makes oral great? Maybe more than half...ahhhhh. *Sigh* It isn't what you do, but how you do it. Jason licks me like... ohhhh... Jason licks me like he LIKES it. Desires it. Damn near can't live without it."

I gave her hot, dripping opening a little swish. If before was a kiss, this was slipping her my tongue.

"Ahhhhhh," Ashley said, her head lolled back.

I shifted slightly and saw Emma, standing on the far side of Ashley's skinny thigh. Em looked... not unhappy at the moment. Not thrilled either. I imagined it was sort of how I looked when she kissed Sam the day before. It was hot, surely, but not in a way that either of us had wanted it to be. I returned to my ministrations, then started to slide my tongue up toward Ash's clit before deftly dancing away. A little feint.

I got a nice long groan out of her as my reward. Not content. Frustrated. But happy to be so.

"Ahhhhhhhuuuuugggghhhhh."

We'd been together enough by now (two whole days!) that I knew Ashley was a quiet cummer. She might grunt and squeak a little at the beginning, but when it came time for the crescendo, she would go stiff - still and silent. As Ashley talked, as she voiced her approval, he was also telling me we were far from her grand finale.

"See..." Ashley said, her hands hanging limply at her sides, "Sam... See... what Jason's doing here is... See..."

As I slowly dragged my tongue down, I felt Kristen's hand on my cock go ever more confident. She'd sort of held it there for a bit, I guess giving me a head start. Now that Ashley had dropped back to mere mutterings, now that her body was slowly coiling up - like a cat ready to pounce - Kristen figured that it was safe to start pulling for her own payout. And so she did.

If eagerness made for great oral, then it wasn't half-bad for hand jobs either. Kristen, bless her, was stroking me now with an enthusiasm that can only come from the inexperienced. Inexpert, yet ecstatic. I didn't even need to look at Kristen's face to know she was smiling. The way her hand just slid up and down my shaft - probably a little too hard but it hardly mattered at that point - told me everything I needed to know. Kristen had enjoyed her little treat earlier. Now she was gonna be a good girl and earn another.

"Ohhhh, a very good girrrrrl," I moaned into Ashley mons, more to myself then anything. I curled my tongue, then slid it into Ashley's open hole. The source was ever sweeter and I pushed forward with abandon, my whole body slowly sliding up towards Ashley's hot little hole. Crammed into that small, slowly crushing space. Kristen dutifully shifted along with me, grip still tight. We were all hanging on a rope, climbing over the cliffside, attached by the thin bit of muscle in my mouth called my tongue.

Ashley's legs went stiff as my shaft. She curled up, just impossibly tight. Started to shake. To throb. Then suddenly.

"Oral!" she cried.

The whole room stopped in mid-stroke. I let my tongue slide out of his new, happy home. I looked up. Kristen was holding up my cock like she'd just found it on the floor and was looking for who might've lost one. Emma's hand shot up in a way that made it completely clear where she'd been stuffing it. Sam just sat there, wearing his signature smile, somewhere between confused and bemused.

"Enough of that," Ashley said. I flinched back. Really?

"Oh, not you baby," Ashley said, rubbing her fingers through my hair ever so lovingly, "You're doing just fine. More than fine, I mean... You're earning yourself a lifetime free pass, you know? Not even Kat... I mean, I don't give a lot of those out, OK? Seriously."

I looked up into her eyes, deep and almost golden brown like warm bread out of the oven. She could have told me to go lick the floors and I'd have thought about it, so sincere seemed her praise and affection.

"No, I had someone else in mind," Ashley continued, then looked over at Kristen, "Time to put his penis where your mouth is, honey."

I swear, if my goods had been a live grenade, Kristen couldn't have dropped them any faster. My cock hung cold, dejected.

"What?" Kristen asked. She looking legitimately upset - the previous flush of arousal practically fled from her face. Her nipples shrank back to nothing. I just sat there, silent. I may be an idiot, but I'm an idiot who knows when it would be supremely stupid to speak.

"She folded on oral. Remember?" Emma said, again coming to her besty's defense. Then Em started running through the hand. "She bet a boob feel, which we've already gone FAR beyond, being honest. Then Sam raised it to a handy and..."

"I know what she bet," Ashley said, "I'm just saying... If this is going to be a learning exercise, y'know, why not do two for one? I mean, Krissy here clearly figured out how to use the jack, let's see if she can't ummm... I dunno, change the whole tire? I'm way too worked up for a good metaphor right now."

I knew the feeling.

Ashley cocked an eyebrow at me, as if daring me to deny my own blowjob. Right. No one turns down a free trip to Disney World, I don't care what you make them do in return.

"There are worse cocks to have in your mouth the first time," Ashley said, "And JJ will warn you before he goes, right JJ?"

I nodded in earnest, like I might actually make that happen. Even if I did tell Kristen I was about to deliver the meal portion of our little lunch and learn, my warning would almost certainly be muffled by Ashley's wonderful little muff.

I waited for Sam to step in and demand that he was just as competent a recipient for blowjob lessons as I was (and less alternatively engaged, as well), but he said nothing. I guess he figured he was getting off (ha ha) easy with just a look-see.

I waited for Em to get in the way again, but instead she kind of just shrugged at her bestie as if to say, well, Ashley's right about Jason's penis being pretty awesome and all so yeah, you should totally go for it. I remember thinking, at that moment, that Em's own acceptance meant she had some kind of side deal with Ashley. Then I got distracted by all the goings on. But, well... You'll see.

Finally, then, I waited for Kristen to say something. I couldn't really see her, buried as I was with Ashley's treasure. I felt Kristen's hand grip my cock again - no hesitation there. My little fellow was far from reluctant, too, let me tell you. Kristen then lifted him up slightly, almost defiant. This is mine, her grip said, don't even dare to take him from me.

And then I felt something wet and warm engulf the head of my cock. Holy holy holy. Fucking fucking fucking.

"Jason?"

I was too far gone. I felt Kristen's taste buds slowly dance over every nerve ending in my penis. Kristen wasn't just putting it in there, man, she was fucking tasting it. Hungrily devouring a delicious, rare delicacy.

Her right hand held my member steady, her long blonde hair tickled at my exposed skin. Kristen's thick, pink lips applied tight suction on the mid-section of my shaft and her tongue fucking rubbed over my oh-so-sensitive head. This was someone who had no idea what she was doing? Who fucking cares when she does it like this?



"Jason."

Ashley again.

"Jason!"

"Huh... wha?"

"You go till I blow," Ashley said, tasting each word before she sent it out. She smiled. I leaned my head forward but the polarity had reversed. All my brain action was down at my penis, slowly roasting around in Kristen's moist mouth. My tongue and teeth were practically numb. My mind could hardly process even simple ideas. Unfrozen cavemen oral. Jason lean forward. Jason lick pussy. Jason... What was Jason doing again?

"Hey K?" Ashley said, "Remember what we said. I get my treat first, honey."

"Mmmhmmm" Kristen said around my meat. Holy fuck that was the sexiest reply ever.

I did my best to bring some consciousness back to my brain and leaned forward. Ashley's legs wrapped my head oh-so-tightly. Her little engine hadn't gone too cold from the unscheduled stop, but I still spent some time warming her up before I hit the gas again.

Meanwhile, Kristen figured out that she could stroke me off using BOTH her mouth on the top and her hand at the root while also dragging her absolutely amazing, silky hair back and forth along my cock and... holy fuck. I had to hurry if I was gonna keep Kristen's promise to Ash about who fired first.

I folded my tongue again and drove it into Ashley's open, drooling into her ignition slot. She purred and growled. I felt her legs snap taut, even more than earlier. Then I slowly slid my rolled up stimulator right up to her button and floored it.

"Oh, FUCK!"

Ashley practically pulled her legs up over her head, then popped stock straight. Legs out. Arms to her side. Pinned to the chair like she'd been nailed there. I worked left and right, up and back, then pressed deep for all I was worth.

Ashley started to shake. Shiver. A little trailing groan escaped her lips, like the air hissing out of a tire. A long little "ahhhhhhhhhhuuuuuuuggggghhhhh" that I was pretty sure only my nearby ears could pick up.

Ashley shook and shook, one long continuous tremor. The groan petered out to a squeak.

And then, at that very moment, Kristen sucked my whole cock into her mouth like pulling cement through a straw. It was amazing. Fantastic. The kind of suction they advertise for vacuum cleaners. Y'know, the kind that you don't actually ever get when the damn thing comes home.

With that one motion, I went from zero to sixty. I was well on my way to cumming already - this sudden suction threw me well past the edge before I even realized it was gone. One minute fine then suddenly... my cock was just streaming cum into Kristen's amazing mouth, pleasure just bursting from every extremity. My hair fucking came in that moment.

I tried to throw my head back - warn Kristen what was cumming - but Ashley held my lips tight to her own. Instead I made a little "Uuumph," right into Ashley's pussy. I heard a soft little "uuumph," a mirror of my own, come right out of Kristen as my seed went straight down her throat. I waited to feel the desensitizing cold air, hear the heavy coughs of a girl caught unawares. That last little disappointing end of my cum that would absolutely ruin whatever pleasure had come before it.

Instead Kirsten's suction only seemed to increase with the first delivery of my molten ecstasy. Her tongue shot forward, ensuring instant delivery of my essence.

Slurp. Slurp. Slurp.

Ashley's legs loosened as her epic orgasm subsided. I somehow found myself still in the throes. I looked back and saw Kristen hadn't just held me in her hand, her mouth, but it seemed her whole body was curled around my cock, suckling at my semen. A curtain of amazing long yellow hair hung over it all like a shroud, protecting our intimacy.

I expected to see shock, anger, fear in her face, but instead Kristen looked positively frantic, working her lips over my head and pumping my cock, trying to bring as much of my fertile feed to her mouth as she could.

Slurp. Slurp. Slurp.

The virgin goddess was fucking draining me, her giant tits wobbled along as she pulled my come into her - begging my penis for more than it could possibly produce. The endorphin pleasure of it all - what had been so absolutely earth shattering at first- was almost an afterthought now, compared to the satisfaction of Krissy's amazing, masterful suck.

"Fuck, yeah," Ashley moaned, "See that is how it's fucking DONE."

I couldn't help but agree. My cock made a few final spasms in Kristen's mouth, timed to Ashley's own little orgasmic aftershocks. I did my best to sort of comfort Ashley's opening with my tongue, keeping it warm and happy but careful not to stimulate the contented little clitoris.

Kristen, almost instinctively, did the same thing. Even as my member slowly softened, spitting out its last little dribbles of sperm, Kristen held him in her mouth, cosseted and cozy. Letting the last of my orgasm sort of drift happily down the river of my body.

Finally, she let him slide out. Then Kristen stood, arms raised triumphantly. She spun around, her golden tresses dancing in the light like a long, luxuriant halo. Once she was sure everyone's attention was her own, Kristen dramatically, demonstratively, closed her eyes, threw her head back, and swallowed my seed with a long loud gulp followed by a gasp of ultimate satisfaction. Then the somehow still-innocent blonde licked her lips, slow and languid, like searching for every last drop. Her pink tongue amazing against the little white leavings of my own ejaculate.

I almost came all over again.

"Fuck, girl, that was... OK, now I'm REALLY not buying the whole innocent act," Ashley said, still curled up on the cum chair like a sleepy kitty.

Kristen just smiled, the cat that ate my canary.

*

To say it took a while for us to recover would be... OK, it would be complete and utter bullshit. Thanks to our little show, Sam and Emma were practically running up and down the length of the ship to cool off. Kristen was only emboldened by her escapade. Ashley, well, we'd already learned that one big O was barely enough for that girl. And me? Thanks to the wonders of magic juice, I was hard as fuck all over again before I saw another card.

Fucking magic.

I thought I'd at least be flagging a bit, but no. I'd had marathon sessions before with girlfriends. While I might have been able to go three or four rounds on a good night (and this was beyond a good night), after turn two my little man would at least feel a little punch drunk. Now, I'd already had an epic explosion the night before along with two more masterful performances that day. But as far as my member was concerned, he hadn't even jumped in the pool yet, let alone swam himself silly.

At least, I thought, my balls should feel pretty empty, but it seemed that some sort of emergency re-supply service had kicked in. Rather than feeling like ping pongs my baby-batter mixers hung heavier than medicine balls. This was either the best thing ever or the worst and, I'll be honest, I was too high to worry about it at the moment.

I got a break to pee. Kristen took a full glassful of whatever-the-heck it was we were drinking by then and then poured herself a refill. Ashley just sat on her perch and watched the world roll by.

And then we were all holding cards again. Sam looked particularly peeved and, stupidly, I enjoyed it. He thought he could have my girls, but it was Kristen tasting my cock on her fingers and Ashley feeling my saliva drip down her snatch.

I thought I'd won. Instead I'd only accelerated my own upcoming losses.

*

Two things happened then that completely threw me off the scent of what Sam was up to. One was a mistake on his end, the other was intentional. I just didn't see it at the time because, like I said before, I'm an idiot. And I was high. And probably drunk, too.

Looking back, I could see the trap Sam had set up to get revenge on me for giving it to his girlfriend. At the time, I thought he was struggling, scrambling. I didn't see the webbing out until I was well and truly trapped.

But first, we had another round of hands that, although they certainly weren't boring, were nothing to write Penthouse about.

Kristen dealt. She was raring to go for something fun but she miscalculated when she shouted out oral. For one, she might have wanted to suck some dick but I'd already folded when she made the offer. Sam, despite his little 'lesson,' wasn't going to risk going down on a girl after last night's debacle and today's public shaming. Certainly not on a virgin who probably still couldn't even get herself off. As for the girls, well, it was well known that Kristen had no intention of going down that primrose path - without even realizing it, she'd turned down a dead end. Fold fold foldity fold.

On the next hand I once again, somehow, found myself indebted to Emma, but only a kiss this time. No little cheek trick this time. I sat across from her again and Emma practically tackled me, like a move from her girl's rugby days.

She leapt forward, breaking down the barrier of my lips and teeth with her tongue, and suddenly we tipped backward to the floor. I tried to grunt, to shout, say anything, but it was blocked by one amazing, confident, and totally in control girl. Her arms reached out, grabbed my hands and put them above my head. Her little titties smushed into my chest, short sharp mounds, grinding down.

She pressed my head back, tongue tangled with my own, and as she did her body pressed down, too. My cock was suddenly grinding hard against... something. I couldn't really see and, being honest, pressure is pressure. I could have been trapped between our stomachs of even up against a muscular Emma-thigh. But somehow - the way she was rubbing, the little tickle of what remained of her dark, wiry hair - I would swear that I was buried in her warm, juicy cleft.

She sort of ground her body back and forth, up and back. Sort of riding me like she was holding onto a creaky sled going down a fast, super-steep hill.

Emma kissed and barely broke for air, pressed down again. Gasped and nuzzled. Kind of giggled in her throat. Ground hard down on my cock and didn't bother to hide it. She slid forward. Wherever my penis had been, he was sure he was at her entrance now - the wet opening orifice just seemed to ache to pull him in.

Then, almost with the same sudden violence, Emma popped up, leaving me lying there, cold and abused. I swore I could see stars orbiting her coffee-brown hair, like a stunned cartoon character. She smiled at me, both shy at what she'd done and proud of how she did it - look what I can do for you big brrruuuuther. Haven't I been good enough to get more?

Lord forgive me, I smiled back. If little Jason had been anywhere near sleepy time, he was fully up and ready to go now.

"You taste good on him," Emma told Ashley. Ashley smiled back, a retort clearly on her tongue, but she held it up. Maybe Ashley was hoping to get a little taste of her own later and didn't want to spoil anything.

The next hand, Ashley somehow tricked a kiss out of Kristen, who did a good job of pretending she didn't enjoy it a little.

"Tastes like Jason sperm," Ashley announced to the group, continuing our new tradition of post-kiss reports. Sam stuck out his tongue, to say 'gross,' but the other girls just smiled, dreamily.

"Pretty damn good," Ashley added.

"I could see it as a Ben and Jerry's flavor," Kristen said.

"I'm gonna go grab some from the store right now," Emma agreed, "Jason's Jellied Jism."

Sam, not at all happy about this turn of talk, pressed hard on the next deal but got caught with his hand in the cookie jar. In Ashley and Emma's cookie jars, to be specific.

Sam bet hand job like no one would dare doubt it, but Ashley and Emma both called with Queens (I know, so apropos. The universe has a strange sense of humor sometimes). Sam had been playing for a jack and got two jills. Not the worst result in the world and he made a good show of excitement once he got over the initial disappointment.

At Ashley's suggestion, the girls dragged the other chairs over from the kitchen and then sat on either side of Sam. Ashley, lucky girl, got the strong hand.

"Go until you blow?" Sam asked, taunting.

"Eh, we'll see how it goes," Ashley said, looking at Emma. My little sister nodded back, knowingly. Nervously.

I didn't watch what Sam was doing. I didn't pay attention to his technique, the movement of his fingers, whether he traced and teased or just went right in for the rub. I didn't look at Ashley, either. I don't know if she was enjoying herself or just along for the ride. If she came, I don't know. If she went, I didn't go.

I watched Emma. My Emma, only. Little, amazing Em, leaned back on that same kitchen chair she'd sat on for family dinners, only naked now, with her legs obscenely open and inviting. I had a momentary thought, seeing her doing that same pose while my mother served some fish that Dad had caught and the whole family just draaawwwwwn in to Em's incredible center. Yeah, Dad, like you could resist hitting that.

I looked at Em's face, her liquid green eyes. Her cheeks flushed pink, sweat dribbling down her forehead. There was a lovely little squish, squish, squish noise that I knew came from my over-lubricated little sister.

Mouth open. Eyes slammed shut. Breathing like a runner, yet barely even moving. Emma's beautiful, elfin face contorted, that strange cringe of extreme pleasure that looks so much like pain.

Em's chest - wet with sweat, frantic with need - rose and fell. Her ponytail swished slightly back and forth. Her hands gripped the armrests like squeezing for safety. Emma's erect nipples were so pointy they made an exclamation mark on the top of her tits. Her perfectly shaped breasts tried so hard to shake along with her body. Those amazing, perky promontories were too small to stagger about like Kristen's or Kate's. Instead they merely trembled. Tremored. Then my little sister's beautiful, innocent face widened in a silent scream. Her whole body bright pink. A little gasp and then a contented sigh.

"There it is." She almost whispered it.

Emma held up her hand. No mas. Sam smiled with satisfaction. Emma smiled wanly back. She didn't look satiated so much as tired. Strangely, it made me think about how I'd felt after Ashley's aborted dry hump the day before. A kind of satisfaction, certainly, but also somehow, hungrier and even further unfulfilled.

Ashley looked similarly exhausted, so Sam was clearly a solid multitasker. I hardly cared. I'd seen my baby sister cum twice now at the ministrations of others. An intimate thing siblings are never supposed to share. I mean, you walk in on someone in the bathroom or the towel slips and you see a bit of boob. That stuff happens to pretty much every family. You live in a small house, you're gonna see some body parts - even the ones you don't want to see.

But my sister's body flexed in full out flying cum... I mean, there aren't twenty sibs in the whole world, maybe, who've seen that on accident. Let alone twice. I felt privy to something unique and special. Wonderful and rare. My baby little Emma, body reaching desperately for release. My driving want for her - to be the one she begged to - it overwhelmed whatever else I felt.

In my deepest darkest heart, it wasn't just that I wanted to make my little sister cum. I truly believed that I could bring her somewhere so much further. Unreachable by any other. And I knew - even if I could never admit it, let alone allow it - that I'd give anything to take her there.

*

Round 4 had started off so well with our oral carousel, but then pretty much petered out. As a punishment for our prudish natures, we went straight into Round 5. I refilled glasses with one hand and dealt with the other.

First deal was mine, but it wasn't to be. Emma won a kiss from Kristen who, if she wasn't exactly coming over to the side of girl + girl = awesome, was at least willing to test the proof, herself.

"Your Jason flavor is fading," Emma told her best friend after they'd almost perfunctorily played with each other's tongues. "You need to go get a refill."

Kristen gave me the puppy-dog eyes as she sat down. Yeah, cause I was totally against serving her seconds. Right.

Speaking of which, Sam had stopped kissing Kristen once she had my special sauce on her lips, but he started a whole new streak and the next two hands.

First he won himself another Kristen-breast rub which wasn't all that interesting and so easy enough for me to ignore. Then the very next deal, Sam absolutely, intentionally lost his hand to win a stroke session for Kristen. They set up with the kitchen chairs again - apparently it's easier to reach into a girl when perched above her. Sam and Kristen sat side by side and he gave the gorgeous girl a little kiss on the cheek before flexing his fingers and getting down to it.

I cleaned up old bottles and filled fresh glasses while Sam went to work. I didn't have nearly enough time to clean up. For all Sam's skill in taking Emma and Ashley to the promised land (and both at once, at that), he was barely able to get our eager little ingenue a little down the road.

I won't say I didn't find it a little gratifying, having gotten Kristen off once, myself. But it wasn't for lack of effort and, honestly, I'm not sure I'd have been able to do it, either. That girl needed to figure out her own directions before inviting the boys over to find their own way.

I thought that failure might slow Sam down, but instead, he kept driving on. The next deal, he and Kristen were heading straight past Hand Job City and right into Oralville. Oralville would be the next, though certainly not the last, stop on this train.

Only something suddenly turned and it Sam's plan went right off the tracks. I don't know if Sam misread the hands or the betting or what. But when the dirty, sexy poker train hissed to a stop, Kristen found Emma standing at the platform, not Sam. If Kristen's eyes could have popped right out and rolled into the ocean, they would have.

Kristen gasped. Floundered. She stood up. Sat back down again. Emma just stayed still, like she was lost in thought. Meanwhile, Sam looked on in aroused horror as he realized he had somehow blown a blowjob from my slutty little sister and won... well maybe one of the greatest shows ever to be performed?

"Can't I just... I mean..." Kristen fumbled.

"Well, if I'd known this was gonna happen, I'd have given you a far different sort of training," Ashley said.

"Shut up."

I heard seagulls crying in the distance, a strange taunting sort of sound. The low and lulling hum of water as it slowly rolled under the ship. With every little bump, the ice from our drinks clinked against the glass. A little happy bell.

It was a beautiful, gorgeous, once in a lifetime day outside and we'd locked ourselves below without light or air. It was the best decision we'd ever made.

"It's... Come on Krissy. It's not so bad," Emma said. She'd found a way to take this personally, like Kristen was rejecting her and not, y'know, every woman ever. Emma was standing, arms resting under her fantastic tiny titties. Her hips - built for two things, running and pushing out babies - were cocked slightly to the side. Her hair was still up in a ponytail. Amazing, athletic little Emma. She wet her lips.

"Yeah but... I mean..."

"You love your friend don't you?" Ashley asked.

"Don't start that shit again," I said.

"That's just it, right?" Kristen continued, "That's my best friend in the whole world and I don't want to do anything to..."

"You don't have to do anything," Sam said, "Remember, it's her doing it to you."

"Come on, Krissy," Emma said, suddenly smiling widely, "I think it'll be fun."



Well, I mean, come on. How does anyone say no to that?

We unrolled the Kate cum blanket, forever named in her honor. Thousands of years from now, when it's bronzed, whole families will drive for hours upon hours to see the famous Kate cum blanket. Yes, kids, that's where it all happened. That's where everything began.

Kristen lay down, like a patient on an iron cold table. Arms straight stiff and eyes closed. She spread her legs just slightly. Emma. My Emma. Really, honestly, Kristen's Emma - her best friend forever before, now, and into the future - crawled up Kristen's body. Then Emma rested her head on her bestie's chesty, right above the golden goddess' voluminous, incredible boobs.

Emma whispered something and Kristen smiled. A big smile, bright and wonderful. Then Emma slid up a little further, and brushed her lips over her expectant lover's. As Emma slid back down - she had a ways to go, Emma was five foot barely while Kristen was almost as tall as me - Kristen tilted her head back, closed her eyes, and sighed. Sort of accepting, I suppose.

I looked at Ashley, but she just shrugged. I didn't dare look at Sam.

"You want any pointers, kiddo?" Ashley asked.

"No, I... Actually I think it'll be more fun if I feel my way through," Emma replied, her voice kind of dreamy and distant.

"That's my girl!" Ashley winked at me.

Remember what Ashley said before about enthusiasm? Yeah, Emma had that going for her. All the way.

"Watch," Ashley commanded Sam.

"Seriously?" Sam said, "Can you just... let it go?"

In response, Ashley reached over and flicked Sam's dangling dong.

"You want to ride the merry-go-round, you gotta buy the ticket," she said. I tried to think through what she was trying to say, then thought better of it. We were far too high for clever - just about the right height for fucking.

Emma crawled into position. We didn't have to look to see when she started. Kristen announced it with a long, drawn out,

"Oooooohhhhhhh"

We'd learned a lot about each other in the last two days. Maybe too much. Little secrets we'd thought would never come out were suddenly on display for everyone to see. My massive crush on my little sister. The cracks in Sam and Kate's relationship. Ashley, the so-not-shy little sexpot. And quiet, conservative Kristen? Turned out she was a talker.

"Higher... ooooooh slower... ohhhhh that's it. Oh, Emma lick me there, lick me good... No lower now, that's it... stick your tongue right... AH! Ohhhhhh! That's it... that's my girl...

Oh Emma... Em... Little Emmy... You... That feels sooooo nniiiiiiiice."

Another thing we found out: Emma gives oral on all fours. Head down. Bottom up. Beautiful, tight little quim, almost bare of hair, just up in the air and begging for someone to plug in and complete the circuit.

Ashley looked at me, pointedly, then pointed. Go for it! She mouthed. I shook my head back and forth vehemently. Ashley's face turned... well, ashen. Then angry. It started with a death glare and ended with her outright refusal to even look my way.

"You're gonna get it Jason," she said through clenched teeth, "Or you're gonna lose it. I just hope you can find a way to rationalize what you've done after you realize you got the wrong end."

I focused on what was happening in front of me.

"Oh, Em... All those times... Together. At your house. At mine." Kristen was rambling on, head rolling back and forth. Stupendous breasts spinning in time. Her legs were raised now, knees pointed and forward, mirroring her fantastic, pointing pink nipples.

"All those times in our fuzzy pjs... Lying in bed, watching TV. Just... OH... Just think. We could have been...OH fffffuuck! We could have been doing thhiiiiiisssssss."

Emma laughed a little from her spot down at Kristen's twat. Then she redoubled her efforts.

"Like... like this baby?" Emma asked, a little muffled.

Kristen shook in response, like shivering, naked on a freezing day. She started shouting.

"Oh Em! My little... My little bestie. Remember when...OH... remember when we would lie there in the dark, just you and me on the bed... Talk about your... your biiiiiiig brother... Just there in the next room... We used to wonder what he was... Ah. AH fuck! Would've been so much better if we'd just gone over and found... OH... Think about it."

"Uh huh." Emma from below.

"Just... just picture it."

"Uh huh."

"Sneaking out of your room, oh so quiet. The floorboards creaking under our feet. We creep next door to your... ffffUCK that's good... to JJ's room... Light's shining out from under the door."

Ashley gave me a look, but I just stared at my little sis as she went down on beautiful, suddenly so sexy, Kristen. Watched as Krissy's astounding silky, gold hair swished back and forth over her body - covering her breasts, her stomach, even tangled a bit with Emma's own hair. Yeah, I'd crushed on Kristen. Lots of times. She was my sister's best friend and oh, so beautiful. And because of that - the friendship, the age difference - did she have a little of the forbidden sister bit rub off on her, as well. You better believe it did. Same guilt, same driving desire. If you could get a girl pregnant just by thinking about her when you... Man, both those girls working each other up on the floor would've already had hundreds of my kids

"Your biiiiiiig bruther..." Kristen was just babbling now, the only thing stuttering and shaking more than her mouth was her unbelievable body. "Ohhhhhhh. And... We open the door and... there he is. Little JJ. Jason. Our little Jay Bird. Only not... not so little after all. Right?" And... and we cover him in kisses. Slowly pull off all his clothes and rub up and down his body. Take that... shove that big thing inside and bust our cherries. So good. So...

"Emma?"

"Yeah?"

"Little Emmy?"

"I'm here, baby. I'm here bestie. Just... just getting you there, OK? Let me get you there."

"Em is that your brother's cock in your hand? Are... are you sticking it inside me? Oh... Oh Emmy you... you can't stuff me full of your big brother's immense, enormous cock... I'm not... I'm not on... Oh but it... it feels so good that big... big bruuuuther cock it...

"I know, baby. I know. It'sssss so good," Emma said. Gasping like she was getting licked alongside her friend.

"It's... it's going in you next right? You're gonna let me stuff you full of your brother's cock. Give him your precious, juicy, virgin hole. Feel him... fill you up like he's filling... meeheeeheeeee. Let him give you his... OH! Oh baby! Oh Emmmmmy, little Emmy that feels so... Keep... Keep licking me. Just like that. OH! Don't stop. Don't... EVER stop licking ME!"

Emma drove her head down between her bestie's legs. Her ponytail whipped back and forth, so hard I swear Kristen's thighs turned pink from the thrashing. Then Kristen threw her head back and howled, teeth bared and gnashing.

"Huuuuurrrrrrrr!"

Thighs snapped tight. Neck straining. Kristen's whole body bucked once, twice, like Emma's tongue was electrified.

"Ohhhhh oh FUCK! GOD! Oh my..." Kristen was almost sobbing as she shook, "Oh my fucking fucking god..."

Emma picked her head up from where she'd been operating and smiled slightly, letting her pride leak out over the room. Her face was sticky with girl stuff, her chest almost cherry red. Emma looked at me and then laughed a little. Brushed the little bit of brown hair out of her eyes.

Kristen, on the other hand, seemed almost comatose. She just lay back, arms stock straight again, thighs bent on angle, breasts almost sitting on her side. Like someone had completely uncoiled her. Which, I suppose, Emma just had.

"Well," Kristen said to the ceiling, "I guess I'm gay now. Thanks for that. My parents are gonna be thrilled, let me tell you."

Emma turned back from us and climbed up her best friend, careful to drag her terrific tiny titties across Kristen's body - even bumping them a little on Kristen's much larger mounds. Then she leaned over her friend's face and kissed her softly on the lips, lovingly. She whispered something, again, and Kristen just smiled back beatifically.

"OK?" Emma asked. Kristen nodded, Emphatic.

"You're sure? Really?"

"You better bet I am," Emma said.

"God... God I love you little Emmy."

"Damn straight," Emma said back, softly.

*

The next hand - the last of Round five - was a weird, all fold around. This happens pretty much all the time in actual poker, but was positively bizarre in the dirty, sexy version we'd invented. No one wanted to pause for the end of the round, so I dealt the first hand of Round sex, er, six.

I wiped the sweat from my brow. It was hot as balls down there. If we weren't already naked we'd have been stripping down, anyway. I'd have moved the game outside, but there were far too many other boats nearby for our particular party.

Both Emma and Kristen were still stumbly from their last go round. I knew they'd fold before they even examined their cards. Sam, strangely, also folded, looking right at Ashley. But Ashley wasn't looking at Sam, she was staring me down. She looked at her card, like looking at the ingredients on a cake mix box and said,

"I believe that I will be betting... a dry hump."

Hey hey! And here I thought she was mad at me. Sometimes reruns really are the best thing on TV. Plus, I might see the extra-special director's cut ending if I, literally, played my cards right.

So when I looked down at my card for the first time (I'd been a bit distracted doing the dealing and the end-of-round drink refresh), I was thinking I'd just insta-call and be done with it. But then I saw what I was holding and my whole strategy changed

I had a king. And Ashley, bless her, had bet a dry hump.

Hmmmm.

Now here's the thing. I could just call and one of us would lie down and the other would do some dragging. Based on how the day had been going, the group wouldn't even set the timer this time. Ashley would let things get hot and heavy again and... Or maybe not. Dry hump, by definition, meant nothing was getting wet and, really, where was the fun in that? I wanted something a little more open ended.

Fuck it was hot. I felt so dirty from all we'd been doing. Made it hard to think.

What could I raise to? Betting fuck felt crass and, honestly, a little too much like pushing my luck. Believe it or not, anal sex didn't really appeal to me. What about a boob job? She did have the most Amazing MammariesTM (Patent Pending. All rights reserved). But you know, boob jobs are kind of the Monet of fucking. They look great from a distance but in reality...eh. Sex needs lubrication. Boobs don't lube. Sweat is not nearly as slippery as needed.

We sure had a lot of sweat though, I was practically broiling in it.

And there it was.

"I raise," I announced. The whole group looked at me, somewhere between surprise and disdain. I was the kid at Toys R Us whose parents had already picked out a new toy. Only now I was daring to demand even more. Hey you little fucker, maybe we just get you nothing. How's that?

The group leaned in. Ashley seemed... Happy? Upset? I couldn't read her anymore.

"Shower," I said.

I heard Emma suck her breath in on my left. Sam tsked his tongue.

"That..." Ashley began, "That is actually a really good bet. Nice job, dude."

"What?" Kristen asked, "What's the big deal about a shower?"

"Good lord," Ashley said, "You are the most prudish little slut I've ever..."

"Whatever. You guys make everything dirty," Kristen said.

"You get in there. Get all soapy and slippery..." Sam said. He seemed to be picturing shower sex more than he was defining it. His mental image seemed to make him both happy and appalled.

"It's a good bet," Emma said "It really really is. Bastard."

"When this becomes a professional sport, you're gonna be the Tiger Woods," Ashley told me.

"I'll wear number 69?" I asked.

"Not yet, you won't."

"So you're calling my bet, then?"

Ashley looked back at her card. The whole room seemed to hold its breath. Emma and Kristen were excited by proxy, only, but why was Sam so... engaged in all this? He looked like he was standing on the side of the craps table with all his chips resting on the next throw of the dice. Only he didn't have any chips on the table. I couldn't imagine what he cared about here.

"Yeah," Ashley said, "Yeah. I call."

She showed her jack. I showed my king. It hardly mattered.

"It's so hot down here," Kristen said, "I'm jealous. I could use a shower, too."

"Then stay in the hand next time, Sister Christiana," Ashley said. She stood up, took my hand, and led me to the back of the boat. I grabbed a couple of towels on the way.

"I'm...I'm gonna try to go cool off a little," Emma said. She started walking up towards the deck. I imagined it had more to do with the chance of hearing Ashley and me over the rushing water. It was odd, really, Emma had no problem letting me give it to Kate the night before. In fact, she'd encouraged it. When I was with Kristen, hell, Emma seemed to almost enjoy it as much as we did. But when I was with Ashley, Emma suddenly seemed as uncomfortable as me when I watched her fool around with, well... anyone.

"You guys have twenty minutes!" Kristen called after us "I'm setting the timer!"

"I got it!"

I had no doubt that Ash and I could do all kinds of great stuff in twenty minutes.

*

Once the water was warm enough, we stepped in. The shower was one of those glass-door, stand up thingies. It fit both of us, but barely. Once we were both wet (ha ha) we went straight for the soap. Ashley took her time rubbing her hands up and down my chest and stomach. Thank God for crew. Man, I tried to picture Ashley rubbing down my pudgy, pale high school body and just couldn't see how it would ever have happened.

I reached over to Ashley to do the same, but she rebuffed me. Then she went back to my torso.

"Hey, I'm the one that won the..."

She shushed me, then took her time, getting me nice and slippery. As if on impulse, she dropped her right hand down and cupped my balls. Gently, lovingly, with revenance and awe. Then she slid her soapy hand up my shaft. Squeezed. Testing. I looked up at her face. She was focused on her work. An artist with her brush.

I took the opportunity, grabbed a squirt of body wash, and started on her shoulders. Then I slowly slid my hands down her front. I brushed past her breasts. Let her nipples prickle at my palms. Ashley sighed and squeezed my cock. Reward for my good work.

There are few things in this world as wonderful as wet, slippery breasts. And Ashley had the most wonderful mounds I'd ever laid anything on. Her precious titties proudly pointed forward as I hefted them in my foamy fingers.

Ashley knelt down. Her breasts squipped right out of my hands. My penis was now lip level. Oh my god. Oh my GOD!

She winked at me. Then she started cleaning my legs. Dammit. That tease.

As Ashley worked, I ran my hands through her impossibly springy, dirty blonde hair. After a moment, I pulled her up by her armpits. Ashley smiled at me coyly. Her little tongue darted in and out. I kissed her. Hard. Our tongues twisted and twirled. She smelled like peach shampoo and girl cum.

As we kissed, Ashley's hands slid down to my cock and she started working it again. I put my hands on her breasts. Massaged and tweaked. Ashley disengaged from the kiss. She rested her head on my shoulder. Then she angled her slit up against my shaft. Nestled my hardness into her soft center.

And then stopped.

"Oh, that is nice," she said, "Isn't it just... oh... so good."

"Yeah," I grunted. Whatever speaking power I had was being shunted down to the reproduction control center nestled between my legs. Little left for more than monosyllabic responses.

Ashley was pushing me back into the tile wall with just her hairy little hole. The shower water spit and spattered.

"Oh Jason... Oh JJ. Little Jay...bird. Not so... not so little are we? Oh Jay Bird you feel my clitty rubbing... rrrruuuubbbbing up against you? Oh that's... I don't know if I can hold back... Do you feel me? Do you feel my little clitty? She wants you so badly..."

"Yeah."

"Oh... I don't know if I can stop... So wet. So hot..."

Ashley dragged herself over me for every adjective. Wwwwet. Hhhhhot. I found my hands were running through her hair. My fingers caught on her golden ringlets.

"I... I'm getting so close... Are you getting close, Jay Bird?"

"... Yeah... Oh yeah."

"Don't blow yet... oh no... you can't... can't cum. Not yet. Not before... I... I cum..."

Oh Ashley... so obsessed with who went first. She must've been a bitch in grade school. She gasped then, giggled, shook a little, her hands tightening on my shoulders for purchase. Then she started the process again, dragging herself up and over me. My cock throbbed. It screamed. She stepped away. Wrapped her clever little hands over my shaft. Pulled and rubbed at the skin. Slowing me down. Speeding me up. Her other hand found my balls for a second. Just cradled them, in her palm. She looked up at me, eyes earnest.

"You... you wanna put it in me. Don't you?"

Ashley's soft little blue eyes seemed to plead, wet and wonderful while she continued to massage my member.

"Yeah. So bad..."

"Just spread my legs and plow inside me? Drive and drive and drive and then fill me with your precious... Oh god, JJ, I want to feel you so bad. I want your cock inside my hungry little puss. Oh, Jason..."

Ashley slid forward again, hands around my back now, her pussy pressed to my cock, pinning me outside her opening. Cruel, using the very thing I desired to keep me away.

"Oh JJ. Little Jay Bird... My pussy is so hot for you. I want you in me... so badly. Do you want that baby? Fill me up? Blast your hardness into me again and again. Make me scream for you. Beg for you?"

Ashley reached down and took my cock in her hand. She held it tight, then adjusted it upwards, like lifting a massive lever, and guided the head right to her steaming entrance. I felt the tip of her lips hug the head of my cock.

"Oh Jason, you want to fuck me so bad... Tell me... Beg me to put your cock in me."

"Oh... Oh God. Yeah. Please Ash. Please. Let me go... Let me go inside you. Oh please, Ash. Pleasepleaseplease."

"But Jason... So wrong. You can't put your cock inside... inside your little sister..."

My eyes popped wide. I nearly leapt out of Ashley's hands. Right back into the tile wall. She had me cornered. I shivered a little. All that hot water couldn't keep me from feeling so cold.

"Come on JJ, give it to your little sis. I've been such a good little girl. Don't you wanna put it in me? Give me my reward? I promise I'll be ssssooooooo good to you."

Ashley prowled forward, dragging her body over me as she hissed the 'ssssooooo' out. My cock practically rippled in response. The press and pressure. I wasn't going to last. Oh... Oh god...

I'd thought Ashley was so quiet. So shy. When we'd first met on the boat before she seemed like a little sheep, so sweet and soft with wooly, yellow hair. This was a wolf. A demon. Taunting and testing me.

"Oh, Jason... So bad... Give your little sister what she deserves. Come on. You heard what I said outside with Kristen. Put your cock in me. Take my virgin pussy and make me scream. Make me beg. Beg you for your big strong brother cum."

"Ashley this isn't... I don't..."

"I'm not on the pill, you know... There's no... Oh, Jason, you could... Your amazing, enormous big brother cock inside me... no condom... You gonna put your big bare penis in me and make me... Fill me up so full..."

I tried to shuffle out of the way but Ashley held me to the wall. Rubbed her pussy up and down me. Electric pulses of pleasure went right up my shaft. Down my legs, up my arms. She put her hands behind my neck and kissed me, lightly on the lips. Pulled herself up and forward. Wrapped her legs around my waist. Moved up and down me like climbing a tree. Moaned deep and long.



Then Ashley's face changed, signaling the end of her little sister character and the return of regular old, incredibly horny Ashley. She stepped down and stared up at me.

"I know you think it's bad, Jason. I don't know what Katie said to... to guilt you into feeling like this, but she's wrong. OK? I'm telling you she's wrong. I... I'll tell you a secret, OK? No one knows this. Not any of my ex-boyfriends or Katie or even...ha!... even my parents. Just you. And my therapist, I guess, but she doesn't count.

OK? Here goes."

Ashley backed away from me a bit. Gave our bodies some space. As she spoke she idly traced my pecs with her pointer finger.

"When I was younger, but not so young, if you get what I mean. I was 18 and all if that's what you're worried about. My brother and I... Well he used to come into my room. Kinda like what Kristen was talking about before. Right? The lights are out, everyone's in bed. Just tiptoe down the corridor and...

He started by rubbing my shoulders. Then my arms and back. One day he... he let me watch him do it. The next time, I showed him mine. My cum. Our ultimate expression of personal pleasure - we shared it with each other. He'd come in a tissue the first few times. Then he let me hold it in my hands. On... on my tits. In my mouth. In my hungry little puss. Finally. God you have no idea what I had to go through to get him to finally stick it in me and... Fuck it was so good. It's not like... It's not like with other men, Jason, or like with other girls for him. It's just not. There's this connection between the two of us, well...

We liked to change it up. Make it fun. We'd do this. This game I'm playing with you now. I'd play and prance, demand and tease and beg, and he'd... he'd give me what I wanted. What I deserved. And look - look at me."

She reached up and held my chin so I couldn't look away.

"There's nothing wrong with me. I'm not broken or... or fucked up. I'm just normal, happy, me. Very happy, being honest. I like you guys. You're fun. Maybe not perfect or particularly healthy, but fun. I want to help you be happy. I may not like everything you are Jason, but I still think you deserve to be happy. And I'm telling you, your little sis? Emma? She wants this. Almost as bad as you do. So..."

She leaned forward. Pulled me tight. Let her taut titties brush against my chest hair. Brought her sex right up next to mine. Open. Waiting. Vulnerable.

"Tell me, Jason," Ashley said, back to her little sister self, "Just say the word and I'll stop."

She reached down and grabbed my cock in a vice grip.

"Just... just say 'I'm sorry little sis but I can't put my cock in you.'"

She lifted my penis, nested it in the furrow between her tantalizing lips. She sort of ran herself up and back. Let me stimulate her center without ever sliding in. I swore I felt her clit, hard, against my shaft.

"I... I can't stop Jason. You have to make me stop. You have to tell your little sister to get off... Hee hee, already getting off. Ohhhhh... You have to tell me to let you go. Or I won't. I can't. You'll be inside my wet pussy, just covered in my wonderful wet sister stuff and making me cum, Filling me up with your... oh...oh...oh! Your cum. Your sperm.

"All for me. Right there. Right into my womb, baby. Nothing to stop it. Nothing to stop you. Just... just... tell me. Tell me to stop. Please Jason, stop me. Oh, I need... I need you to stop me before I... before you... burst."

Ashley froze then. I felt her hand on my shoulder, so tight. Holding on for dear life. Then she was angling me upwards again. Towards her... towards everything. She let my cock go. My penis in its place. Put her arms around my neck again. Kissed me sweetly with teasing tongue and teeth. My cock stayed in place. Right at her entrance. Just a little lean forward and we'd be... we'd be fucking.

"Do you want your baby sis, JJ?" Ashley asked.

I felt weak everywhere but my crotch. My penis so impossibly strong.

"I... Ashley I..."

"Nuh uh uh. Little sister. Baby sis. Tell your baby sis what you're gonna do with that big, bad cock of yours. I won't just take it. I'll...I'll beg you for it. Cry and plead for your big brother cum in my belly. Say you want it and it's yours.""

"Little sis. Baby sister, I... "

"That's time guys!"

My actual little sister, Emma, yelling from outside the bathroom.

"That was way more than 20 minutes," she shouted, "Come on, time for the rest of us to have some fun."

Ashley simply jumped down from my body and reached back, switching off the shower. Just like that, she went from horny babe to business-like and I was left with nothing except whiplash.

Ashley cracked the door open, took a towel, then handed me one. I stood. Still in shock. Dripping.

"Ashley..." I tried to speak but the words were caught somewhere in my midsection, "Ashley I'm..."

"That was fun," she said, "Maybe a little too much fun." I swear her puffy pink, pussy lips were practically smiling at me.

"But Ashley, I..." What was I gonna say? How did I even begin? My body, my brain, my penis, were all pulling in different directions and all it did was make me ache.

"You were really good at that," Ashley said, "The role play stuff. I thought maybe we were gonna do more, but... well, I guess I'm just not that into penis. Even practically perfect ones."

Somehow I felt even dirtier following our shower than I ever had before it.

*

Remember last time? When my balls went beyond blue to orange to flaming hot white? I told you all that stuff about how I was walking around with a huge, targeted missile between my legs and I just couldn't get it down? Let me tell you something, that was nothing compared to where I was after that shower with Ashley.

I tossed my towel down and joined everyone else, already naked. Every time I moved, breathed, bent even slightly my balls fucking ACHED. Practically screamed. I was so full of cum it was, I kid you not, dripping out of my cock, unbidden. I imagined skyscrapers would bend in comparison to my own erection's magnificence. This was beyond aroused to some other place of actual, physical pain.

"That must have been some shower," Sam said.

"You have no idea."

I practically sobbed as I sat down. I felt so full, so hard, I was worried I might impregnate the carpet just by sitting on it. I did my best to look away.

"Whose deal?" Ashley asked, as if we'd been coming back from a smoke break and not... y'know... that.

I was dying. And yet, oh good Lord, I had no idea how dead I was about to be.

*

"It's such a nice day out," Ashley said suddenly, "I think we should make this the last round."

She looked at me as she spoke, eyes narrow and cold. Seriously? This, the girl who had practically driven the game to what it was now, wanted to call it a day?

"It is really nice out," Kristen said, "It'd be nice to get some sun. Maybe go for a swim. While we can, you know?"

Fucking hell.

"Yeah," Emma said, "We've all had some fun. Fuck it, let's call it before things get weird."

Was she serious? I shook my head but didn't say anything. When the girls say it's over, that's the end of it. Even in dirty, sexy time. Especially in dirty, sexy time, actually. I had no choice but to agree. Everyone smiled. A nice friendly finish.

Riiiiiiight.

We were all leaving early the next morning to go back to school. The way we were leaving things, I wondered if I'd ever see any of them again. Besides my sister, of course. Even Em. For all I'd done to try to keep things normal between us, it was clear we would never be able to go back to what it was. For all my efforts to save us, I'd done nothing but destruction.

I was wrong, of course. About everything. I think I was so worked up, I just didn't see what was really happening. Ash's declaration wasn't the end of the game, just the beginning of everyone's end game. All the signs were there: the intentions, the accusations. We were headed exactly where everyone wanted to go. I was just too cooked to notice how we were going along.

I'd just dealt. That meant we had four hands left for the deals to go the whole way around and the game to officially end: Kristen, Sam, Ashley, and Emma. I'll tell you a secret. We wouldn't even make it past the second hand.

Hand one was anticlimactic in every sense of that word. Sam won a kiss from Ashley and stupidly, I thought it was a sign for how the rest of the game would go. Stupid stupid stupid.

Hand two went in an entirely different direction. I was trying to be the hero, once again, and it would backfire on me in the worst way possible, one last time.

Sam dealt. Sam was last to act. Ashley folded. Emma bet oral. Holding a Jack, and thinking I was somehow Mr. Smooth, I called. Emma just glared at me, knowing I wasn't really agreeing to something, just squashing her bet. I'd just made a tremendously dickish move. In all senses of that phrase.

"Really?" Ashley asked.

"Play your own cards," I said, unaware of all the cosmic karma I was calling down on myself.

Kristen called, also. So me, Mr. Genius here, thought that Ashley was pissed, not because I was doing my sister dirty in all the ways she DIDN'T wanted me to, but because Ashley was suddenly thinking she should've stayed in the hand. OK, I'll stop foreshadowing. Here it comes.

Sam's turn. He made a big show of looking at his card, but I knew he was folding. We hadn't gone head to head, literally or figuratively, in two days because neither of us was particularly interested in the potential consequences. We had an unwritten rule, right? He was going to make a big show and then fold his...

"I raise," Sam said.

Wait. What?

"What's the bet?" Emma asked.

"Not sure yet," Sam said, "Thinking about it."

"You taking suggestions?" Ashley asked.

Sam smiled at her, hungrily.

"I'm gonna say... anal."

Sam smiled, self-satisfied. He rested his card carefully on the ground. Something about what he said, the way he said it, my brain just broke. Like I said, all my thinky parts were in my penis and not thinking. I guess I just... I dunno. I'm trying to explain what I did in a way that makes sense and that's kinda hard when I know that what I did was nonsensical. Un-senseable. Insensitive.

Ashley was already out and she kinda shrugged as if to say, yeah, well, been there done that. Emma then called and, if I was upset before I was positively livid now.

This was his big revenge? That piece of shit had gone too far. Yes, I'd fucked Sam's girlfriend the night before. I wasn't the one that raised her to that and I wasn't the one who had just been cheating on her the very hand before, but fine. I was the bad guy. I got that.

But now I saw that Sam had spent all day setting this up. This moment. No matter what he'd said before about forgiveness or acceptance or whatever, he was going to get his revenge on me. I thought I had it figured. Sam was going after Kristen - the girl that he knew I wanted - and make me watch. OK, kind of petty, but whatever. I'd seen it coming and I'd accepted it a while ago. But that wasn't enough, oh no. That asshole wanted to fuck my sister up hers. Add injury to insult.

I'd seen the backdoor show with Sam and Ashley the night before. No lube. Sam totally focused only on his own pleasure. I wasn't having it. I was the big brother. I was going to jump in and protect my little sister. I didn't give a fuck that she'd called, that it was her choice, whatever.

I wasn't gonna have it. I wouldn't let him. I saw one choice, one chance, and I took it.

"I raise to a fuck," I said (Out of turn, I might add. But, y'know, the idea that this was poker in any way shape or form had fled long, long ago).

You see those movies where everyone hears something and they gasp, in unison? And you think, ha, that's cute, that never happens in real life? Yeah, well, everyone sucked in their breath at the same moment I spoke. So it happened. Extra super dramatic. So there you go.

It was the perfect bet, of course, and I patted myself on the back for thinking of it. Kristen would call or she wouldn't, that was win-win for me right there. Sam, of course, would never call and Emma would lay it down, as well. Right? Perfect play - worst case is I cock block Sam with two hands to go and little to no hope of getting back up on his horse.

Kristen called. Oh. My. God. I'd done it. I'd won. Best play of the night by far and...

"Call."

I looked up. Sam. Sam had just said that. He looked me in the eye and mouthed the word again.

"Call."

Oh my GOD! Oh no oh no ohno ohno...

Emma folded in disgust, but I barely noticed through my terror. My stomach ached in time with my balls. My mouth tasted like vomit. The whole boat seemed not to just rock, but spin.

OK, I told myself. Maybe this wasn't so bad. Maybe I had Sam beat and I could just... y'know, tell him to fuck off? Or Kristen had us both and so she'd choose me because, let's be honest, there was no way she would choose to lose her virginity to fucking Sam. Right? I mean, come on that just wasn't gonna...

Oh God.

I showed my Jack. Kristen sighed and showed a ten. Ashley shot her a look.

"What? I thought it'd be fun," Kristen said.

Ashley grumbled to herself something that sounded like, "...fucking virgin my wet dripping cunt..."

Well, see, that worked out perfectly fine. Yup, no worries here because Sam would show his measly...

Ace. ACE! Sam turned it over with the shy look of someone who knows he's probably misbehaved and is far too happy to care about it. That motherfucking... I mean, seriously. Ace. Seriously?

"Don't worry, big guy," Sam said, "You can sit this one out."

I was too devastated to even start coming up with a smart comeback.

*

We had the usual back and forth where Emma tried to help Kristen get out of the situation. But oddly, this time, Kristen didn't seem all that interested in escape. In fact she seemed accepting, maybe even a little excited. She'd made her bed and I guess she'd decided she might as well fuck in it.

I mean, for future reference, I'm all for the public disposition of virginity. It's gonna be the big issue on my 2024 presidential ticket. Universal healthcare, tax code reform and public, nationally broadcast deflowerings for all. I mean, who's not voting for that? But not with Kristen. Not with my girl - the closest thing I had to a little sister besides my actual little sis.

Since Sam won, he decided he had full power to, ummm, set the scene. Based on size difference only (Kristen had a good four inches over Sam) and not other, more self-interested considerations, it was agreed that Kristen's first time would be from behind. Everyone scrambled to set things up for the big event. It was like watching preparations for the world's strangest tea party. Or a really fucked up bridal shower.

Emma slid out the kitchen table to give Kristen something to lean on from the waist up. It seemed a shame to pick a position that kept Kristen's immensely stupendous breasts and incomparable, unfathomable long hair out of the way, but that's what Sam wanted. I wanted to look down on him for such a stupid decision, but then I'd bet him into this spot in the first place so maybe I needed to just shut up.

Not-so-innocent Krissy then leaned forward, her legs just long enough to touch the floor, putting her pussy up in the perfect position for penetration. She didn't make a sound. The whole time, Sam just stood back like he was watching the Geek Squad install his new 72" TV. Proud, excited, maybe a little nervous, but mostly just raring to go.

"I'm gonna hold her hand, just for the first part," Emma announced. She grabbed hold of Kristen's right with her own. Like these were things that needed to be justified. Emma could have squeezed Kristen's boobs for the whole process and no one was gonna say boo. In fact, why the fuck was Emma only holding her friend's hand? Yet another decision that seems, in retrospect, like kind of a missed opportunity...

For the most part, I stood aside and stewed. If Sam was the owner of a new super mega TV in this metaphor, then I was the wife - sulking that my husband had spent all our money on stupid toys. I know. The only person I should have been mad at was myself.

I mean, I was pretty much literally responsible for the entire debacle, start to finish. Looking back, I should have been magnanimous or, at least, not a tremendous fuckwad. Kristen wasn't my girlfriend. I might have pined for her, but that was a secret forest I'd never taken her to. Or even made casual mention of. And, again, it was her decision. Hers. Had I been more mature - acted like a responsible, worthy adult - maybe things would have ended up better all around.

Yup, a young woman was about to lose her cherry to, essentially, a total stranger in front of a bunch of other people (some of them also strangers) and all I could think of was my own bruised ego. I'm a real class act, I am.

Kristen was in position - head down, ass up. Her hand was in the safe hold of her bestest buddy. Her golden hair splayed out in amazing rays over the brown, wood table. Beautiful as the sun.

Sam stood behind her, stretching like getting ready for a track meet. Ashley was whispering at his side. I stood directly across from the action. If Kristen lifted her head instead of resting it on her right cheek, she'd be staring right at me. I was angry, upset. Resigned and relegated.

But before we could begin, I did have one last bit of the knife to twist.

"You've gotta put on a condom, Sam," I said, arms crossed. Eyes dark.

"What? No. No fucking way, man. Fuck that shit. I'm not wearing a fucking condom. You didn't rubber up when you... Last night, I mean. You didn't wear protection. Why should I?"

"I should have. It was a mistake and I shouldn't have done that. We should have stopped and... Look man, it's Kristen's first time. You can't go bareback in her you just... can't. It's not right."

"No. You know what? Just no. I'm not fucking doing it. I don't have any diseases or whatever, it's not fucking happening. Understood?"

"He's right, Sam."

Ashley. On my side, somehow from across the room. How had that happened? She continued,

"It's her first time. You're not knocking her up on her first time. Plus the condom's lubricated... It'll help her."

"Yeah, come on Sam," Emma said, "You have to respect her. Right Krissy?"

"Yeah..." Kristen said, more to the table, "Yeah, if it'll help. Definitely."

Sam just grunted, but he stepped away from Kristen's opening. He waited, impatiently, while Ashley skipped off. She came back with the package, she tore it open herself, and rolled it over Sam's cock, almost lovingly. That seemed like a heck of a consolation prize to me, but Sam acted like it was some horrible indignity.

"Happy now?" he asked. I shrugged.

"It's for her, man, not for me."

"Whatever."

Sam stepped up again. Ashley put her hand to his chest.

"You ready up there, honey?" she called forward.

"Uh huh," Kristen muttered.

"Maybe warm her up some first?" Emma asked.

Sam nodded and put his hand out, slowly rubbing Kristen's sex with his thumb and fingers. He'd explored this cavern before and was starting to know the quirks of the layout.

Kristen smiled, lying there like a cat in a sunbeam. She stretched her arms forward, just like a happy feline would, too.

"Ohhh, that's really nice, Sam," she said, "Little softer maybe?"

Sam didn't say anything but I saw him shift slightly and Kristen again started to purr happily.

"Mmmmmmmm..."

"You ready, baby?" Emma asked.

"I... I think so..." Kristen said, "Kinda hard to know when I've never..." She kept talking but it was all to the table. I couldn't hear a word.



Sam took his fingers, now lightly dusted in Kristen's marinade, and lubed up his penis. He put his other hand on Kristen's ass and then gradually moved himself into position. Then slightly slid forward.

"Oh!" Kristen broke out of her mumbling, "Hey Jay. Jason?"

I suddenly straightened.

"Come... come here for a sec," Kristen said. If Sam noticed, he didn't show it. At least he had the decency to not just... drive it home.

Kristen's eyes were wide as saucers and her mouth was even wider. Her tongue slightly lolled out. I looked at Emma. She just shrugged, holding her bestie's hand to her chest, protectively.

"That good?" I asked when I got close enough to whisper.

"Can't... can't tell," Kristen said.

"There's her hymen," I heard Ashley tell Sam.

"Jason," Kristen said, "JJ. Jay bird."

My sister's pet names for me. She'd been using them all night, I noticed. Spoken not in the mocking way that Kate or Ashley had used them, but like Emma herself did. With love, affection and even a little awe.

"I... Oh! Careful that... Just... just go slow Sam, OK?"

He grunted back.

Kristen motioned for me to come closer. Her lips brushed my ear. Sam was still plumbing her depths. I saw Kristen's free hand was knuckle-white on the table.

"Jason," Kristen whispered, "I just wanted you to know... I... I wish it was you."

And then Kristen's eyes rolled back into her head and she screamed in pain as Sam busted through her maidenhead.

A little tear ran down her cheek, but her face stayed still. When she had her breath back she continued,

"OK? I wish it was you that was doing... Yeah?"

I leaned in and kissed her lightly on the lips.

"Yeah. Yeah, me too."

I looked up at Emma to see if she'd heard and clearly, she had. She just smiled at me, a sad little wistful thing. Then suddenly, my anger drained away like Kristen and Emma had pulled the plug from me. I started filling back up again, but with sad.

"Just... just wait a sec..." Kristen called back, "Ssssssooooo... So full... I just, I just gotta get used to it."

"Yeah," Sam said, "Yeah of course. OK. Just let me know."

Sam wasn't a jerk, by any means but he wasn't exactly a gentle lover, either. I'm sure Kristen's comments about his size made him a little more willing to do things her way, though. Smart girl.

But the position Sam'd chosen said it all, really. was Kristen's first time and I don't think Sam really thought about it - how it should have been for Kristen. He was interested in fucking her for his own sake. That's not how a girl's first time ought to be, in my opinion.

Emma leaned in and whispered into Kristen's ear, though I could hear it all, easily.

"You think that's big," she said, "Maybe it's a good thing you chose the starter penis before getting on our big boy over there."

Emma nodded knowingly at my turgid cock. He popped a little in approval. Kristen kind of giggled. A pained little laugh.

"Yeah... probably..." Kristen told Emma.

"You OK down there?" Sam asked.

As I said earlier, Kristen - quiet, conservative Christian Kristen - transformed into someone very vocal and even a little rude once someone started at her. We knew the shock and pain had drained away, then, because she started talking. It was like getting the whole play-by-play on her first foray into fucking.

"That's... yeah... OK. I think I'm used to it a little. Just go ahead and..."

"You sure?"

"Yeah... yeah. Sure. Go for it."

"What's it...?" Emma started, then realized maybe now was not the best time for a Q&A.

"It's... he's inside me it's... strange. I feel so... so full. Like I never realized I was empty until something was in me and I... OH! He's working back and forth with me and it's like I can feel every ridge. Every bump. Every bit of him. AH, wait. Kinda hurts, too, though..."

I watched as Kristen slowly slid on the table, forced back and forth by Sam's furtive movements. I thought about how it would have been with me and realized I'd betrayed her. Like I'd done with my sister.

Damn.

I leaned into Kristen.

"I'm sorry," I said.

"F... for what?"

"I should've... I'm just sorry."

"Don't... oh that's nice... don't be sorry, OK?"

I stood up and watched, doing my best to keep my eyes on Kristen's reactions, rather than to what was causing them. She kept her eyes all scrunched up, made hot white nail marks in Emma's palms. Lay there and let Sam go as well as she could. The rollercoaster starts, you realize that you do not want to be on it, but at that point there's nothing to do but ride out your misery and hope for a quick end.

"That's... that's nice that's...ow, hang on just... your penis is like, it's jabbing me at a weird angle and it's like... oh wait, oh there it is. That's nice...OW... fuck, why am I so sore, it's just..."

"You want me to... you know?" Sam asked. He clearly did not want to... you know. His face was bright red and little bits of sweat ran down his face, his chest, his arms. He was bent over at the stomach like an old man on a walker, hands gripping Kristen's shapely buttocks. He didn't even pause as he asked if he should pause.

"No no... it's ok... keep... keep at it," Kristen said. Sam kept at it.

"It's...oh it's such a strange feeling, I've never... No wait, slow down... just slow down for a sec, OK?"

Everyone looked at Kristen, her blonde hair pasted to her forehead, her eyes no longer wide but small and not so much frightened as just... frustrated.

"It's feels like... kinda dry," she said, "Like I need to make more lubrication or just... I feel like I'm covered him in my stuff but it's like, kinda burning and OH!... Oh no, keep... keep going Sam, just... just keep... ffffffffuuuuuck."

Her head down now, Kristen stopped talking. The table gave little creaks... faster, faster then finally Sam threw his head back and...

"Ahhhhhhhhhhh," he shouted to the ceiling, arms thrown back.

"Oh!" Kristen said, she looked back.

Sam's head was down. His hands gripped her ample buttocks as he rocked back and forth, ever slower.

"Oh, Sam," Kristen asked, sort of aroused, sort of confused, "Sammy, did you cum?"

"Oh. Oh yeah," Sam said. He staggered back. Leaned against the wall and caught his breath.

"Kristen that was awesome. You're fucking awesome babe, you know that?"

"Thanks," Kristen said, kind of blushing.

"Did you... y'know?" Sam asked.

"It's OK baby. Maybe if you just..."

Sam answered by ripping off the condom. Then he threw it up against my wall where it stuck with a splat. There was a little streak of red blood running along the side. The last of Kristen's innocence, just tossed aside. He couldn't even use a fucking trashcan for it?

I put my hand on Kristen's shoulder and rubbed it, lightly. I just didn't know what to do. I'd always heard people say their first time was awful, but I'd never really understood how until that moment. I mean, I'm sure my first time was terrible but my girlfriend had been around a bit, and well, it's always good for the guy, no matter how bad he is so...

"First time's always bad, hon," Ashley said, "Don't worry, it gets better. Way better."

"Yeah, OK," Kristen said, still lying on her stomach. "It was nice, really, I got it. It just, I dunno it was weird, I just couldn't get wet enough and then the way Sam's penis was pushing into me and it just felt so big and my... I just felt sore, that's all. And a little dry... No it was really good. It was really fun. I'm really really glad I did it. Really."

"OK, well, you guys clean yourselves up, OK? We've still got a couple of hands to go," Ashley said.

Kristen groaned, then started to roll off the table. But Emma, still at the beautiful blonde's side, sort of gently pushed her back down. Then Emma bent over and rested her forehead on Kristen's. They shared a warm, weak little smile. Emma smiled wider and kissed her bestie right on the lips.

"Hang on," Emma said, "Hand's not over."

Everyone stopped. Ashley was already sitting back at the circle, shuffling the cards. Sam was walking out of the bathroom, his penis flaccid and fulfilled. I stood to the side, as confused as anyone.

"We didn't finish the bet," Emma said.

"It's cool," Sam said, "Jason you're off the hook. Though I'm sure it'd be a heck of time for both of us."

He winked, like we could ever share the same in-joke, now.

"That's fine," Emma said, "But not what I meant. Sam, Jason and Kristen, you were all in the hand when Jason raised to fuck. Everyone called and then showed their cards, right?"

I looked over at my sister and raised an eyebrow. Where was she going with this?

"Right," Sam said, "I had the Ace so both Jason and Kristen owed me a fuck. But I'm commuting Jason's sentence because... ew. Just no dude."

"Jason, what card did you have?" Emma asked.

"I had the jack of diamonds," I said, my old lucky card from fucking Kate. All hail the mighty jack of diamonds.

"And Kristen?"

"I had the 9, I think?" Kristen said from the table. It was weird the way she was just lying there, splayed. "No wait, I had the 10. Sorry, it was the 10 of hearts. Sorry."

"Don't be sorry," Emma said. She looked at me, her eyes asking: 'you see where I'm going with this now?' I looked back in a way that said 'no, no I do not.'

"Are we all good here?" Sam asked.

"Ugh. Really people?" Emma slapped her bare thigh with her palm, "You'd think that when you have the chance to... Whatever. Sam's Ace beat both Jason's and Kristen's cards. So Sam gets a fuck from Jason and Kristen. But Jay's jack beat Kristen's ten. So she still owes him a fuck."

Wait. Wait what? Holy fucking jack of diamonds! Lord of all cards, may the jack of diamonds forever be hallowed, holy fucking fuck!

"Emma I..." I started, but stalled.

"She's right, I guess," Ashley shrugged, "Does it matter?"

"Emmy I don't think I want to..." Kristen started. Emma shushed her, then turned and whispered,

"It'll be alright. Trust me."

""Kristen owes me a fuck I guess technically? But, ummm, I don't want to do anything that would... I mean she said she's pretty sore so..."

"It's OK," Emma said, "She's totally fine. Right Krissy? Tell him you're totally fine."

Kristen gave her bestie a look that said she was most certainly not fine. Emma knelt down and the two of them bickered back and forth for a moment. All I could really make out was Emma's end point.

"... and I was right, right? It was fucking awesome?"

"Yeah," Kristen said, almost dreamily.

"OK, so trust me now. OK?"

The ship tilted and groaned. A little "ooooooo" that seemed strangely dirty in the circumstances.

"OK," Kristen said.

"Good," Emma patted Kristen on the buttocks, like post-pep talk, and then turned to me.

"Go for it, JJ. You're good."

"Go for what?"

Emma gestured at her friend, lying on the table, head buried in her arms, like it was the most natural thing in the world. Throw a fuck into my friend, big guy!

"Emma I don't..."

"Jesus, do I have to... OK, come here."

Emma grabbed my elbow and pulled me to the back of the boat where no one could hear.

"Listen," Emma said, "You owe me big time, buster, so you're gonna do this for me, understood?"

"Emma, I... I don't think that's how this works. I hurt you badly and I solve that by... fucking your best friend? Not even porn is that ridiculous."

"Jason. Jay Bird. I... I'll admit I was really mad at you. Still mad. I'm still pissed at you for all your... bullshit. Look, Sam and I we... well we kind of cooked up this idea where... You know what, it doesn't matter. That's my best friend on the table there and she's hurting. It was her first time and it just totally sucked and I mean, soon it's gonna be my first time and I..."

"Wait, Emma, you're a virgin?"

"Yes. Shut up. Anyway, look, it should have been special for her. You heard what she said. I want you to make it special for her, OK?"

"Emma, I don't want to hurt Kristen. I've already done enough to fuck things up and I don't think fucking's gonna fix it."

"See? That's my point. You're not... you're not standing there just waiting to get your rocks off. I ask Sam for this, you know what he's saying? Hell yeah! And Kristen ends up in the same sucky spot, I promise you. You care about Kristen. You want her to feel good and I know KNOW that you'll make it happen for her. Just like I knew you'd get Kate last night and help Krissy out in our circle jerk this morning. I just... I know my big brother. He always sweeps in and saves the day. That's why I... You're gonna help Kristen. I just know you will."

"This is the weirdest weekend..."

"I dunno, remember Aunt Jack's cocaine wedding at the zoo in San Francisco?"

"Not funny."

"I wasn't joking..."

I groaned in surrender, then I walked over to Kristen's backside.

"So," I rested my hand on her exposed buttock, like it was a bedside table, "How do you want me to..."

Kristen rolled over slightly, searching me. I couldn't read her look. Fear? Desire? A little of both? Her eyes were suddenly like little microcosms of the summer sky. Bright blue with streaks of white. It was hard to tear myself away.

"You're really gonna do her?" Ashley asked, suddenly standing. Cards forgotten.

"Bet's a bet, right?" I looked at Emma. She nodded.

"I was thinking," I continued, "you might enjoy it more if you were on top, could control how we go. Or like, if it was missionary you might..."

"No," Emma said, "same thing. No changes."

"Just do her and be done with it, eh?" Ashley asked.

I looked over at Sam, standing in the corner, staring off into the distance. He hadn't said anything and I felt my stomach clench a little.

"Apples to apples?" I asked, "This isn't some... double-blind, placebo-controlled study we're doing here. I'm trying to do... I'm just trying to help Krissy. Like you said."

Emma crossed her arms and glared me down.

"OK, play that same song."

Gingerly, I helped Kristen roll back onto her stomach. She rested her head onto her folded hands. She shuffled her pudendum a little, putting it back into the starting position.

Her pussy, tight and pink before, now looked red and raw. Maybe a little angry. Already gaping and almost certainly ready. I reached over and ran my finger over Kristen's opening. She made little gasp that sounded like pleasure.

She was plenty wet, I'll tell you. Not Emma dripping, I'll grant, but there are waterfalls that look dry compared to that girl. If I was doing the weather report for Kristen's quim I'd say it was super humid with ongoing showers throughout the day and a 100% chance of penis by the afternoon commute.

Satisfied that Kristen was still in a condition where she might be satisfied I took a condom out of the box that Ashley had brought out and started to tear it open. I thought about asking her to slide it on for me like she'd done for Sam, but figured I was already getting more than anyone could ask for.

"Hang on," Emma said, "No condom."

"Em?" Kristen looked up, surprisingly small and scared.

"Not exactly the same then," Ashley said.

"I'm sorry, but what the fuck?" Sam shouted, "What's so special about him that's..."

"You're right Sam," Emma said, "I'm sorry. I just... I think based on what Kristen was saying about staying wet... That is, I'm hoping it might be better for her if there's no condom. Y'know? Like maybe she's allergic or something?"

"Oh what a load of crap," Sam said. He started pacing, swinging his arm like a boxer.

"She might be right," Ashley said, "Some people, the condom just makes it... I mean, it always feels better skin to skin but..."

"Emmy," Kristen said, "I guess that kinda makes sense but I don't want to..."

"Jason's totally clean, right JJ?"

"Umm, yeah, I guess, but I don't want to get Kristen, y'know..."

"I'm not on birth control. The pill," Krissy said, "I mean... it's against the church and I know that sounds kinda stupid now, but..."

Emma pressed on,

"But I'm sure you're in the safe part of your cycle, right? Rhythm method? All that?"

Kristen just shook her head, once, solemnly.

"I think, maybe... I think maybe that's why I've been so... y'know, ummm horny?" Kristen said the word like it was the dirtiest thing that could ever be said, "This whole weekend, my body is just begging for... y'know. Penis. Cock. And stuff..."

"Emma," I said. I'd been down this road, seen the end, turned around and walked back. I could draw the whole thing from memory.

"You'll pull out," Emma said, "Before... y'know?"

"We did the whole 'pull out' thing last time, remember? That did not go well. Well, I mean it did, but..."

"You'll pull out, Jason," Emma said, suddenly serious, staring me down. She crossed the room and then walked me back into the corner.

"You will," Emma said, "When you start to feel like you're gonna cum, you pull out. I don't know why that's so hard for you boys, but... You'll do it on her back or her tits. You'd like that right? Cum all over Krissy's gorgeous titties?"

Holy fuck it was hot to hear Emma talk about her bestie's breasties.

"OK to knock her up on her second time, I guess," Ashley said, chuckling.

"I'm serious, Jason," Emma said, "I don't care if you're glued into that girl. Even one of your potent brother-spermies goes in there, I'll take my fucking revenge. You hear me?"

"Fine," I said, "But then as long as we're making changes, I want Kristen to lie on her back, not her front."

"Fine," Emma said. Tough negotiations, these. You don't see the Camp David accords going into this level of detail. Of course, that's probably because you don't want to watch them, either.

Kristen rolled over on her back, languid and slow. She looked at me, legitimately nervous now. Her breasts shrank from impossibly immense to merely massive when she was on her back.

I know I've spent a lot of time on Krissy's titties but I'll tell you what. Her breasts were fine, but it was her hair - golden, poker straight, cool to the touch, long down to her bottom and thick enough to cover her front - that's what made her so astonishing. She was also pretty as all hell and in good shape from tennis, too. Maybe a little thick but like I said, I like that. Whatever. There was Kristen's fantastic hair and there was everything else. She made Rapunzel look like Captain Picard.

I reached over and gathered Kristen's hair, like pulling up dainty daisies. Then I lowered her locks over her chest, covering her little ears, her chest, her breasts. She smiled at me. I shrugged. A happy little shake.

"When you're ready," Emma said.

I looked down at the amazing woman lying in front of me. Her legs hung open, limply. Her pussy stared back, still gaping, as if to say, 'Well? what are you waitin' for?'

"You ready?" I asked her.

"Yeah," Kristen said, "Yeah, ok."

Just like with Sam. Same sort of half-permission. It would be different, I promised myself. I narrowed the whole world down to just Kristen and me. Her pussy and my cock. I ran my hands up and down her flanks, her butt, her thighs and ankles. Our eyes, already engaged.

As Kristen's lips let way to the head of my raging cock, I saw her pupils widen slightly. I ran my hands through her thick blonde pubes. Traced them from her tummy, down over her pussy to her cute little pucker and then back and around again.

Kristen rested on her elbows. looking down, trying to see our joining. Her mouth hung open slightly. She panted as I pushed in a little further. Made a soft, silent whine.

"That's, that's... Yeah I'm OK," Kristen said.

"Keep talking to me, babe, OK? Just keep... keep telling me what you need."

"I... OK... I need you to go a little deeper. It's... It's still pretty sore, but..."



"If you need me to stop, anytime, I'll just..."

"NO! I mean, um, no. No. It's OK. It's still alright so far."

I slid myself in a little further. Kristen's walls hugged my shaft so tight, it was like pushing my penis through molten marshmallow, but every time I went forward her incredible cunt gave a little more. Sucking me in ever deeper.

"Oh... Oh Em he's inside me," Kristen said, "Oh, not like, like all the way but... Oh."

"Good?" I heard Emma as if she were distant, across the room. In another country. Another world entirely from our own. I thought for a moment, about Kristen's little fantasy from before. Her bestie, my sister, stuffing her full with my cock. I thought about suggesting it, then decided it was better to let things be. Focus on the girl. Our joining. Nothing else.

"So good, "Kristen said, she looked up at me and smiled.

"I'm about halfway," I told her.

"Wow. So big. OK," she said, kind of happily, then let her head fall back.

Kristen reached forward with her hands and folded her fingers in mind. She pulled me forward and I followed. Most of the way in now. Kept waiting for her to stop but still pulling, almost dragging. If she could reach my butt, I thought, she'd jam me home, I'm sure of it.

All the way inside her now. Buried to the root. My balls bounced off her beautiful butt, aching every time.

Done getting me in position, Kristen dragged my hands up to her breasts and lay them there. Then she squeezed them down, making me squeeze her. Sort of how I'd showed her how to rub my cock before.

I could barely reach that far from how we were standing- my cock actually went a bit forward, somehow, buried beyond the root. I've no idea how. Kristen's nipples were pink and hard as hell.

"That... that's it?" Kristen asked.

"Yeah," I said, panting in time with her, "Not enough?"

"Ohhhhh no. Nooooo no no no. More than enough. Too much, honestly," Kristen said, then she whined like a little girl, telling on the big mean boy, "Em, you're brother's dick is way too big."

I laughed a little. She almost shuddered from that simple stimulation.

"No," Kristen continued, I'm just... Just waiting for the painful part."

We stood there, like her pussy had froze me in place. Attached at deeper than the hip. I kept rubbing her breasts. Teasing and squeezing. I wished I could lean forward and suckle, even for a little. Fucking beautiful fucking girl.

"Fuck you're tight," I told her. I wasn't kidding. I know, 'tight' to a girl is like 'big' to a guy. It doesn't matter what you feel, or what you don't, you always tell a girl she's tight when you're in there.

But Kristen? Man she was fucking tight! I mean, I expected... she was still sort of a virgin after all, but fuck. I'd been in plenty of women and this... there was just no comparison. When Krissy had popped me in her mouth before, she'd sucked me harder than anything I'd ever known or could imagine. And yet that was like a light gust of air compared to what her pussy was doing to me now. It was squeezing - the crushing, rib breaking, death hug of a constrictor. And it felt so... fucking... amazing...

The only thing that kept me from coming in her that moment was, well, practice. So there. But also, I can't ever really cum standing up. I know, it's a weird thing, but for some reason being upright cuts off the cum signal from my cock to my brain and so I end up lasting forever or falling over. Lucky setup, this.

I looked down at beautiful, still sort of innocent Kristen.

"No I mean it hun, you're... you're really fucking tight."

"I know..." Kristen whined, "I feel you... like, I feel every ridge, every vein, it's like... fuck... this is so much better without the condom... I thought I was feeling it before, but... Holy shit!"

"Good. I'm glad that it worked out."

"You wanna try..."

"Moving around a bit?"

"Yeah. Yeah. Just... a little. My body is like... you have no idea, it's just screaming for you to pound me into the table and I just... I don't want it to hurt again, y'know?"

"Yeah," I said, "For the record, I have a pretty good idea of what you're body's trying to get you to do cause..."

We both laughed a little. Her tummy did this little jump each time my cock twitched inside her. Sexy as hell.

"OK. I'm gonna try but... you're so tight baby, I'm afraid I'm gonna cum if I... If I feel it coming I promise I'll..."

"No! No, please don't... please. Just stay. Stay inside me, OK?"

"Yeah... OK. I'll do my best, I'll... Here, hang on... Let me try something else."

I left my left hand on her breast, wrapped up in her hair, and dragged my right over her stomach, through her pubes and up to her clit. I smeared it slightly, back and forth.

"Oh... Oh, that's..."

"Yeah?" I asked. I lifted my thumb up, licked it for lubrication, then stuck it back down and started rubbing again. Slow, languid pace.

"Little faster," Kristen said. I complied.

"Little harder, like, push down a little more."

Ok, then.

"Keep...k...keep rubbing. Faster... oh...oh fuck...push... push down just..."

I started to move my cock back a bit.

"No! No don't, just stay... Stay there. Not yet, OK, not yet. God... feels so fucking GOOD when you're cock's in there. You're not even fucking moving it and I... Ffffffffuck..."

"OK, baby, alright. Whatever you say."

The room filled with the wet sound of me rubbing Kristen's poor, neglected clit. Like an abandoned puppy, it rubbed itself against my thumb with every stroke, just begging for attention. I worked her clitty back and forth, up and down, Kristen wagging and panting, over and over and over again.

"Keep... not like...yeah, side to side... like that."

Well at least the girl was learning what she liked. That's the kind of homework everyone can't wait to get home and start working on.

"Yeah, like that... just... just keep rub...oh! Oh that is sssssooooooo nice. Oh. Oh Emmy your brother, he's... he's rubbing my clitty and it's..."

"I know, Krissy," Emma said, "It's so good, right?"

"Yeah, like, SO so good. I mean, he... he rubbed me before, but it wasn't... it was nothing like this."

"His cock's good in you?" Emma asked.

"OH! Oh, so good," Kristen said. "Sssssoooo so so so good. I mean, you have to try this it's so..."

"I'll get a boyfriend some day, I suppose. Or a good toy..." Emma said.

"No. Nononono. This one. You have to try it with this one, OK?" Kristen said. I looked down in case Emma's eyes were asking for the same thing. Just focused on my thumbwork.

"It's like... OH, so good. I don't ever want it out. Not ever. I just want him in me, rubbing me forever. I mean, I'll let him go so he can stuff it in you, but other than that...

"OK," Emma said, stifling a laugh, "but remember he has to pull out, right honey? All that stuff about how your body is just begging for a baby. Don't forget, OK?"

"Yeah, no. I know. I don't want to get... Ha! I don't want to get knocked up it's just..."

"I know," Emma said, kind of sadly, "So good."

"That's... that's it Jason," Kristen turned her attention back to me. She let her head loll back, her body tremoring as I kept pressing her clit back and forth against her pubic bone, like running a slide whistle. My fingers started to ache. I kept jilling Kristen for all I was worth.

"OH! Oh it's... I can feel it, it's..." Kristen's head lifted up for a moment, then dropped back, "oooooooohhhhhh so close."

Her pussy clamped a little more around my penis. He pulsed inside her, like a cum but not... At least I didn't think it...

"Oh! Oh wow, I can like... I can feel it move in me. That's so cool..."

"Yeah," I said, trying to stay focused.

"Is that what it's like when he, y'know when he like, shoots his stuff in me?"

"Kinda," I said.

"Wow..."

I started moving my hand even faster. Kristen started shaking faster, too. Her words slurred into each other, everything she said now a grunt or a cry.

"Oh...that'ssogood just...yeah...yes..."

Her head popped up and she stared at me right in the eyes. I watched as her pupils widened, the blue shifting darker than a rainstorm. Her mouth was wide open, her tits practically pinballing off her chest as she shook. The tightest pussy I'd ever felt got much, much tighter. Kristen pulled in every bit of air and then froze. Her arms stiffened. Her legs snapped flat.

Then I saw her relax just a little bit.

"Oh," she squeaked. The same little squeak she'd made the day before when she'd seen my penis the first time.

"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!"

She howled, threw her head back, then looked me right in the eyes. Her hand pushed it away from her pussy. We stayed still, like posing for a paining. I searched her face. Then she screamed, throaty and deep,

"Pump me!"

Kristen's head dropped straight back down, almost bouncing on the table. Her legs held me tight and she squeezed me into her - legs somehow even stronger than her hungry mouth, her grasping pussy.

For the first time since I entered Kristen's body, I pulled myself back. I saw her face contort, a mixture of pleasure and regret, and then I shoved forward all over again. I pounded her into the table. It honked and squealed rudely along with every stroke.

"Oh GOD! Keep... keep pumping me."

Kristen's hungry pussy pulled at me, desperate for my cock, straining for the seed that it should not could not have. She groaned as I pulled back, sang as I pressed forward, grunted every time I slammed home. Like she was an instrument and I was playing the absolute fuck out of her.

Oh... Em. Oh...Emmy... He. Your brother. He's... fucking... me. Your... brother... is...fffffffucking...meeeeheeehhheeeeee! So good. So good. I... don't know if I can... I'm so close... I have to..."

"It's ok," Emma said. I saw my beautiful baby sis lean in between Kristen and me, take her best friend's hands and hold them. Squeeze them tight.

"You can do it," Emma said, "Jason can do it, right Jay? Let Jason get you there."

"Oh he's... I feel... Every bit just... pounding... Pounding. He's just... he's driving into me that incredible amazing oh so perfect cock... Oh god! Oh GOD! So... so good... Emma. Em... you're brother's fucking me so good."

"I know sweety."

"Oh fuck," I said, "Fuck sis she's... she's really fucking tight... I don't know..."

"Jason don't..."

"It's OK," Kristen said, "Keep... keep going. I'm close... I'm really really close."

"I'm OK," I said, "I'm close, too but... I'm OK."

"He's... his cock is just drilling into me. OH, my hungry little pussy...and oh, Jay. Jason. Reach down. Squeeze my ass. Yeah, there it is. That's it you beautiful fucking fucker squeeze me tight."

Emma and I shared a look - this was Kristen talking. Kristen screaming and cursing. The girl who once felt guilty for days because she'd said the word 'heck' was saying stuff that made us both blush. Was this the real Kristen, pulled out by my own divining rod? Or some other, strange girl, overcoming the one we'd known and loved?

I slide my thumb down to her little pucker and just let it rest there, lightly, as I still crushed her pink, wobbling cheeks.

"No... more like..."

I slid my hands upwards so I was caressing her thighs more than her bottom.

"Yeah... Yeah. Like that. Oh, I wish your mouth could reach up to bite on my boobs. Oh, Emma, little Emmy, little bestie... I don't know how to... Suck my tits, please... Your... your brother can't reach and I... Jason doesn't mind, right? You don't mind do you, JJ? Just..."

Emma looked at me, searching. Wanting and driven but afraid, still, too.

"It's OK, Em," I said.

Emma bent over and took her best friend's breast in her mouth, forming a tight seal between lips and nipple-flesh.

"OH! Oh GOD! OH..."

"Get there, baby," I cheered her on "You can do it, just let me get you..."

"Oh! Oh Fuck oh fuck oh fuck. I'm close. I'm so fucking close I'm close I...

"Oh, Kristen, you want my cum, right? You want my cum all over your beautiful tits, your amazing lips, your fucking incredible fucking hair... You want my cum. You need it."

"Yeah..." she panted, "Yeah, so bad... I want your... Your cum in... I want it all over me, I want your cum so bad..."

"Then you have to... you have to cum for me first," I said, "You... you have to get there or I... I can't... you have to cum. Please, Kristen, cum baby. Cum for me. Cum on, baby... You were there with little Emmy, you were in the next room and you... you wanted... you wanted so bad. Show me baby. Show... show me. You can't have it unless you show me. Show your little bestie. Cum for her. Cum for me. I want to cum so bad and I need you to... OH, fuck... I need you to..."

"Ahhhhhhh!" Kristen threw her head back. And as tight as her amazingly tight pussy already was... it suddenly got oh so very much tighter. And suddenly I went from maybe a minute away to right... that... moment.

"Kristen, I..."

"Oh, Jason I'm cuuuuuumMMMMMMING!"

"Oh fuck!"

Her cervix slammed down, like squeezing me out.

"Kristen I... ffffuck!!" .

Before I could even think, my cock fucking exploded. Like opening a valve and just... Gone. I tried to pull back, but Kristen's legs kept me tight to her as she shook. Both of us locked in the little death

My balls - so full, aching with driven little sperms all desperate to burst out and find an egg - they emptied like fleeing a burning building. Then refilled and pumped again. Liters. Fucking gallons. An impossible font of fertility. The valve let fly and it was like Krissy's unbelievable little puss was drinking from the fire hose.

I was literally dumping cum into Kristen's unprotected womb. So much I couldn't imagine where it all came from. Here's a blast. Another. Another again. All that. Too much. Much more. Painted her little pussy white. Dripping out in great gobs, so much she couldn't hold it all.

"OH!" She screamed, "OH God! Baby that's... oh that's so GOOD!"

"OH Kristen!" I sobbed.

"It's OK," Kristen said. Suddenly she was up, her arms around me. Cool hair cascading over our shoulders.

"It's OK, it's OK, it's OK."

Kristen held me tight with her legs, her arms, her lips. We shook against each other. Cumming onto each other. Her pussy just gulp gulp gulped it all down, She shook with each of my blasts, the concussive force of my cum.

"Oh Krissy. Oh god..." I held her tight and shook against her. Unable to do anything but hang on and shake... shake... shake. Somehow my cock was still sliding inside her, like trying to just keep it all going for as long as it could. Pumping back and forth as I pumped her full of seed.

From the deep recesses of the room, I swore I hears Ashley breathe a chant,

"Yeah... Give it to her. Knock her up. Give her what she needs... Yeah..."

Kristen's voice broke through,

"Oh... Oh Emmy... Your brother. He's cumming. Cumming inside me. Making me... Oh GOD. Baby, I couldn't... I know I should have, but... I wanted... I needed it so bad and... It's so good it feels so...so FUCKING good. He's...OH GOD... he's fucking filling me up... His cum. I can feel it. So... so warm... Hot. Oh God, Emmy I'm so... Fuck..."

"It's OK," Emma said, now hugging herself around both of our trembling forms, "I know baby. It's so good. It's OK. I've got you."

We stayed there, coiled around each other, impossible to tell where one of us ended and the other began. Then slowly my penis stopped twitching and our mutual embrace began to break. I started to speak, fumbled. The words felt all clumsy in my mouth.

"Oh God, Kristen I... I'm..."

"No, no," she smiled, sunshine through the raindrops, "It's OK."

Kristen pulled me close again, then kissed my lips tenderly. My forehead, my cheeks, my eyes.

"I'm OK... More than OK... Fuck."

"Still gay?" Ashley asked from someplace far, far away.

"Not even a little bit," Kristen said, contentedly.

"Oh don't worry, baby," Ashley said "I can help you fix that."

To Kristen's credit, she just smiled as if to say, sure, let's give that a whirl. Then she crushed me even tighter to her chest, protective and loving.

I let her hold me there for a long, long while, knowing that, as soon as I looked up, the horrible consequences would be waiting for me. My sister had promised her fucking revenge and now I was going to get it. I didn't know what Ashley was thinking, but I could only imagine how Sam felt.

I was satisfied, satiated beyond all possible comprehension, my body embraced in Kristen's arms, her mouth, her wonderful wet puss. I felt limp. Spent.

Terrified.

*

So that's it. That's my story. I lost my best friend because I fucked his girlfriend right in front of him. Probably got her pregnant, too. Then I ruined my whole family by fucking around with my sister's feelings. Also, since my little sister wasn't already angry enough, I knocked up her best friend, for good measure. Pretty much a done deal then, this life. Nothing to do but wander the Earth, unwanted and alone.

The End.

Nah. Just kidding. There was still one person left to fuck.

*

I suppose you're thinking that after Kristen and I finally separated and I unstuck myself from our shared sweat, that my dong came out all shriveled and happy. Like a little kid after too much time at the waterslides. I'm sure you imagine that, by this point, my balls were sore, but empty. That I felt worn down. Well worn.

Not so much.

My cock was hard as rock, a fucking rocket trying desperately to launch into any orbit it could find. My balls didn't just ache, they fucking throbbed - almost seemed to blister with pain - so full of joyful juice that I wondered if I'd actually emptied anything into Kristen's quivering quim. The cascades of white, sticky substance leaking out of Krissy at that moment made it clear that I had, but it also made my agonizing need all the more inexplicable

I'd fucking unloaded for the third time that day and I was still wound up as fuck. Fuck. What the fuck was wrong with me? I grabbed a glass of ice and held it to my balls. I felt a little better for the moment. Then I took the opportunity to look around the room.

We'd drained the day down to its dregs. The ship was lit only by the moonlight. Kristen was still laying back on the table, dead to the world. I think I actually heard her snore for a second. Slain by my stupendous man-slime. Ashley just stood off to the side, agape, clearly coming down from who knows how many self-induced orgasms.

Emma sat next to her bestie, stroking Krissy's hair and, oddly, smiling. Why? And worse, why did that contentment seem so scary? But, incredibly, it wasn't the most frightening thing on the boat. That was Sam. He was on the far side of the room just... just fucking pacing back and forth. Swinging his fists like a gorilla at the zoo, face beet red, muttering and cursing up a storm.

"You fucked my girlfriend," Sam said, "Then you knew I wanted Kristen, so you fucked her too..."

"Come on, Sam, that's not..."

"Shut the fuck up," Sam snapped, "Just... just shut up, Jason. Shit."

"You're right, Sam, I'm sorry."

"No you're... no you're fucking not. You're gonna fucking breed this whole boat before you're done, you fucking piece of... fuck. What the fuck, man?"

"You're right, Sam. I shouldn't have... I just... I'm sorry, man. I'm really fucking sorry."

"No," Sam said, he stopped pacing and walked over. Shook his finger in my face, "You're not sorry, not sorry enough. I'm gonna make you sorry, you sorry sack of shit."

Sam's anger was clearly playing keep away with his vocabulary. The whole time he spoke, his penis waved back and forth, making his threats seem kinda silly. Then he reached back like he was going to punch me and things got serious, fast.



I dodged and raised my hands, defensively. If he was gonna come at me, then... well he would kick my ass. Crew is nice for muscles but it doesn't make you into a martial artist. I was lousy at even making a fist, let alone throwing one. My ship was headed for rocky waters and shore was far, far away.

The girls leapt up and separated us. Emma holding me, Ashley on Sam.

"I'm... I'm not gonna hit him," Sam said, "I'm not. I lowered my hands, slowly. Ashley and Emma stepped back. Sam started talking again.

"Last night when you..."

"I'm really sorry Sam I..."

"Shut up! Last night when you fucked my... when you fucked Katie I was mad. So I came up with a plan to get you back. And then, when you were such a... a dick with Emma... I mean, come on man, she's your fucking sister, you can't just..."

"It's OK," Emma whispered, "I'm OK. It was... I was mad, but I... I know you were just trying to protect me, Jay Bird."

"He hurt you. And so we came up with a plan."

"Emma?" I asked.

"I was angry, Emma said, "Like I told you."

"I mean, I'd already figured the one part out," Sam said, "You took mine so I'd take yours. I knew you wanted Kristen so I figured I'd fuck her instead. Emma promised to help me out with that and in exchange I'd..."

He stopped talking. I looked at Emma, who shrugged. I kept waiting for Kristen to come at her best friend - angry at Emma for manipulating her out of her virginity. But either she was in on this from the start or too fucked out to care. Either reason, Kristen stayed silent.

"You know what?" Sam said, "Let's do this. Let's just fucking do it. I take it back, Jason, I won my fuck and I'm gonna take it now."

"Wait. Sam, you're gonna...?" I shied back.

"Go sit in the chair, Jason." Sam pointed at the blowjob chair, the one we'd all sat in for our oral adventures. "I won. You bet fuck and I won and now I'm gonna collect."

I looked at the girls for support, but they all stared back at me, dumbfounded.

"Sam, I don't want to..."

"Sit. In. The chair. Jason," Sam said.

I walked over to the chair and sat down, a naughty child in the corner. Sam stood over me like a gloating supervillain in a bad 80s cartoon. Only I'm pretty sure that the Cobra Commander never threatened to rape G.I. Joe.

"Emma wanted to get you and I told her I'd help out," Sam said, "That was the deal. She helps me with Kristen, I help her with you. So every time I ended up with Kristen, I pushed you to Emma. All those little kisses and feels. But you just wouldn't go forward fast enough. So I enlisted Ashley."

I looked over. The bouncy blonde smiled at me and waved. She said,

"It was a cruel thing you did, y'know. Not letting Emma touch anyone except you and then telling her you were the one person she couldn't have."

"I know," I said, "I..."

"So we set it up that Ashley would bet a dry hump and kinda... role play you into the mood," Sam said.

"When you raised it to a shower, I mean, I couldn't have asked for anything better," Ashley said, "I'm not gonna lie, it was a lot of fun to break you down like that. But you're still an asshole, Jason. Emma loves you too much to see it. But I do. Just so you know."

"And you were OK with all this?" I asked Emma.

"Kind of? Sort of. I mean, I thought I was, but then... I'm sorry Jason. I was angry and I wasn't thinking and..."

"OK, enough of this. Tie him up," Sam said.

I looked around the room. No one did anything.

"Seriously, I won my bet, tie Jason to the chair. Just his arms."

Ashley found some rope (We were on a boat, there was rope almost everywhere. A ship is basically the Best Buy of rope) and tied my arms behind the chair back. It hurt a good bit but at that moment, I didn't know what was going on.

I just couldn't get it out of my head that Sam had decided he was going to fuck me. Like, how was that revenge exactly and why did he want to do that and... I mean just the logistics of it all. I was sitting on a hard wooden chair. Sure my cock was sticking up from my lap, but how would that even work, like mechanically, unless he was gonna suck me off and... wait how the fuck would Sam get his revenge by sucking me off?

I struggled a bit to see if I could maybe slip out, but Ashley did a damn good job. She must have had a lot of practice somewhere tying knots. I doubt that it was on a boat.

Sam stood over me. It shouldn't have been so scary I mean, we were all naked. Like I said before, it's kinda hard to be threatening when your penis is just flopping around in front of you. I'm pretty sure that's why they invented pants in the first place, honestly. People were tired of looking so stupid.

But it wasn't stupid or silly. I was tied to the chair with everyone watching and Sam was screaming about how he was gonna get his fuck. It was fucking scary, man. It just was. My hard on shriveled.

Then Sam stepped aside, revealing my beautiful, bountiful baby sister, hands crossed demurely at her waist. My cock shot up stiffer than it had ever been.

There it was. Sam's plan. Brilliant, really. He didn't just take what I wanted, that was too banal. Instead, he forced me toward what I could never, ever have. Like giving a drunk a sip of whiskey or taking a gambling addict to the casino. Being with Emma now, like this... I'd never be able to build myself back up again.

But then, that's also where Sam's brilliant plan failed. Because I was still getting my Emma and damn the consequences. He thought he was forcing me into a lifelong regret. He'd given me the dream of a lifetime.

Emma. Standing almost primly. Bashful and angry and oh so fuckable all at the same time.

I traced her as she stood there. Emma's caramel-brown hair was still up in a tight ponytail. Her eyes, shining verdant. Eyebrows sharp, cheeks almost ruddy with arousal. Emma's lips, rosy and kissable, were turned up into a slight smile.

A little lower and her tiny tight tits stood proudly - nipples pink and pointing. Reaching. Her long, sculpted arms and delicate, dexterous hands. Fingernails painted baby chick yellow. Innocent, yet oh so certainly not.

I skipped down to the bottom, saving the best for last. Traversed Emma's cute, delectable toes. Followed her sculpted, athlete thighs - so strong, yet soft. Even the little flaws: the slightly knobby knees, her forearms just a little short for her build, her ears and nose maybe a bit too big. They made her all the more perfect.

Then, finally, her center. The bull's-eye of the unmissable target that was my Emma. Trimmed, barely there, brown, downy hair hung over her beautiful, full pussy. A flower slowly opening to bloom. Pink, full lips hung slightly open. The barest hint of clit, peeking from behind her curtains. Her vulva just below, waiting. Wanting.

And of course, she was dripping. Just absolutely leaking down her thighs. A shower of shiny little sister cum running in rivulets. Like she'd been dunked, bottom first.

"Hi," she said. She waved shyly.

I lied before. When I made that list and said that Ashley had the best breasts or Kristen had the best hair? I lied. There was only one winner, ever. Best eyes, best tits, best hands, best tongue, best legs, best snatch, best everything: Emma. My sister.

The only person I'd ever wanted. Yes, Kate was beautiful, Ashley so cute yet nasty, and Kristen was just lovely lovely lovely. But none of them, not one, was my Emma. The girl of my dreams. The one I'd fantasized over, and wondered about, and hoped for my whole life. Em, my little sis, who I knew I couldn't ever have but wanted bad enough to die for. That girl - that woman, that wish - stood over me now, naked and incomparable.

Emma stepped toward me. Unwilling to meet my eyes. She played her fingers through her arm hair, held her head down, and walked forward until our knees touched. Her stupendous small breasts were right at my eye level. Hypnotizing. I couldn't look away.

Emma's legs rubbed up against mine. My cock - standing in my lap, straight as a rail, thick and hard and eager - kind of pulsed, like waving a shy little hello to the woman of his dreams.

"I'm sorry, Jason," Emma said. But she didn't step away. She leaned forward. Ran her hands over my shoulders, my chest. Dragged her fingers over my taut nipples and teased my every nerve ending. She kissed me, lightly, then again, ever deeper, till our mouths were locked together, our tongues running over each other - mimicking the movements we both wanted to make with our bodies. My cock could not get any stiffer but it found a way, anyway.

Emma slowly slid forward, climbed onto the chair on her knees. Hung over me. She ran her fingers through my hair. I moved to reach up and touch her breasts, so pretty and perfect, but I just pulled at my ropes, instead. Impotent.

Emma mistook my movement.

"Shhhh... it's ok," she said, "I... We've... We waited so long for this, Jason. Don't tell me no. Trust me, OK, please. I've been right about it all so far. Just one last time. Let your little sister take care of you now. I promise I'll do a good job."

I nodded, nervous.

She ran her hand over my cheek, like to give me courage. Then she looked down at my pulsating penis. Shuddered and sighed.

"Shhhhh... Mom and Dad are asleep. I just want to come in here and... OH! There's that wonderful cock I've heard so much about."

She giggled a little.

"I've never held a real one, y'know, in my hand. Hey Ja... umm, big brother? Do you think I could... I mean, I know I'm your little sister and all but, well, would you let me touch it? Feel it? I promise that's all I'll do. I've only ever seen a penis before. Will you let me learn from you?"

I could only nod. Emma seemed to have something all thought out. All I could do was sit back and bounce between uncontrollable desire and inexplicable despair.

Emma reached down, then sort of corkscrewed her right hand around my cock. Her fingers were a little cool to the touch. Tentative.

"Ohhhhh that's... See that's so lovely. So hard and hot - soft and sticky. I wonder how it would feel inside my..."

She suddenly let go and my poor pendulous penis practically screamed in frustration.

"I know. You said just a touch. I'm a good little sister. I listen. You'll see."

"So good," I agreed.

"I don't suppose you'd let me... Well now that I've held a cock - Is that what you want me to call your stupendous stiffness Jay-bird? Not your thingy or your pee pee but your COCK? - Well once I've held him I'd kinda like to maybe try a little more? Would that be OK?"

"Uh huh."

"Like... maybe... show me how to stroke it? I won't make you like... shoot your stuff. I promise. I just want to know how to... to please a guy. My man. Y'know, down there."

It was enchanting, this mix of role play and reality. On the one hand, Emma had a whole fantasy going here, removed completely from where we were. But on the other... well, she wasn't making it all up either. Somehow, despite all that had gone on, she really hadn't held a cock except for that one moment when Ashley went down on her the day before. She certainly hadn't stroked one or had it in her... Ohhhh fuck.

Emma reached down and encircled my shaft again. Hardly moving her hand, just holding on. Needy. Like it was her life preserver in a sea of sexual unknowns

"Now how can you help me learn? Oh! I know. Just... y'know, like... Maybe, put your hands over mine and show me how you..."

She smiled, innocently, in a way that made it clear she was all but guilty.

Not thinking, again, I tried to pull my arms forward and show her. But I only succeeded in shaking us both on the chair.

"No?" Emma pouted, "Ohhhh... It's OK big brother. My little Jay Bird. Mom and Dad are in the next room, I know, but they won't hear us, I promise. You sure you don't want me to pull on your perfect peeny?"

I pulled against the chair again, a prisoner - frantic.

Emma released my cock and hung her hands behind her back. Then she stuck out her bottom lip, eyes to the ground. Made the sexiest little whimper.

"I know! I bet you're just uncomfortable. I can understand that. I mean... I'm your sister, right? Big brothers aren't supposed to show their little sisters their fantastic fertile cum."

Emma slid back a little. I could see behind her, Ashley and Sam were wrapped around each other, twisting tongues, Sam's hand on Ash's amazing breast. Yet somehow both of them also had their eyes on us, surreptitiously - the little show that was getting them going.

Kristen had stood up as well. She was closer. Within Emma's arm reach. The golden goddess seemed to be egging Em on, though I didn't hear her say a word.

"But Mommy always says to share and I'm a good little sis, remember? I promise to play nice with my big brother. So let's do a deal, OK?" Emma continued, "I'll show you how I cum, so then you can feel good about showing me yours. Fair?"

I nodded that it was, but Em wasn't waiting for permission. Instead she just slide her right hand down her belly. Then she slapped her clit.

"Oh!" she cried in concert with the CRACK of her slap.

"I've got a bad little clitty, wanting my brother so bad. But don't worry, she'll just put on a little show. Nothing... inappropriate."

This was a performance I had seen before, back as part of our group grind session at the beginning of the day. Even when Sam had brought my little sis off. But that didn't make it seem any less exciting. Best. Repeat. Ever.

Emma started being far, far nicer to herself. She groaned as she slid her hand slowly over her clit, tracing big circles. The circles grew smaller, tighter, faster. She bucked a bit.

"Aaaaaha!"

Then slid her whole hand over her pussy, rubbing back and forth as hard and fast as she could. Her legs trembled.

"Oh..ho...ho...ho..."

Breathing came in little gasps.

"See... big... brother... See how your... little sis... get's off? Bad... So bad. Big brother... You're not supposed... Supposed to see your sister cum..."

She tried to look me in the eye, but the sudden sensation of pleasure bent her sideways. Her eyes fluttered shut. Face contorted and tight. A long low groan. Her hips clenched and she shook.

"Th... there. There it is."

Then she straightened and smiled, the big post-cum happy face. She was still rubbing, though she slowed it down a bit so she could bend over and kiss me. Her lips pressed to mine. Passion.

"I... I have a confession," Emma said, so sweetly, "I didn't come in here just... just to feel your cock, JJ. I... wanted to... I want you. I've always wanted you. So bad... Will you... Will you make me yours, JJ? I swear I've never had a penis. I was... I was saving my needy, pleading puss just for you."

She sort of pointed down at her open snatch, still rubbing as she did so.

"See this? See how... how fucking wet I am for you? I promise Jay it's all only for you."

She took her hand off her clit and then dragged her fingers over my mouth. Let me taste her tremendous twat juice. It was honey. Nectar. I supped and sucked on her fingers like licking milk out of her teat. Oh...

"I know... I've been a bad little sis. Forcing... Holding you this way. But, JJ it was all for you. It's all... Only you. My body... Me. Made for you. I swear it's so. I know it. Please."

She reached down and started rubbing herself again, careful not to let more than the breeze of her movements brush my cock.

"See... see my cum? Is it good? Ohhhhhhh... Oh FUCK! Th... there. There it is... There..."

She sort of squirmed as she shook, her second orgasm in what seemed like seconds.

"Is that... did I do good for you, Jaybird?"

"Yeah, I said, finally able to find my voice, "Good. So good."

Emma slowed her hand. Still panting. Sweat ran down her face and chest, mixing with the gallons of girl cum pooling on the inside of her thighs. We both stank like sex and we hadn't even fucked each other.

"Oh big bro. This is like, the best day ever! I'm so lucky to have a big brother looking out for me like this! Teaching me. And with Mom and Dad in the next room, too. So brave. I mean, one loud gasp and that would be the end..."

She sort of giggled, then minced about,

"Oh Daddy, don't worry. I didn't let him put his big mean thingy in me..."

Emma laughed again, her voice so musical.

"But you... you don't care one bit about that," she continued, "You just want to make your little sis so happy... Hang on. Next lesson!"

Emma stopped like she was getting a cell call. Then she slid down off the chair, knees on the floor.

"Oh, hello Jason penis. Big, amazing, unstoppable, completely fuckable new friend. I'm Jason's little sister, Emma - don't worry, you'll get to meet my own little private parts soon."

She patted him, lightly. It should have been a little silly, all this, but my cock certainly didn't think so and I could tell from the little moans and grunts in the background that Sam and Ashley didn't either.

"My little adventurer," she said, "You've been in... well, just about everyone's hand. I can't even count how many mouths. And two completely unprotected pussies! Did you like that? Spitting all your fertile seed into those poor women's wombs?"

I swear my penis bobbed right then. Nodded. A proud little 'yes.'

"I hope you saved enough for little sis..."

Emma shot forward and before I could see what was going on, she'd gobbled my cock head into her mouth. I practically seized right there on the chair, my head threw back, my legs shook. Emma swirled her tongue, dipped it into the hole, then licked her way up and down the shaft. She looked up at me, mouth full of cock, and smiled a big happy, double-chinned blowjob grin.

"I'm a good little sister," she told me, mouth full of cock.

Then she slowly let my shaft drag back out. It felt cold, going from the world of Emma's warm wetness into the open air.

"Yummy!" Emma cried, "Still kinda tastes like Krissy cum, though."

"I'm sorry..." Kristen started from somewhere to my right.

"Oh no, I like that. I like that a lot," Emma continued.

Kristen made a happy little gasp. I looked over and saw her for the first time fully since we'd... Her hair was all over the place. Her body slouched. Her hand - oh little Krissy, sweet innocent Krissy - her hand was jammed in her pussy. Rubbing languid. Loving what she saw in front of her.

Em climbed back up on the chair, covering my view once again.

"Oh big brother... you're so kind and generous - instructing your innocent little sis all about sex. Let's see..."

She put her finger on her chin, the cartoon definition of the thinking face. It was so ridiculous with her naked. So sexy.

"You let me touch your cock and then I showed you how I cum. Then you taught me about blowjobs, I'm such a lucky little girl. I guess there's only one thing left to learn then..."

"Emma..."

My conscience, somehow, had taken back over control. As if everything we'd done up till now was explicable, absolvable. Like if I could somehow escape the ultimate act and, in the morning, Emma would thank me for protecting her. Keeping her safe. Like a big brother should.

If she heard my judging tone, my little sister just ignored it. Instead she shuffled further up, then straightened her legs slightly. Aiming my arrow right at her exposed, vulnerable vulva.

"Jason," Emma said, "I thought we'd agreed on this. You said you'd show me... Show me everything. Your virgin little sister needs to learn these things, y'know. And like a good sister should, I'm gonna get my lesson from you. That's what big brothers are for, of course. To teach their little sisters everything."

"Emma I... I just don't want..."

She cocked her head at me. Curious.

"Do you want me?" she asked, lowering her pussy ever so slightly so it tickled the tip of my cock. The ultimate lie detector.



"...Yeah."

I didn't want to say it. Wanted to lie - only for her own sake of course. But it was too late. The truth was out and it'd be easier to delete a picture from the Internet than to pull back on what I'd said to my sister.

"I want you. So badly. I'm not lying JJ. I promise. Ask Krissy. All this time. I've been craving... Saving... saving myself for you. The love of my life. My big bro."

I turned and looked at Kristen, her face scrunched up and red like she was going to sneeze. Her hand slapping her clit so hard, I worried she might rip it out. She barely paused from her own pressings to nod, yes, Emma was telling the truth.

"I just... I just don't want to hurt you."

"Good," Emma said, "Then don't."

I thought she'd just impale herself right there, but instead she sat back a bit, like building up the courage. She blew her bangs out of her eyes.

"Fuck it," Emma said.

She reached back and pulled her hair out from the tie, letting her beautiful brown locks shake free. She tossed her head back, shook her hair like she was in a shampoo commercial. Then sat back up, hair dangling sexily over her eyes. Dripping down past her shoulders. I hadn't seen her hair down in... maybe ever. She went from Clark Kent to Superman. Extraordinary to stupendous.

I swear I gasped as her green eyes glowed at me through those dark brown strands.

"Oh, Em..." I sighed, happily, "You're so beautiful." I hadn't planned on saying it. It just... came out.

"Do you think so?" Emma asked, not really needy but still clearly enjoying the compliment.

"Yeah," I said.

"Not just cause I'm sitting here naked about to slam myself on your cock?"

"You're gonna...?" I asked. I don't know why I was so surprised. What did I think was happening, exactly? We weren't about to have high tea.

"Yeah." She said it the same way I always did. Mirrored my face, my intonation. Somehow that drove it all home. Siblings. Born from the same womb. Grown in the same house. The same childhood and now, suddenly, about to share the ultimate intimacy. So twisted, it only made me want her all the more.

Emma reached down and took my cock back into her hand. She lifted up on her thighs and then slowly dragged my penis over her open snatch.

"Em... You're... you're sure?"

I asked again, more to massage my own guilt over anything other than that. I was supposed to protect my baby sister's innocence. Not be the one to take it. Yet now, I knew, I would. I'd break through walls to bust her cherry.

"About our little final exam? Oh JJ. Jay-bird. More than anything," she said, still running my stiffness against her warm, wet softness.

"You're a virgin..."

"I know, Jason. Trust me."

"Oh... OK."

"OK to hold him in my hand? Emma asked sweetly, already transgressing.

"OK."

"OK to... to stroke him on my puss?"

"Of course."

She paused then, smiled down at me. Lined me up. Her wetness dripped over me already, like holding my cock under a running faucet.

"Put it in?" Emma asked. I looked at her, so beautiful. Incredible. I didn't deserve this. No one did.

"Plllleeeease let me put it in me," Emma begged, whimpered, "I want to feel it so badly! Oh God... I need... I need it. Need your cock so bad."

Her body shook with hunger as she pleaded.

"Yeah," I said, "Yeah. Put it in."

Emma lifted up even further, then set my penis right at the opening of her hungry hole.

"I'm fucking my brother," she said, almost curiously. Then she lowered herself, ever so slightly, onto the head. She went a little lower, taking only a bit of my head inside of her. Then she leapt up. I looked at her eyes, suddenly pale. Her confidence fleeing fast.

She went down a little more this time. Heaven. Her tight little hole around my whole head. She looked over at me. Smiled. Nervous. I waited for her to go lower, but she stopped in place instead.

"Oh... oh fuck..." Emma said.

"What's wrong, baby?"

"It's just... I mean... I know it's big, I said it's big but... Fuck. Look at it. How's all that going all the way in..." She looked down at her sex, already lewdly spread, "I mean my little pussy wants it all so bad, but I..."

I nodded. Understanding, of course.

"I... oh God. I think. I think it's too big, I mean..."

"It'll be OK, baby, I promise," I said.

"Sure you think that. You don't have to shove that immense snake monster inside your teeny tiny cave."

"Oh Emmy," I said. I tried to reach forward, stroke her arm, but I couldn't. Fuck, Ashley was far too good at tying. "You said it yourself. We're supposed to be together. That tight, wet, fucking tunnel of heaven was made for my cock. Remember? My penis is only big because my baby sister needs it so."

"I know but..." Emma went down to a whisper, "I'm afraid."

Suddenly, Ashley was at her side, looking like a naked nurse. She'd left Sam behind somewhere, I suppose, but I couldn't see him. Ash's lips and cheeks were red from all that kissing. Her incredible chest matched that color. I don't imagine they'd been fucking, but they must have been really fucking close.

"What's wrong, baby?" Ashley asked, her concern so obvious and true.

Emma looked near tears. Her perfect plan, punctured by my massive manhood.

"I... I want to... but... He's too big. I think he's too big."

Emma started to lift herself off me, but somehow Ashley held her there.

"How do you know that?" Ashley asked, "he's not even inside you, hun."

"It's just... I can already feel him streeeeetching me. I don't think I can go much... It's our first time together. I don't want... It has to be amazing or it won't work and then I'll... I'll lose the love of my life forever."

"Oh, honey. That's silly. The first time I fucked my br... I mean, the first time I had sex it hurt like fucking hell. Then we did it again and again and... like, he'd bought a ten pack of condoms just for that night, right? The next morning he had to run out to get more. We just kept going and going. And I'm telling you, each time?"

"Got a little better?"

"Fuck no, it hurt like hell," Ashley said, laughed. Smacked Emma on the shoulder. The hit alone made her slide down another centimeter.

"Oh!" Emma said. Not a good oh. She tried to push herself back up.

"But eventually, over time, we learned how to make it feel good for me. Amazing. Which only made it all even better for him. And you know what? Your brother may be an unforgivable ass, but I know for a fact that Jason will do anything he can to make the sex fucking incredible for you. So don't worry."

Emma nodded, still worried.

"Well, OK... What if I helped you, you know? For your first time."

Emma looked at Ash, confused by what was being offered.

"Y'know? I can help you slide down, hold you. Jason could probably do those things if he wasn't... tied up with other things at the moment."

"You could untie me," I said.

"Oh no. You're not going anywhere. Not till you've gotten your full punishment. I know you Jason, maybe you won't escape right away, but you're still looking for a way out of this. To be what you thinks of as the good brother, which honestly, is the opposite of what you've actually been doing these last few days. Trust me. This is for your own good. And Emma's too."

I slumped back and sighed.

"So does that sound good? You want me to put that practically perfect penis in you?"

I heard Sam groan in frustration from somewhere in the cabin.

"Don't worry, Mr. Whiny, you'll be putting plenty inside me soon!" Ashley said. Chastising.

Emma looked at me, nervous, then shook her head slightly. No. Still afraid. Ashley sighed in exasperation.

"What if you let Kristen do it. Would that work for you?"

Emma paused, then nodded. Emphatic.

"Yeah. Yeah, OK."

"You helped Krissy get off," Ashley said, "so let her help you. Yeah. That works right?"

"Uh huh."

Kristen came over, looking a little scared. Ashley whispered into Kristen's ear. The beautiful blonde nodded.

Then, with the seriousness of a professional, Kristen leaned over and kissed Emma full on the lips. She pulled my baby sister into a tight embrace. Their breasts rubbed against each other. I wish I could've saved that sight forever.

Kristen slowly took her right hand away from her best friend's face and slid it down. I felt her fist around my cock.

"Ohhh... Holy crap, Kristen!" I cried.

"It's OK," Kristen whispered, to both me and Emma, "It's OK. Just like what we talked about, right? You stuffed me. So now I get to fill you."

Kristen's fist tight around my root, she sort of leaned forward, pressing her weight into Emma's shoulder.

"Oh..." Emma said, absently.

I felt her pussy slowly lower on me. Emma'd made it seem like I'd be battering down her walls, but instead we slid so easy... Swimming through her moat - her lubrication so incredible. It was mental, then, Emma's worry. I understood that.

Her pussy inched it's way about a quarter of the way down my shaft.

"OK, honey," Kristen said, "Virginity time. Big push."

She removed her hand from my cock, no longer worried about it slipping out. Then she sort of walked it up to Kristen's sloppy center. I didn't need to see it - I could hear and feel just fine: Kristen started rubbing Emma's clitoris.

"Ohhhhhhhhh..." Emma sighed, "Krissy you... you're so good at that. Why the fuck did we not do this before?"

Kristen kind of laughed.

"Rub each other off?"

"All... all of it."

Kristen kept Jilling my little Emma. Her body shook, straightened.

"Oh! Oh fffffffffffuuuuuuuuuuuck!" Emma cried. And in that moment, as her body snapped into climax, Kristen shoved Emma right down my shaft.

"OH FUCK!" I cried. We cried. Chorused in one voice. Brother and sister. Finally joined.

Kristen gave her bestie a bit squeeze to stop her shaking, then slowly let her go. Emma looked down at where our bodies met. My penis bulging in her pubis. Her greedy nether mouth suctioned to my base. My balls up against her tight, athletic ass.

"That's... that's it!" Emma said, "He's all the way... Fuck! I barely even felt that."

"Gee, thanks, sis."

"Oh don't be such a baby, big brother. Trust me." She gave my shaft a little squeeze for emphasis. "I feel that massive tool in me just fine."

Emma sort of lifted herself off, an engineer checking that our connection was secure. As she did I saw my own pubes were wet with Emma's amazing girl-juices and spattered red. Her virginal blood.

"Oh... Oh Em, I'm sorry," I said, reflexively."

"For what...?"

"I... I took your virginity. Oh fuck..."

"Oh don't be stupid, silly. I GAVE you my virginity. It's all yours. Just like this pussy, these tits. My mouth... my ass... Yours forever. Well, and maybe Krissy's a bit, too. But don't worry big bro, I know that we can share."

Emma looked lovingly over at her friend, the tall blonde watched us like the bridesmaid at a wedding. Wistful and proud.

Satisfied that all was well and sealed, Emma lowered herself again. I was finally buried to the hilt inside her slippery sheath. She kind of wiggled herself, getting used to the sensation. She turned to Ashley, still watching on.

"I'm fucking my brother," Emma told her.

"Sssssssoooo hot," Ashley said.

"Yeah," Kristen agreed.

Emma sort of leaned forward. Dragged her nipples over my chest - scraped like sharp nails.

"You're inside your little sister," she told me, "The one place you should never be. The one place your perfect penis belongs. Nothing between us. Just your cock and my pussy. Skin to skin."

Suddenly it hit me.

"Oh shit... Emma. You're on the pill, right?"

She looked at me, dubious. Then giggled her little girl laugh.

"Nuh-uh," Emma said.

I started to lean forward. To try to push her off. I mean, come on. Fucking was one thing but... My ropes held me tight.

"See Jason," Ashley said, "What did I say? Those ropes are there for your own protection."

I glared over at her. She wasn't the one who'd be carrying her big brother's baby.

"Let's just..." I started to speak. Rationalizing. To me or my sister I'm not at all sure. "I mean. It's in now. Let me go... I'll get a condom and..."

Emma answered by rising up slightly, teasing, then sliding right back down. Encasing me again in my her hungry hole. I groaned and my mind went blank. Total reboot. One little movement - not even a full-fledged pump in and out - and little Emma was already the best fuck I'd ever felt.

I tried talking again. Only God knows why.

"When I'm close I'll... I'll tell you and you'll get off. You'll come so many times before I go, I promise. Then you can jack my seed on your fucking fantastic tits. Your face. Drink it all down. Whatever you wish, little sis."

"Hmmmm. That does sound nice, but... NOPE!" Naughty little sister.

"OK... I'll... I'll pull out. I'll find a way."

"Don't. You. Dare," Emma said. Glared. "I'm fucking my brother. And I'm not ever gonna stop."

She wrapped her athletic thighs tight around my own legs. Those fucking pile drivers. Her arms were well defined in a totally feminine way. Her stomach - flat, tight. Then Emma leaned back so I could stare in awe at her tiny, perfect titties. She started tracing my nipples with her baby-yellow nails.

"This right here?" She looked down at my cock. "This is mine. I fucking earned it. And you're gonna give me everything I deserve. Your head, your shaft, your fertile, fantastic cum."

Very slowly she started to raise herself up on my cock. Her powerful legs put her in total control. She got about halfway up, grinning like a maniac.

"Mine!" Emma cried, like a kid taking a toy. Then she just... fucking... dropped.

"Aaaaaahhhaaa!" she cried. She threw her head back but I could see the tears in her eyes.

"Ssssssssoooooo. Fucking GOOD!" Emma lifted up, slammed home. Painfully gentle in the one direction, orgasmically hard in the other.

"I'm fucking fucking my fucking brother!" she cried, loud enough for the Coast Guard to be aware. She lifted herself up again.

"So big. So... so much cock to stuff into your baby sis."

She hit bottom with a little 'oh' then leaned forward and kissed me, hard.

"It's all in there, see?" She pointed at where our bodies met. "I made it all gone."

I laughed a little.

"See that? All in. I'm a good girl. Got it past my hymen and everything. And I'm already... I'm already cumming. So much big brother cock and it's all in there. In me. In your teeny tiny sister. Didn't Krissy do a good job?"

"Yuh huh."

"And what about me? Your little sis?"

"Amazing. The best."

"See? And I even gave you a little girl cum already. Don't I deserve your powerful... potent... treat?"

She had been so scared. Now? Suddenly so confident. It was cute.

Emma leaned down and hugged me tight. I wanted to hug her back but couldn't. I pulled so hard my arms felt ready to snap. I felt blood on my wrists. The rope gave, just a little bit. Not nearly enough.

Emma's sweet face suddenly went away and she grinned at me, almost frightening in her desire. She raised her body up with her knees, her arms on my arms - almost on all fours above me. Her body pistoned on my penis, like doing push ups. Up and down. Up and down. A slow, teasing rhythm that I knew was only a test run. This wasn't even close to full speed and Emma, the girl who lettered in cross country, was gonna take her time in going there.

She hit bottom again. My balls bounced against her perfect butt cheeks. Oh, I couldn't wait to squeeze that ass while she rode me. To jam my thumb into her only remaining virgin hole and drive her into the floor as she cried in pleasure and pain.

No, my conscience said. No. This one time is OK because she forced you but... You shouldn't. You mustn't. So long as it's forced, though, that's OK. I smiled, ruefully, my ethics already cracking apart.

Emma smiled back down at me.

"I'm fucking my brother," she told me.

"I know."

"It's fucking fantastic," Emma said. She wasn't fucking kidding. Kate's pussy was amazing but I wouldn't even look at it again after having Emma's. Kristen had the tightest snatch I'd ever felt, a boa constrictor of a cunt - it was nothing compared to this. Like a Honda Civic next to a Ferrari.

Emma went up my shaft then down again.

I'm gonna tell you a secret. Something I've found out in all the time I've been fucking. When you read a story like this, it's all about how tight the girl's pussy is. And tight is great, no doubt. But the best pussy you will ever fuck will be lubricated to all hell and that, I promise you, is all that matters.

Tighter than tight but dry? Hurts like hell. But wet? That's the fucking magic, man. The wetter the better. And my sister wasn't lubricating so much as pissing all over me. Her electrifying, oh-so-slippery liquid love. We could bottle it and sell it. She certainly made more than enough.

My penis, our legs, her hands, it was all fucking covered in Emma's juice and if I thought she'd reached her full potential I was so so so so wrong. With every thrust she dripped all the more over us.

And she was starting to thrust. To pump. To pop up and back in pleasure-filled pushes. Driving. Riding. Dragging up and slamming down. And at the end of each long journey, she'd gasp, shaking her incredible hair in exquisite pleasure. Her drooling pussy dripped everywhere as it milked my shaft.

As she bounced, I did everything I could to wrap my tongue around her precious nips. I caught a little bit with my tongue, but she was playing keep-away, bopping up and down on my cock.

"Em..." I begged, "Your breasts... please... I want... Want them so badly..."

Emma slowed for a second, sort of sat up.

"You like my breasts? Emma asked, clutching them to her chest. All little girl.

"They're the best in the world," I said, not caring if the other girls heard.

"I always thought they were too small."

"Nope," I said, "Perfect."

She beamed bright red, then. Beautiful. Then she leaned forward and dangled those amazing titties right over my mouth. I pulled, happy, at her nipple. Tasting, testing. I took little nibbles at her pinkest perfection and licked and suckled at my sister's amazing, long nips. It was my life force and I suckled at it, ecstatic. Fuck whatever I'd said before. Here was the world's most perfect breast and I worshipped it, a starving man desperate for sustenance.

Smack. Slllllurp.

Then suddenly, Emma pulled away, leaned back. I looked up at her, surprised.

"You're such an amazingly good big brother. I'm so lucky to... Hey, wanna see a cool trick?"

I couldn't help but laugh a little.

"Check this out," Emma said, "Been practicing."

Suddenly, I felt her pussy grrrrrriiiiiiip my cock. Not like a pussy at all. Like a mouth, clamping down on a carrot stick. Sucking and kneading for all it was worth. It was so good, so amazing, I went blind. I was seeing stars. The whole world collapsed down to the point where her quim closed around my cock.

Somehow, my sister had found a way to combine all the pressure and fine control of a blowjob with the wonderful, tight wetness that made a pussy so incredible. Extraordinary. You couldn't design something to feel any better. Holy fuck. My sister was a fuck goddess.

"Uh huh?" Emma asked.

I looked up, dazed. She did it again. I heard someone howling in ecstasy. I realized it was me. My voice.

"Kegels," Emma said, "Been practicing every day since... Well long time."

God DAMN. That little workout warrior had built up everything on her, including her incredible cunt.

Emma did her little trick a third time and my brain suddenly shot to red alert. My cock couldn't take any more. It was gonna fire. There was so much cum in me, I could feel it backed up to my ribs. I was gonna... I could fucking fill a party balloon with everything about to shoot out of me. I'd blast my baby sis right off my cock like she was riding a cannon. She'd be having babies for life, just from that one ejaculation and it... it was coming. Soon. Now...



Babies... Oh fuck...

"Em!?"

She let her pussy muscles relax. Stayed perfectly still, as if she knew what she'd almost caused. I felt everything go back, just a bit. Explosion still imminent, just not as much as before.

Clearly all that squeezing had done something incredible for Emma, as well. She was panting hard, her hair stuck to her forehead with sweat. Her chest hot pink with her arousal. Her eyes crinkled with concern.

"Did I hurt you, baby?" she asked.

"No. No no. Quite the opposite. I... I almost..."

"Oh," she said, "Well that's OK. You can cum whenever you want, OK?"

"But... but Eeeemmmmmmaaa..." I whined.

"Tell me. Tell me what you're doing right now."

"I'm fucking my sister," I told her.

"Well, really your sister is fucking you."

"She is."

"You like it?"

"Love it."

"Sssssoooo...So show me. Show me how much you love me. Let your little sis know what a good job she's doing."

I looked up, slightly afraid of what that meant. There was nothing between us now. Nothing but the promise of my sperm. Her egg. The oncoming hard, physical evidence of our one-ness.

"I..." she started. Then stopped.

"I love you Emma," I told her, "More than anything. More than life itself. OK? I love you little sis. From the beginning of us to forever."

Emma smiled so hard I thought she'd break. She sat up, adjusting my cock inside her till it was pole-straight. Then she began to ride me. Hard. Hands on my shoulders. Eyes closed.

"Uhhhhhnnnnn..."

She kept going. Pulled her legs up till she was back in that all-fours position. Started to ride my cock like an animal on the carousel pole. Just up and down and up and down, circles around forever. And with every drop, her pussy showered me with its adulation.

Her pubic bone bounced into me. Punched. Almost painful. One hand drifted down to her clitty. The other kind of caressed my neck. Rhythmic

"Uhn. Uhn. Uhn."

It was a pace for her alone. I couldn't... somehow all that speed slowed me down. It was her ride. Her fuck. Not for me. I pulled at the restraints behind me. Desperate to hold her hips. Hang on...

"I think I might..." Emma started. Her eyes suddenly open.

"I mean, I already did but... But not like this. Oh... OH fuck! I mean... I thought I'd... Wha... what's happening to... AH!" She gasped, froze in mid stroke. Her body shook, seized, almost imitating how Ashley came. Emma's hand still rubbed slightly at her clitoris. Her tiny tits, so game, did their absolute best to shake.

And then she howled. Screamed.

"fffffffFFFFFFFUUUUUUUUUCK!"

GASP

"Ohhhhhhh ffffffFFFFFFFUCK MEEEEE!"

I heard it before I saw it. A fucking glob of clear liquid burst from Emma's pussy, splashing my legs and chest. Like someone'd burst a water balloon over us. It smelled like cinnamon and incense. Reeked of my sister's sweat, her pussy. The aroma of home.

Her hips bucked.

Another little spurt. Another. Another.

She bucked again. One last little spit.

"Ha!" Emma cried, "Ah ha ha ha HA!"

She slid down my cock again. I had no idea how she stayed on me through all that.

"That was..." She leaned forward. Put her head on my shoulder. All the girl cum squished between us. Rubbing onto her breasts and stomach. We were both sticky with it now, Emma's precious squirt.

"I mean... I've never..." She seemed almost bashful, her hands holding me close like I might ever try to escape.

"It was amazing," I told her.

She looked up at me, eyes wet. Emma laughed a little, then came, then kept laughing.

"I didn't know I could do that," she said.

"Me either," I said.

"Yeah, well..."

"You're gonna do it again."

"Yeah?"

"You damn well better."

Emma heard what I was promising. She cooed, still impaled on my cock. As she nuzzled closer, I pulled her close and...

Holy shit.

I looked at my hands on either side of us.

"Jason?" Emma asked.

I just stared at my arms, suddenly unsecured. Little remains of the rope hung off my wrists. At some point when Emma was coming we must have...

The moment froze. Emma shifted, tossing her hair in slow motion. Maybe she said something to me. I couldn't hear. All I got was the voice in my head, the one saying 'No. Stop.'

All my life, any time I'd wanted anything. I'd heard that voice. Be the good guy, it said. Do the right thing. Then, finally, I'd ignored it all weekend. And I thought, wow, I screwed everything up.

I looked up at my beautiful sister, her eyebrow slightly arched, and realized how wrong I was. I smiled then. Truly happy. Maybe for the first time in my life.

"Jason?" Emma asked again.

My hands shot out and grabbed her muscular buttocks. Then I leapt forward, throwing my cock into my baby sister with all my strength. Emma squealed in surprise.

Suddenly I felt my backside tipping. The chair, tilting forward with our momentum. We hit the ground with a crash. Tumbled to the floor. Emma's amazing body broke my fall. Somehow, miraculously, we stayed right on top of each other, my cock still buried in my baby sis' steaming cunt.

She looked up at me. Her eyes searching.

I pulled back. Slow.

"Jaaaason," Emma whined, "Pleeease."

I moved back a bit further. Only my head was in her pussy now.

"Oh no..." Emma said.

Then like a pile driver, I drove into my sister. Slammed into her so hard she almost bounced.

"Ohhhhh YES!"

Thump. Thump. Thump. Driving her. Again and again. Anger and love and desire all pounding into Emma for all I was worth. The pleasure absolutely exploded like fireworks all over my body. Eyes screwed up with so much bliss.

"Oh... Oh... oh... Jason. JJ..." Emma's every cry announced my cock had bottomed out, beating against her cervix.

I started pushing her along the carpet. A burning slide across the cabin. Emma held on to me for dear life. Mewling and whimpering the whole way.

I felt one of Emma's arms let go of me. I slowed. Looked over. Kristen. We were so into it, I hadn't seen her there. Lying next to us. A look of so much love and awe. The big-breasted blonde had her one hand on her puss. The other outstretched, fingers intertwined with her beloved little Emmy.

I smiled at Kristen then slowed, using long, languid strokes. Savoring every bit of banging my baby sister.

"My brother... He's fucking..." Emma said to Kristen. She said it so proudly. Like bringing a medal home from school. "He's fucking me and he... He's not gonna stop."

Kristen suddenly smiled a wicked little smile.

"You're not on birth control?" she asked. Emma shook her head, no. Her eyes looked small and scared. I couldn't tell if she was playing now or not.

Kristen continued, cruel beauty.

"But you're in the safe part of your cycle, right? Rhythm method? All that?"

"I... Oh God," Emma jutted back and forth with the pressure of my pounding, "I think our cycles... like, y'know? We're all matched up? I'm like... so fucking fertile right now it's... Maybe... Maybe that's why I've been this way all weekend. It's my body... It's just begging some boy parts to put me with a baby."

Kristen looked at me now, clearly enjoying her little turnabout.

"Now you listen to me Jason. You hearing me?"

I looked up, still stroking Emma's engine up to life.

"You stay inside her, Jason." She kind of crossed her free arm over her chest. Stared me down, "Don't you dare pull out. When you start to feel like you're gonna cum, you slam inside her and stay until it's all gone. I don't know why that's so hard for you boys, but..."

I nodded. That girl had her dirty talk down.

"I'm serious, Jason," Kristen continued, "I don't care what you think you ought to do. If you waste even one of those precious, potent brother-spermies on Emmy's back, her beautiful face, or on those gorgeous, perfect tits and I'll take my fucking revenge. Not in her stomach. Not up her ass. In. Her. WOMB. You hear me?"

She kept my gaze, then looked back down at Emma, now clearly twisting the knife on her tiny, brunette best friend

"Ohhhhh Emma. Your brother... Jason... Our little Jay Bird. He's not wearing a condom or anything at all. And you...? Oh Emmy, he's gonna shoot you full of his stuff and get you... GASP! Get you pregnant with his big bro baby."

"I... I know," Emma said, "My brother's gonna make me a Mommy."

"Sssssssoooooo wrong," Kristen said, then she let her hand drift down to her steaming snatch and started rubbing for all she was worth. Now that she'd figured out the secret recipe to her own orgasm, that girl was gonna baking herself silly every moment she could.

"Sssssssoooooooo right," Emma agreed, her back arched like she trying to toss her tiny, tremendous tits off her chest with each of my aching thrusts.

I found a little hitch. I'd draw back, push up, then follow through. And everytime I did that little pause, Emma gasped for air like she was drowning. I loved that sound so much - fuck, it'd be my ringtone if I could get her to agree to it. Draw, hitch, drive. Draw, hitch drive. Emma was holding onto me even harder now. I felt her nails break the skin of my back, my thighs, my ass. Just as I was breaking her with my big, powerful plunges.

I heard a thump next to us. Ashley, followed quickly by Sam. Her hands wrapped around his cock. His lips pressed to the hollow of her neck. She winked at me.

I responded with another little hitch and drive into my little sis' pussy.

There was silence then, sort of. The boat filled with the sounds of fucking. The little squelches of a penis punishing a pussy. The wet squishes of fingers rapidly running over a clit. Little hmmms and ahs. Grunts and gasps.

"Emma," Ashley whined. I looked over, surprised to see the both of them still intertwined right next to us. Sam and Ashley, they could easily have been the hottest thing going on for nautical miles. Instead I was so focused on plunging my darling Emma, I'd almost forgotten they were there. Ashley kept talking,

"Eeeemmmmm. Sammy keeps trying to put his thing inside me."

"Yeah?" Emma said, sliding back and forth with my thrusts like she was strapped on some strange rowing machine, "Good. Sam, you shove your cock inside that whore's hairy twat and stuff her full of sperm."

Ashley laughed, an arpeggio.

"You... you heard her, Sam Sam. Time to be a good little boy and give me my punishment."

To his credit, Sam sat up and asked,

"Condom?"

"Oh please," Ashley broke character, "Unlike all these other stupid sluts I'm on the pill."

I heard a loud squelching sound. Then,

"ohhhhhh FUCK!" Ashley cried, "That's... oh Sammy... so good."

I paused to look over and there she was, on her back, legs splayed up to her shoulders. Sam absolutely plowing into her. Like animals. Like Emma and me.

"Ssssssssso. So. Good." Ashley gasped. Her head tossed back and forth. Curls sproinging against the thin carpet.

Almost unconsciously, I matched our partners' pace. Faster, harder, faster still. Emma's tiny breasts did everything they could to jiggle, those incredible overachievers. My balls bounced against her backside.. Slap. Slap. Slap. Faster.

"Oh, Fuck Oh. Oh Em. So good. You... you're pussy feels so good. Oh Em, Oh Emmy, Oh little baby Emmy I'm..."

Emma hugged me close. Pressed her chest into mine. Held me still.

"Oh!" She cried, "I can feel it. I can feel it... I'm gonna... oh... just a little one..."

Emma's arms and legs tightened, shuddered then loosened again. Let me start moving again.

"Oh... oh... OH!"

No squirting this time, but a hard cum all the same, I could tell by how Emma's cunt clutched at me cock - the same way she was squeezing me so tight to her, I couldn't breathe.

"Oh...oh Em. You... came again? You came for me?"

"Oh. Oh yeah. Only for you."

She kissed me, hard. I tried to stick with her but my movements ripped us apart and I hardly cared.

"Oh... oh good. So good," Emma said. She looked over at Ashley, the horny girl getting her own hard pounding from Sam, and said "I... I'm... I... oh gawwwwd... I'm fucking my... my brother... Ash, I... So good..."

"I know baby," Ashley said, "So hot... wa... watching you. I'm sorry I... I'm ssssoooo close I... I'm gonna cum soon. Sammy's... Little Sammy's inside me and I can feel it... he's about to give me his seed and... OH! Oh, I need it so bad, Sammy. I need to cum and I need you to get me there. Please just... Sammy please fill ME!"

Ashley's hand shot out, grabbing Emma's own. Squeezing so hard, Emma's palm went purple.

"Help me... Oh Emma... Help me CUM. Oh, fuck! Little Emmy cum with me, OK? I need you to cum with me...ohhhhh... Here it comes..."

Sam buried his face in Ashley's bosom. He grunted. We saw Ashley's familiar o-face overcome her. Her body stiffened, shook, breasts bouncing in time with what must have been his explosions inside of her.

"OH!...Oh!...oh!...oh..."

As Ashley climaxed, Emma started to shake on her own, like the little blonde had somehow passed hers on to my sister in a strange, smooth circuit.

"Oh!" Emma cried, her body bucked "Oh...that... That was a big one..."

Ashley smiled and licked her lips. Satiated. Sam rolled off her with a sigh. He rested his head back in his hands. Stared up at the ceiling. Not Ashley though. She watched, transfixed, as I took my sister further than either of us could ever have imagined.

"It's so much better," Ashley said to no one. To the room. "Feeling their cum shoot off inside you. The warm, fertility just showering my cervix. And... I swear... it's like my body knows I'm on the pill. Like, somehow, it's just that little bit less good."

"Hmmmmm..." Emma sighed, like savoring what she was about to see for herself.

"So jealous," Ashley said.

All that talk about unprotected sex... It should have scared me. Instead my balls just tightened. Like Ashley's little sermon was somehow coaxing the cum out of me.

I slowed. Scared.

"You... you getting close?" Emma asked, her voice tremulous.

"... Yeah," I said. I wanted to lie. To stay in her forever. But I couldn't. Not now. We were covered in her juices and I was just aching to fill her up with mine.

"It's OK," she said, writhing, trying to start me pumping her again, "Cum."

"But Emma, we're..."

My sister sighed, exasperated. The way she used to when she tried to explain my calculus homework to me. Us sitting in her perfectly pink bedroom under the poster of Mia Hamm. Her wearing just a t-shirt and short shorts that seemed to somehow cover less than a pair of panties. Me, struggling to focus. And she'd sigh. Just like that.

"You're bareback in my pussy," Emma said, "I'm not on the pill."

"I... I know..."

"You're gonna cum in me," Emma told me, "You're gonna give me all your potent big brother stuff. You are gonna knock... me... up..."

Slowly, almost despite myself, I pictured her belly round with my baby. I started moving again, slowly. Dragging it out. Alllllll the way to the ridge below my sensitive head. Then back down to my balls.

"And then you're gonna do it again."

"I... I'm... I mean..."

"Tell me Jason. Tell you want to stop right now. Beg me, brother, beg me and I will. I'll let..."

She suddenly shuddered, eyes shut, neck taut. Another orgasm ripping through her.

"How... how was that?" she asked, suddenly small. Her eyes searched mine.

"Your pussy is... so good. So tight. I'm so proud of you. You're doing sssoooo good."

"Yeah?"

"Yeah."

"I'm trying... trying so hard to be good for you. Oh Jason, my cum... I want my cum to be so good. Just for you. Make you proud. Can I? Can your little baby sis' little cums make you proud?"

"Oh... Oh GOD yeah."

"So... so show me."

"I don't..."

"Yes you do. There's only one thing you can do to show me what a good little girl I can be for you. Please Jason. Please..."

"And if I..."

"You will," Emma said, "I promise. You'll put your big brother spermies inside my womb and make me...ohhhhh... make me pregnant. Just like Krissy. My pussy will drip your semen for days and I'll know my brother loves me. My cervix will just be splattered with cum and I'll cry... beg... beg you to stuff me all over again. You want that, baby? You want to fill your baby sister up with all that baby batter? That amazing joyful juice I'm craving oh, oh so bad. Will you give it to me, baby?"

I stopped then. Suddenly. Rested on my elbows over her. Her pussy squeezed me. Just slightly. I almost collapsed with pleasure.

Last chance, my conscience said.

Fuck you, I replied.

I leaned in and let our noses touch.

"I'm not your baby," I said to her, angrily, "Don't call me your baby. You're MY baby. My baby sis. And I'm your brother. Your BIG brother."

"Oh...ssssoooo... So big. Too big. Remember? You broke it, big brother. You broke my pussy with your big, thick, stick... Oh...Oh yes... You... you getting close, big brother? Extra major totally huge magically membered big brother?"

"Emma, I..."

I felt something wet on my ear. Kristen, sucking on my lobe like it was a full, ripe tit. Then she stopped and whispered.

"Do it. Knock her up."

I felt her hand on my butt cheek, massaging for moral support. God bless that no-longer innocent minx. I slowly reared back. Then I felt Kristen shove me forward, my sister skewered on my stiffness. Right up against her cervix and through. As if she somehow knew, Kristen cheered.

"OH! Oh that is so good..." Emma said. I smiled up at her, knowing the point of no return was near.

I pressed my lips to Emma's, savoring our increased depth. So part of each other now - almost inseparable. When we pulled apart I looked her right in her bright green eyes.

"Em... Little Emmy... Oh... oh fuck I'm so close. I need to come. Please. Please I need to come."

"I know... Oh... I know big brother. Oh, you need your little sis to take care of you, I know. Ohhhhh... But you... you have to... Ohhhhhh. Oh GOD."

"Please Em. Please Emmy... Whatever I did whatever I said I was wrong and I need you. I neeeeeed you to take my cum. Please. Just let... let me come in you..."

"But Jason," Emma said, "You can't come in your little sister. What would Mommy and Daddy say if I came home full of your potent pearly goo?"

"Em... Emma..."

"Oh Daddy, Jason did it. He stuck his big, naughty pee pee in me. He forced it in my tight, hot hole. Broke my poor hungry pussy in two with his... his thing. Wouldn't let me go until he loaded me up with his... his nasty, goopy... stuff."

"I don't... I don't care. I... Ohhhhhh Emma I need you so bad I..."

Emma smiled, eyebrows arched. Wicked.

"Oh... OK... No Daddy, I know I... Only for Jason. Only for my Jaybird. I'll be a good girl and share, I promise. OH! Oh, Jay Jay. I need you, too. OK? Come for me, Jason. Fill me up. Send your sperms right into my naughty puss. It... it wants them so bad. Come for me, Jason. Pump me full of cum and make me yours. Mark me. Own me. Oh...Oh god I want it so bad... Fill your little sister UP!"

Emma straightened in pleasure. Her pussy snapped tight. I felt her incredible, clear cum shoot out in a stream. Splashed on my stomach. My cock paused, one agonizing on-the-edge moment.

Stop.

And then I exploded. Everything seemed to shoot out of me. My cum. My essence. My very soul blasted into my baby sister's chute. Soaking her insides. Filling her uterus with my seed like pumping gas into a tank. So much sperm speeding past my cock, into her twat, right past her cervix and into her aching, arching womb. How did she stay on me with such a powerful, endless blast of sperm plowing into her? Like holding a fire hose between her legs, I could almost see her splatted white against the wall.

"OH!" Emma cried. Her body bucked. I held on for all I could. "There it... there... My big brother is FUCKING me. He... he's filling me UP!"



She shook, spasmed. I tried so hard to stay with her. Look her in the eyes. My body cringed with pleasure, like squeezing out a sponge. I forced myself to fight through it -the absolute ecstasy wringing me out - so I could see my baby sister's big, beautiful cum.

Emma's pupils grew huge. Got greener and greener till it seemed like she lit up the room. Then suddenly, her eyes filled with tears and she was crying. Weeping. Screaming out her pleasure so hard she'd be hoarse for days.

"THERE IT IS!" she shook and then fell into me. head buried in my chest.

"I... I fucked... my brother... I fucked my fucking brother and then he fucked me."

My cock somehow emptied even more into her. We both shook with every pulse of sperm.

"My big brother... coming in me... my pussy... My womb. Oh god... so good. So good."

My cock kept shooting, somehow. Unloading ever more of myself inside her. Each blast ever more ecstasy.

"Oh... Oh baby... Oh baby sis," I babbled. My fingers dug into her shoulders. My head buried in her neck, "... oh... so good... So good... Oh Emma..."

Finally, I felt the pleasure release me. My cock twitched and Em twitched with it. I picked my head up, careful, and slowly traced her neck with my tongue. Sucked on her ears, just like Kristen had to me. Licked the tears off her cheeks. Stroked her silken hair with my hands while she sobbed out her pleasure. Pressed her mouth to mine in a way that screamed love louder than I could ever shout it.

I realized - there it was. That satisfaction. The feeling, finally, of having done something well and wonderful and needing not another thing more. I could have sat forever there, trapped inside my amazing little sister, pressed between her legs, drifting softly off to sleep.

In my periphery, I could see Kristen and Ashley, looking on in wonder.

Tears all gone, body in repose, Emma picked up my head with both her hands and held it tight. Then she dangled her fingers downward over her clit, the tips teasing back and forth on my already recovering cock.

"Again," she commanded.

*

The next morning was not happily ever after. We packed up our things and, one by one, set out on the dinghy for shore. I went back to school, like nothing had happened. My life irrevocably changed forever.

I never saw Ashley again, which I could have predicted before the weekend began. I never saw Sam either, though, which I still think is pretty sad. We had this long, amazing friendship and in one weekend I managed to literally fuck it all up.

I think back, at the life I have... I mean, I wouldn't do anything differently, but... It just makes me sad sometimes. That's all.

I did see Kate a couple of times, mostly just checking in. She tried to get me back into bed with her, but I knew Emma'd never forgive me for such an indiscretion. My little sister really did hate her some Kate. We both moved on.

That day, back at the boat - after we'd unloaded everything - I drove Emma and Kristen back to school. It was about a two-hour drive and we spent a lot of time talking about nothing. I know, it's strange - you share this amazing intimate moment with someone. Something that should change everything about you, them, the whole relationship.

Yet, with all the time in the world, it all somehow manages to come back to McDonald's breakfast sandwiches, the warmer weather, and what you're planning for the 4th of July. People are weird. Pretty sure I've said that a few times now.

As we pulled up to the school, Kristen kissed my on the mouth and climbed out of the back seat. Then Emma leaned over and did the same.

"Wait," I said, "Before you go..."

"You're gonna see me again," Emma said, teasing, "We're kinda related, y'know."

"So I'm told... I just wanted to ask you. Before... I mean, on the boat. When I was... Well, when Kristen and I were..."

"Fucking?" Kristen asked, "JJ, you can't do the stuff you did and then act like you're afraid to talk about it."

"Fine," I said, sheepish, "Right before Kristen and I were gonna fuck, you told me that if I came in her, you'd take your revenge on me..."

"You're saying you want her to do something terrible to you?" Kristen asked. She leaned in through Emma's open window.

"No... just... I'm just curious. What were you gonna do?"

"I already did it," Emma said, smiling.

"Wait... what?" I looked around the car, frantically searching for the poison, the bomb, whatever.

"When did you...?"

"After," Emma said, "After you came in Krissy, I took my fucking revenge. Just like I said I would"

"I still don't..."

"Silly boy. I made you come in me. If you were gonna impregnate Kristen, I was gonna get your baby, as well. That was my revenge."

I looked at her, totally confused.

"That was MY punishment? To knock you up?"

"Yup," Emma said, "Don't you get it, extra super big bro? You're our stud now. Like Krissy said, you're gonna stick it in me again and again and the only time you can take it out is so you can stuff up our gorgeous Krissy. Fucking revenge. Accent on the fucking. You gave us both your baby and so now you have to keep fucking me and Kristen till forever. Breed us till we fucking burst."

She kissed me. Playfully tousled my hair.

"You mean, the whole time, you wanted me to... Both of you..."

"Pretty much," Kristen said, shrugged.

"In fact," Emma said, giving my cock a playful squeeze from the passenger seat "I think you ought to start right now... Y'know, so long as you're comfortable with that arrangement?"

Oh yes. Yes, I most certainly was.
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Family Photoshoot

I've written some dumb things before, but this one is straight up stoopid (That's right, not stupid. Stoopid). Thankfully, it's also short. Don't say I didn't warn you.

Everyone here is over the age of 18.

"Where do you think you're going, young lady?" Mom asked, standing in front of the house with her hands on her hips, "We have to take pictures!"

"Mooom," Sidney said as she stepped out onto the front porch. The robust redhead was wearing a silky, blue dress that bared her pale shoulders, then swooped over her chest and hips before slipping down to her calves. "We're already running late for prom."

"Then you'd better start posing fast," Mom said.

"What's going on?" Tom asked. The screen door screamed shut behind him as he stepped onto the porch. Sidney's twin brother was wearing slate dress slacks and a charcoal sport coat. He was holding his tie in his hand, waiting till the absolute last moment to put it on.

"Mom wants to take pictures," Sidney said, in a tone that suggested that their mother wanted them to get his-and-hers matching stab wounds.

"You knew this was coming," Tom said, "We can't get dressed up and not do pictures."

"See, your brother gets it!" Mom said, "You two look so adorable, we have to get photos to send to the whole family." She popped open her tripod on the front lawn and started futzing with her camera.

So much for a short photoshoot, Sidney thought.

It was early evening, and the sunlight rippled golden over their green, vinyl-sided farmhouse-style home. Even Sidney had to concede that the moment was perfect for a pre-prom photoshoot.

The 18-year-old siblings had decided to go to prom together as a gag. The twins had always been close, and they thought it would be funny to show up to prom as each other's date. Both siblings had actual partners, of course, but they agreed to meet up with them at the dance, itself.

Both siblings were well-dressed for the evening ahead. Sidney's light blue dress was revealing without being scandalous -- thin shoulder straps and an open chest that tantalized at the tops of her full breasts. The sparkling cerulean material hugged her curves down to her thin waist, then flared outward to compliment her surprisingly wide hips.

If the boys could somehow stop staring at Sidney's body, they'd find she'd done up her long, bright red hair so that it cascaded over her shoulders, with one thin braid to the side. Her makeup was simple: mostly just darkening around her shockingly bright blue eyes, a little pink on her broad cheekbones, and a light coral on her full lips.

Her twin, Tom, hadn't done nearly the same amount of work to get ready. All the more galling, then, that he looked so good. His swimmer's body gave him broad shoulders and a defined, barrel chest. His charcoal suit accentuated his defined musculature. His brown hair was playfully mussed to look like he'd let it hang that way. His eyes matched his twin's, surprisingly warm for something so icy blue.

"I'm going to start with Sidney alone, first," Mom said. She knelt behind the camera like she was about to start shooting, but the siblings knew from experience she was still setting up.

Dutifully, Sidney stood at the top of the steps on the wraparound porch and posed with her hands on her hips. She squinted as the slowly lowering sun, now distinctly orange, flitted across her eyes.

"OK, that's very good, honey," Mom said, "Put your purse on one of the rocking chairs and then come back. I want your hands free."

Sidney did as her mother told her. This time, when she came back, she rested her hand against one of the white columns and kept the other planted at where her backside met her waist.

"Oh, that's perfect, honey," Mom said, "Now turn to me. Smile. No, I said smile."

"I am smiling," Sidney said through gritted teeth.

"Tell your face," Mom said. Tom snickered. Sidney would make him pay for that later.

The redheaded girl took a deep breath, shook herself out, then resumed the pose. She thought about her date for that night. Connor was tall, handsome, and -- if the reports from his exes were to be believed -- dynamite in the sack.

Though you would never think it based on her body and demeanor, Sidney was actually a hardcore geek -- a lover of comic books (particularly Spider-Man), videogames, and science-fiction. She hadn't really dated in high school, and she didn't like high school boys. They were always bragging about their bodies and their latest conquests. Like that was something to be proud of.

But now that Sidney was 18 and headed off to college, she didn't want to be a virgin. She knew that university life would be different, and she was emotionally ready for a real man. She just needed her body to be ready to go, too. So, she'd asked around for an easy lay and, finally, found Connor.

He was a meathead, sure, and his ego was the size of a small European nation, but Sidney wasn't going to prom with him for the conversation. Besides, rumor was his mouth was way better used for other purposes, anyway. Sidney shivered with unbridled anticipation as she pictured what was going to happen that night.

"That's perfect, Honey, just like that," Mom said.

Sidney thought again about what Connor was going to give her. She wanted it all and then some. Just because she was nerdy didn't mean she wasn't horny, too. In fact, she reflected, it probably made her more so.

"Oh, that is divine," Mom said, "Don't lose that expression. Hold it for as long as you can. Alright great, honey, you can take a break. Let me do Tom's solos next."

Tom looked impatiently up at the horizon, like it was a ticking clock. "We really do need to get going, Mom," he said. But he posed at the top of the stairs, one hand in his pocket.

Mom bent over to adjust her tripod, showing her breasts through the v-neck of her t-shirt. Mom had Sidney's body, but with twenty years more experience on it. Time and childbearing had brought a slight sag to her breasts, a little paunch in her tummy, and thicker thighs. But everyone agreed that only added to Mom's apex MILF profile.

While her body was like her daughter's, Mom's face was more like Tom's: thinner and oval shaped, with thin lips and a snub nose. She had brown hair like Tom too, and caramel deep brown eyes. The twins' shocking sapphires came from their father.

"OK sweetie, same as your sister, let's see that smile," Mom said. Sidney was honey. Tom was sweetie. Neither affectionate appellation was ever applied to the other.

Tom did his usual look, staring off confidently out to the distance. Sidney had caught him practicing it in the mirror once. It was the perfect mix of confidence, consideration, and just a hint of mischief. A slight twist of the lips, blue eyes slightly crinkled. Chest flung open to show off his pecs and biceps. Sidney thought it made him look silly, but she knew that it drove other girls wild.

"Very nice," Mom said. Sidney shook her head. Apparently even their mother wasn't immune to Tom's masculine magnetism.

"That's the smile I want, sweetie," Mom said, "Keep it up. Maybe try some other poses."

Tom shifted his hips, turning this way and that as his mother directed him. Sidney watched her brother being vain, every position perfectly chosen to show off his body, but she didn't care. She knew Tom wasn't like the other high school guys.

OK, in most ways Tom was exactly like other high school guys. He was a jock, overconfident and undereducated. Immensely popular, especially with girls. Tom was a known quantity at the school. They'd call him a Casanova, if anyone bothered to learn what that term was. Sidney had to stop bringing what few friends she had over to the house because her twin brother kept bedding them.

But Sidney knew that, deep down, Tom was different. He acted this way because he felt like he had to. In truth, he read more books than she did. He was sensitive, caring, and super sweet. She loved her brother, deeply. Maybe too deeply, Sidney reflected, thinking about a few too many nights with nothing but her long, pink toy to keep her company as her brother's girl-of-the-moment screamed out her ecstasy in the next room.

"Those pictures were great, sweetie," Mom said, then turned to her daughter. "Did you see what a good job your brother did?"

"Yes Mom," Sidney said.

"We really do need to leave soon," Tom said, dramatically checking his Fitbit. Prom would be starting in twenty minutes. Sidney knew that Tom's date -- a pale, skinny brunette named Kiley -- would be waiting for him.

Sidney, herself, was also worried about the time. Much as she knew Connor was a sure thing, that was also part of the problem. She had no doubt that if she didn't show up on time, the handsome boy would find some other girl to get with that night.

Mom stepped away from the camera and glared at her children. The twins both knew they were in trouble now.

"How often do you two dress up?" Mom asked, then answered her own question. "Never. I never get nice photos of my babies to share with the family. Every year, I see your cousins all dolled up and I'm stuck with nothing to share back."

This was a ridiculous claim, actually. Their mother was taking photos all the time, as evidenced by the thousands of dollars of equipment currently spread across their front yard. But the twins were familiar with the argument and knew better than to interrupt.

"My babies are all grown up and I want to make sure I capture every memory," Mom said, sniffling dramatically, "And with your father no longer with us..."

"He's just at work, Mom," Tom said, sighing exasperatedly.

"Yes, but he can't see the two of you all dressed up, now can he?" Mom said.

Tom stared down at his shoes. His mother had him there. Sidney didn't even bother to try.

"Can you, truly, not take five minutes away from your all-important lives to let your dear old mother, the woman who birthed and raised you -- sacrificed everything for you -- take a couple of pictures to remember you by and share with her family so they know how proud she is?"

"Of course we can, Mom," Tom said, now thoroughly beaten.

"Sorry Mom," Sidney said, equally resigned.

"I'll get no more arguments," Mom said, "You've agreed to listen to what I say, so you're going to do it without complaint or I'm cancelling prom. You can take a few quick photos and be on your way, or you can spend the night sitting in the living room in your nice clothes. Your choice."

The twins both agreed that they would cooperate.

"Good choice," Mom said. Her peppy grin returned. "I'll take a few pictures of the two of you together and we'll be done."

The twins both nodded subtly to each other. They were almost finished with this embarrassing process and could go back to their lives.

"Now, Sidney, honey, if you could stand at the top of the stairs. That's right. And Tom, sweetie, stand next to your sister and put your arm around her shoulder. And rest the other at her waist. There you go, that's perfect. Smiles both of you."

In the position they were in, Sidney's cleavage was clearly exposed. And she could tell that her twin brother was looking, too. He gripped Sidney's thin waist tighter and, for a moment, she felt like she could feel his inappropriate desires racing through both of them.

"Honey, you need to stop squinting," Mom said.

"I'm sorry Mom, the sun is in my eyes," Sidney said.

"OK, I understand," Mom said, "Thanks for telling me. Why don't you turn to the side, not all the way, there you go. Now Tom, step behind your sister. Come on get closer -- you're her date, not her shadow. Put your hands on her shoulders. That's a good boy."

Sidney felt her brother's strong hands clasp her bare shoulders. His chest pressed against the open back of her dress. She shivered despite the fact that she was perfectly warm. Too warm, actually, if she thought about it.

"Come on Tom, stop messing around and stand behind your sister," Mom said, "You're the one who said he was in a rush."

Sidney felt her brother tentatively bring his hips behind hers. Suddenly she understood why he'd been standing separately till then. He was truly, epically hard. She could feel his boner poking her right in her ample backside.

"I'm really sorry, sis," Tom said. She could feel his embarrassment just by how he said it.

"It's OK," Sidney whispered, turning her head so that only her brother could hear. Tom nodded, relieved. He settled into Sidney. Impossibly, his dick pressed into her butt even more. It felt like he was holding a baseball bat behind her.

"That was nice, with your heads together," Mom said, "Go back to that."

Tom moved his head, so it was over Sidney's shoulder. His warm breath tickled at her ear. Didn't Mom and Tom realize that was a major hotspot for her? Of course, they couldn't know. But her mother and brother were both conspiring to trigger her now, anyway. With Tom's warm breath on her ear, his strong fingers on her shoulders, and his rocket against her bottom, Sidney felt a bit of warm honey leak between her legs. Oh no.

"Hold right there," Mom said. She stepped behind the camera and started popping off shots. Click click click. Like the camera was spitting out happy, digital chatter. Mom mumbled to herself the whole time, like having a conversation with another photographer that only existed in her mind. "That's nice, but what if? Yes. And then. Too much. Probably a little more light. There it is. But maybe... Sweetie, I need you to lower your hand a little."

"Like this?" Tom asked, slipping his hand from Sidney's shoulder to her bicep.

"Lower," Mom said.

Tom slipped his hand down till it was at Sidney's waist.

"That's nice," Mom said. Snap snap snap. "OK, lower."

Tom's hand drifted downward

"Lower," Mom repeated.

Tom reached down less than an inch, but Sidney gasped, knowing how close her brother was to touching something private.

"Here?" Tom asked.

"Lower," Mom said, the anger in her voice rising.

Tom shifted his hand around, clearly trying not to touch somewhere he shouldn't but still attempting to please his mom. Finally, as if he was proving his point, Tom dropped his hand right onto Sidney's full butt. Sidney shuddered in response.

She thought for sure they would hear it now, but their mom just beamed. "That's it!" she said, "Finally. Took you two long enough." She ducked back behind the camera.

Sidney was really dripping now. Her brother's hand was on her ass while his prick was doing its best to burrow into her butt. Sidney couldn't imagine what her mother was up to, but she knew she needed to stay in place or risk another reprimand.

"Now slowly move your hand around Sidney's leg toward the front," Mom said.

Tom slid his hand over the silky fabric of his sister's dress. Both siblings sighed as Tom let go of Sidney's bottom and ventured to the relative safety of her dress-covered thigh.

"That's good, keep going Mom said.

Tom's hand moved inexorably to the front of his sister's body. Around the curve of her hip. To a place a brother's hand definitely shouldn't go.

Sidney squeaked as Tom's thumb brushed her dress-covered mons.

"That's perfect," Mom said.

"Um, Mom," Tom said.

"Just hold it there for a sec," Mom said.

"OK, but," Sidney said, "Well, Tommy's hand is kinda, um, touching me in a weird place. Down there."

"I'm almost done," Mom said. Click click click.

Oh God. Tom's hand wasn't on Sidney's sex, but his fingers were more than close enough. There was no doubt in Sidney's mind that her twin could feel the heat of her pussy radiating through her clothes. She was convinced he could feel her flooding. Worse, her naughty slit seemed to be pumping out even more liquid the longer her brother held there. Sidney shifted her hips, nervously, but she only succeeded in moving her Tom's digits closer to her prize.

"Ooh, that's even better," Mom said, "Hold that pose."

Sidney felt her brother's erection press into her backside. She tried to ignore it, but it felt like he was poking her with a steel rod. Subconsciously, she rolled her hips against his hardness.

"OK," Mom said, "all done."

The siblings both separated like they'd been shocked. That was a close one, but they'd come through it OK. Sidney was going to meet Connor and Tom was going to see Kiley and everything would be perfect.

"Wait, I want one more," Mom said, "Get back into the position you were in before."

Sidney gasped as Tom's hand landed right on her sex. At the same moment, her brother groaned as he buried his aching cock between Sidney's butt cheeks. The sibs had fallen back together so quickly that it had happened to both of them by accident.

"Oh, that's even better!" Mom said, "Just hold there."

Snap snap snap.

"OK, now Sidney I want you to reach back with your hand and put it on Tom's leg."

Sidney did as she was told, her body sandwiched between her brother's hand and his hard-on. Her arm trembled the whole way. She'd never been this close, this intimate, with a man. To have it be her brother was both wonderful and horrifying.

Finally, she felt her hand touch the leather of his belt. She was at his waist.

"No, honey, lower," Mom said, "Like before."

Sidney's eyes widened. There was no way her mother could want... that. But then, was Sidney not currently pinched between a hand and a hard place at her mother's direction? Sidney assumed that Mom didn't realize how she'd posed them. There was simply no other explanation.

"Sidney," Mom said. That low, growling threat was back in her voice.

"Sorry Mom," Sidney said. She reached around and, finally, clasped her brother's muscular ass. Holy fuck he felt nice.

"Perfect," Mom said, then mumbled to herself, "Jeez you'd think I was asking her to jump off the Brooklyn Bridge."

Sidney held her place. Her breaths came in short gasps while she tried to look good for the camera. Her brother, too, was completely frozen in place. Like he feared what one wrong move might do.

"Alright," Mom said, "We're done."

Brother and sister broke apart again. Both of them shared a look of relief.

"Now, we need to do some special ones for the Christmas card," Mom said.

WHAT?!

Neither twin said it, but they both shouted the word in their heads so loud they swore they could hear each other.

"Are you two cooperating or are you staying home tonight?" Mom asked. She tapped her foot on the ground.

Sidney and Tom both nodded, quiescent, and went back to the top of the steps, waiting for their mother to tell them how to stand.

"For these, since they're for the family, I think we should do them slightly differently," Mom said.

The siblings nodded, like any of this made sense at all.

"OK, Sidney, I want you to stand facing the railing here," Mom said, "The sun has moved enough, I don't think it'll be in your eyes."

Sidney nodded and walked up to the white railing of the porch. She rested her hands on the peeling paint. She hoped her face wasn't flushed from what she'd already endured.

"Lovely, dear," Mom said, "You look so beautiful."

"Thanks Mom," Sidney said.

"Now Tom, I want you to stand behind your sister," Mom said.

The siblings shared a look. Here we go again. Neither could imagine it being as bad as before though.

Again, Mom had Tom stand behind Sidney so that he was pressed against her backside. Again, both twins took a deep breath as their clothed, intimate parts made contact.

"Now put your hands on Sidney's arms," Mom said, "Yes, like that."

Sidney had to admit, this wasn't so bad. In fact, with the framing of the porch railing and the nearby columns -- the pot of flowers hanging by her head -- she imagined that this would make for a very nice photo.



That the smell of her brother (sandalwood with a hint of something masculine), his warm skin against hers, and his hard dick pressed into her butt were all driving Sidney wild were things that no one would ever know by looking at the photo. This was fine. A momentary awkward thing that wouldn't even need to be mentioned after it was over.

"Sweetie, put your arms around Sidney's waist," Mom said.

Again, Sidney reveled in the warmth of her brother's grip. His easy strength made it seem like he could throw her around however he wanted. The smell of him was even more overpowering. She wanted to settle into a giant pillow made of whatever scent that was, wrap it around herself and drift off, happily, to sleep.

"OK, good," Mom said, perched behind her camera. "Hold there, I'm going to switch out lenses so we can do more of a portrait."

Sidney and Tom stayed perfectly in place, pressed together.

"Well, this is awkward," Sidney said. She tried to giggle, but it only made her sound more nervous than before.

"Not too bad, I hope," Tom said. His dick pulsed as he said it, as if punctuating his point.

"No, not at all," Sidney said, "That is, I hope it isn't uncomfortable for you. Either."

"Making Mom happy," Tom said with an exaggerated grin.

"You betcha," Sidney said.

"OK, kids, I'm all set," Mom said, "Hold that pose. Tilt your heads. Sidney, turn back and up so you can see your brother's face. Look into each other's eyes a little. No no. Like you actually love each other. You know, like brother and sister? OK, there you go. Perfect. Stay there."

Sidney felt her heart melt a little as she stared into the mirror image of her own blue eyes. Apparently, when her heart melted, it sent warm liquid right down to her pussy. Or, at least, that's what she told herself was happening. God, Tom's handsome, she thought to herself. The Mom said something that immediately snapped her out of it.

"Tom, move your hands up to Sidney's chest," Mom repeated.

What did she just say?

Sidney did a double take and felt her brother do the same.

"Come on," Mom said, rolling her finger in a 'hurry up' motion. "You said you two were in a hurry and I'm losing the good light."

"Like, here?" Tom asked, putting his hands up on Sidney's tight tummy.

"Geez, I thought you both did well in biology class," Mom said, "Did you cheat on the tests or something? Chest, Tom. Hands. On your sister's. Chest."

Tom glanced at Sidney with a look that was a lot like worry. But there was something else in his eyes, too, and she couldn't place it.

He took his hands and moved them under her neck, so that they rested on the flat of her ribcage, right above his sister's impressive swells. Sidney knew her breasts were something that held boys beholden. To her, they had always felt more like a burden. But seeing how her brother moved around them -- eager to experience, yet terrified to touch -- Sidney started to think that maybe her oversized chest was OK after all.

"Lower," Mom said.

"Here?" Tom asked, shifting his hands to Sidney's sides. His fingers teasing at the bottom of her gargantuan globes.

Their mother made a long sigh, then stepped out from behind the camera. Hands on her hips, tapping her foot. If she was any more of a caricature, smoke would be coming out of her ears.

"Just do it, Tom," Sidney said. The voluptuous redhead might have been uncomfortable, but she knew that angering their mother would only make things worse.

Tom took a deep breath. He reached his hands around. Then he settled them, lightly, over his sister's breasts.

"Thank fucking God," Mom said, and went back behind her camera. Snap snap snap. "Seriously, how could you even miss those massive things?"

Sidney took a deep breath. For the first time in her life, another man was holding her tits. Her brother. He was doing everything he could to keep a light touch, like a gentleman. I guess that makes me a slut, Sidney thought to herself. Because all she wanted in that moment was for her twin to squeeze her boobs harder. Grab her nipples. Pull and heft and pinch.

Sidney heard her brother groan in her ear and wondered if he was suffering from the same slowly slipping sense of control. For now, though, his fingertips were only barely touching her. Like he was afraid his twin sister might explode at any moment. It was tantalizing and tortuous.

"Tom, what are you doing?!" Mom snapped. Both siblings startled. "Please tell me after all we've talked about today that you're not actually doing what I think you are."

Tom looked at his mother, then down at Sidney. He shuffled his body around. Unsure of what his mother could mean. Finally, he gave up and gave in to his most desperate, disastrous urges and fully cupped his twin sister's tits. He flinched, waiting for his sister to strike, but Sidney only sighed and softened.

"Thank you," Mom said, the sharpness still in her voice, and went back to taking pictures. Snap, snap, snap. "Fucking hell, it's a miracle I can get anything done with you two."

While she kept the grin plastered on her face, Sidney was practically having a panic attack. My brother's hands. On my boobs. Oh God. Feels so good. Oh Tom. Tommy. Squeeze them. Rub them. Feel my stiff nipples shooting through my dress. Sidney felt so horny she could scream. Now her butt was searching for her brother's cock to rub against. No matter how much she pressed, he couldn't be close enough.

Sidney found herself incongruently wishing their mother would give them another pose, this one without their clothes. She no longer cared that they were out in their front yard, on the porch, where anyone could easily see. The neighbors, probably, were already watching this lewd display from their windows. The perverted siblings had to be within eyeshot of at least a dozen other people.

"OK, let go Tom, that's enough," Mom said. Both siblings let out their breath, relieved but also disappointed.

"All done?" Tom asked. Sidney could hear the regret in his voice. He wasn't watching the clock anymore. Just his twin sister.

"Step back a little now Tom, give Sidney some breathing room," Mom said.

Damn, Sidney thought, consciousness slowly returning to her. Still, she knew better than to let herself be sad about the loss of contact. This was her twin brother, after all.

"Tom, move your hands down so they're at Sidney's waist," Mom said. She took a few quick shots. "OK, now pull back on her hips, slightly. That's right."

Sidney allowed her brother to position her. His hands more on her ass than her stomach. As he dragged her back, her body naturally bent forward.

"That's right, Sidney, let your head naturally rest on your arms on the railing there," Mom said.

Sidney found herself bent completely at the waist. Her butt stuck upward. Her back flat. A perfect right angle.

"Don't step back Tom, get right up next to your sister," Mom said.

Both siblings gasped as their crotches made contact with each other. Sidney fought the urge to giggle at the weird position their mother had them in. Didn't Mom notice that this made it look like Tom was doing his sister doggystyle?

"OK, stay in that position," Mom said, "I'm going to get a bunch of different shots this way."

Their mother crouched behind the tripod. Click click click. She picked up the camera and kept walking towards the siblings, shooting the whole way. Snap snap snap. She went up the stairs to the wraparound porch and got a side view of the twins. Her eyes never left the digital viewfinder.

Meanwhile, brother and sister both found themselves responding, unbidden, to how their bodies were arranged. Tom's dick was pressed -- through his clothes and his sister's -- right against her center. His hands were resting on Sidney's backside. The two of them were essentially dry humping. And both siblings were loving the sensation.

"Fuck me," Tom said, probably a bit too loud.

Sidney felt her brother's cock trying to cram itself inside her, clothing be damned. And Sidney felt the need of it rush through her. Like she had an itch on the inside of her pussy that could only be scratched by her brother's thick stick.

"OK, I'm just going to adjust you two a little," Mom said, "Try to stay still while I pose you."

Thinking she meant their feet or maybe hands, both siblings startled as their mother began shifting the two of them at the waist. She stepped back, took a couple of pictures, then made a show of thinking about what she was seeing.

But if Sidney was surprised before, she nearly jumped out of her skin when her mother reached for the hem of her dress and lifted it right up over her hips, baring the beautiful redhead completely from the waist down. Sidney's pink, sheer, bikini-cut briefs were exposed for the whole neighborhood to see.

"Mom?!" Sidney's voice came out as a shout.

"I told you, don't move," Mom said, and gave her daughter's ass a little pinch. "I'm still figuring this out."

Sidney's face flushed. She could feel her brother's eyes burning a hole in her panties. But that quickly stopped being a problem, because her mother removed those next.

Sidney blushed as her bare bottom was exposed to her brother. Her full, pink butt and, below that, her pussy. She knew that her vaginal lips were full and spread. She could feel her dampness, too, like she'd been dipped in a warm stream. Sidney had a full, hairy bush too, so thick that it nearly covered her sex entirely. She'd debating about shaving it and now realized that she should have.

Sidney felt the cool spring air caress her uncovered backside. Her brother's hands, somehow still on her ass, gripped hard. Worse, she could smell her own arousal, a thick, heady aroma that seemed to seep, heavily, into everything around them.

"Hmmm, still not right," Mom said.

Now it was Tom's turn to gasp. Sidney looked back and saw their mother unbuckle his belt, and, with one smooth pull, rip down his slacks and boxers. Now, he too, was naked from the waist down. His penis pointed out pendulous, so full of blood it was practically purple. A thick drop of precum wept out of the top.

"Now we're getting somewhere," Mom said, staring down at the exposed genitalia of her children. "Stand together like before."

Both siblings froze. Their Mom reached back to Tom's ass and pushed him forward. His penis slipped under his sister's pussy. It hardly made a difference that their respective sexes were barely touching. Both of them already felt intimately connected.

"That's fantastic," Mom said. She started taking pictures again. She swung back around to the front of the porch. "Would you two stop fidgeting?" she asked, as if desire could be suspended in such a way.

Mom dropped her camera into the tripod and started to take pictures again. "That's right, hold each other close."

Both siblings were sweating. Cock and cunt dripping. They panted like animals. Both of them unconsciously shifted against each other, desperately trying to both avoid and accomplish the exact same thing.

"Tommy, sweetie, do Mommy a favor and put your penis inside your sister, OK?"

"WHAT!?!?!?!?!" This time both siblings shouted it aloud.

"I can tell it's getting in the way," Mom said, "Here, if it's easier, Sidney honey, why don't you reach back and take your brother's cock and slide it inside your cute little cunt."

Silence. The whole neighborhood seemed to still. Even the birds stayed quiet in shock.

As if on autopilot, Sidney reached back. Her body was no longer within her control. Her arm shook so bad, she feared it would fall off. She grabbed her brother's hard dick. The first she'd ever felt. Impossibly stiff yet wonderfully soft and warm. She held it in her hand. Slowly dragged it forward till it was slotted in the right place.

"Come on, Honey, I'm losing the light here," Mom said.

Sidney felt her brother's cockhead push at her virginal opening. The tip slipped inside. Tom, letting nature take over, thrust forward. Sidney's pussy flared open, allowing this new invader inside.

Welcoming him.

Begging her brother to fill her up with his cock.

"Oh FUCK!" Tom said as he slipped into his sister. This time the whole town probably heard.

"There you go," Mom said. She picked up her camera and started shooting again. "You can go back and forth a little bit if you need to, but not too much, OK kiddos?"

"Uh huh," Tom said. He was gripping his sister's ass for dear life. His dick was still slowly sliding into her bare pussy.

"Uh huh," Sidney said. Her vagina was slowly accommodating itself to this new experience. It felt fantastic. She'd had toys in her before, but this was completely different. Like something had been missing inside her forever, only she was just finding out now.

"Are you two done getting comfortable yet?" Mom asked, hand on her hip.

"He's really big, Mom," Sidney said.

"She's really tight, Mom," Tom said.

Mom stood there, shaking her head. Camera in hand. Like her children were the naughtiest kids in the world for wasting her time.

"Oh. Oh Fuck," Sidney said, "That's it. I think. I think that's all of it."

"Yes," Tom said, "Yeah. She's got it all. Inside her." Fuck he felt so big.

"OK, well now that you're all set up can you pose please?" Mom said. She put the camera in front of her. Click click click. "Hands on her breasts, Tom, come on. I swear, if I have to remind you one more time..."

Tom reached down and squeezed Sidney's massive boobs. She was beyond caring about propriety. She wanted to feel his hands on her tits. Sidney wriggled her arms out of the straps and pulled down her dress, exposing her bare breasts. Her outfit was now just a strip of bright blue hanging ragged around her waist.

Tom took hold of her warm flesh. He practically howled as he grabbed hold. Sidney's enormous tits spilled out of his hands. Sharp pink nipples scratched at his palms. It felt so good to be held this way.

"Uhn... Oh! God...." Sidney's eyes rolled back in her head. She took one hand off the railing and slid it over her clit. It was practically bursting off her body. One little rub, a bit of a tickle, and she felt herself go over the top.

Sidney had had orgasms before. Self-supplied, but still. This was so far beyond what she'd experienced before, it was like comparing a kiddie pool to the ocean. A rowboat to the QE2. Sidney's whole body began to shake. Judder. The ecstasy arched up her arms and legs like lightning. It gripped her, tight, and squeezed till she could no longer breathe, think, feel anything but the pleasure of it all.

It was having that hot, hard cock inside her that pushed her beyond comprehension. Her brother's dick. It slammed the bliss through her like a pile driver. She felt crazed. Out of control. Incredible.

Her brother shoved inside her again and the delight of it all doubled. Distantly, Sidney felt a spray of warm liquid shoot down her thighs. She'd wet herself. She was too far gone to care which fluid it was.

The hot redhead knew, in the back of her brain, that her mother was still taking pictures. Snap, snap, snap. She was well aware that she was out in front of their house, that the neighbors could easily see the high school girl fucking her twin brother, full on. She no longer cared. That was another world, as for as she was concerned. The only thing that mattered was the connection of her brother's bare cock in her pussy.

"Ooo, that looked like a good one," Mom said, "Tommy how are you doing right now?"

"Oh. Uhn. Ahhhh," Tom spit out sounds that were probably words in his head but came out as nonsense. Sidney was still rolling, her orgasm slowed but stayed, like a persistent puddle of pleasure. Her brother, though, was building. She could feel his dick start to thicken inside of her.

"Well, Tom, do you think you can at least cum soon?" Mom said, "The sun is almost down, and I don't want to miss it."

"Getting... close," Tom said.

"That's a good boy," Mom said, "Ooo, I knew you could do it, sweetie. Now Sidney don't you start complaining. I saw that orgasm race through you just a moment ago. You have to let your brother have his turn, too, OK?

"Uhn... Oh... Uh huh," Sidney rambled.

"That's right, honey," Mom said, "Hold on right there and let your brother fill you up. That's a good girl."

Sidney's eyes flew open. Suddenly, rational thought raced into her brain like a river breaking through a dam. What she was doing, who she was with -- all of it shot into her as clear as though someone was shouting it in her ear. The reality of it nearly ripped her mind in half.

"Mom?" Sidney said, her voice tremulous and weak, "? I'm not safe. Not -- uhn -- protected."

"Oh, that's OK, honey," Mom said, "It won't ruin the picture, I promise."

"Sidney... Sis," Tom said. If her confession had done anything, it seemed it had only spurred her brother forward. "Oh, you feel so good. oh. OH God. OH FUCK I'm gonna..."

Sidney felt her brothers body go rigid behind her. His hands gripped her ass so hard it hurt. Something hot splashed inside her pussy. A pummeling font of heat that forced its way forward and battered down her cervix.

Impossibly, as her brother inseminated her fertile sex, Sidney felt another orgasm overtake her.

A loud, high-pitched gasp escaped her lips. Her eyes blew out wide. Her pussy roiled, trying to suck up all of that precious sibling sperm into her womb. Her brother was putting his baby in her. All she could do was cry out as the ecstasy of it overwhelmed her.

Tom sent pulse after pulse of sperm into his twin sister's snatch. Every burst sent another surge of pleasure through her. God, it felt so good. The ecstasy of it was more than Sidney could bear. She just hung on for dear life, as her brother filled her with his seed.

"Oh sis. So good," Tom mumbled out. "Ah fuck. Take it. Take it all."

"There you go," Mom said, "There's my babies! Doing so good. I'm so proud of you both. OK, hold that pose. Hold it there. OK, we're done!"

*

Sidney found herself staring down at her twin brother, Tom, lying under her on the ground. As she watched, dumbfounded, a huge glob of his cum dripped out of her pussy and splattered on his chest.

Sidney realized she was still on all fours, arms on the railing. Her hairy snatch hung right above Tom's chest. Her pussy made a rude noise, followed by another fountain of cum. Tom did his best to dodge this one.

"Sis, you OK?" Tom asked. His dick was lying half shriveled on his bare thigh. He was smiling, soft and stupid

"Fuh -- fuck," Sidney said, her voice heavy from the slowly receding high. "Fucking.... Fuh. I'm fine. Just... fuck. Wow."

"Yeah, that was. Wow," Tom said, "Amazing."

The siblings helped each other stand, both of them weak from what they'd just experienced. Endured.

"Well, why are you two standing there?" Mom asked. She held her camera casually at her side. "Don't you have a prom to get to?"

The siblings stared at each other in shock. Like a zombie, Sidney shuttled her dress down over her wide hips. She pulled the straps back up over her shoulders. She looked like she'd been hit by a bus. She didn't even dare to look at what had been done to her makeup.

Tom was still post-orgasm dumb, trying fruitlessly to cinch his belt. Sidney reached down and helped her brother pull it shut.

"Sorry," he said, "Got all... You know."

"Yes, I know," Sidney said. She kissed her brother on the lips. It was quick, but it felt kind of wonderful.

"Come on, you're going to be late," Mom said, "I don't want to hear about how I took up all your time when the two of you are dawdling like this."

Tom and Sidney stared at each other. "You were going to drive," Sidney said.

"Right," Tom said, "Need my keys."



"They're in your pocket, you big dummy," Sidney said.

"Thanks, little dork," Tom said.

Arm in arm, the twins slowly made their way across the lawn to the driveway.

"Have fun!" Mom called out, "I want lots of pictures!"

Suddenly, there was the roar of an engine and a squeal of breaks. The siblings looked up and saw a silver sedan swerve right in front of their house and skid to a stop. The door flew open, and their father leapt out onto the lawn.

"Am I too late for picture time?" Dad asked, looking frantic, "I got home as soon as I could."

"Oh, Danny, you're right on time," Mom said, "Now we can do all the mother-son and daddy-daughter photos!"


Family Photoshoot Pt. 02

The only thing dumber than the first chapter of this story is the fact that I wrote a second part. I mean, seriously? But here we are!

As always, everyone depicted here is over the age of 18.

Sidney and her brother had just completed an extremely out-of-the-ordinary family photoshoot.

The 18-year-old twins, both dolled up for prom, had let themselves be posed in increasingly unexpected ways until the whole thing had escalated, somehow, to Tom taking his sister's virginity and inseminating her unprotected pussy right on the front porch. All while their mother took pictures.

Now, finally, they were ready to leave for prom. But right as they were about to head out, they heard the roar of an engine and the squeal of breaks. The siblings looked up and saw a silver sedan swerve right in front of their house and skid to a stop. The door flew open, and their father popped out.

"Am I too late for picture time?" Dad asked, looking frantic, "I got home as soon as I could."

"Oh, Danny, you're just in time," Mom said, "Now we can do all the mother-son and daddy-daughter photos!"

The siblings both froze in place. Wait, what?

"Of course," Mom said, as if it were obvious, "Come on Tom, I want some pictures of you and me together on the porch."

Tom froze. He looked back at Sidney like begging for help. All Sidney could do was stare back at her twin brother with that same look of shock. The both of them needed a shower and a change of clothes (and maybe an intervention), not yet another round of pictures. Yet neither sibling knew what to say in the moment.

"Don't worry, sweetie," Mom said, sensing Tom's reluctance. "It's all going to be fine."

"But Mom, I'm not sure..."

"Oh, I know, sweetie," Mom continued, placatingly, "Your father doesn't have my visual eye. But I'm sure he'll take pictures we can be proud of."

Too stunned to say anything more, Tom reluctantly let Mom lead him back to the top stair of the front porch. Meanwhile, Dad sprinted enthusiastically across the lawn and started fiddling around behind the camera.

"Wow, you got some really good ones here, Amanda," Dad said, looking into the viewfinder.

As her father examined the camera, Sidney eyed him up from afar. He was dressed in his work clothes, a navy polo shirt and khaki slacks. Dad had red hair, like hers -- though it was starting to go silver at the sides -- and the same icy blue eyes. Dad's handsome. Sidney had always thought so. He was in remarkably good shape for a man in his forties and he had the best smile she'd ever seen (Tom was a close second, of course).

"Here, princess, come take a look," Dad said, waving his daughter over, "Don't you and sport look great together?" Sidney was always princess, and Tom was always sport. Neither affectionate appellation was applied to the other.

For a moment, Sidney let herself be fooled into thinking that only normal, everyday pictures were in her mom's camera. Because the reality was far more impossible to accept. There was no way that the screen was showing her having sex with her brother, because that would be insane.

Yet, sure enough, there Sidney was -- in sparkling, full color, 1080p -- getting taken from behind by her very own brother. Her mouth hanging open, red hair splayed everywhere. Tom cupping her massive tits like they were precious stones. Well, precious mountains, anyway.

"Is that the moment sport came in you?" Dad asked, pointing to a particularly lewd picture where Sidney's naked body was completely exposed but her mind was clearly nowhere to be seen.

"Daddy!" Sidney said, flushing red. "I mean, maybe? I don't know..."

"Look at you, princess, you're perfect," Dad said, "I promise you have nothing to be ashamed of." He called up to his wife who was now standing on the porch next to her son. "You did a fantastic job on these, Amanda! I just hope I can come close to your standard."

"Oh, Danny, I'm sure you'll do great," Mom said, "Besides, you have two excellent subjects. Wouldn't you say, sweetie?" She reached over and tousled her son's hair.

At over forty, the twins' mom could only be described as incredible. She was wearing a simple, red v-neck t-shirt and Mom jeans, but she made them look better than formal wear. Sure, Mom had a bit of a stomach (barely a paunch honestly), and her tits had started to sag. But, come on! Sidney knew every one of her and Tom's friends (yes, even the girls) had a massive crush on their mother.

As they stood together on the porch, Sidney was struck by the similarities of mother and son. Tom had the same hair as Mom, dark brown and thick. They shared similar eyes and mouths, even made the same expressions. It was clear that they were genetically entwined. Which only made the tingles shoot sharper up Sidney's spine seeing the two of them together on the stoop.

"Why don't you two get ready," Dad said, kneeling behind the camera. "I just have to set myself up back here."

Mom nodded and grabbed her son's hand, like she was overcome by the anticipation. She brought up her phone from her pocket and used the selfie-camera to quickly fix her hair. Tom, far more disheveled, stood by her side looking shellshocked.

"I'm sorry I'm not dressed as fancy as you," Mom said, smiling at Tom.

Tom was many things, but fancy no longer made the list. His dress shirt was crumpled -- stained with pussy juice and penis sap -- and he'd buttoned it askew. His pants were also rumpled and muddy from when they'd been tossed on the ground. His hair -- the one thing he'd actually spent time getting ready for that evening -- had gone from expertly mussed to just plain old messy. Like he'd styled it in a windstorm.

Not that Sidney was looking any better, she reflected. She didn't need a mirror to know that her makeup was streaked down her face and her red hair stuck out at odd angles. Her dress, perfectly prepared before that evening, now looked like she'd taken it out of a dumpster after ripping it from the hands of a greedy, fashion-conscious raccoon. And her snatch was leaking the precious, warm seed her brother had put inside her.

Sidney caught her brother looking her way and she gave him a cute little wave. She felt dizzy and numb, like she'd been drugged. She supposed she had in a way -- given an overdose of her brother's potent cum. Right to her unprotected pussy.

Was it wrong that something about that made her happy, instead of scared? She pictured herself with a twin-supplied baby-filled belly and, instead of feeling terrified like she should have been, she was totally turned on.

"Sidney is wonderful, isn't she?" Mom said to Tom, loud enough that Sidney could hear them.

"She's a great sister," Tom said, carefully noncommittal.

"She's amazing," Mom said, "I know I can't keep up with her."

"I think you do more than keep up, Mom," Tom said, smiling down at his mother. She grinned back, clearly happy with the compliment.

"OK, I think I've got the camera set up right," Dad said, "Both of you stand together."

While their father posed her brother and mom on the front porch, Sidney stood back on the lawn and watched, caught somewhere between jealous that her mom was with her brother and relieved that she had been spared another photo session.

Seeing her mom and brother stand close together on the stairs, Sidney started to feel nervous about what was about to happen. She made herself take a deep breath. Whatever had gone on before was strange, sure, but it wasn't going to continue now that Dad was home. Certainly, Dad wasn't about to direct his son to have sex with his wife (Tom's own mother!) while he sat back composing photos. No, this would be a normal old family picture. No other option was possible.

"OK, Amanda, keep your hands right there," Dad said, "Now tilt your head so it rests on sport's shoulder."

"Your boy's a little tall for that, these days," Mom said.

"Well, rest it against his chest, at least," Dad said, "Tom, stop being so stiff."

Speaking of stiff -- Sidney was surprised to see that her brother's dick had recovered from their earlier escapade and was now trying to bust its way back out of his pants. Sidney didn't have a lot of experience with penises, but she was pretty sure they were supposed to take a while to recharge. Yet Sidney could see clearly that Tom was more than ready for action, once again, as he posed next to a family member.

"Sport, you are busting out!" Dad said, raising his head from behind the camera. Tom's face went pink. "Look at your arms and your chest. You barely even fit in that shirt."

Tom let out a long sigh. "Oh. Um, thanks Dad," he said, "You know, working out."

"Well, I have to say, you look damn good," Dad said, "Wouldn't you agree, Amanda?"

"Definitely, Danny," Mom said, with a bit of a giggle.

"Here, reach up and squeeze Tom's bicep, hon," Dad said, "Give it a good feel."

Click, click, click. Dad took pictures as his wife slowly traced her son's muscular arms. But she didn't stop there. Mom began to drag her hand over Tom's chest, feeling his defined pecs and washboard stomach. The whole time, she cooed like she was petting a particularly cute baby seal.

"Take his shirt off," Dad said.

"Dad?" Tom asked.

"Come on, sport, I know you worked hard to get that body. Don't you want to show it off for the rest of the family?" Dad asked.

"You remember those muscle shots your Uncle Travis sent last year?" Mom asked.

Sidney, in fact, did remember the bizarre pictures her uncle had shared with the family. She had not been ready to see her mom's younger brother wearing a speedo, a Santa hat, and nothing else, while doing lunges. Even if he was remarkably ripped.

"Right?" Dad said, "I think we need to give your uncle a little competition."

Tom sighed and started unbuttoning his shirt. The poor, tortured piece of cloth was barely wearable at that point anyway.

"Ooo, look at that," Mom said, running her hand up down her son's body.

"You been shaving yourself, there sport?" Dad asked.

"The girls like it," Tom said, defensively.

"Oh, I know how you kids are these days," Dad said, "But I also know your mother likes at least a little hair on the old chest." Dad thumped his own pecs. "What about you, Sidney? You like how your brother looks?"

"I don't know," Sidney said, suddenly shy. She looked away.

"Hear that, sport?" Dad said with a grin, "Sounds like you might have to rethink your strategy."

"Danny, are you taking pictures or what?" Mom asked.

"Whoops, sorry dear." Dad dropped back behind the camera and started clicking away.

"You know if Tom's going to be topless," Mom said, "I suppose I should be, as well. Even things out and all."

Sidney gasped. On the one hand, did some strange part of her want to see her mom's massive breasts? Actually, kinda yeah. On the other though, she wasn't sure Mom should be showing her tits to her son, her family, and the many local townsfolk who happened to live nearby.

"Are you sure that's a good idea?" Tom asked, speaking Sidney's mind for her.

Mom looked at him, eyebrow raised. Her beautiful face was lost in thought. "You're right," she said, and both twins breathed a sigh of relief mixed with disappointment. "It's getting too dark for pictures. Let's move this shoot inside the house."

Like this made total sense, the family immediately agreed. They all raced to gather up the photography equipment in the last of the gloaming. The moon was well up in the sky by the time they were done, scampering back into the house with armfuls of lenses, tripods, and camera bags.

They all went so fast, they forgot about the car. Tom and Sidney had been about to drive to the prom before their dad showed up. Now the front passenger door was left sitting wide open, keys in the ignition -- a single, sad electric dome light shone thin while the car pinged lonely and forgotten under the stars.

Inside, the family tossed everything onto the living room couch, then moved the furniture around to make enough open space. Again, like this was totally normal behavior for a Friday evening.

"Go stand by the mantle with your mother, sport, it's going to take me a moment to set up in here," Dad said, "Hey, princess?"

"Yes, Dad?" Sidney asked, she eyed all the photography gear nervously, worried her father was going to expect her to deal with it all. Worse, though, was looking at her shirtless brother and soon-to-be-shirtless Mom.

Sidney was torn. On the one hand, this was family fooling around, which was wrong on so many levels even Mario couldn't get through them all. But it didn't stop Sidney from thinking back fondly about fucking her brother.

Sex with Tom had transcended any expectation she'd had for the experience. The fact that it had been her twin sibling taking her virginity weirdly made everything feel even better. Her naughty pussy, still dripping with his cum, was already hungering for even more.

But instead of delivering her another much needed meal, Tom was playing with Mom instead and it was making Sidney irrationally jealous. The whole thing was a computational conundrum, overclocked and running a hundred different programs, without a single cooling fan to be seen. And, as you'd expect in such a situation, it was melting Sidney's brain a bit.

"Princess," Dad said, sternly, snapping Sidney back to attention. "You're supposed to be helping me here."

"Right, sorry Daddy," Sidney said.

"As I was saying, since I'm doing the camera stuff, can you use your iPhone to take some pics of sport and your mom? I want to make sure we get everything we need."

"Oh!" Sidney said, "Sure thing, Dad."

Tom and Mom were already standing by the fireplace. Tom's shirt was completely gone, and their mother was absently tracing his bare chest despite the fact that there was no one recording it. Sidney found her phone -- it had been in the purse she'd left out on the porch -- and held it up.

"Ready to go," she said.

"Now, where were we?" Mom asked, putting her finger to her chin in a caricature of consideration.

"You were, um, going to 'match' Tom," Sidney said. The last few words caught in her throat. Was she really suggesting this?

"Oh yes!" Mom said, "I swear sometimes your old mother can be such a ninny."

She reached down to the hem of her red v-neck and lifted it up over her head. Even Sidney had to appreciate what she was seeing now. Mom's breasts were large and full, brownish nipples standing out stiff.

Tom clearly appreciated them, as well.

"Wow, Mom," he said, staring down at his mother's breasts. His eyes looked ready to pop out of his head.

"Now don't be a perv, sweetie," Mom said, "It's just for photos."

"OK," Tom said, chastised.

His mother immediately took his hand and put it on her bare boob. Sidney stared agape.

"Honey?" Mom asked, glaring down at her daughter.

"Oh right," Sidney said.

Flash flash flash. Sidney took pictures of the mother and son, both bare chested. Tom hefted his mother's incredible breast, then switched to the other. His mother's own hands stayed busy with his pecs and stomach.

"Come on, honey," Mom said, her voice getting that angry tinge, "We can't just stand here. You need to tell us what to do."

Sidney, already flustered, by what she was seeing, paused to pull herself together. "Well, um, I guess Tom should probably, you know, suck on them a little?"

"Oooh, that's a great idea," Mom said, grabbing Tom's head and pulling him down. "Come here, sweetie, like when you were a baby."

Tom let his mouth be led to his mom's engorged nipples. He opened his mouth, licked, and latched on.

"Oh, that's very nice," Mom said, "I bet it'll make a great, uhn, picture."

Sidney took Mom's cue and started snapping. A peculiar part of her, though, looked at what her brother was doing and felt envious. She wanted to lick Mom's breasts, too.

Without truly thinking about it, Sidney gave in to her urges. She hurried over to her mom's other side and swiftly snatched up her other tit. Then Sidney held up her iPhone to capture all three of them.

"Oh, look dear," Mom said, "I'm getting a suckle selfie!"

"So sweet," Dad said, smiling warmly.

Sidney and Tom both fondled their mother's breasts. The excitement of being latched to her mother's amazing nipple sent shivers up Sidney's arms. The feel of that warm flesh, the wrongness and rightness of what she was doing, threatened to overwhelm her. Mom groaned low in her throat and Sidney reacted like it was the greatest compliment she'd ever been given. For a moment, she caught her brother's eye, and they shared a wicked grin.

Tom took his freed hand and slid it down his mother's back to cup her butt cheek. Sidney did the same. Both twins were now playing with their mother in a way that was not at all wholesome. Every image captured forever in Sidney's phone.

"OK, I think we're ready for the big show," Dad said, getting the family's attention.

Reluctantly, Sidney released her mother's boob and walked out of the frame.

"Don't worry, princess," Dad said, "We'll get our chance soon, too. For now, stay back and help me with the lighting." Sidney scampered over and stood obediently behind her father. He knelt down behind the camera, which was resting snugly on the tripod.

Mom and Tom stood next to each other in front of the mantle, arm-in-arm, as if they both weren't naked from the waist up. Mom's tits hung down lovely, her nipples still glistening with her children's saliva.

"OK, let's start with some simple stuff," Dad said, "Amanda, why don't you get down on your knees in front of Tom."

Sidney sucked in air so hard, she almost fell backward. Things were accelerating so fast. And every time she thought they'd reached the limit, the family stepped harder on the gas.

She looked to her twin, expecting to see a similar stare of surprise from Tom. But instead, he was grinning from ear to ear. Just the idea of an impending blowjob from Mom was apparently more than enough to keep him quiescent.

Mom knelt and undid her son's belt. Then she pulled down his pants and underwear, exposing his erection. Tom's hard dick popped straight up, bobbing happily. He stared down at his mother, watching it happen with a detached disbelief.

"Oh, that's even nicer up close," Mom said.

"OK, hold that pose," Dad said, "Now, Amanda, open your mouth. Just take the tip, OK?"

"Mmmhm," Mom said, her mouth already stuffed full of her son's dick.

Tom let out a long, sonorous groan as his mother sucked him up. Mom ran her warm, wet tongue ran all over his cock like it was a tasty treat. She made loud, lip-smacking noises, gurgling and grunting on her son's tasty treat. Suddenly, Sidney remembered that her own grool was still on her brother's shaft -- that Mom was tasting both twins together -- and felt herself practically overheat.

"Put your hands on his balls, too," Dad said.

"Good thinking," Mom said, her words muffled by the dick in her mouth.

"Oh yeah," Tom said.

"Hold that pose," Dad said. Click click click.

The look on Tom's face was one of endless, ecstatic agony. He ran his fingers through Mom's dark hair. Both of them cooed at each other, little nonsense sounds that seemed to make some kind of sense to them both. Sidney felt her fingers drift to her crotch, unbidden.

"Hey, Tom, how's your stamina?" Dad asked.

"Uhh, what Dad?" Tom snapped into consciousness.

"What's your recovery like?" Dad asked, "You know, if you go now can I count on you to be up and ready again quickly?"

"Oh, I guess it's OK," Tom said.

Dad sighed and crossed his arms. "Jeez, sport, it's a simple question."

"I'll be fine, Dad," Tom said. He looked down lovingly at the woman licking his dick. Tom was definitely confused and certainly disturbed by everything that was going on. But that didn't mean he wasn't also having the time of his life.



"OK good," Dad said, "Alright Amanda, you heard the boy. Go for it."

Mom redoubled her efforts, sliding her mouth all the way up till her nose touched Tom's bare pubis. Then she slid back. Glug glug glug. Meanwhile Dad knelt behind the camera, taking pictures. Click click click.

Sidney felt the envy grip at her chest again, watching the display in front of her. Mom was really working now, pumping Tom's dick with her fist while she sucked his dick, loudly. So aggressively that drool started dripping out of her mouth.

"You getting close, sport?" Dad asked.

"Uh huh," Tom said.

"OK, dear, don't forget what you need to do," Dad said.

"I've sucked a dick before, Danny," Mom said, indignant.

"Sorry," Dad said, "Sorry sorry. Just getting carried away by the moment, dear. You're doing so well."

"Uh huh," Mom said.

A moment later, Sidney saw her brother stiffen and she knew that meant he was about to go off. Mom must have felt it, too, because she pulled her mouth off her son, then sat back and arched her breasts forward.

Mom jerked her son's unit with both hands.

"Oh ffffFUCK!" Tom cried out, back arched, eyes slammed shut.

An absolute rope of hot seed splattered against Mom's breasts. Knotted and practically writhing with ecstatic, abundant sperm. It seemed more than Sidney had ever seen, more than Tom could possibly be capable of producing in one shot. But then yet another impossibly copious cum exploded out of her twin. In moments, as he groaned and shook, Tom covered his own mother with semen; no less than if he'd opened a faucet of the stuff over her head.

Snap snap snap. Dad went wild with pictures, taking as many as he could. As if the camera, itself, was just as excited by the act as the people who'd performed it.

"That was lovely, sweetie," Mom said warmly as her son's spend slowed. Her breasts were dripping with clear-white fluid. Tom had truly unloaded on her. Sidney stared at the scene, and she swore she felt her womb twitch.

If she'd seen it in a video, she'd have sworn they used fake cum, but this was clearly all real. And Sidney was certain that her twin had put even more than that inside her fertile twat than was showing here. Oh fuck. Sidney's uterus had to be full as a fishbowl. If she moved, she could probably feel it sloshing around inside of her.

"Nicely done, son," Dad said. He was smiling proudly, like his boy had made the honor roll rather than completing a one-man bukkake on his mom. As if showering another man's wife with sperm was the greatest compliment you could give him.

"Let me get a towel and we can move on to the next set of photos," Mom said.

"Actually, dear, I was thinking you should stay like that," Dad said.

"I don't know," Mom said, "I don't want our Tommy to get messy when he touches me."

"What do you think, princess?" Dad asked, turning back to Sidney. "Seriously, your opinion means so much to me."

"Um, Mom should keep it on," Sidney said, "I think it'll be hot."

"Well, if you say so, sweetie," Mom said, looking down dubiously at her sperm-doused tits.

"Let's give Tom a little time to get ready," Dad said, "Amanda, take off your jeans so we can get a good look."

Mom didn't hesitate; she undid her pants and slid them over her wide hips. Unlike her daughter, her pussy was completely shaved. Her vaginal lips were engorged and open. Again, Tom stared, hypnotized by his mother's incredible naked body. His penis, flagging from the last encounter, was able to give a couple of appreciative nods.

Mother and son now stood next to each other completely naked in the family living room.

"Amanda, stand in front of Tom, but slightly off to the side," Dad said, "Yes, like that. Tom put your left hand on Mom's shoulder."

Tom did as he was told. To Sidney's amazement, her brother's dick was already starting to straighten once again. Clearly, his recovery time was just fine, thank you.

"Alright, now take your left hand and put it on Mom's breast, thatta boy," Dad said, "Don't pull too hard, now. I know your mother doesn't like that so much."

"It's OK, Danny," Mom said.

"Well OK, then," Dad said, "Keep up the good work, sport." Click click click. "Don't forget to do the other one." Snap snap snap.

"Alright now start to touch lower," Dad said, "Don't rush anything."

Tom took his hand and slowly dragged it down his Mom's stomach. When he reached her bare mound, he paused. Like he was savoring the moment.

"Wow, Amanda, you're leaking like crazy down there," Dad said, "Kids, look at all that juice coming out of your Mom. It's like a slip-and-slide."

Mom giggled and blushed. "Something about my son, I guess," she said, idly.

Dad stepped out from the behind the camera, arms crossed. "Be honest, Amanda. Are you ovulating?" Dad asked, sternly.

"...Maybe?" Mom said, glancing away from her husband's glare.

"Well, we'll just have to be extra careful," Dad said, "OK, sport, now slowly rub your mother's pussy to get her warmed up."

"I think I'm plenty ready, Danny," Mom said, a bit of frustration leaking through.

"Do you want to take the photos, dear?" Dad asked. Tom and Sidney shot each other a look. Were their parents really arguing right now?

"No," Mom said, "You're right. I'm sorry."

Dad took a deep breath. "Tom, play your fingers up and down Mom's lips a little."

Tom did as he was told, feeling his mother's juices soak his fingers. Sidney could hear how wet her mother was. The hot redhead reflected that she was becoming quite the spout herself.

"Good job," Dad said, "Now, do you know where her clit is?"

"Daaaad," Tom whined.

"Just checking," Dad said, "I know a lot of boys your age struggle with such things. In any case, I want you to stroke your mom's clit. It should be pretty easy now that she's so aroused."

Tom truly had no trouble finding his mother's magic button. She groaned and stiffened when he got there.

"Great job!" Dad said, "Now gently rub while I... Amanda, why are you making that face?"

"Getting. Close," Mom said.

"Oh wow. OK. no problem," Dad said, "Just hold on for a little..."

"OH! rrrrrrrAH!" Mom grabbed Tom's hand and held it in place. Her face went red, and she threw her head back. Trembling. Then limp.

"Oh, that was very nice!" Dad said, "Princess come look at these. I think I got some good ones."

Sidney dutifully knelt down next to her dad. Yup, that was a picture of her Mom cumming on her son's fingers, all right.

"I think that one's the winner right there," Dad said, flipping back to one where Mom's mouth was gaping, her eyes popped open.

"Sure Dad," Sidney said, not sure how else to react.

"That was good," Dad said, "I think we're ready to move on. We'll be better off doing these next ones on the couch." Dad spun the camera around.

Tom and Mom, their legs weak, made their way over to the other side of the living room and sat down on the family sofa. The cushions were soft, and the fabric was only a little scratchy on their bare bodies.

"We'll start simple for these first few," Dad said, clearly getting quicker at setting up the camera. Both of you sit together. Nice posture. Amanda, why don't you clasp Tom's hands and hold them in your lap?"

Mom did as she was told, taking Tom's hands in her tiny ones and placing them right on her pussy.

"Look, your brother's cock is back," Dad said to Sidney.

Sidney honestly didn't know how she was supposed to respond to her twin's tumescence. Her body had no such qualms, though. She felt that undeniable desire for incestuous dick rush back in full force.

"Amanda, what are you thinking about for this next shot?" Dad asked.

"You're the photographer, dear," Mom said, clearly still fighting their previous argument.

"No, I know," Dad said, "But I'd like to get your opinion. On the one hand, I think having you lie back, and cradle Tom's head would make for a great shot. But if you were on top, we'd see your body so much better.

Mom made a big show of considering carefully. "I think I'd be happier on top," she said.

"Good, that's what I was thinking as well," Dad said. "Tom, why don't you lie back on the couch. That's perfect."

Mom didn't need to be told to do the next part. She climbed on top of her son, dragging her crotch up his muscular chest till it hovered right over his face.

"Stick your tongue out, Sport," Dad said, "Yes, that's a great look. Now Amanda, lower yourself down. Perfect."

Tom sighed as he was smothered by his mom's sex. Mom settled over his mouth. He wrapped his arms around her thighs.

Sidney couldn't tell exactly what her brother was doing, but she knew he was doing a damn good job. Her mother's body went taut almost immediately. Her mouth hung open, eyes rolled back. She ran her hands through her son's hair while he pleasured her.

The room filled with the harmonious noises of lips smacking and a camera clicking. Like a counterpoint, each responding to another. Much in the same way that their mother was clearly reacting her son's ministrations.

Mom's legs went tight. Her fingers dug into Tom's scalp. A loud gasp escaped her lips. Finally, she fell back, freeing him. Tom's face was sticky with his mother's slickness. Sidney thought he looked extra sexy that way

"Oh. Oh wow. Oh yes that was. Oh, quite nice," Mom said. She sat back on the couch like her brain had been lost in another world.

"I did OK for you, Mom?" Tom asked, playfully. Like he didn't already know the answer.

"Oh yes," Mom said, "Mommy's lucky to have such a good boy."

"And we got some great pics, too," Dad said, as if that mattered in the moment one bit. "You ready for the big finish, Amanda?"

Mom was panting heavily, sweat ran down her chest. Sidney was sure she was about to ask for a moment's pause. But then a wicked grin crept across Mom's face.

"Fuck yes," she said.

Mom grabbed Tom's impossibly stiff dick and hovered over it. She bent her bottom upwards, steering his stick into her pussy. It was all happening so fast, Sidney didn't have time to be shocked. Just like that, mother and son were connected in a way they never should be.

Mom repeated her same words from before, but with a much different meaning. "Oh. Fuck YES," she said.

"Feel good to be back where you came from, sport?" Dad asked, waggling his eyebrows at his son.

"A-ma-zing," Tom said, barely able to make the word.

"OK, both of you, go nice and slow," Dad said, "Let me capture the moment."

Mom did as her husband asked, slowly rocking up and down on her son's dick. Sidney didn't know how she could keep herself from going wild. Sidney wasn't even mounted on her brother, and she could barely keep herself in control She couldn't imagine how Mom was holding on.

"Oh yes," Mom said, "Baby. My baby boy. Making Mommy's feel so good. You like that, sweetie? Is Mommy's cunt doing magic for you?"

"Oh yes," Tom said. Coherent conversation was quickly slipping away.

"Sit up a little more, Amanda," Dad said, "Let me get a good shot of your tits."

Mom sat back and grabbed her breasts, like offering them as sacrifice to some invisible god. She swayed her head back and forth to music that no one could hear. The rhythm and pump, old as humanity, of reproduction. Only she was doing it with the very child she'd carried. The very son she'd borne.

"That's hot, right?" Dad asked Sidney, "Look at how your brother is giving it to your mom."

"It's nice," Sidney said. She kept down what she really wanted to say. She wanted Tom's tremendous dick to herself. Seeing him and Mom was sexy, sure, but Sidney was certain it would be way better if it was her brother's cock in her cunt, instead.

"Don't worry, princess," Dad said, "You'll get your turn next."

The way the two of them moved together, so perfectly complimentary, was like it was meant to be. Mom and son, their shared genetics showing at even this most inappropriate time. It wasn't just their features. Even the way they rutted ran in similar patterns. Mirroring each other as they made love on the couch.

Mom was riding faster now. Her grunts and groans louder. "Oh... uhn. Oh God. So good. Yes. You getting close for me, sweetie?"

"I'm thinking he should cum on your tits again," Dad said.

"No," Mom said, "Want it. Inside."

Dad paused for a moment, like he was about to argue. But he didn't say anything.

"Yes Tom, cum for Mommy," Mom said, "Seed me. Breed me. I want my son's baby. Put your own sibling in my womb."

Mom's dirty talk was more than Tom could take. He grabbed Mom's hips and held her down, thrusting as deep as he could. His orgasm ripped through him. He shot his fertile seed into yet another family member's waiting womb.

Mother and son both screamed. Their shared pleasure overwhelming. Tom's body bucked as he dumped his fertile sperm directly into Mom's cervix.

"Oh! Oh yes! Tommy. Sweetie. So fucking goooooood!"

Mom writhed, stiffened, then collapsed forward. Tom's ass stayed arched in the air. He was still filling his mother, somehow. Sidney watched entranced, as her brother inseminated her mother. She stared at her dad, watching his wife get impregnated by another man, his own son, like it was a wonderful moment. Something to be savored. Sidney didn't even touch herself, but a tiny orgasm overtook her, anyway.

Finally, Tom groaned and stopped moving. Mom rubbed his head. Kissed his lips.

"You did such a good job," Mom said, "I'm so proud of my baby boy."

"Thanks Mom," Tom said, "You were pretty incredible yourself."

They cuddled there for a moment. Then Mom popped up, like she'd suddenly realized she'd left the oven on. A glob of her son's cum spattered onto the living room floor.

"Time for Dad and daughter pictures!" she announced, clapping her hands, happily.

"Excellent," Dad said. He stepped out from behind the camera and started to undo his shirt. "I know we're short on time, so we should move right to the most important stuff."

Dad's body was trim, though not thin. He had a nice tufting of hair on his pecs and stomach. As her dad undressed, Sidney found herself staring at his dick. Long and thick, like her brother's, it popped up hard and almost angry looking.

"Come on, honey, you too," Mom said. She was already behind the camera. She gestured impatiently at Sidney.

The sexy redhead looked down at her dress, not even realizing it was still on. She lifted off the blue rag and threw it on the floor. She watched her father's eyes as her wide hips and massive tits came into view. His look, almost like worship, made it all worthwhile.

Now the entire family was totally naked, standing casually around the living room like the world's weirdest weekend afternoon. Mom knelt down behind the camera, twisting knobs and changing settings. Tom had slipped off the couch and was now standing behind Mom, his hands casually resting on his hips. His penis, shrunken from its most recent adventure, dribbled the last of its seed onto his thigh.

Dad stood by the couch, totally nude and smiling broadly. He nodded his head for Sidney to stand next to him. She put her arm around his shoulder. Felt her bare breast brush on his chest hair. Her hips pressed against his. They'd just started and already Sidney had to resist the urge to hump her dad's leg like an animal in heat.

"That's perfect," Mom said, staring into the viewfinder and firing off the first shots of the session. "I think I might blow these up for framing."

For a moment, Sidney had the mental image of walking up the staircase past a row of pictures of her family in flagrante delicto. She had to stifle a giggle. It all seemed so oddin the abstract, yet the reality wasn't stopping her.

"Why don't you reach down and hold your dad's penis," Mom said, "Show the camera what's going to be inside you."

Sidney grabbed Dad's dick. After not even seeing a real one before, this was now the second shlong that she'd touched in several hours. I'm becoming an erection expert, she thought to herself. Like Tom's, Dad's dong was both soft and hard. Warm and imposing. A contradiction in the form of a cock.

Sidney gave the penis a few strokes, just to see, and Dad nearly fell over. "Slow down, princess," Dad said, his voice hoarse, "Daddy's already had a lot of stimulation today."

"Sorry Dad," Sidney said.

Dad leaned over and kissed her head. Sidney heard the camera clicking away, her hand still wrapped around her father's member while he showed her such paternal affection. "It's OK. But be careful. Don't want me shooting too soon and ruining the shot. I don't have your brother's stamina. Not anymore anyway."

"Danny, sit down on the couch," Mom said.

Sidney moved automatically to be next to him. Just like Mom and Tom had done before.

"No, no honey," Mom said, disdainfully, "Get down on your knees between your dad's legs."

Sidney nodded and slid to the floor, settling so her face was right at Dad's dick. She could smell the testosterone wafting off of it, strong and heady. It pulsed, and a bead of precum leaked out. Without Mom needing to say anything, Sidney sucked her father's cock into her mouth.

"Oh, fuck," Dad said, "Princess that's perfect."

Click click click. Sidney heard the camera going off behind her. Distantly, she was aware that her mom and brother were both watching her blow her dad, but she didn't care. She reached down, found her aching pussy, and plied it with her fingers. Fuck that feels nice.

Sidney had never given a blowjob before, so everything about the experience was new. She loved the way her father's meat filled her mouth. The hardness of it, the shape, made it oddly satisfying to suck on. The taste and smell were so manly and alluring. There was something about the act of it, alone, too. Sucking cock had always seemed like a subservient act, when Sidney saw it. Now though, doing it, she felt powerful. In control. Already she was thinking about doing it again.

Suck suck suck. Snap snap snap. Slurp slurp slurp. Click click click.

For someone who claimed to have a hair trigger, Sidney's Dad sure seemed to be letting her suck him off for a long time. Does that mean I'm bad at it? Sidney thought to herself. But she realized that if she was, Daddy would tell her.

She looked up at her father, eyes wide with love and desire. He idly stroked his fingers through her hair. There was something romantic about this. Oh sure, also broken and wrong and really, truly fucked up. But romantic, too.

"OK, I think we have enough of those," Mom said. Neither Dad nor daughter moved. "Enough you two, time to move on."

Finally, Sidney pulled her head off her dad's cock with a loud plop. "Sorry Mom, got carried away there."

"It's OK, honey," Mom said, smiling warmly, "I know what that's like."

Sidney wiped the drool from her mouth. A part of her wished she'd gotten to taste her dad's cum, but she knew that she had a way better spot for it.

"Honey, get on the couch and lie back," Mom said, "This is for the Christmas cards so make sure to get this right."

Sidney lay down and spread her legs, raising her knees. She knew from watching her mom and brother what came next, and she couldn't wait. Especially after sucking Dad's dick, Sidney desperately wanted to have her father lick her pussy.

But when Dad climbed onto the couch, he was leading with his dick. Was he truly not going to return the favor like Tom had done for Mom?

"Your father doesn't like to do that," Mom said, looking at her husband ruefully.

"Sorry princess," Dad said, "But don't worry, I'll make you feel extra good."

"OK," Sidney said, pouting. She couldn't help but express her disappointment.

"I'll do it!" Tom said, practically jumping up and down behind Mom, "I'll do it. I'd be happy to go down on Sidney."



"We already have plenty of pics with you and your sister," Mom said.

"Yes, but, none like that," Tom said, "I think it would be nice. You know. For the album and all."

Mom thought about it for a moment. As if this was at all a reasonable argument. "OK, sure. But just a quick round before we finish. You two need to get going if you're going to be in time for prom."

Tom skipped over to the couch, like a happy little boy about to get ice cream. Dad stepped out of the way, joining his wife by the camera. Sidney expected her father to look peeved, but instead he was grinning proudly. Like he couldn't feel more impressed by his son.

Sidney lay back on the couch, expectantly spreading her legs even wider. She should have felt so exposed in front of her brother. But instead, there was something comfortable and easy about this moment.

"Don't worry, sis, I won't let you down," Tom said. His eagerness was adorable.

Tom lay down between his sister's legs and gave her a long, wet lick. Right from the base of her asshole to the top of her pussy.

"Ooo!" Sidney said. It felt kind of tickly. Warm and wet and just the right amount of weird.

Tom made little kisses around her inner thighs. Sidney slowly relaxed, muscles untwining. Her brother had her in good hands. And tongue. He worked his way around her pussy in increasingly wonderful ways. Finally, his mouth made its way to her clitoris and Sidney gasped.

"Oh!"

The breath was ripped from her body as her brother made out with her clit. Practically French kissing it, tongue warring with clitoris to create something incredible. Sidney's legs snapped shut. The hair on her arms stood on end. She threw her head back and released a long soundless whine.

When Sidney came back down, her brother's mouth was already off her pussy. He sat there, staring down at her with a look of self-satisfied glee. Ordinarily, that face made Sidney want to slap him. Now, she could only smile back at him, stupidly.

"Oh, sweetie, you did so good," Mom said, congratulating her son on getting his sister off.

"She's really raring to go," Dad said.

"Oh, they look so cute together, don't they?" Mom said, snapping photos like crazy. "I'm so happy our children can get along."

"Sorry sis," Tom said, "Got carried away there." His face was dripping with the combined juices of his mom and sister.

"OK, you two, break it up," Mom said, "It's time for Dad to get back in there and finish our photos."

"OK," Sidney said. She was lost in orgasm-land. Wandering around somewhere in her brain, barely aware of what was going on outside her body.

She felt something stiff press against her pussy, and it all flooded back. Sidney stared up at her handsome father, cock in hand. Sidney wasn't even sure when her dad and brother had switched places.

Sidney's father rubbed his cock up and down her slot. She groaned. Post-peak she felt so sensitive. Suddenly, that sharp clitoral cum her brother had served her seemed like an appetizer. Her pussy was still hungry. And it only craved one thing.

"You ready, princess?" Dad asked. He smiled warmly and stroked her cheek with his free hand.

"Put it in me, Daddy," Sidney said. "Please.

Dad drifted his hand down to his daughter's chest. He tweaked a pinkish nipple.

"Are these for me, baby? I helped make them after all."

"Uh huh," Sidney said.

Dad's hand went lower.

"And this?" he asked, playing lightly with her outer lips. "Is this for me, too?"

"Yes Daddy," Sidney said, obedient. "Your cock made the perfect place for itself. Now put it in me. Where it belongs."

Dad lined his dick up. His cockhead kissed at her vaginal lips. Then slowly, achingly, he slid it inside.

"Oh, Daddy," Sidney said as her father finally entered her. It felt so perfect, like a piece of her that had always been missing.

"OK, hold there," Mom said, "Smile for the camera. Very nice!"

Dad began to slowly drag his dick through his daughter's depths. He moved slowly at first, and Sidney found her cunt clasping on to his cock tight, like it couldn't bear to let him leave.

"Fuck, that's good pussy," Dad said, "Princess, you're amazing."

"Thanks, Daddy," Sidney said, pleased.

Dad reached up and grabbed her tits. He twisted her nipples, hard. But what should have hurt only felt incredible. Like a livewire straight down to her sex. Dad's pace increased. Soon he was snapping his hips hard with every thrust.

Click click click. Mom took pictures. Slap slap slap. Dad fucked his daughter.

Dad's increased ardor pushed Sidney's pleasure. But she didn't think she was going to cum. She could see her peak in the distance, but it wasn't nearly close enough. She reached down and rubbed her clitty. Now she was getting there.

Dad was trying to talk, but he was just saying nonsense. His brain broken by his little girl's body. "Princess. Pussy. So good. Such a good little girl. Taking Daddy's. Oh!"

Not that Sidney was much better. "Oh! Uh..... uh.... Daddy. Yes! Oh Daddy... fffffffFuck. Fuck me."

Meanwhile Mom directed the action, like either participant was listening. "OK, Danny raise your hips a little more, let's see you really plow her. Good. Now Sidney lower your knees. Danny get your hands off her tits. Yes, on her ass. Squeeze it. There you go."

Sidney's eyes drifted over to her naked brother, standing behind her Mom. The look on his face was odd, and Sidney couldn't place it. Then she realized, it was straight up desire. He wished that he was fucking his sister, Sidney could tell. Even after all that -- him and Mom, her with Dad -- Tom still wanted Sidney the most. It made her feel all warm inside.

"Come here, Tommy," Sidney said. Her brother startled. "Seriously. It's OK."

Tom jogged up to his sister. He started to kneel down but she stopped him. Instead, she grabbed her brother's dick, already doing its best to get hard, and slipped it into her mouth.

"Oh Sidney, yes!" Tom cried out.

"Great idea, honey!" Mom shouted.

"Fuck, yes!" Dad cried, lost in the pleasure of his progeny's pussy.

Sidney did her best to focus on her brother's dick. It was salty and sweet, the mixture of her brother and her mom tangy on her tongue. It was different than licking Dad, but no less pleasurable. Sidney pressed her nose into her brother's pubes. She couldn't truly suck her sibling off so much as hold his dick in her mouth while her father fucked her. But it was more than good enough for Sidney and her twin.

Then her father drew back, his dick hitting just the right spot, and it ripped Sidney back.

She spit Tom's dick from her mouth and cried out. Her pussy clamped down, hungrily searching for seed.

"Oh. Oh princess. Daddy's going to..." Dad slammed his dick as deep as it would go. Time held. The moment stretched out for an eon. The pause between Dad reaching his peak and the moment when his seed spurted straight into his daughter's unprotected pussy.

For a moment, Sidney thought about all the other options. Her father could cum on her massive breasts. He could splooge all over her shapely ass. She could have swallowed his spend, all that salty, slippery goodness sliding safely down to her stomach.

But in that moment, Sidney realized that none of that would be satisfying enough. She'd have been left wanting more. She needed her father's cum in her pussy. She wanted it in her womb. Consequences be damned.

A strange, sticky warmth filled Sidney's pussy. A splashing, singeing essence. The orgasm she'd been so sure was too far away suddenly drove right over her.

Sidney screamed. Her eyes rolled so far back they ached. The orgasm lightninged across her body. To the tips of her nails and the ends of her hair. An all-encompassing experience that split her already cracked consciousness.

She felt something warm splash across her face and realized that Tom was cumming, too. His sperm splattered across her face while her father filled her womb. She was bathing in incestuous sperm. Covered in her family's fertility.

Her orgasm rolled over her with incredible force. Stretching her nerves out to their limit. She felt her father's body bucking with every burst. Searing splashes against her cervix. Sidney didn't so much have an orgasm as she endured it. Hanging on for dear life and hoping that she'd find some semblance of sanity on the other side.

Finally, Dad and daughter both stilled on the couch. Dad pulled out of Sidney with a wet plop. He looked down at his little girl with amazement. Sidney stared up at him. Father and daughter shared the wonderful loving moment together.

The whole family had to recover after that one. The four of them stood there, panting. Looking at each other as if unsure how to untangle themselves.

"I'll go get us some water," Tom said, and rushed off to the kitchen.

Sidney stayed limp on the couch. She looked down at her tummy as if she could see inside her womb. She pictured her brother's and father's sperm racing, fighting, to inseminate her egg first. Idly, Sidney wondered about which would be the worse genetic result. Either would be disastrous, she thought, wryly. But it was too late to worry about it now.

She got up on unsteady legs and took the glass of water from her brother. The family all shared a dumb, giggly grin as they gulped.

"Well, I think the Christmas cards are going to be something else this year," Mom said.

"I hope so," Dad said, "That was a lot of work."

Mom looked over at her children, "Well, don't you two have a prom to get to?"

The kids both looked at the clock. It was past 11, the dance had ended hours ago.

"I think we missed it," Tom said.

"Oh, sweetie," Mom said, "I'm so sorry. I saw the two of you looking so nice and well... I guess the picture taking got out of hand."

"It's OK Mom," Sidney said, "I'm happy we were able to get some good photos, at least."

"Yes," Tom said, "But, if anything, I need to go to bed. I'm wiped."

"Me too," Sidney said.

The siblings helped each other, arm-in-arm, up the stairs. Mom and Dad watched them go.

"We've raised some good kids, Amanda," Dad said.

"You know it, Danny," Mom said.

She bent down and started to put the camera stuff away. Then she headed upstairs to the bedroom, as exhausted as her children. She felt another drip of her son's sperm run down her legs and she smiled to herself. The day had been so satisfying.

Amanda didn't bother changing her clothes. She just slipped under the warm comforter. Sleep slid over her, heavy. Then, right as Amanda was about to slip out of consciousness, there was a loud knock at the front door. She startled.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

"Who could it be at this hour?" she asked.

"I haven't the slightest," Danny said. He rolled out of bed, now in boxers and a t-shirt, and lumbered downstairs. Amanda sat up on the edge of the bed, listening at the distance.

Amanda heard the footsteps of her husband walking through the living room. She heard the door open with a loud screech. A moment later, there was a triumphant shout.

"Honey you have to come down here!" Danny shouted, his voice trembling with excitement. Your brother and his family are here. And they've brought the video camera!"
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Fucked Up Family Pt. 01

Every so often, I work on a story and think, 'this is the most depraved thing I'll ever write.' Then, a few months later, I create something far, far worse. So here we are.

There's some watersports going on in the upfront, but eventually it settles down to more wholesome pursuits.

Everyone here is over the age of 18.

*

As James Campbell looked over his shoulder to back the car out of the driveway, he glanced at his three children, sitting primly in the backseat. It made him sad. As serene as the siblings seemed in the moment, James knew the trio would be at each other's throats before they even got to the highway.

His oldest daughter, Alexis -- long dark hair hanging down to her chest and deep green eyes -- was looking out the window like she was planning her escape route. Her younger brother, Austin, was on the other side. He had blond hair like his Mom, close-cropped, and blue eyes like his Dad. He stared out the other window, almost a mirror of his oldest sister. If the two of them knew they were matching each other, they'd probably move simply to spite each other, James thought.

Only his youngest -- Molly, just turned 18 -- smiled slightly at her Dad as he looked back. Molly's eyes were blue like his, but so pale they were practically gray. Like Austin, she had her mother's golden hair, but it fell in ringlets all the way down to the middle of her back.

James sighed and tried to concentrate on driving. They'd just bought the new SUV. It made way more sense for caravanning three older children, but maneuvering the thing was a bit of a production. He felt more like a school bus driver than a Dad.

James felt a hand on his leg and looked over. His wife, Christine, smiled at him warmly. Unlike most 39-year-old moms, she had actually slimmed down compared to when they'd first met. Christine proudly proclaimed she had less than 15% body fat and, boy, you could tell just by looking at her. Even her hair -- blonde like Austin and Molly, but straight and jaw-length short -- looked almost sharp. James smiled back at his wife. She might look tough, but he knew she was still the kind, caring woman he'd met in high school.

James had been a football jock and Christine was a science geek, but, somehow, they'd found each other. The couple was always careful, of course, but inexplicably Christine got pregnant anyway. The doctors said something about James having 'unusually potent sperm.'

Christine was devastated. She was still in high school and her whole life was in front of her. But giving up the baby didn't occur to either of them. Instead they quickly got married. Christine stayed in school and James went off to get a job.

They named the first baby Alexis. Austin and Molly soon followed. The third pregnancy was the final straw and Christine had her tubes tied. It was safer for everyone that way.

Despite the setback of having children young, both parents were extraordinarily successful. Christine was one of the leading ophthalmologists in the state and James was a high-level executive for a major pharmaceutical firm. The kids hadn't suffered for their parents' careers, either. Alexis, Austin, and Molly were all attractive, intelligent, successful children with bright futures ahead of them.

Yet for some reason James still felt oddly unfulfilled. He'd just turned 40 and, for the first time he could remember, his age was weighing on him. Maybe it was that the kids -- now 21, 19, and 18 respectively -- were moving out of the house. Although, the way they'd been acting lately, he was starting to wish they'd just go already. We need to get a dog, he thought.

"You seem distracted, hon," Christine said, her hand still resting on her husband's leg. Her fingers lightly teasing at his hair, "Everything OK? You want me to drive?"

They'd only gone a few feet down the road. The campsite was still hours in front of them. James already felt tired. But he smiled and shook his head. Something about giving up the wheel felt like surrendering. So he made himself sit up a little straighter, took a big gulp of his coffee, and focused on the road.

The car was actually quiet for a while and James began to relax. Maybe they would have that nice family trip after all. But as soon as he pulled onto the highway, just as he'd feared, the kids started arguing.

"Stop touching me, perv!" Alexis said, slapping at her brother.

"How can I be touching you if I'm all the way over here?" Austin said, slapping back.

"I don't know, maybe you're using your extra-long perv fingers or something," Alexis said. She reached across the seat and gave her brother a good, hard pinch on the arm.

"Or maybe you're just extra fucking crazy," Austin said and tried to pinch his eldest sister back.

"Ow! That was me, you jerk!" Molly said, slapping her brother.

"Stop hurting your baby sister!" Alexis said, and hit him, too.

"Moooom Daaaad, the girls are picking on me," Austin said.

"God..." Christine said, turning around to glare at her children, "This is the last trip we're going to have together for a long time. Can't you all, like, get along for a little while?"

"How much further do we have to go, James?" Alexis asked.

James ground his teeth and gripped the wheel tightly. This was his eldest daughter's newest thing: calling her parents by their first names. Her way, in her words, of being 'adult.'

"Mommy and Daddy are baby words," Alexis had said.

Christine told him it was only a phase and he should ignore it. But it made James nuts and Alexis seemed to know it, which only made her do it more. What was so wrong with calling him Dad, seriously?

"It's another two hours, Alexis," James said.

"Ugh, James I told you I want you to call me Lexi," Alexis said.

"Maybe if that was your name he'd call you that, Sis," Austin said.

"At least I'm not named for some stupid stoner town in fucking Texas, Bro," Alexis said. And then the arguing in the backseat started all over again.

James rubbed his eyes like he was trying to grind them out of his head. He'd planned this lake trip for months. One last family trip together before they all abandoned him to old-man-hood. The trunk of the new car (And the seats. And the roof) was filled with new tents, camping equipment, fishing rods... At one point, James had joked that he felt like he was buying a brand-new life. Now he wondered if that was true.

And, worse, if he had failed.

*

Christine thought the fighting would get better once everyone settled in for the ride, but, if anything, the kids only bickered more. Worse, her husband seemed to be physically pained by every angry word. Christine swore she could hear his teeth crunching over the roar of the engine. She reached over and patted his leg again.

"You're so tense, hon," she said, "And you've got such low energy. Don't worry, I think I have just the thing."

The whole car groaned, James included. The family was well indoctrinated on the nature of Christine's health program. It had started after her residency. After all those crazy hours (not to mention the three kids), she'd become addicted to caffeine and junk food and it showed. She'd found herself flabby in all sorts of places, started getting acne like she was 15 again, just hated herself. The person she saw in the mirror.

So, Christine started exercising a little. Then a lot. She changed her whole diet. It was constant work, but she was in better shape now than she'd been in her entire life. But Christine wasn't content to keep her new lifestyle to herself. She felt so much better and she wanted her whole family to feel the same way.

She loved that her husband still had an athlete's body, and with her help, he'd kept himself trim. The couple both worked out together and their competitive natures kept things fresh. Sure, James had some crinkles around his eyes and his hair was going silver at the sides, but otherwise he could easily have been mistaken for ten years younger.

Their children were all also in excellent shape, though Molly had put on a little baby fat through puberty and was still sloughing some of it off. Still, Christine thought, why feel good when you could feel even better?

So, the whole family had done crossfit together and went paleo for a while. Did all kinds of cleanses and took special supplements. Christine thought of herself as a kind of family chemist, experimenting with different combinations till she found the perfect one.

"You all complain about the pills now," Christine said, "But when you have twice the energy and none of the mopes, you'll be thanking me."

"Or we'll all be crapping our brains out," Alexis said, "Remember the cranberry cleanse?"

"Oh God," Austin said, "I still get nauseous whenever I see a bottle of Ocean Spray."

Well, Christine thought, at least the kids were agreeing on something. Even if it meant they were all united against her.

*

It was only three hours of driving, but by the time they pulled up to the campsite, Austin was already done with the vacation. His big sister, Alexis, was up his ass the whole drive and the rest of the family seemed happy to fill in behind her. Even his Mom, usually his champion, had seemed perfectly happy to sit back and let his sisters have their way with him.

As soon as his father stopped the car, Austin leapt out like he thought the engine was about to explode. He stood off to the side and stretched. Soaked in the momentary freedom. Even through his anger, Austin found himself glorifying in the view. Not the lake -- the lush valley, the rush of the distant waterfall, the clean smell of grass and pine. No, there was another, far more enchanting, scene that Austin was entranced with. One he couldn't stop enjoying, no matter how wrong he knew it was.

Alexis got out of the car first. Lexi, he corrected himself, though he didn't know why she'd decided to take start calling herself that. Like it made her a different person or something. Austin thought it was so fake, which was why he insisted on calling her Alexis, no matter how many times she corrected him. Austin hated his sister, truly, in a way that only siblings could despise each other.

That's what made his current obsession so much harder (and boy were those words appropriate). Because as he glared at Alexis with hatred, Austin also ogled her with lust. It wasn't a conscious decision to feel this way (quite the opposite, in fact), but even now, watching his older sister get out of the car, Austin wondered how he ever could not appreciate his sister.

Alexis was tall, almost Austin's height, and thin like their mother. Raven black hair and bright green eyes. She had almost no chest, but she still had a great body -- her long legs, in particular. Austin imagined them wrapped around his waist many times while he was...

Well, there was no point in dwelling on it.

Molly got out of the car next. Austin's baby sister was almost the opposite of Alexis. About a foot shorter than him with broad shoulders and flowing blonde curls, Molly was curvy as hell. She didn't appeal as much to Austin, he liked his girls skinny, but he could still appreciate his little sister's massive tits and plump, prominent ass. Molly didn't feature as often in Austin's fantasies -- and when she did she was more of a side-feature (if you get the meaning) -- but he still enjoyed watching her.

Finally, Austin saw his Mom coming around from the front of the car. She was about Molly's height, but she had Alexis' body, all the way. Better than Alexis', being honest. His mother was a machine. Muscular and taut with these deep green eyes that seemed to burn right through you. Austin appreciated Molly and he wanted Alexis, but his Mom? Austin thought she was the most sexy, incredible woman he'd ever seen.

Christine looked over at her son and seemed to catch him staring. Austin quickly glanced around for a distraction. Reflexively, he pulled out his phone and flicked it on. Nothing. Not even the echo of a signal reached into the park. He was walking around with a big black brick in his pocket for the duration of the trip. Damn.

Austin's father came over and looked down at the phone.

"No signal?" James asked, he sounded as excited as Austin was distraught, "Good. We've got better things to do than stare at screens all week."

Together, the two men unpacked the car and set up the tents. There were three of them: one for the parents, one for the two girls, and a single for Austin, himself.

As they worked, Austin did his best to focus only on the natural spectacle surrounding them. They had a secluded spot about a ten minutes' walk to the water. Bathrooms and showers were also about ten minutes away in the other direction. The campsite was surrounded by trees. There was a small picnic table, a charcoal grill, and -- most importantly -- no people. It really was beautiful. Frustratingly secluded and silent, but beautiful.

While the men set up the campsite, the women worked on putting lunch together. Austin's stomach growled. His father gave him a knowing smile. Austin only hoped he looked as good as his Dad at 40. The man was fit, tan, and the little bit of silver in his dark hair only made him look distinguished rather than old. Austin knew that most of the guys at school lusted after his sisters. He also knew a good many that drooled over his Mom. But he'd yet to meet a girl who didn't absolutely swoon when they saw his Dad. Austin couldn't help but be jealous of that.

Austin looked over at his Mom. She was leaning slightly over the table, causing her perfect ass to poke out like she was getting ready to be taken from behind. Her little tits hung down in her light blue t-shirt. The muscles in her arm, strained. His Dad got to be with that woman whenever he wanted. Oh, Austin definitely couldn't help but be jealous of that...

Austin felt a hand on his shoulder. His father. Austin's heart seized like his Dad was squeezing it rather than his arm.

"Enjoying the view?" his father said. Shit fuck shit!

"Yes, it's ummm, very nice?" Austin asked.

"I love this place. The lake. The trails. It's so peaceful. Tough to find a place with no people these days, you know? For us to be together as a family with no one else around, I don't think you understand what a rare treasure that is."

Austin's chest loosened. He stood a little straighter.

"Yes, Dad," he said, "I always liked coming here when we were kids."

"I know you've been having trouble lately. That whole mess with the party..."

"I told you, Dad, that was Finn. Not me."

"And the car..."

Austin looked down at the ground. He didn't have an answer to that one.

"It's perfectly natural after high school to wonder where your life is going. Especially if you aren't getting a degree."

"College isn't for me. I know you don't get it, but at least try to respect my decision, OK? Do you really want me wasting a hundred grand on something we both know I won't succeed at? Besides, Chef Paul says I've got real talent."

"No, I know," James said, "I appreciate you being honest with us. With yourself. Which is kind of what I'm trying to get at. Your mother and I are both very proud of the man you've become," Austin's father took both his son's shoulders in his hands now, looked him straight in the eye, "Despite everything else that's been going on, we know that you're becoming a respectable, responsible young man. You're going to make some girl very happy someday."

"Is this the grandkids speech, Dad?" Austin asked, "Just because you and Mom were already working on your second at my age..."

His father laughed. "No. It's the 'I'm honored to have you as a son' speech. Grandkids? Eh, they can wait a few years yet."

Austin's father clapped him on the shoulder, and then the older man walked over to the picnic table. Austin smiled. Suddenly the valley seemed far brighter than when they'd arrived.

*

James sat down at the picnic table feeling good about himself. They'd made it to the lake in record time. The camp was all set up. Nothing to do now but relax and enjoy his family.

James had meant every word he'd said to his son. He really was proud of the boy, of the man he was growing into being. He didn't want to admit it to himself, but he was a little jealous, as well. James remembered being young, but he didn't recall ever being as studly as Austin with his broad, muscular chest and playful, boyish smile.

Every now and then, James thought he caught his wife appreciating their son, as well, but he quickly arrested his thinking. Maybe his suspicions came from the fact that James, himself, often found himself eyeing their female offspring. As his daughters joined him at the table, James had to concede that both had grown into young beauties. Alexis (he knew he was supposed to call her Lexi but he couldn't) was almost as tall as him with long black hair and an athletic build like her mother's, but with some of the younger curves still intact.

His youngest, though, Molly -- his baby girl -- she was something else. Her blonde hair, running in ringed rivulets that practically kissed the middle of her back. She was shorter and rounder than either her mother and her sister, and it gave her assets that overwhelmed the others by far. Christine talked like Molly was fat, which was ridiculous. The girl's stomach was almost as flat as her mother's. She was just curvy and... Damn. All James saw was a healthy young girl with a knockout body that any boy would beg to be with.

Christine put a tray of food down on the table, then sat down on the bench next to her husband. Austin reached for a sandwich, but Christine pushed his hand away.

"Prayers, really?" Austin asked. James chuckled. The family was religious, yes, but not devout. He believed strongly in God and His church. But you heard about some real crazies out there (This one story he'd been told about a woman from a nearby parish who'd essentially impregnated her daughters to stop her son from masturbating was particularly disturbing. It gave James the shivers just thinking about it). He was proud that the Campbells weren't a part of stuff like that.

"No, honey, first I want you to take the supplement," Christine said, "I think we all should."

The kids all groaned in unison. Even James felt a little whine slipping out of his mouth.

"Come on guys," Christine continued, "You're all clearly worn down and the day hasn't even started yet. Don't you want to be energized?"

"Energized, yes. Constipated? No," Austin said.

"Or worse, the other way around," Alexis said, "I know the bathrooms are usually clean here, but I don't want to spend all week in one."

Molly didn't say anything, but she looked off to the lake like she was thinking about making a run for it.

"It's not that kind of cleanse," Christine said, "Dean gave it to me down at the health shop. You'll just pee a little more, that's all."

Christine was always trying new things from her favorite health nut, Dean. James was almost positive they weren't fucking, but (like with their son) part of him had to wonder. Of course, James was being overprotective of his wife. Something about getting older was making him act oddly, he knew it. But that didn't mean he knew how to stop.

Christine cleared her throat loudly, then glared at her husband. Oh yes. United front and all that.

"If your mother thinks it's a good idea, we should try the supplements," James said.

"OK, Daddy," Molly said, "If you say so." She smiled at him obsequiously and he couldn't help but grin back. At least someone was still Daddy's girl.

"OK, Christine," Alexis said, "I'll take one."

"Heck I'll take two," Austin said. Christine smiled, but gave her son one pill like everyone else.



Christine made sure everyone had a supplement, then watched as they all swallowed. Everyone stared at each other, silent, like they were expecting someone to grow horns. Nothing happened.

"You're such a Mama's boy, Austin," Alexis said. She deepened her voice, "Gee, Mom, I'll take two."

"And you're such a bitch," Austin snapped back, "What, are you ragging it this weekend?"

"Austin, shut up! Christine, don't let him talk to me that way."

"I hit a little close to home there, Sis? The way you act, I figure you're always riding the crimson wave. Is that it? You're PMSing 24-7 now?"

"Austin don't talk that way to your sister," Christine said. Austin looked at his mother like she'd slapped him. Surprised, sad, hurt.

"Maybe I would be in a better mood if I didn't have to put up with my pervy little brother," Alexis said.

"Kids, please stop," James said.

"Ow! Don't you fucking hit me!" Alexis said.

"Mom, Alexis said a bad word," Austin said, "Ow! And she hit me, too."

"My name is Lexi!" Alexis screamed. The siblings started shoving each other, harder and harder. Austin flopped backward and suddenly picnic table creaked and tipped over, spilling lunch onto the grass. Brother and sister didn't even pause, they just kept brawling right there on the ground.

"God... FUCK!" James yelled. He couldn't remember the last time he'd been this mad. He leapt up and ripped the siblings apart from each other, like grabbing unruly kittens by the scruff of their necks. "What are you two doing?"

"He started it," Alexis said.

"I did not," Austin said.

"Both of you," James felt his rage rising and he took a deep breath. Held his anger right at the boiling point. "Look at what you've done."

The two siblings glanced sheepishly over at the table, now toppled onto its side. Sandwiches scattered across the grass. A couple of mallards waddled over and started pecking away happily.

"We'll clean it up, Dad," Austin said, grumbling.

"No," James said, "Not good enough. You don't get to undo it every time you make a mess. I don't know what's wrong with both of you but you're going to figure it out. Right now. This minute."

James took another deep breath. Christine, Molly, Austin, and Alexis were all staring at him. He felt on display in a way that wasn't at all comfortable.

"There's a trail about ten minutes from here," James said, "The waterfall on the far end of the lake? That's a river running down the mountainside. The trail follows the course of the river, all the way up to the top. You two pack your gear and go walk the trail. Don't come back until you've made peace. Permanently. Got it?"

"But what if...?"

"Figure. It. Out," James said.

The siblings both nodded. At least the kids still listened to him sometimes. Alexis and Austin quickly picked their daypacks off the ground and scampered off toward the lake.

James watched them go and sighed. He didn't know if what he'd done was wrong or right or whatever. But at least he finally had some peace and quiet.

*

Molly huddled over by the tents while her father yelled at her brother and sister. As she watched him, she felt odd. It wasn't fear. Her father was so tall and strong. Molly thought he could be imposing, certainly. She could have been mad at her brother and sister for spoiling their lunch and making Daddy angry. But she wasn't feeling that either.

Instead, Molly felt her heart soar. She was sweating a bit, too. And, weirdest of all, she felt a kind of odd tingling. Down there. Almost like a warm honey was dripping out of her sex. Which was odd. Molly had been with boys a few times -- just kissing and stuff, nothing serious -- and she'd never felt anything like that. Maybe Austin was right, she thought, but about the wrong sister: maybe it was her that should be ragging it. But that didn't make any sense, either. She'd finished with her period about a week before.

Molly was starting school in the fall. She didn't want to go. Alexis went to State and Austin was working at Chez Allez two towns over. But Molly had to go halfway across the continent for college. It was the best medical program in the country, as Molly's mother was constantly reminding her, and worth the extra effort.

It was that same refrain. You need to put in the extra effort. You don't work out hard enough. You don't study long enough. You can't keep settling for second-best. Her mother should have had a t-shirt made or something, for all the times she said it. It wasn't fair -- Molly didn't see her brother and sister stuck with those expectations. But because she couldn't live up to them, Molly was being sent away.

Once her older siblings walked off to hike the trail and find true happiness or whatever, James slowly set about cleaning up after them. Molly tried to help, but her father wouldn't let her. So, she stood to the side and watched his muscles bulge as he turned the picnic table back over.

James wasn't an old guy -- certainly not old-old -- but Molly knew he was getting up in years and she was proud of how in-shape he was. He could outrun most of the other girl's Dads, she was sure. He was stronger than them too.

Molly looked at her father's tan skin. The little wrinkles at his eyes. The beginnings of grey on his arms and the tuft of chest hair that snuck out the collar of his polo. Yeah, her Dad was a looker for sure. Molly reminded herself she wasn't supposed to think that way, but she couldn't help it.

Of course, Dad ended up with someone like Mom, Molly thought. Christine was beautiful and sexy. 'A real MILF' as one boy at school had once said.

Molly looked down at her own body in disgust. She'd never be able to get a guy like her Dad. Her thick thighs and dumpy ass. Her big stupid chest sticking out. Why couldn't she have regular sized tits like Alexis or, even better, little ones like Mom's? She knew some boys liked big boobs, but to her it was a reminder of how she couldn't live up to the standard her mother had set. Molly worked so hard. And still she felt like a useless blob compared to her overachiever family.

"Honey, do you want to eat?" James called over to his daughter, "Your Mom put together a new bunch of sandwiches."

Molly looked at her body again and hesitated. "No thanks, Daddy. I'm not really all that hungry. And I don't want to get any fatter than I already am."

"Oh Honey," James jaunted over to his daughter. Squeezed her tight. "I think your body is perfect."

Molly felt a fresh batch of tingles 'down there.' Christ, it was practically dripping into her panties! What the hell was wrong with her?

Her father gave her another tight squeeze and Molly felt it right in her bladder. Oh, that made so much more sense.

She had to pee. Suddenly. Really really badly.

*

Lexi walked in front of her stupid, disgusting brother, muttering to herself. At first, she'd let him lead the way to the lake. But then she decided that she wasn't taking orders from some meat-head, so she insisted instead that she had to be in front. Once they started walking again, though, Lexi realized that the little perv was probably ogling her ass with every step. God, there was no winning with this, was there?

They went past the lake, waterfall rushing down over the rocks and into the water. It really was beautiful here. Lexi hadn't appreciated it when she was younger. The path that James had set them on was off to the left of the water. It ran right up the hillside -- so tall and steep that Lexi couldn't see the end of it. Well, at least it was clear what they were in for.

There was no grass on the path, only dirt covered in dead leaves with the occasional tree root sticking out just to make things interesting. Lexi had been working out like mad the last year and she was really proud of the results. My body's almost as tight as Christine's, she thought. OK, she hated being so tall and her tits were too small, but she couldn't do anything about those things. She was apex Lexi, and she was proud of it.

But between the steepness of the path and the weight of the pack on her shoulders, Lexi found herself struggling. God, why did James have to punish her like this? It wasn't her fault that her brother was such a dildo.

She heard him groaning behind her. Austin was in great shape, he was a star athlete in high school, and even he was having trouble with the hike. Well it served him right for being such a pig.

Lexi didn't know why she hated her brother so much. He just bugged her. His voice was annoying and the actual words he said with it were even worse. He thought he had such a great body with his toned chest and broad shoulders. Like a hotter, younger version of James only with Christine's golden hair. Like that made him special or something.

Lexi's foot slipped slightly on a rock, but she quickly straightened herself again. She felt her ankle twinge in pain, but she forced herself to keep going. Fuck this fucking hike with her stupid fucking annoying brother!

"You started it," Austin said between gasps.

"I did not," Lexi replied. The height of rhetoric, she knew. She was a smart girl -- she was at State, yes, but that was a choice. She could have been at any school in the country. Leaving home -- at the time she'd had a bunch of close friends from high school and a super serious boyfriend and it made sense to stay.

Then the friends all moved on (or turned out to be colossal skanks) and the boyfriend split, and Lexi suddenly found herself wondering what it was all supposed to be about. If she was at the wrong school, the wrong place in her life, what did that mean?

It was like playing a board game and suddenly realizing you were going to lose because of some dumb decision you'd made several hours before. Only, unlike Monopoly, Lexi couldn't just turn over the board and call it done. Couldn't take it as a learning experience for the next playthrough. This was her life and if she'd played it wrong or followed the wrong rules or whatever she was stuck with it forever.

And that was terrifying.

It didn't justify acting like she was twelve, though. What was it about her brother? He seemed skilled at bringing out the worst in her.

"Maybe if you weren't being such a witch all the time," Austin said.

"If I was a witch, you'd already be a toad," Lexi said. She stopped and turned, purposefully eyeing her brother up and down, "Actually, I was wrong. Clearly I am a witch."

She spun and flounced forward again. Thrilled at the reaction she'd gotten from her brother. He had actually, literally, turned bright red. That was awesome. Lexi didn't know why getting these reactions from her brother made her so happy. But they did.

"God, Alexis, why do you have to be this way?" Austin said. It wasn't a jab, he seemed legitimately hurt. Still, Lexi couldn't let it slip past.

"Lexi," she growled, "I keep telling you my name is Lexi. Why doesn't anyone listen?"

"Because it's not your name," Austin said, he jogged up so he could walk side-by-side with his sister. "I don't know why you insist on everyone calling you that, anyway."

"Why not?" Lexi asked. Her ankle was throbbing. She told it to stop.

"I don't know," Austin said, "Lexi sounds like -- I mean it's kind of a bitch name. I don't mean you're a bitch, just that the name is... I guess that's kind of my point?"

Lexi almost stopped in her tracks. She wanted to yell at her brother for being so rude. Insensitive. Yet what he said had sounded so authentic and from the heart. Like he actually, possibly cared what she thought. Cared about her.

Honestly, Lexi didn't know why she wanted to be called that. Alexis just seemed like someone else. Alexis had the high school friends, the high school boyfriend, and the unassailable future. Lexi was an adult with adult problems and adult fears. She was different. Mature and strong. Unable to be hurt by stupid things like feelings.

OK, maybe Lexi could see what her brother was getting at.

Lexi stopped walking. They'd come to a small clearing, overlooking where the waterfall cascaded into the lake below. Wow. They'd gotten way higher than she'd realized. The view was simply amazing.

The tall brunette rested back against a tree and pulled out her water bottle. She took a deep swig. Felt the sweat dripping over her everywhere. Her ankle still hurt. She couldn't even put weight on it now without feeling a sharp, biting pain. She tried to roll her foot around. Snap it back to normal.

Austin pulled up next to her, panting. He found another tree behind her, leaned against it, and drank his own water.

"Look, sis, I'm sorry about before," Austin said.

"A sorry sack of shit, you mean," Lexi said. The response came out before she could even think about it. Austin's eyes went wide. He stood up abruptly, stomped off to a further tree, and faced the opposite way.

Lexi sighed. She was supposed to be fixing this relationship, not making it worse! At this rate, she might as well plan on living on the trail. Lexi grunted unhappily and reached down to her bag. She felt a new pain right below her stomach.

Lexi realized she had to pee. Really badly. Like, right that second. It was as if she'd downed a Big Gulp, seen a four-hour movie, chugged six beers, then gone straight to sleep for twelve hours and was now waking up to this. It was beyond having to go or even needing to go. It was an almost indescribable requirement and demanding as fuck.

Lexi tried to put her foot down. To start walking, running, back down the hill to the bathrooms. Her ankle screamed. Lexi gasped in agony. She wasn't going anywhere.

Lexi looked around frantically. They were in the middle of nowhere. She couldn't pee there in the forest right in front of her brother! Except, her body was quite insistent that she had to do exactly that, right there and then, no matter how much her mind might protest.

God, it really felt like it was going to gush out of her any second. Her bladder was overfull, like a urine-filled balloon about to pop. Even her kidneys ached. What the everloving fuck?

Then, on some strange instinct, Lexi looked over at her brother. Austin was still leaning back against the tree. His face was practically purple. Cinched in pain. His hand squeezed his crotch. Physically holding it in.

"Gotta pee?" Lexi asked, trying to sound casual.

"Really, really badly," Austin said, his voice as pinched as his face, "Like all of a sudden."

"Me too," Lexi said. They looked at each other, the truth dawning on them both at the same time.

"Fucking Mom and her fucking pills!"

*

Molly fought her way out of her father's grip and started racing toward the bathrooms. James watched her, confused, as she went. Suddenly he felt it: a pain in his groin like he had to piss six gallons and he'd been holding it for twelve days.

Instinctively, his hand shot down to hold his dick. He shifted back and forth on his hips. James laughed at himself -- over 40 years old and here he was doing the pee-pee dance.

"Oh fuck!" James heard his wife shout. He looked over to where Christine was sitting at the picnic table. Even from where he was standing by the tents, he could see her blue eyes wide open in shock.

"Got to pee?" he called over.

"Yes, how did you..." Christine stopped. "The pills!"

The skinny blonde mom practically fell backward off the bench. James felt the piss rising up his penis whether he wanted it to or not. He looked over to where Molly had raced off. He didn't think he could make it to the bathrooms in time.

James looked back at Christine. She was on her back on the grass, shucking off her jeans and panties like they were on fire. Well, fuck, if she could do it, so could he. James started towards the bushes and realized even that was already too far.

He turned and quickly ripped his penis out of his fly -- just in time -- and a massive arc of urine shot out into the nearby fire pit. At least I missed the tents, James thought with relief.

James looked over and saw Christine squatting behind the picnic table, urine gushing onto the ground. Neither of them had picked the best place to piss, but there could have been worse consequences, James supposed. Not for the first time (or the last) James said a little prayer thanking God for how secluded this campground was.

It seemed to take forever, but James' stream of urine finally subsided. The rocks of the fire pit were dripping like they'd suffered a torrential and very specifically located rainstorm. James chuckled to himself. He felt way better, almost like a after-sex satisfaction. He had a little post pee shiver, and then tucked himself back in.

James looked over at his wife squatting over by the wood table. Somehow, she was still going. Her face looked a little pained and it reminded James a bit of when his wife orgasmed. But he knew that wasn't the case. Something about watching her piss though -- her bare snatch covered in downy blonde pubes and out in the open air for anyone to see -- it kind of turned him on.

"Oh, fucking hell!" Molly shouted. James quickly turned his attention from his wife to his daughter. Without thinking, he jogged down to the road that lead to the bathrooms. It wasn't paved -- just pale, sandy dirt made hard by cars driving over it again and again. Trees lined the far edge, surrounding the campground in forest.

James found Molly a few yards down, lying on her back. She hadn't gotten far. He saw her face was red and her cheeks were stained with tears.

"Daddy, I wet myself," Molly said. She didn't use her little girl voice, but James heard it anyway. To his shock, as his daughter said it, he felt himself get a little hard. OK, something was definitely not right with him.

He looked down at Molly and saw that, sure enough, the crotch of her pants was dark with urine. Both legs were soaked almost to the knees as well. Jeez, the poor girl hadn't just peed, she'd gone full fire hose.

"What's wrong?" Christine called out. She started to walk over.

"Daddy, please," Molly said, "It's already bad enough. Don't let Mom see, OK? God, I'm so embarrassed."

James really felt for his youngest daughter in that moment. It wasn't like he'd been far off from doing the same thing.

"It's OK, Chrissie," he called back, "I've got it. Molly's fine."

Molly looked up at her Dad and smiled warmly. Her protector.

"We should get you out of these," he said. He reached down to help his baby girl pull down her pants.

"I have clean ones back in my tent," Molly said.

"You think you can walk over there?" James asked.

"These are pretty gross, I think I want to... oh SHIT!" Molly suddenly jumped. James was still touching her thighs and he felt another wave of warm wetness soak the denim.

"Again?" James asked, but suddenly he didn't have to question it. The urge to piss overcame him, almost worse than before. This time he didn't even bother with the fly. James ripped his pants right down to his shoes, underwear and all, and let fly.

This second stream was somehow even stronger. It fired like a rifle over the trail and into the nearby bushes. James looked back at his wife over by the campsite. She was squatting again, too.

The back of his mind registered that he was standing in the middle of what was supposed to be a road, his pants around his ankles and his dick hanging out, right in front of his youngest daughter. That Molly might be seeing her Daddy's dick -- it was a worry, but one James couldn't spend time on. The biological demands were too great.

"What is wrong with us?" James asked, daring to look down at his daughter. She was still pissing, writhing on the ground. He felt bad for her, honestly.

"It's Mom's pills," Molly said, groaning, "It has to be."



James could only smile wryly. Once again, Christine's health kick had gotten the whole family right in the groin. Finally, James' piss dripped to a stop. He couldn't imagine there was any more liquid inside of him. But he'd thought the same thing the last time.

James looked down and saw Molly still lying back. If her jeans had been soaked before they were absolutely dripping now. They probably had more pee in them than denim.

"You got a little on me," Molly said. James was appalled, but his youngest daughter smiled at him and giggled. "I think we're past the point of caring, Daddy." Without another word, Molly reached down and unbuttoned her jeans. She started to push them over her wide hips. James stared, entranced.

"Hard to do..." Molly said, grunting, "All that pee makes the cloth really stiff and tight."

"Sorry, hon," James said, "Let me help. He reached down. Pee soaked his hands as soon as he grabbed the seams. He felt someone sidle up next to him and looked over. Christine was standing there, completely bottomless. She must have tossed her pants and underwear off at some point between peeing by the tables and racing over to help her husband and daughter.

Suddenly James felt very self-conscious. There he was with his cock out, next to his bare-assed wife, both of them standing over their daughter and trying to pull her pants off. Christine must have had the same notion because she started to laugh hysterically.

Molly whimpered, and James watched his wife's face quickly shift from mirth to misery.

"I'm sorry," Christine said, "There's nothing to be embarrassed about here. Let's hurry up and get these soaking clothes off so we can go change.

Together, the three of them managed to get Molly's jeans over her ample ass and around her knees. James froze. He was staring right at his youngest daughter's bare pussy. A matting of blonde curls on her pubis, almost exactly like her mother's. Only Molly's body was way more generous. James had heard the term baby-making hips. His little girl had whole family-makers.

James started to pull Molly's pants down lower, but Christine wasn't helping. He turned and found her staring at him. At his dick. Dammit, somehow in all the excitement, he'd gotten hard. Christine opened her mouth -- to chastise him? To tell him that it was just a natural thing and nothing to worry about? James never found out. Because suddenly his daughter shouted.

"Oh fuck NO!"

James felt a warm splash hit his bare leg. He looked down and saw that Molly was pissing, again, straight up out of her blonde pussy and onto his leg.

"Oh God Daddy, I'm so sorry," Molly said. Her face going even brighter red. "I didn't even feel it coming and now it's..."

"Oh shit," Christine said. James looked over and saw that his wife was peeing, too. The urine winding its way down her thigh and even splashing a bit onto their daughter's feet. James' own cock tremored, and he knew he was about to do the same.

He did his best to move, but it was already coming. A massive burst of urine spattered right on his daughter's chest. He turned quickly, but over corrected and the stream hit his wife's bare pussy instead. Finally, James straightened and turned, pissing safely into the forest.

It was already too late. All three of them were now covered in each other's urine and still erupting like fountains. The heady stink of urea mixed with the fresh scent of pine from the nearby trees.

For a moment, James spared a thought for his two other offspring. Were Alexis and Austin suffering the same thing way out on the trail? God, James really hoped that wasn't the case, though he couldn't imagine how they might have been spared that fate. He hoped they'd at least gotten a bit more warning and found a proper place to pee. If they'd soaked their pants out there, well, it was going to be a long, bottom-less walk down the hill. Maybe it served them right for the way they'd been acting lately

"Where is it all coming from?" Molly asked. Her piss still arcing up and splashing her legs, her father.

"I can't even imagine," Christine said. No one tried to cover themselves up. Whatever hopes they had of dignity had been pissed away. "Dean down at the health shop said it was some kind of cleanser. I had no idea."

"Hon, I think you should demand a refund," James said. The three of them laughed. Gradually, they all stopped peeing.

"Let's get back to the tents," Christine said, "These clothes are all ruined. We need to get out of them before we make it worse."

"I really am so sorry," Molly said.

"It's OK sweetie," Christine said, "You did your best. What's done is done."

"Sadly, I don't think we're even close to done," James said.

Before the next shared hose-down could begin, the family members raced to rip off their soaked clothes. Molly's pants and underwear were already around her knees, so she had no trouble getting rid of them. Her shirt was covered in her Dad's pee, too, so she took that off -- bra and all. She got off the ground, now completely naked in front of her parents.

James stared at his daughter's chest. He knew she was better endowed than her mother, but holy fuck he'd never realized. His daughter had a goddamn RACK. In fact, Molly's whole body was incredible. Those huge tits and light pink nipples, wide hips, and tidy little pussy. Blonde hair hanging down almost like a mermaid. People said Molly had a bad body? Were they insane?

This was the most fuckable woman James had ever seen, Internet included. His cock shot up, hard as steel. James looked over and saw Christine staring at him. Shaking her head. "It's OK," she whispered, "It's OK."

James gaped as his wife reached down and took off her own shirt, revealing her tan, six-pack stomach and a little black sports bra. She took that off as well and her little titties jiggled. James couldn't help but notice that his wife's nipples were erect, like little coral-colored spires poking outward.

"Only fair," Christine said and shrugged. James took off his shirt as well. The three of them spent a moment, eyeing each other's naked bodies. Openly appraising. Then they seemed to realize what they were doing and it broke the spell. They started to walk back to camp.

After all that, they still had to stop one more time to piss on the way. James stood amazed as his urine flew outward into the forest. His wife and his daughter squatting on either side of him. Both their pussies leaking out long, yellow streams. He imagined that from a distance they looked like three people forming a performance art-style penis with him as the shaft and the two women on either side of him as testicles. Everything seems dirty when you're horny, James reflected. Then realized that he really, truly, shouldn't be feeling that way. Problem was, he couldn't make himself stop.

"You know, the stupid thing is we should probably try to drink more," Christine said as she continued to pee, "Or we're going to get dehydrated."

"Isn't that like putting out a fire with a grenade, Mom?" Molly asked.

"Your Mom's right," James said, but in his head he agreed with his baby girl.

Eventually, mother, father, and daughter limped back to the camp. The picnic table was surrounded by a pond of Christine's piss, so James walked around it to the tents, planning to find new clothes. His youngest daughter followed him. Christine, carrying the soaking clothes, was over by the car. She lifted up the trunk, clearly planning to use it as a makeshift clothesline. This was all completely normal, except for the fact that all three of them were completely naked.

It felt strange to stand outside in the breeze looking at his wife's tits and pussy, James thought. Comparing them to his daughter's. They had almost the same vaginas, both with blonde pubes and tidy nether lips. But the rest of them were so different. Christine taut and lithe. Even her tits seemed a bit triangular. But Molly was so curvaceous. James felt his cock stir. He was going to piss again. He could feel it. There was another pain. He aimed for the fire pit, once again.

Nothing happened.

James looked down at his cock and realized he'd never seen it harder. It looked a bit bigger than he remembered, as well. Like another, longer, thicker penis had been placed where his original had sat. Not that James had anything to be embarrassed about before, but this was something else entirely.

The urge to piss overwhelmed him once again. He tried pushing it out, but nothing came. His skin felt itchy all over. His heart raced.

Suddenly James realized that he didn't need to pee at all.

*

Up on the forest trail, Lexi watched in horror as Austin yelped and spun off the tree where he'd been leaning. In one frantic burst he unbuttoned his pants and ripped them down to his knees.

"What are you...?" Lexi shouted, "Oh my God put that thing away!"

"I can't help it, sis," Austin said, quickly spinning away from her. "I need to piss so... Ahhhhhh." He groaned as a long arc of yellow liquid streamed out of him. Lexi watched her brother's bare, muscular bottom clench as the urine shot out, but she couldn't see anything else, fortunately. Thank heaven for small acts of decency. No sister should see her brother's...

Lexi felt a pain in her gut and knew it was now or never. Following her brother's lead, she quickly thrust down her pants and underwear. She squatted and gasped as a massive cascade of piss shot out of her. Some of it caught on her pants and panties and Lexi tried to shift so she was only peeing on the ground. It mostly worked. The hardest part was doing it all while balancing on the one leg. Fuck, her ankle was fucking killing her. There was only way this day could get any worse.

"Don't turn around," Lexi said, angrily.

"It got you, too, huh?" Austin said over the splashing sounds of his urine.

It felt to Lexi like her piss was going on forever. She couldn't remember ever having to go this bad or for this long. I'm a fucking faucet. Then the stream finally subsided. Lexi started to stand, careful to baby her bad ankle.

"I think... I think it's stopping now," Austin said. Lexi heard him pulling his pants back up. She kept her own eyes safely in front of her. "Goddamn that was weird," Austin said, "Feels kinda good now, though. Right? Satisfying almost."

Lexi didn't even bother answering him. Although she did feel oddly refreshed. Even a bit tingly. Like her body really was cleansed. Lexi reached down for her underwear. Her panties were wet, but she couldn't go without them. Not with her brother right there. She didn't want to walk in urine undies, either though. Suddenly, without warning, another stream shot out of Lexi's pussy and answered the question for her. It burst out before she could stop it and now it was all over everything. Pants, underwear -- all of it soaked in her own piss.

Lexi's legs shook, trembled. On the one leg, she couldn't maintain the squat and trying to hold the position only made the urine stream down her own thighs. Fucking hell!

"Oh fuck!" Austin said. He'd clearly started again, as well.

"Fucking Christine and her fucking pills," Lexi said, "You were going to take two of them remember?"

"Oh my God," Austin said, "I can't even imagine. I'd be worse than that waterfall down there."

"Do you think it's happening to them, too?" Lexi asked.

"Oh God... Probably. I mean, they took the same stuff, right?"

"I bet you wish you were down there with them right now," Lexi said, wedging herself up between her one good leg and the tree. Her stream of pee finally splashing mostly on the ground.

"Cause we'd be near the bathroom? Hell yeah," Austin said.

"So you could be near Christine," Lexi said, teasing, "Her pants around her ankles. Maybe she'd clean your little pee-pee for you, too."

"What?" Austin said, "That's crazy."

"Oh come on, it's so obvious," Lexi said, "How you talk to her? I mean, even the way you stare when you think no one's looking. You totally have the hots for Mom."

"I do not," Austin said, "Besides, you're no better with Dad."

"Clearly you have me confused with our other sister," Lexi said. It came out sad and she didn't know why.

"So, Molly wants Dad and I want Mom. And who do you want, sister perfect?"

"No one," Lexi said. But as she spoke, she knew it was a lie.

Lexi's piss finally subsided once again. She leaned back against the tree. The tall brunette subconsciously brushed at her exposed pussy with her hand. She stepped completely out of her underwear and shorts. They were ruined. Her legs were sticky and everything smelled like piss. At least she'd managed to miss her backpack. Still plenty of water to drink, Lexi thought to herself with a laugh.

Lexi glanced back at her younger brother. Austin was still standing facing the other way. His calves, biceps and buttocks all tensed as he squirted out the last of his stream. Lexi sighed. There was no other way.

"Fuck, Austin I have a problem," Lexi said. Admitting it felt like surrender, but there wasn't anything she could do about it.

"You wet yourself?" he asked.

"That's not funny," Lexi said, getting angry. God, why did he have to be such a...

"I did the same thing," Austin said, "My boxers, my pants, they're ruined."

"Dammit," Lexi said, "What do we do now?"

"Walk back to camp, I guess," Austin said, "I know Dad said not to come back till we're fixed, but I think if we both show up like this he'll let it slide. Especially if the same thing happened to them."

"That's a whole other problem," Lexi said, "On the walk up? I twisted my ankle really bad."

"When you slipped on that rock?" Austin asked. Lexi couldn't help but be a little warmed by the fact that he'd even noticed. It almost felt like he was being protective of her.

"Yes, my ankle hurts like hell," Lexi said, "I don't think I can stand on it, let alone hike down the hill. Besides, what are we supposed to do? Both of us are naked from the waist down. You want us to just look straight ahead the whole time?"

"We could get dressed," Austin said, "I could carry you."

"I'm not putting these shorts back on," Lexi said, "They're disgusting. But I'm not letting you see my bare... parts either."

"Too late," Austin said. Lexi turned. Her brother was standing there, looking over her as she squatted. He was naked from the waist down. His penis pointed outwards. Of course, the perv had a massive erection from staring at his sister's...

Lexi jumped up to yell at him, but suddenly gripped her stomach in pain. Another stream of urine shot out. She felt something warm splash her. Lexi looked up and saw that Austin was standing there, pissing outward. It hit her leg. Her chest. Her sex. Everywhere as her younger brother spun around frantically trying to stop pissing on his sister.

"Fuck, Sis I'm so sorry!" Austin said. He tried to run away

"Oh no you don't," Lexi said. She jumped forward, forgetting about her ankle in the adrenaline of the moment, and grabbed her younger brother's shoulders, forcing him to stay in place. "I'm not going to stand here and let you stare at my... my parts and piss on me!"

"You're saying I have to show you my... parts and let you piss on me, too?" Austin asked. He cocked an eyebrow.

Lexi almost laughed. OK, it was a silly statement, but in her head it all made sense. She didn't know why she did it, but in the moment it felt even. Balanced. You pissed on me, so I'll piss on you. You saw my pussy, so I'll look at your cock. My brother's long, thick cock, Lexi thought. Clearly, she wasn't thinking clearly at all. But it didn't stop her.

Lexi squeezed Austin's shoulders tighter and stared straight down at his dick as he covered her in his piss. And she did the same to him. The tall brunette tried to stand close, so her stream leaked onto her brother's shaft, but mostly she got his feet. Lexi tried to angle herself better, but her biology didn't really work that way.

The siblings stood right in front of each other, looking at each other's most private parts while they gushed. This didn't feel like revenge anymore. This was something else entirely.

Lexi stared at her brother with a new appreciation. His ropy arms and chest covered in a little bit of blond hair. Taut stomach clenched, so defined that Lexi couldn't help but imagine tracing her hands along his muscles. Down to the junction of his legs. A thin patch of blond pubic hair. And then IT. His thing. His cock. He really does have a nice dick, Lexi thought again, longer and thicker than my ex's. She wondered at it -- how it might feel in her hands, her mouth -- then stopped herself.

Austin stepped away. They'd both, finally, stopped peeing.

"Well this is ruined," Lexi said, looking down at her t-shirt -- it was spattered with her brother's piss.

"Wait," Austin said, holding out his hand. "We're both half-naked in the woods already, are you sure you want to..."

Lexi glared at her brother. "What exactly do you expect me to do, genius?"

"I'm sorry," Austin said, "Of course. I'm sorry, Lexi. I didn't want you to do something you'd regret later."

"Too late now," Lexi said. Don't think she missed the fact that Austin called her Lexi, either. Somehow it made what she was about to do next feel... Well, not right exactly. OK, at least.

Lexi lifted off her shirt and bra. Stood naked in front of her brother. He stared back at her. His cock somehow seemed to go straighter. Darker. His eyes didn't move from her breasts. Her pussy. Shyly, she started to cover herself with her arms.

"Alexis... I mean, Lexi?" Austin said in a strange little boy voice, "I think something's wrong."

"Gee, thanks bro. You're the best."

"No. Fuck. You're fucking awesome. It's..." Austin looked down at his crotch.

"You have to pee again?" Lexi asked.

"I don't think so," Austin said, "I mean it feels like I do but when I try to go it just... It hurts now. Like, a lot."

"What hurts?" Lexi asked. But she felt it too. A strange pressure right at her sex. Like she had to piss really badly, somehow even worse than before. She tried to push but no liquid came out. Great, like pissing forever wasn't enough, now she had a UTI because of it.

The pain intensified. It was like a burning. An ache. And suddenly Lexi knew exactly what she needed to do.

*

Molly stood naked in front of the tent. Her father was standing right next to her. Her Mom was over by the car, hanging up their piss-soaked clothes. Molly knew she should be embarrassed, standing naked in front of her parents. But something about the way her Daddy looked at her when she exposed herself. It made her want to be nude for him all the time.

Daddy was naked, too. Molly looked over at her father. His graying chest hair and muscular body. Something about the pissing had made his penis... Well it stuck out in front of him like a divining rod. It was dark, full, and even seemed to pulse in time with his heartbeat. Holy fuck it was the biggest one Molly had ever seen. Internet included.

Molly's father stood there, staring out to nothing. He had a strange, pained expression on his face. Like he was reliving a bad memory. Molly didn't understand it. Then she felt it -- that same familiar pain that meant she had to go again. At this point she hardly cared. She was already sticky with piss -- and not only her own. The curvy blonde stepped a little away from the tent, spread her legs, and pushed it out.

Only nothing came.

The pain, the urge, got even worse.

"Daddy?" Molly asked.

Her father looked at his baby girl out of the sides of his eyes. He didn't move a muscle. Just grunted.

Molly grabbed her stomach and bent over in pain. God, this was so bad. There was like a... a heat radiating out of her sex. A throbbing ache. But every time she squeezed those PC muscles, nothing came out. Oh God this was somehow even worse than before. Molly had wished to stop pissing, desperately, but now all she could hope for was a little bit of urine. So maybe this horrific pain would finally subside.



Molly looked up at her father again. He was breathing heavily. A vein throbbed on the side of his forehead. He seemed to be doing everything not to look in his daughter's direction. Molly saw her father's penis. It looked even larger now. And suddenly Molly knew exactly what she needed to do.

"Daddy..." Molly said it lower now. Like a whisper or a confession. She stalked over to her father. Stood in front of him. Both of them panting like they'd run a race.

"Hurts so bad..." her father muttered.

"Me too," Molly said, "I'm sorry Daddy, but I need..."

She couldn't even finish getting the words out before her hand shot down and gripped her father's massive cock. Molly flinched. She waited for her father to shout. To scream. To rip himself away. Instead he did the one thing she didn't expect. He groaned.

"Oh baby."

"I know," Molly said. And she did know. The innocent 18-year-old had never even touched a penis before. But she knew exactly what she needed to do with it now.

Molly reached up and pulled her father's face to hers. She pressed her lips to his in a most undaughterly way. Snaked her little tongue into his mouth. Both of them gasped, like getting a first burst of oxygen after holding back for so long.

Molly's father's hands slid up her flanks and grasped her oversized tits. They both sighed, again, in unison. Her Dad's hands felt so rough and strong on Molly's breasts. Kneading and squeezing with equal passion and hunger. Molly had never had someone touch her there. She'd been vaguely aware of how her tits might sometimes act like a live wire down to her pussy. Like when she rubbed herself. But this. Something about the way her father held her breasts made Molly's pussy fucking throb. Like it wasn't already pulsing like crazy.

Molly let herself fall backwards, pulling her Dad down with her by the dick. She spread her legs wide. Pulled her father forward. A thousand things shouted in Molly's mind. About how wrong this was. She wasn't supposed to be fucking, not in the middle of a campground. Not with her Daddy. Oh, Molly loved him so much and yet she couldn't imagine ever doing something so brazen. So wanton. And yet some part of her required it. No option. Only need.

"Daddy," she gasped between kisses.

"I'm sorry baby," James said, "I can't..."

"Please Daddy put it in me. I promise to be good."

Molly grabbed her Dad's cock, tightly, lined it up with her aching snatch and...

"Nooooo!" Molly's mother screamed. She raced over and tackled the two of them, shoving Molly away from her father. At first, Molly thought Christine was doing a very motherly thing: trying to keep her daughter (and husband) from making a terrible, awful mistake.

But then Molly watched, stunned, as her mother grabbed her father's cock, possessively. She saw the hungry look in her Mom's eyes and realized that, no, Christine just wanted that Daddy dick for herself.

"God. Oh Chrissie," James said, "I don't know what came over me and..."

"Shut up dammit," Christine said, "That's supposed to be my cock."

"I'm sorry, honey." James was on his back now, his penis pointing upwards at the sky. His wife, Molly's Mom, knelt over him, holding his pulsing penis tight in her fist. Her tiny breasts trembling. Her nipples looked almost sharp.

Christine looked her daughter down, like dominating a puppy. Then she climbed on top of her husband as casually as if they were in their marriage bed. She pushed him onto his back and in one thrust jammed his cock into her pussy. They both groaned as they made contact.

Molly sat back, blown. Her pussy aching even worse than before. It needed something. Anything. Molly cast about for something even mildly cock-shaped but came up with nothing. She lay on the grass and watched her parents fuck in front of her. Ground her hips together like it might at least hold off the urges.

Molly jammed her hand between her legs and started strumming her clit furiously. The blonde teen had masturbated before -- many times, if she was honest with herself. As much as one could be said to be 'good' at rubbing one out, Molly was good at it. She'd figured out the exact angle to hold her fingers in her sloppy channel, the perfect rhythm to work her clit. She could squeeze out a good cum in about five minutes if she wanted and could run multiples if she had the time to really settle in. She'd even squirted once after a particularly intense session.

In other words, if anyone on Earth was capable of giving herself an orgasm in a time of absolute need, it was Molly. Yet now her frantic clit-flicking seemed barely to help. Her pleasure was a whisper, begging to be heard over the cacophony of a heavy metal band amped up to 11. She rubbed harder. Faster. It only seemed to increase the pain.

Meanwhile, Molly's mother slammed herself onto her husband with abandon on the grass nearby. James reached up and squeezed his wife's tits. He moaned in what almost sounded like frustration.

"Mommy. Daddy, I..."

Christine slowed. She looked over and saw her daughter staring back at both of them. Tears in her eyes.

"I'm sorry," the blonde teenager said, "I know I can't. But it hurts. I need it so bad."

Christine looked at her daughter, and her face softened. To Molly's shock, her mother slowly nodded and began slipping off her husband's cock. Her pussy making squelching sounds as it reluctantly let go.

James kept trying to fuck upward, frantic as his wife withdrew. His cock glistened with her juices.

"Chrissie," he moaned.

"I know, baby, I know," Christine said, cooing, "I need it too. But fuck. We need to be there for our daughter. We have to help her first."

It was nonsense. Utter ridiculousness. None of this made sense, Molly knew in a small conscious part of her brain. But the rest of her mind, her body, all it cared about was getting something -- someone -- inside her. And if her Mom was willing to make the sacrifice, Molly was not in any position to let it pass.

Christine turned to her daughter and smiled warmly. "It's OK, sweetie. I know you need it. Go ahead." She reached over to Molly's shoulders and pulled her forward, so she was down on all fours. Presenting the young blonde's virginal cunt to her father.

Molly couldn't see the look of hunger on her Daddy's face as she pointed her pussy his way. Didn't know how her Dad suddenly ached for his little girl's body, running his eyes over every curve with primal desire. Molly only swung her round bottom back and forth, rolling the emptiness between her legs, praying that her father would fill her need.

Molly's Mom grabbed her Daddy's cock. She placed the head right at his daughter's opening. Molly's whole body braced in anticipation of finally getting what she needed. But her mother suddenly paused. Oh fuck. Was she rethinking it? Oh, Molly needed a cock so bad and her father's was so big and perfect it had to be him. Molly decided she would fight her mother for it this time. Finally stand up for herself. It was the only way.

"Oh God, I don't think I can," James moaned.

"You've got to, honey," Christine said, "We've got to. I know this is insane and yet I know that this is the best way. The only way. You just have to promise."

"Anything," James said.

"You're going to be with your daughter," Christine said it so casually, like they were talking about dancing rather than fucking. "To help her. I know. But when it's time. It's still my cock and I want you to... Need you to put it in me. You know what I'm saying?"

"Yes, baby, of course," James said.

"You can make her cum. You should. I think it's the only way she'll... But not in her. OK? Our little Molly's not on the pill and we don't have any protection. Even if we did. I still feel like it should be something shared between us. Us only. Promise me."

Nobody asked her what she wanted, Molly thought, but if she could get that cock in her, she'd have agreed to any condition. It was all she could do not to scream at her parents to stop jabbering and get on with it.

"OK?" Christine asked.

"OK," James said. And Molly's mother shoved her father's penis right into his daughter's virgin pussy.

Molly screamed. James moaned. The intruder into her body. She'd never felt anything like this. Raging fire. Rigid steel. A strange and wonderful invader that her pussy walls clamped down on for dear life and all Molly could think was how she'd lived a whole 18 years without realizing there was this aching NEED inside of her that only a man -- only her father -- could fill.

And the thought entered Molly's mind, like a salve to a wound, my Daddy's fucking me. His cock is in my pussy. The thing that MADE me. That put me in my Mommy's belly. That's inside ME. And, ohfuck, it felt so good. So right. Like there was no better place for a father's cock than in his baby daughter's cunt.

James reached forward and grabbed his daughter's giant tits. Like holding them was the most important thing in the world. Molly hated her big breasts, but feeling the way her father pulled at them -- almost like milking her -- she suddenly glorified in them. My Daddy loves my big stupid boobs, Molly thought to herself, and for the first time her D's made her feel as proud as when she brought home A's.

James drew back and Molly felt a strange sadness until her father plowed himself back into her. Whatever lingering pain from that first penetration simply drifted away. Leaving only desire. The driving need of back and forth as her father jammed his cock into her pussy and OH GOD!

"Daddy... Oh DADDY. It feels..."

"I know baby," James said, barely able to form the words, "It's your first time and Daddy wants to be careful with you but..."

"Oh NO, Daddy," Molly said, almost laughing, "Your cock. My cunt. It feels so good. Like nothing I've ever... Oh FUCK I'm sorry for cursing, Daddy but your penis, your big hard Daddy cock, it's making me... fffffffFUCK."

"Oh God," James said, "Me too, baby."

"Yeah?" Molly asked, almost little-girl like, "Your little girl's pussy is doing OK for you?"

"Oh honey it's amaaaaaazing," James said.

Molly heard her mother make a little snort. She looked up and saw Christine was now sitting in front of her. She was eyeing her daughter strangely. There was a whole bucket of emotions there. Hurt, love, jealousy, remorse. Desire.

"Honey?" Christine asked. She was kneeling, almost supplicant. Her tiny, pointed tits almost right at Molly's mouth.

"What is it, Mom?" Molly asked. She couldn't keep the slight irritation out of her voice. I mean, couldn't Christine see she was a little busy at the moment?

"How's he doing for you?" Christine asked.

"Oh... so good..." Molly said. The pleasure overwhelmed her for a moment and she bowed her head down. Her eyes clenched shut. She groaned and rode it out. She knew from her own 'personal-time' that this was only a little cum. A speed bump on the road to a far larger peak. Molly dragged herself back into focus. Her Mother was still staring at her.

"I'm glad. I'm so happy we could help you, honey," Christine said, "But, ummm.... Mommy's feeling it really bad, too and it would really help me out if..."

Molly looked down and saw her mother's hands were both buried in her own blonde bush. One up in her pussy, the other slamming side to side on her clit.

"Oh Molly... My baby girl... Your pussy is so perfect," James said from behind her.

FUCK. Molly has having trouble keeping focus between her Mom and Dad. Her Daddy, she loved him so much. He always made her feel special. But now it made her feel even better to know she was giving him this pleasure. Almost as good as the ecstasy he was driving into her.

"Oh. So. Good," Molly said, the words falling out of her, "My Daddy. Is. Fucking me. Oh Daddy don't ever stop fucking MEeeheeheeheeeeeeee!"

Molly felt another wave of pleasure engulf her from bottom to tp. A bigger one. Her whole body started to give way and she did her best to hold herself upright. Every thrust from her Daddy's dick an explosion pushing her higher and higher. A piston in the engine of her pussy. A rocket driving her straight off the Earth -- and Molly could only imagine what breaking through the atmosphere would be like.

"Molly," Christine said, sharply. Molly looked back at her mother. The anger must have shown on her face because her Mom seemed to suddenly soften. "Pleeaaaaase," the tiny blonde said. Molly had never heard her mother so supplicant. She nodded.

Christine practically clapped her hands with glee and lay on her back. Wrapped her thin legs around her daughter's neck.

"You know what to do," Christine said. Molly lowered her head dutifully. But, in fact, the blonde teen had no idea what to do. She'd never licked a pussy before. Worse, even if she was an expert, it was almost impossible to do with her Dad's cock pumping into her. She could barely speak, think, let alone focus on pleasing her mother.

She tested her tongue outward. The taste was not unpleasant. Molly knew her own sex and this was similar but different. Like looking at a map of an unfamiliar place, she knew what was supposed to be roads and rivers, but she couldn't make sense of where it all led.

Christine grabbed Molly's head and shoved it down harder. Tried to force the girl to lick her clit in at least something close to the right way. Molly thought of the old saying about bringing a horse to water and almost laughed despite herself. You could bring a daughter to pussy, apparently, but you couldn't make her lick. Not in a way that was all that satisfying, apparently.

Molly felt her mother's hands tighten on the back of her skull. The scent of her mother's pussy almost too strong. Molly was already struggling to breathe. So much for kindness.

"Mommy, you're hurting me," Molly gasped, though she doubted anyone could hear her through her mother's thin thighs.

"Daddy's getting close, baby."

Molly felt her father's pumping begin to slow. Oh no! It wasn't fair. Molly had cum a couple little times but only in the simplest definition of the word. The big one. Molly could see it in the distance and it was more great and glorious than anything she'd ever known. Something in Molly's mind told her that she had to get there. NEEDED to.

She managed to free her head from her Mom's snatch. "Daddy..."

"Your pussy," James said, "It's so good, baby girl."

"I know, it's just... I haven't..."

"Christine get over here and help your daughter," James said. Molly thrilled a little at her Daddy's commanding voice. Felt her heart soar. Dutifully, Christine slid around on her back so that her pussy stayed under Molly's mouth, but now her own lips and tongue were positioned to help the young blonde.

"Let Mommy show you first, honey," Christine said, as if it had been her idea.

Molly felt something warm and wet engulf her clitoris and suddenly the building pleasure shot from amazing to un-fucking-real. Her mother battered Molly's magic bean back and forth and she felt everything overwhelm her. Molly had been on the road. Almost to the end point. Now suddenly Molly blew past it to somewhere she hadn't even been able to conceive.

Molly felt her whole body bear down. Especially her pussy on her Daddy's cock. Suddenly the only thing she could do was clench her eyes shut and scream.

"Oh FFFUUUUUUUUCK! Fucking.... Daddy... YES!"

James and Christine both paused, amazed, and watched their daughter's orgasm. The thing so intimate that not even a family was supposed to share it. The way she arched, straight stiff, and trembled. How her face went red, then purple. Her massive chest shaking like an earthquake. Her scream of 'Daddy' so loud it seemed to echo across the park.

James suddenly groaned. Molly felt something even bigger begin to build inside her. And all she could think was that she wanted it so bad. "Oh... OHFUCK!" Molly cried, "Mommy I think that Daddy's about to..."

"Oh God!" James cried, "I'm sorry baby but..."

Molly whined low like a cat and strained against her father.

"Oh DAAAAADDDDYYYYYY! Oh GOD! P... please!"

Christine pounced upward, knocking her daughter to the side and throwing James onto his back. Molly bounced on the grass, still cumming, little aftershocks ripping through her shaking. Shivering. She looked over and watched as her mother pinned her father, then jammed his cock right inside her snatch. The married couple found their rhythm immediately. Old habits. The two of them moved in a perfect unison. It was beautiful, Molly realized, their love. The way they seemed to respond to each other, anticipating every need. No wasted movement or stutter.

Yet Molly also couldn't help but feel jealous watching her Daddy with another woman. That was Molly's cum that her mother was taking. That was Molly's seed. And the only thing that ached worse from watching it than her heart was her young, fertile womb.

Molly nearly cried in despair as her father stiffened. As her mother began to shake. James' balls jerked upwards. He roared so loud, it almost frightened his youngest daughter.

Christine cried out. "Oh James. Honey. Fill me up! Ohhhhh give me it to ME!" The wife's words collapsed with a squeak and a gasp. She let her head loll and her blonde, straight hair tickled the tops of the grass. James fell forward. His cock popped out red and sticky. Still dribbling slightly.

The three Campbells -- mother, father, and daughter -- fell onto their backs in the middle of the campsite. Stared up at the sky almost in shock. Gasping like they'd completed a marathon. Molly felt a cold reality wash over her. Post-orgasm rationality telling her that she'd just fucked her Dad. Watched while he did the same to her Mom. The three of them sharing something that could never be taken back.

"Oh God," Christine moaned with the same sinking sound of conscience. She slowly sat up. Molly noticed a glob of her father's sperm drip out of her Mom's pussy and onto the dirt.

"Those pills," James said, "Holy fuck, I mean..."

"Daddy?" Molly asked. Legitimately worried now.

"It's OK," Christine said, "That wasn't us."

James crawled over to his naked daughter and held her tight. Loving. But Molly also noticed he seemed to brush her massive tit as he wrapped himself around her. Almost like a little grope. And Molly found she more than didn't mind it.

Christine dragged herself to the two of them and wrapped her arms around her family. The three of them all together now. Naked and sticky with cum and piss. Molly's father's flaccid penis lay wetly on her thigh. Her mother's pussy oozed against her arm. A cool breeze tickled ominously at Molly's arm hair.

"You took my virginity, Daddy," Molly said, surprised at how vulnerable she sounded. "You almost knocked me up."

"It's OK," Christine said, "It's OK it's OK it's OK." Like a mantra meant to convince herself.

"I know baby," James said, "I'm sorry. There's no excuse. I mean, in the moment it made so much sense and yet now I can't even..."

"It's OK Daddy," Molly said.

"It's OK it's OK it's OK," Christine murmured.

"I think it's over," James said, "I think we got through it."

"Yeah, me too," Molly said, distant. Doing her best to ignore the slight burning sensation still roiling in her pussy.

*

Lexi and her brother stood in the middle of the path, staring at each other wordless. The siblings were completely naked. Soaked in each other's pee. Lexi's little breasts -- her perky pink nipples -- brushed against her brother's chest hair. Austin's cock (it looked even bigger than when Lexi had been staring before) rubbed against her thick, dark pubes. The distant roar of the waterfall echoed the earlier rush of piss they'd both produced.

Lexi was aware of all of it, but only in the back of her mind. Something was far more pressing in that moment.



"Alex... Lexi?" Austin asked in his little boy voice again. He was staring down at where his cock seemed to be straining for her pussy. His face was screwed up in concentration.

Screwed. Lexi almost laughed. Austin was clearly fighting something. An urge. But Lexi, for the first time that day, she was done fighting. She shot out and grabbed her little brother's massive tool. They both gasped as Lexi's long, slim fingers made contact with her brother's thick, hard dick.

"Oh God... Sis, I'm sorry. I just need to..."

"Shhh," Lexi said, putting her free hand on her brother's lips "I need it, too." Before he could say anything more, before rational thought overwhelmed irrational need, Lexi threw her body into her brother and tackled him to the ground. They both grunted as they made impact. The earth was hard and cold. Austin's body was warm and inviting.

Lexi curled herself into him, like a cat in a sunbeam. She reached down for his dick again. Held it straight up. Without another word, without even a wasted motion, Lexi leaned back and the two siblings became one.

"oh FUCK!" they chorused as brother cock met sister cunt. It was the longest, thickest thing Lexi had ever had inside of her. Had she considered it for a moment, she'd never have believed his dick would fit inside her. But one thrust was all it took and suddenly her needy pussy was full of her brother's beautiful cock.

It was already the best thing she'd ever felt in her life -- they hadn't even started moving yet.

"Lexi," Austin groaned under her. He slid his hands up her thighs and cupped her buttocks. For a moment, Lexi feared he was about to lift her off. What they were doing -- the need of it didn't overwhelm the wrongness. Siblings were as genetically similar as any two people could be. They weren't supposed to see each other's private parts, let alone mash them together in a desperate dance of forbidden pleasure. Austin would only be right to lift his sister off his dick in the hopes of some last bit of decorum.

But like the pissing before, Lexi underestimated how much their bodies' demands overwhelmed any mental obstacle. What you need to do will always supersede what you want. And clearly, brother and sister needed each other the way a person needs to breathe. Austin lifted his big sister by the bottom, yes, but then he squeezed her little butt cheeks and slammed her back down on his shaft.

Both siblings had been with other people. They fucked like they'd only ever known each other. Veterans of every thrust and parry that two people could share.

"Oh Lexi," Austin said, "Your pussy feels so GOOD." Lexi felt her heart swell with the words. Like it was the best thing she'd ever heard. She started bouncing up and down. Her little titties flopping along with her. Lexi gave into her little brother's dick with an abandon she'd never shared with her boyfriends. And why not? After all, her blond brother was deeper, stretching her more -- fucking her better -- than any boyfriend she'd had before.

Lexi let herself fall forward. She hung her long brown hair down and kissed her brother hard on the mouth. Austin pushed back, whole body, like trying to make her swallow him whole with mouth and cunt.

God this felt glorious. The wrong of it only multiplying the right.

And suddenly Lexi realized why she was angry at her brother all the time: she wanted him to fuck her. That's why she was so annoyed with Austin -- he wasn't sticking his beautiful brotherly cock where it belonged. All those times she was trying to get him amped up, when this was the reaction she really wanted: to see his face turn red as he flooded her pussy with his pulsing, fertile...

Oh fuck. Lexi suddenly realized what she'd been thinking about. Her brother's cock -- that wonderful, massive tool that was building her ever closer to a skyscraper of an orgasm -- was inside her bare. Skin to skin. Lexi was on the pill, but she still shouldn't let her brother...

"Pull out," Lexi said. Pleading. "Promise."

"Oh. OK, Sis," Austin said, slowly extricating himself out from under her. Lexi could hear the disappointment in her brother's voice. Like she'd taken his favorite toy.

"Not yet, dummy," Lexi said and swatted his ass. "When it's time."

"Dummy, huh?" Austin asked. He sat up slightly, still filling his sister's pussy completely, but now holding her in place, keeping her from being able to ride him. She popped her butt up and down as hard as she could, but nothing happened.

"Pleeease," Lexi said again, shocked at how easy it was to prostrate herself to her baby brother. How badly she wanted his approval. "I promise your stupid big sister will be the best fuck you've ever had."

Austin paused, he looked up at his older sibling like her eyes were the light of truth. "You already are," he said, and Lexi thrilled because she knew it was true. She kissed him again, somehow even more passionately than before. Incredibly, as Lexi kissed her brother, she felt her body rise with pleasure. He hadn't even started fucking her again, yet the orgasm came unbidden. Her pussy trembling around her brother's cock.

"Did you?" Austin stroked his sister's hair.

"Yeah," Lexi said, "Little one."

"We can do better than that," Austin said.

"You'd better," Lexi said, "I only expect big things from my little brother."

Austin smiled and toppled his sister over onto her back. He knelt on his heels for a moment, his cock bobbing lightly in the open air, and appreciated her body.

"You're fucking incredible, Lexi," he said. He slammed his dick into his sister and the siblings screamed in ecstasy once again. Another orgasm hit Lexi as her brother slid home. It rippled up her body from top to bottom. Toes to the tips of her hair. Fuck, fucking my brother feels so fucking GOOD!

Lexi didn't even feel like she needed it, but she reached down and started rubbing her clit anyway. Usually with sex, this was the only way she'd ever get off. And even then, she usually needed a good licking to get her going beforehand. Now she'd already cum at least twice and she could see the third -- massive, incalculable -- coming around the bend. With such a speed she was sure it would blast her right off the cliff and into lake below.

Somewhere distant she heard the rhythmic slaps of her brother's body bouncing against her own. Felt a few sharp rocks pressing into her back. The dull ache of her ankle. It was all so far away from the pleasure of big sister fucking little brother that it might have all been in another solar system for all Lexi could tell.

Austin's cock kept pounding into her like he was trying to piledrive his big sister into the ground with his cock. His balls bounced against her anus. Lexi stretched her legs around her brother's waist, jammed on her clitoris -- all together it made some kind of magic. Then suddenly the lithe brunette felt the spell take full effect.

Lexi's whole body went stiff. Her eyes rolled back in her head and the world went bright white. She heard a scream and realized it was her own voice. An animal-like howl. Her arms and legs locked in rapturous rigor. She felt something warm on her breast and realized it was her brother sucking at her tit. Then all of reality crashed down on Lexi and she fucking CAME.

"Oh ffffffffFFFFFFFUCK I'm CUUUMMMMMIIING!" Lexi shouted. Announced her pleasure to the world. Her brother had brought something out of her she didn't even know she had. Feral and electric. "My brother is making me CUM!"

Lexi was still riding her ecstasy, more like drowning in it, when she felt her brother's cock slow in her pussy and realized he was about to peak along with her. And some part of Lexi's brain -- maybe the only part that wasn't completely burned away in the inferno of orgasm -- told her that when her brother's hot seed blasted her womb her own explosion would go from earth-shaking to universe-destroying.

"Oh Lexi," Austin groaned, "Big sis, I'm going to..." Still roasting in that conflagration of indescribable pleasure, Lexi felt her brother's warmth slip away from her. Felt her pussy fall suddenly, horribly empty. Lexi almost sobbed with the sadness of it.

Something warm and wet hit her face. She forced her eyes open and saw her brother's incredible cock right above her. Another salty blast spattered over her lips. Lexi laughed. Sighed.

Her brother covered her in his joyful juice. Her mouth and hair. Breasts and stomach. Groaning her name with every ejaculation. Before her brother had even finished marking her, Lexi started licking his cum off her face. Rubbed it into her aching nipples. Fuck, his cock had been the most incredible thing she'd ever felt and now his cum... It was like an elixir.

"You didn't cum in me?" Lexi said, somewhere between disappointment and relief. She fell back onto the hard ground, brown hair splayed everywhere. Body sticky with sweat and little brother semen.

"You told me not to," Austin said. He leaned down and hugged his big sister close. His embrace, so strong, yet warm and loving. "And I always do what my big sister says."

Lexi snorted in derision. But then she thought about how badly she'd wanted her little brother's seed and could only imagine how hard it must have been for Austin to pull out in that moment. To deny that biological urge so overpowering. In fact, thinking back on everything that had just happened, Lexi was amazed to realize that her little brother had been almost reverential as he rutted into his sister.

"Thank you, little brother," Lexi said, kindly, and kissed him lightly on the lips. But next time put it all in me, no matter what I say. Lexi almost said it aloud but stopped herself. Next time? Am I out of my fucking mind?

A cold breeze blew over them and the siblings both started to tremble against each other. Austin squeezed his older sister even tighter. The hard reality of what they'd done began to sink in. The sick melange of satisfaction and remorse. Absolute pleasure and complete and utter horror.

"Austin I'm so sorry, I..."

"Don't be sorry," Austin said. He grabbed Lexi by the cheeks and forced her to look at him. Her face and his fingers still sticky with his spend "Please be anything but that."

"Yeah?" Lexi asked, unable to keep the fear out of her voice.

"Yeah," Austin said. He leaned in and kissed his sister. They were both stone cold sober. The kiss was all the intoxication they needed. And Lexi, lost in a haze of guilt and post-sex pleasure, suddenly felt a hauntingly familiar twinge in her womb.

*

"We need to get back," Austin said and stroked his sister's cheek, lovingly. "Mom and Dad are probably worried about us."

The sky, once clear and bright, had gone portentously grey. The warm day now ran cold. Foreboding. But Austin could only bask in the warmth of his big sister and what they'd done. He knew he was supposed to feel bad. Guilty. All he could feel was a strange sense of satisfaction, like he'd conquered something impossible. Accomplished something incredible.

Reluctantly, little brother extricated himself from his sexy big sister. As he stood, Austin stared down at Lexi lying recumbent on the grass -- wonderfully, fantastically naked and covered in his spend. Her long legs, flat stomach, and firm breasts. And best of all, her incredible pussy -- covered in dark hair, nether lips still purple and engorged. Wanting.

God, how could he have ever avoided someone so amazing?

"You threw me down here," Lexi said, "The least you could do is help me back up."

Austin was pretty certain that it was his sister who had tackled him to the ground in the first place, but his memories were all tangled up and twisted and he could no longer say with confidence exactly what had happened and how. Besides, what was the point of arguing with his big sister when getting along was so much more fun?

Austin reached down to help Lexi stand. But as soon as the lithe brunette put weight on her ankle she howled and fell right back with a thump. She glared up at Austin, daring him to mock her pain.

Instead, the blond boy bent down and tenderly lifted his butt-naked big sister up into his arms. Cradled her to his chest like she was a baby. OK, a nearly six-foot-tall baby, but still. Austin had often appreciated the results of his big sister's workout routine -- the fact that it also made her relatively easy to carry was a bonus.

Lexi leaned her head into her brother's chest and wrapped her arms around his neck. Clasped him close. Austin's bitchy big sister had been nothing but sweet since things had happened. Almost like this was what she needed all along.

It sounded like that old stupid high school boy logic: 'She just needs a good dick.' Yeah right. Of course, Austin also felt more satisfied with life than he had in a long time. Maybe 'he just needs a good pussy' should be added to the teenage lexicon. Again, Austin wrestled with how he was feeling and how he felt he ought to feel. Incest was supposed to land you in therapy, not act as a substitute for it.

Austin slowly started hiking down the hill, Lexi in his arms. He didn't have a free hand for their bags, but at that point getting back to the camp seemed like the biggest priority. He could always come back for their stuff once everything was settled.

"You smell like piss, bro," Lexi said, smiling warmly.

"You smell like sex, sis," Austin said.

"I kind of like it," Lexi said.

"Me too," Austin said. He bent his head down and kissed his sister lightly on the lips. Whatever the pills had done, Austin felt clear-headed now. Like breaking through a fever. Yet the intimacy that the drugs had forced him into didn't seem to flag in the least. Was this still the chemicals coursing through him, or were these feelings real?

"Those pills..." Lexi said, like she'd been thinking the same thing.

"I know," Austin said. It didn't make any sense. The unstoppable peeing followed by the frantic fucking. It didn't seem possible that one little pill could cause so much trouble. Yet he couldn't find another explanation for the sudden invasion of the penis/pussy-snatchers. It was the only thing that connected both his and Lexi's behavior. But the rest of the family had taken the supplements, too.

"Oh fuck," he said, stopping suddenly. Like the realization had reached down and pinned him. "Mom, Dad, and Molly. Like you said before -- they must have been pissing like crazy too. Which means that... Oh fuck."

"I mean, I can't imagine it happening." Lexi said, "But I can't imagine how it didn't happen, either."

"Yes." Austin stood there like his feet were frozen to the ground. If the pills had had the same effect on the rest of the family... Obviously, his Mom and Dad would have been able to 'take care' of each other. But right in front of Molly? What would they have done about their youngest daughter?

Austin was well-aware of how the supplement affected someone. It went beyond requirement to something more. Things like proper behavior, appropriate boundaries -- they all went away like they'd never existed. As evidenced by his own behavior. Fuck.

"It's OK," Lexi said and leaned up to kiss him on the cheek. "I keep telling you I'm not mad. We were out of control. Think of it like someone slipping you a roofie and then doing stuff with you. It doesn't change who you are."

"So great, I raped you," Austin said.

"I think we kind of raped each other," Lexi said. They started walking again. His sister's bare bottom bouncing in his arms. "And, yes, I kind of like the thought of that, too."

"So, Mom and Dad...?" Austin was still struggling with the thought of it. The straight line of A to B to C had never seemed more twisted.

"I mean probably," Lexi said, "Almost certainly."

"And Molly..."

"Yes," Lexi said, distantly, "Molly. I mean, we both felt that pull -- the necessity of it. I doubt a little thing like our baby sister's innocence would be much of a barrier to... Well whatever they ended up doing to get back in control."

"If they ever got control back in the first place," Austin said.

Lexi stiffened in her little brother's arms. Practically throttled him till he stopped walking and looked right into her eyes. "Hey Austin?"

"Yes, Sis?"

"I really appreciate you carrying me and all and I don't want to sound like I'm complaining, but your thumb is like, right up against my, um... Well, my pussy. And..."

"Oh fuck!" Austin said and quickly moved his hand back. He hadn't even noticed himself sliding his fingers forward. But sure enough, his digit had dug itself right to the entrance of his big sister's furry sex.

"Well, actually, I was kind of hoping you might rub more?" Lexi asked. Austin really studied his sister now. She seemed to be straining against him. Then that now-familiar pain filled his own gut and he almost doubled over despite the woman in his arms. He didn't need to piss, he knew that for sure.

If they'd ever gotten back in control in the first place. Austin's previous thought hung in his mind. God, what had they done to themselves? To each other?

In order to get control, they'd need to actually fight for it. He had to train his body. Himself. Or they might be slaves to this forever. But he had to give in at least a little bit before he burst.

Austin slid his hand back up Lexi's inner thigh and this time, jammed it right into Lexi's dripping snatch. He felt his cock go as hard as it had ever been, bouncing against the bottom of Lexi's own backside. If he rubbed her good, Austin thought, maybe she would reach down and do the same for him?

"Yeah," Lexi said, dreamily, "Totally. I mean, the fucking is fucking great but it's..."

"Not a good idea," Austin said.

"Right," Lexi said, "But you can -- fuckthat'snice -- help me out and I can do the same for you."

"What are siblings for?" Austin asked. Probably not for this, he thought to himself. But it didn't stop him. He sawed his fingers back and forth in his big sister's wanting cunt. Found her clit with his thumb and started to rub it hard. It was a weird balancing act, but he got it. The only problem was his cock, which was now desperately seeking a way to do more than bounce against Lexi's hot little ass.

"Oh FUCK!" Lexi said, "I know your dick's amazing, but your fingers feel pretty fantastic, too. You keep doing that, I'll definitely rub you off. Maybe put you in my mouth. Do you want that? Let me suck on that wonderful, huge cock of yours? Your cum tasted so good before Austin -- I know I've been bad but if I suck you will you give your big sister a little treat?"

"Fuck yes," Austin said. He started rubbing Lexi's quivering quim even faster.

"Austin?" Lexi asked. There was a tremble her voice.

"What's wrong?" Austin asked, legitimately concerned. "What can I do?"

"Oh, your fingers. They feel so good," Lexi said, "But it's... It's not enough." Austin looked his sister in the eyes. Green and shining so bright they looked able to light the whole forest. His cock was aching like they hadn't just fucked a few minutes before. He realized it wasn't enough for him, either.

Austin started to shift slightly, to lay his big sister down gently on the ground. But that was far too slow for big sis. Lexi spun around his torso and wrapped her legs around his waist, hugging on like a koala on a tree. Then the lithe brunette reached down, grabbed her brother's cock, and stuffed it into her dripping cunt.

Austin groaned and nearly fell backward. He was back inside his sister and it felt so good. He couldn't imagine how he'd ever been crazy enough to stop. Lexi clearly felt it too. She latched onto his neck with her teeth, humping up and down like a crazed beast.

Austin tried to push back but there was nothing to give him leverage. He needed something for balance -- to fuck his sister into. He stumbled over to a nearby tree and slammed Lexi back into the trunk. Could feel her bounce off the bark. He didn't care. Just started plowing into his sibling. Both of them focused only on the junction they'd created between themselves.



There was a loud crack. Then a BOOM. Lexi started laughing like a maniac. Peals. The forest filled with a discordantly loud hush as the skies opened up and started soaking everything.

Austin began laughing too. Lexi buried her head in her brother's shoulder. Her wet hair plastered to his chest. Her breasts. Neither sibling stopped thrusting for even a moment. The rain coming down like the lake itself was being dumped onto them.

Austin felt his legs slip back in the mud.

"Whoah!" Lexi cried. They both fell to the ground. Disengaged. Austin rolled onto his back and moaned. Pain or frustration he couldn't say. The rain seemed to fall even harder. His big sister crawled over to him. She didn't even ask if he was OK. Just reached for his still-erect dick and lowered herself onto him. Lexi leaned down and kissed her younger brother. Her wet hair, almost black from the rain, slapped lightly at his face.

Austin kissed her back. He exulted as Lexi began riding his dick. Little brother reached up and grabbed at big sister's breasts. Lexi kept saying her boobs were too small, but Austin thought they were lovely. A little less than a handful, pointed pink nipples scratching at his palms. He leaned up to try and suckle one, but his big sister pushed him back down.

"Can't fuck you properly if you do that," Lexi said, "Next time. I promise you can sit and suck for as long as you like next time."

And Austin knew that it was true. There was going to be a next time and a time after that and a time after that. He saw it all in his mind's eye. All the different places and positions that he and Lexi were going to fuck in. Big sister was going to be permanently penised by her little brother.

Lexi seemed to see it all, too, because as soon as she said 'next time' her body stiffened, and her eyes crossed. She fell forward, her pussy cinching around Austin's cock, squeezing out his own orgasm. Something screamed inside Austin to cum -- to fill his sister up with his fertility. But no, he'd promised. And somehow that last shred of consciousness kept him grounded.

Austin threw Lexi off his cock. She landed in the mud nearby with a splash. He jumped up, stood over Lexi -- she was still shaking with orgasm -- and started pumping his aching member.

"No!" Lexi screamed. Thunder boomed. She knocked her brother's hand off his dick. Lexi stared up at him with something that looked beyond hunger. She started to stand, then fell back. Like an argument with herself. Finally she raised up on her knees and wrapped her mouth around her big brother's cock.

"Oh Lexi!" Austin cried.

"Mmhmmm," Lexi said. She reached back with her free hand and cradled her brother's balls. Coaxed him to fill her mouth with his spend. If he had been even anywhere close to conscious, Austin would have realized this was the best blowjob he'd ever had in his life. Lexi's pussy was great, but she was amazing with her mouth. But Austin's brain was so high on sex and chemicals he couldn't do anything except ride tsunami of need -- hold on tight and hope.

"Your mouth..." Austin was rambling now. The pleasure all too much. "So good."

"Whose mouth?" Lexi asked, so sexy with her tongue around his cock.

"Lexi's," Austin said, "My big sister's. My big sister's mouth is so goooooood!"

Lexi swallowed him deeper, practically taking his whole cock down her throat. And just like that, finally, it was all too much. Illicit ecstasy overtook him. Austin held onto his sister's shoulders and roared as he shot blast after blast down his sister's throat. The horny brunette hummed happily as she gulped it all down.

Finally sated, the two siblings fell back into the mud with a brown splash. Lexi crawled over to her little brother and pushed him back. Hung over him smiling. A thin line of his cum ran out of the corner of her lips. She licked it up, then leaned down and kissed him hard.

"Fuck I don't know how I lived without that," Lexi said. She patted his jaw. "Now let's get up or we're never going to get back."

Austin was still gasping from his orgasm. Reaching for recovery. He thought about how far they still had to travel. How frequently the 'episodes' seemed to show up. Suddenly even a few feet felt like an epic journey. "I don't... We've already done it twice and there's a long way to go."

"I know," Lexi said, "We'll have to do our best."

"Cumming down the mountain," Austin said.

"She'll be riding her hot brother when she cums," Lexi sang, a goofy smile on her face. The rain slowed down to a drizzle. The sun started to warm Austin's mud-splattered chest.

*

Christine lay on her back and stared up at the bright, warm sun. Hoping that, somehow, it would all turn out to be a dream. A nightmare. Anything was better than the reality.

The blonde mother had just fucked her husband, taken his load -- Begged for it. Screamed for it -- right in front of their baby daughter. And that wasn't even the worst thing she'd done that day. It might not have even fit in the top five. At least, Christine reflected, she had been with her husband at the time: someone she was supposed to have sex with.

The fact that Molly had watched her parents fuck was inappropriate, sure, but it hardly qualified as a problem next to the hundred other awful things they'd just done. A dark cloud slid across the sky and blocked out the bright light. Was the day suddenly getting grayer? Or was that Christine's morbid imagination?

Christine felt another glob of her husband's spend drip out of her pussy and down her thigh. God DAMN that man had cum a lot. He'd always been prodigious. He'd given her three kids before turning twenty-one, after all. But Christine couldn't remember leaking like this before. Come to think of it, James' cock had felt bigger than she remembered, too. Longer and definitely thicker. Good Lord. It wasn't the first time Christine was glad she'd had her tubes tied. She'd have been having triplets after that barrage, no doubt.

The mother and wife rolled onto her side. Her little breasts barely hung down. She, her husband, and their youngest daughter were all still completely naked. Lying splayed across the campsite like spent shotgun shells. Christine looked over at James. His penis lay flaccid on his leg. Another monster slain, Christine thought with a smile. Her husband's body was still muscular in his advancing age and the silver on his chest only made him seem more refined. Christine could see why her daughter had...

But no. That wasn't fair. Saying it that way made it sound like Molly had made a decision. Christine knew as well as anyone, they'd all been out of control. She'd wanted James' cock so bad, she'd have fucked him on the dining room table at her parents' house during Thanksgiving dinner. It hardly would have mattered.

The fact that she'd been able to keep her head for at least a moment and make the sacrifice for Molly, even temporarily, Christine was oddly proud of herself. In a very strange, totally irrational way. But still.

Christine eyed her daughter warily. Molly's flabby boobs and chunky thighs. The girl would be so pretty if she'd put in the effort. Well, maybe the events of the day might inspire Molly to finally get going. After all, if a good talking to from Daddy didn't work, maybe a good fucking from her father would.

Christine laughed at that thought. Her husband and daughter both cocked their eyes at her. The same exact expression. Genetics are wacky, Christine thought.

"It's OK," Christine said for what felt like the hundredth time, "The pills. We couldn't control it. Like a bad side effect. No one has to know. It'll be our secret. The three of us."

"Jeez, hon, do you think Austin and Alexis...?" James leaned his head on his hand. His handsome face creased with concern.

Christine hadn't even considered that. But the two older siblings had taken the same pills and so sure enough they'd almost certainly had to have... Fuck.

"OK, the five of us," Christine corrected herself. For a moment she had a picture in her mind of her oldest son fucking her oldest daughter and, to her horror, all she felt was tremendous jealousy. She quickly stuffed it back down.

"Mom?" Molly asked.

"What is it, baby?" Christine asked.

"Well, ummm how does your... I mean, how does it feel, like, right now?" Molly asked. Christine tried not to laugh at her daughter's innocence. This was the same girl who'd been impaled on her father's cock not so long ago. She should be able to say the words, at least.

"Does your pussy..." Christine stopped herself. At least be clinical! "Your vagina. Does it hurt? That's perfectly natural after your first time. Oh honey, I'm so sorry. This should never have happened this way. I thought I was helping you at the time, but maybe we should have found another way. Kept you safe. That was your first time and, I mean, I know that had to be horrible for you. Has to be. But it's OK and maybe it wasn't the worst thing. I mean, better than some teenager who barely even knows where to..." Oh my God am I actually rationalizing this?

"No, Mom, it's fine," Molly said, "I'm fine. It's just, my puss... I mean my vagina? It doesn't hurt, exactly but do you know what I mean?"

As Molly spoke, Christine found herself drawn to her husband's dick. It had been laying there like a tiny, shriveled worm only a second ago. But now it was as monolithic as ever. A deep dark purple and pointing outward. Throbbing. Harder and bigger than Christine had ever seen.

It was like an indicator. A flashing warning light. Not just about how her husband was feeling but her baby daughter, too. And then it came over Christine. That burning aching drive inside herself that didn't request a cock -- it screamed for one. Like having an unfilled pussy was the most painful thing in the world.

"Oh F... fu..."

Christine looked back at her husband. His face was as purple as his cock and he was sweating bullets. She felt so proud of him, working so hard to hold back. Well, Christine knew a damn good way to reward him. She crawled over to her husband, but was bowled over as James leapt past her and threw himself right on top of their youngest daughter.

Molly fell back, legs splayed. Father and daughter both groaned as they became one. Christine didn't feel proud of her husband at all anymore.

"Need to... need to take care of our baby first," James said. Christine could only twist her mouth in despair. She noticed her husband reach up and grab their little girl's big tits immediately, almost before he was done slamming his cock home. Taking care of their little girl. Riiiiiight.

"Oh Daddy," Molly sighed as her father filled her.

Christine ground her teeth but what could she say? "Just not inside," she said, "Like before."

"Uh huh," father and daughter said it in almost the same voice. The two of them began rutting in the grass. Grunting and groaning. Molly's thick thighs wrapped around her father, pulling his penis into her pussy as deep as she could.

James buried his head in his daughter's breasts. Sucked at the engorged nipples like a baby. Held them like they were more precious than gold.

The two of them fucked like there was nothing else in the world. Made no sounds except the little, uncontrollable elicitations that only came with bodily pleasure. The occasional acknowledgement of who they were fucking, like that was an intrinsic aspect of their enjoyment.

"Oh Daddy," Molly said, "So good. I love my Daddy's cock so muuuuuch."

"And Daddy loves his daughter's pussy," James said, "Can you show me? Squeeze it for me. Bare down, little girl, like you're..."

"Uhhhhhhhhhnnnnnnn," the coupling couple moaned as Molly squeezed her Daddy's dick with her cunt.

"Oh, that's my girl. That's my baby. Oh, you're doing so good for your Daddy."

Christine did her best not to roll her eyes. Besides, she had a bigger problem. The painful burning in her center was only getting worse. From a blazing fire to a full-on conflagration.

Christine reached down to her aching sex and started rubbing. Pinched her erect little nipples. Like before, it barely did any good.

"James...?" Christine asked. Her husband paused mid-fuck to look up. "I'm sorry sweetie I..."

Christine smiled as her husband began backing out of their daughter.

"Daddy no!" Molly cried and clamped her legs around his waist. "You have to help me first. You promised!"

Christine resisted the urge slap her daughter across the face. How dare she even suggest that...?

"It's not fair to your mother, honey," James said. But Christine noticed his butt still bouncing back and forth. "After all, she's my wife."

"I know Daddy. God. I need it so bad."

"I know baby girl. Daddy needs it too," James said. He hefted his daughter's tits for emphasis as he said it. "Maybe you could at least help Mommy out?"

"That's not going to work," Christine said, the frustration of everything pushing the anger out of her. Like her emotions were so massive, she could only hold them in one at a time. "She's terrible."

Molly's face fell and Christine suddenly felt guilty. Alexis and Austin had been so easy to raise. They were real self-starters. But Molly, Christine was constantly having to build the youngest girl's confidence. If the A-kids were steel, Molly was glass. She could break from an overloud shout.

"OK honey," Christine said, "Let's try. But remember, Daddy has to finish in me, OK?"

"OK Mom," Molly said. Pouty. Christine crawled over to where her husband and daughter were fucking. Molly leaned her head back, making her mouth available for her mother. Christine slowly lowered her dripping sex over her baby girl's face. Molly made a muffled noise. Christine felt the tentative touch of a tongue on her clit. Then it stopped.

"James! Fuck! Could you stop fucking our daughter for one second and help me out here?" Christine said, all the excess frustration leaking out of her.

"Sorry honey," James said, "Of course."

He slowed and pulled back a little. Lifted. Christine could see her husband's penis where it met with her daughter's pussy. Seeing them connected felt odd. Wrong in her heart, yet also weirdly right in her cunt. Good lord, she practically gushed onto her daughter's face when she saw her husband's cock halfway planted in their baby girl.

"OK honey, here's what you're going to do," James said, propping himself up on his hands. His face was beet red. Holding back had to be so hard. Well it serves him right, making me wait like that, Christine thought. About time he had to deal with a little delayed gratification.

"Can you find Mommy's clit?" James asked, "Think about your own. Well, it should be in the same place."

"Uh huh," Molly said from between her mother's thighs, "Got it."

James gave his wife a questioning look. Christine nodded vigorously. Her daughter had found the right spot, all right. The blonde mother settled back, enjoying the tentative touch of her daughter's tongue. But almost as soon as Molly started a rhythm, she faltered.

"How's she doing, honey?" James asked. Christine knew to be conscious of her daughter's confidence.

"She's getting better," Christine said. Molly kept tasting and testing. It was less cunnilingus and more Vaginas 101. Almost clinical.

"Sorry, Mom," Molly said. God, her daughter really was useless at this. Christine had spent all that time raising her girls to be ready to deal with boys, who knew she'd be wishing she'd raised her daughter to be more of a lesbian?

Finally, as Molly's tongue once again slipped off that key spot, Christine snapped.

"FUCK!" she shouted and not in a good way, "I'm sorry baby but this isn't working."

"I'm trying my best, Mom," Molly said. James frowned at his wife, like this was somehow Christine's fault.

"I don't know why you can't do this, James," Christine said. Her husband seemed to think for a minute and then nodded excitedly. Holy fuck he was really doing it! He pulled his angry-looking cock out of their daughter's pussy and lay on his back in the grass. Yes! Christine was finally going to get the dick she deserved. Of course, she felt bad for Molly, but honestly, hadn't the girl gotten enough already?

Christine jumped up, ready to leap on her husband's dick like it was a grenade. But before she was even standing, James reached out and pulled their daughter to him.

"It's really simple, baby girl. Sit yourself down on Daddy's cock and do what feels good. I'll take care of your mother, don't you worry."

Christine stood in frozen shock while Molly once again impaled herself on her Daddy's giant dick. The blonde girl cooed as she lowered herself down, smiling happily. The puss that ate the rooster. As it were.

"Ok, Honey, it's all you," James said, looking upward. Grinning like he'd done a good deed.

Christine felt her fists clench. She forced them to relax. Slowly, she sauntered over to her husband and squatted over his face. Oh, where was the piss now that she needed it? She laughed to herself, cruelly for a moment. Picturing what that would be like.

Christine turned so she sat facing her daughter. The blonde teenager watched, entranced -- her father's cock buried in her cunt -- while her mother settled on her father's face. Christine's nether lips made contact with her husband's mouth.

He lapped upwards and for a moment Christine let herself luxuriate in her husband's licking. He did know all the right spots, after all. Christine began to settle down. This wasn't so bad. James was a master with his mouth and Christine knew she would cum plenty. Plus, when the time came, it would be James' cock in her pussy. His cum in her womb. So what did it matter if she got a little warm up time before the main event?

"Just do what feels good, baby," James told his daughter through his wife's thin thighs. The curvy blonde looked troubled as she tried to lift herself up and down on her Dad's cock. Christine felt James' tongue dance from her clit and curl in her hungry hole. Oh yes, this was going to be so...

CRACK

BOOM

Christine looked up at the sky. At some point during their escapades the day had gone dark. Then everything went from bone dry to soaked. This wasn't some light shower -- it was a downpour. For a moment, Christine thought that they'd all get up and sprint to a tent, but she should have known the effect of the pills by then. They weren't going anywhere. None of it mattered. Only the driving force that filled them with unending need.

James kept going on Christine. Switching from her canal to her clit and back again. Water ran down her chest, over her breasts and down her legs. Her shins already buried in mud. Christine looked across her husband's torso to her daughter.

Molly hugged her arms around herself in the cold. Her blonde hair hung limp and almost dark. Eyes wide. Lips trembling. James began bucking under his daughter, doing his best to help her along. Molly smiled at her Mother, but it didn't reach her eyes.

"Fuck it," Christine said. She reached across to Molly and held her shoulders. Looked her right in the eye. "Mommy's going to help you, OK?"

Molly nodded. Christine slipped her hands past her daughter's breasts and grabbed at her sides. She wasn't fat, Christine knew, but she couldn't help but wonder at how much better Molly would feel with five less pounds. She grabbed hold of her daughter's extra flesh, hugged her close, and lifted her slightly. Then dropped her back down.

"See?" Christine said, "Like that."

Molly smiled. Christine leaned forward even more, wrapping her daughter in a bear hug (a bare hug, as well). She felt her baby's big breasts mash against her own tight tits. Holding her close, Christine started rocking Molly back and forth on her father's cock.

"That's a girl," Christine said, "You can do it. Mommy'll get you there, I promise."



"Are we doing OK for you Daddy?" Molly asked.

"Oh Angel, you could never do wrong," James said. Christine quirked an eyebrow.

"You think you've got it on your own now?" Christine asked her daughter.

Molly smiled. "Yeah Mom. I think I can try it."

"Good. Like your father said. Do what feels good."

"OK," Molly said. She started rocking herself slightly. Molly watched as her daughter's pussy hugged at her Daddy's dick. Clung to the shaft like it couldn't bear letting it go even an inch. Molly began gasping as she rode. Gaining a rhythm. A pace. Her big tits jiggled no matter how she moved but now they almost juggled. Like they were preparing to fly off. The young blonde's wet hair stuck dark to her chest and shoulders. Rain ran in rivers over her tits. Her lips were getting purplish in the cold.

"Cum baby," Christine said to her daughter, "I know you can do it. Cum for Mommy and Daddy. Show us what a good girl you are."

"T...trying," Molly said. Moving faster.

"You, on the other hand," Christine said and playfully slapped at James' flank, "You better let me know before you go, buster."

"Understood, honey," James said, "I know we made an agreement and I can..." But his words were swallowed up by his wife's pussy as she ground down on him. Christine settled in. Her husband was clearly too distracted by his daughter's pussy to make a full meal of eating her, but he did more than well enough.

Christine felt her husband's tongue flatten hard against her clit and a little lightning of her own shot up her spine.

"Oh God. Oh Daddy! Oh it feels so good but... Oh FUCK! I'm... I'm not..."

Christine thought about leaning forward again and rubbing her daughter's clit. But you know the old saying, give a girl an orgasm and she'll climax. Teach her to reach her own and she'll cum for a fucking lifetime. Or something like that.

"Molly you should feel something, like, at the front of your pussy."

Molly reached down and found her own clit. She started rubbing it absently. Lord, if she was as bad on herself as she was on other women, that poor girl was doomed.

"Yes, that," Christine said, "But also on the inside. Try to shift so that your father's head rubs against..."

"Oh!" Molly suddenly froze. Her one hand stuck in her folds. Eyes big as saucers. "Oh ffffFUCK!"

"That's the spot," Christine said.

Molly angled herself forward and began humping hard. Almost grinding. She was working her Daddy's dick so hard, Christine could see sweat pouring down her daughter's body and mixing with the rainwater.

"Oh g... Oh g..." Molly gasped, the words caught in her throat. "Oh GOD DAAAAAAADDDYYYY!" Molly arched her back, pointing her massive breasts to the sky. Christine swore she saw a little gush of liquid cover her husband's cock and for a second she thought he'd cum in his daughter, but no -- it was Molly's own juices. Soaking herself and her father.

"Oh FUCK. Oh Fuck. Ohfuck. ohfuckohfuckohfuck," Molly chanted then fell forward into her Mother's arms. Christine held her baby girl tightly as she trembled through orgasm after orgasm. Almost sobbing.

"Oh Daddy... Oh my Daddy makes me feel so good."

Christine was going to point out that really it was Molly herself who'd done most of the work, but she decided this probably wasn't the time.

"Mommy?" Molly looked up at Christine. God she was soaked. The storm seemed to be slowing, but it hardly mattered. They needed to end this and get inside. "Mommy I..."

"What is... What is it baby?" Christine asked. James was still licking at her pussy like a champ. Even better now because his daughter wasn't distracting him with her dripping puss. Another little spark of pleasure ran through her. Christine thought it would help hold things off, but it only made her want her husband's dick more. Need it. She spoke through gritted teeth, riding out the pleasure of her husband's tongue and the demands of her aching pussy.

"I... I want it," Molly said.

"I know baby, but it's Mommy's turn now, OK? You have to let Mommy have some, too."

"I want it so bad," Molly said.

"You just had it sweetie," Christine said. The frustration seeping through.

"Not Daddy's cock. His... hiscum." She said it so quietly, Christine could barely hear her over the rush of the rain. "I want my Daddy to cum in me. Please Mommy I need it so bad."

"What? No," Christine said firmly, "No honey you're not on the pill. And besides I know we're working through this together but that's still my husband. I wouldn't feel right if he did that. In anyone. Not just you. You understand, don't you?"

"But Mommy I'm the one that did it. Worked so hard. I'm the one that got him so close. It's not fair!" Molly shouted. She started to cry. Oh good LORD. Christine couldn't take it any longer. She shoved Molly to the side, got off her husband's mouth, and started moving for his cock.

"But whyyyy?" Molly asked, splashing into the mud.

"Because I said so," Christine said. She started to crawl back to her husband.

James slowly stood up. He was covered in mud and grass. His pendulous penis pointed outward. Christine began to wonder how Molly had ever fit that massive monster in her tiny, virgin cunt. Christine wasn't sure even her far more experienced sex would be able to nail the hammer that hung before her.

Christine was still on her knees in front of her husband. She started to reach up. To pull him back down so she could take him. She didn't care if that cock split her in two, in fact she wanted it to. Her husband reached down and squeezed her shoulders. Holding her there.

"Oh, honey, you know exactly what I want," James said. Christine felt herself being forced forwards. Oh fuck no! It wasn't fucking fair it really wasn't.... James' cock pressed against Christine's lips. She wanted to protest but at that point her body was willing to settle for something, anything. And her mouth was suddenly too full of cock to talk.

The rain finally stopped. The warm sun returned like it had never left. It felt odd on Christine's ice cold back. The mud on her legs. The water still dripping off of her.

Christine wrapped her lips around her husband. Maybe a few deep pulls and he would let her slide it into her dripping snatch. She tasted her husband's dick, his masculinity, but also a subtle something else: her daughter. Molly's cream covered James' cock like a glaze and Christine was getting a taste of it with every suck. It was humiliating, like cleaning her husband's cock for him after he'd gotten his pleasure from another woman. Their baby daughter.

Still Christine worked hungrily. She felt the desire for it. The want for her husband's spend. In her mouth was still better than nowhere at all. If she could strum her pussy at the same time, maybe that would be enough. That would have to be enough.

Christine felt someone lifting at her backside. Pulling her up. Molly. Well, at least the girl was trying to return the favor after that ridiculous request for her father's fertility. Christine resigned herself to more indifferent pussy licking -- it would be better than nothing.

Christine kept her mouth tightly sealed around her husband's dick and let herself be lifted up so she was on all fours. Allowed her ass and pussy be exposed to the open air. Her daughter. The world. She felt something slowly pressing against her pussy.

That didn't feel like a mouth.

It was hard and insistent and almost like a dick. Did Molly have a dildo hidden away somewhere? Because the only actual cock at the campsite was still in Christine's mouth at the moment.

Christine gasped as her snatch went from completely empty to totally filled. Thicker and deeper than anything she'd ever felt in her life. So rough it was almost like losing her virginity all over again. And suddenly, Christine knew exactly where the other cock had come from.

And her heart soared.

*

Austin walked past the lake holding his sister in his arms. They'd managed to get down the mountain, somehow, without making another stop. The rain had dropped down to nothing. It was still careful going. The trail was slick and a few times the two siblings had almost slipped into sledding their way down to the bottom.

Lexi was almost lifeless. Her wrists held tight around her brother's neck, but otherwise she hung limp. Eyes lolled back. A few times, Austin actually stopped to watch her chest rise and fall (also to check out her tits, they were awesome after all) to make sure she was still alive. He'd heard the term 'fucked the life out of her' before but had never seen it in practice. He wondered if this was a final side effect of the supplement: the body shutting down after so much effort.

But then, why wasn't Austin, himself, feeling sleepy? Quite the opposite, he was energized. Like he could carry two Lexis, if needed. Holding his sister's naked body -- the scent of her shampoo and her sex wafting over him -- that definitely helped give him strength.

Finally, he got to the bottom of the trail and started walking around the lakeshore. He heard sounds in the distance but couldn't make them out. Austin thought about putting Lexi down and racing ahead, but decided that leaving her there, by the side of the water, wasn't a good idea. Even if she did wake up (and he truly wasn't sure she would), she wouldn't be able to walk anywhere. What kind of brother would he be, leaving his sister alone in the mud?

As he got closer, Austin could see the family tents, still standing around the picnic table. The sun reflected off the side of the SUV like it had never stopped shining. Everything seemed fine. Although, what was he expecting, exactly? To see Godzilla munching on a tent while King Kong and Mothra went off-roading in the car?

Now, Austin saw what looked like three people lying on the ground near the fire pit. He couldn't tell them apart, but they seemed to all be writhing against each other. Their voices clear.

"Please Mommy, I want Daddy's cuuuummm. I need it inside my pussy, Mommy. So bad!" It was Molly. She was shouting it, tears streaming down her face. She had her arms around her knees and she was rocking back and forth. Her position kept most of her body covered, but Austin could still examine his baby sister's naked body for the first time. Her ample hips and breasts. It wasn't Austin's thing really, but he could still appreciate Molly's body.

Then Austin turned and saw Christine, his mother, lying nearby. Also completely naked. Her tits even smaller than Lexi's little ones and fucking perfect in every way. Christine's tight ass and well-shaped abs. Austin swore he could even see the blonde tuft of her pussy peeking up. God DAMN.

As Austin watched -- frozen in shock and desire -- Christine got off the ground and crawled over to her husband. James turned and smiled haughtily, presenting his penis to his wife. Like it was nothing, like they weren't all naked in the middle of a park with their children watching nearby, Christine leaned forward and dutifully sucked at her husband's dick. But Austin could see something was off. The way his mother seemed to shift her rump back and forth slightly. The way her feet curled. It was subtle, but to the attentive son it screamed. His mother needed something more. Something only her son could now provide.

Without another thought, Austin lay his big sister on the ground and sprinted over to where the rest of his family was rollicking in the mud. Molly was still on the ground, wrapped around herself. Her hand buried between her legs. James leaned his head back, eyes closed, reveling in how his wife was licking him.

Austin started to speak, but froze on what to say. Hey Mom, I'm here to fuck you? The idea, he knew, was right. In the marrow of his bones. But the verbalization sounded so stupid no matter how he put it together.

Instead, Austin simply slipped behind his mother. Austin stared down at his Mom's bubble butt. He ran his hands along her lean thighs. Holy fuck. Lexi was sexy but what he held in his hands? This was a woman. Sculpted and precise like a work of art, but real, warm flesh.

Austin slowly adjusted his mother, so she was up on all fours -- presenting her sex to her son. She let him move her like a doll. The only thing she seemed to fight was letting her husband's cock slip even a centimeter out of her mouth.

Austin gaped at his mother's pussy so well-presented. Nether lips a deep purple, clit extended like a tasting tongue. Austin felt his own need driving him forward. The dutiful son took his cock in his hand. Harder than he'd ever imagined possible. His balls throbbed in pain like he hadn't drained them in years. His heart thrummed against his ribcage. Austin leaned forward, spread his mother's lips with his free hand. Aimed his aching cock.

And, without a word, mother and son became one once more.

Christine gasped as her son's cock entered her. Arched her back and groaned. His mother's pussy felt so tight, for a moment Austin wondered if he'd hit the wrong hole. But no, Christine's brown star winked back at him, unmolested. Austin drew back, then buried himself a little deeper. He strained as hard as he could, yet he felt like he was still only about halfway in.

"Come on, baby," Christine said, words obscured by her husband's cock, "Give Mommy ALL of it."

To this point, neither of them had said anything. Like the silence made it safe. Now, though, Christine had spoken, and the floodgates seemed to open.

"Oh, my baby boy is filling me up so GOOD!" Christine cried.

James' eyes shot open and he stared right back at his son, the boy's cock half-buried in his mother's pussy. James' face went red. His fists tightened on his wife's short hair.

"It's OK James," Christine said, "I need it so bad. I'm sure Austin does, too. You got to with Molly. Let me have mine. I won't stop sucking. I'll take care of you, too, I swear. Pleeeeease."

Austin had never heard his mother sound so desperate. Pleading. It made him want to leap forward. Fight his father. James' face softened. He sort of half-smiled.

"Give it to her good, son," James said with a wink. It was clear he was trying to be convivial, but it still felt awkward as hell. "Just remember what we agreed, dear."

"Of course," Christine said. She bent her head down and went back to sucking. Austin slid back and finally -- finally! -- buried his cock to the hilt in his mom's tight pussy.

"Oh. Mom," Austin said, "So good."

"I know, baby," Christine said, "Mommy needed you so much and here you are. Such a good boy."

"I'm trying, Mom."

"Oh, you're doing way better than that. Oof. Just go slow. Not used to having something so big in there."

James glared at his son again, but then his eyes rolled back as his wife began hoovering his dick like she was pumping him for oil. Father and son slowly built a rhythm, spit roasting the skinny blonde between them.

Christine reached back with one hand and started diddling her clit. Her long fingers tickled against Austin's balls.

"That's it, baby," Christine said, "You're giving it to Mommy so goooood."

Christine suddenly stiffened and stretched, her body bending like she was doing a downward dog. Austin watched as his father's greying chest ran red, his jaw hung open. James roared and Austin flinched, the primal subservience of son to father. Then James stilled and went silent. He fell back, looking up at his wife with something a lot like awe.

"Did I do OK for you, honey?" Christine asked. Austin couldn't tell from behind, but he was certain his mother had just swallowed his father's load.

"Oh yes," James said. He mumbled a bit as he fell back on the mud. Eyes dim. The sleep seemed to be overcoming him, too, Austin thought. He felt strangely relieved.

"Our son, he's fucking me so good," Christine said.

"I'm glad," James said, sounding not at all glad.

With nothing else to focus on, mother and son became lost in their own world. An existence of only cock and pussy sliding against each other in rhythmic urgency. It was forever. It was seconds.

Austin squeezed his mother's muscular ass cheeks. He ran his eyes up and down her back. God, but she was perfect. The shape of her from angular shoulders to round ass. He was fucking his mother. Filling the very channel from where he'd once emerged.

Austin hadn't wanted to admit it to Lexi before. When she'd called him out for lusting after their Mom. Maybe because he hadn't admitted it to himself yet, either. Now nothing could be clearer to him. Fucking his big sister had been fantastic. But this? This was indescribable. It was every fantasy -- every wish and desire he'd ever had -- in one tight little package, moaning while he plowed her with his cock.

Christine's pussy gripped him, like it was made to wrap around her son's meat. Tight as all fuck and dripping wet. The way every inch of her body moved with him, it made their fucking into an athletic event -- like watching a gold medal figure skater or a prima ballerina. The way Christine's thighs and ass and cunt all worked together to please herself. Her son. That thin sheen of sweat dripping off her. The scent of her pussy so... familiar. Almost like home.

"Oh. Mom," Austin wanted to say it all to her, every emotion as it rushed through him, but didn't know how. Instead he kept mumbling. A long stream of syllables that seemed to move in the rhythm of his cock pumping his mother's cunt. "So good. Mom. Oh God. Want this. You. So bad. So right. Oh. Oh. Oh God. Need to. Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck."

And Christine seemed to parrot back to him. Like Mom and son had invented their own language that only they could understand.

"Oh yes. So good," Christine said, "My son. OH! My little boy. Not so little. Ha ha! His cock. My cunt. Oh fill it, baby. Fill me up. Please. Mommy... It's OK. Need it. So bad. Oh you're doing so good for Mooommmmy!"

Christine's body seemed to roll through orgasm after orgasm as her son fucked her. Austin didn't rub his Mother's clit or grip her thighs. He didn't alter his thrusts or change his depth. He didn't have to -- as if his cock was coated in make-Mommy-cum-chemicals.

Austin could feel his mother's every orgasm, instinctive. Christine's pussy clenched as tight as it could, then somehow, got tighter with each peak. Her back arched. Her body flushed. Like the next cum was beginning before the previous could ever end. Austin didn't need his mother to tell him what was happening, though she screamed it out, just in case. "Mooommmmy's cumming! Oh you're making your Mommy CUM!" Again and again and again.

Austin felt a new urge grip him. Not in his gut like before but in his balls. At the base of his cock. Unlike anything he'd felt with his big sister before.

"Oh... Oh FUCK! M... Mom? I need to..."

"Oh yes. Oh, baby please. It's OK. Give it to me. Give it to Mommy. Put it all in MMMMEEEEeeeeeeee."

*

James lay back on the ground, blown in all senses of the word. Christine was still gulping down the last of his spend. His muscles felt weak. His mind fuzzy. Above him, his wife was on all fours, her son plowing her from behind. The two of them had just started fucking, yet they already responded to each other like an experienced couple. Christine's face contorted in pleasure. Green eyes glowing bright. She didn't even have the decency to look ashamed whenever she caught her husband's eyes.

Then again, James thought, he certainly hadn't had any second thoughts while he was working over their youngest daughter. Quite the opposite in fact. With her wide hips and massive tits, buried in her tight virgin hole, James had only been able to focus on the fact that his baby girl seemed made for fucking. He didn't feel guilty about it -- he never wanted to stop.

But there it was again, that post-orgasm reality weighing down on him, and James felt like two people sewn together as one. The family man who looked at what he'd done, mortified. And the horny bastard that couldn't be more pleased that he'd fucked voluptuous Molly and filled taut Christine. That his son was now getting sloppy seconds from his wife was... OK, it was troubling. But James struggled to prune that jealousy to a shape that matched his own urges. What's good for the goose is good for the gosling. Or something like that.



Still, it was hard for James to watch. Instead he turned and saw his youngest leaning back against the taut canvas of the tent. Her eyes shut. Molly's blonde curls rolled over her tan shoulders. Her legs were pulled up tight to her chest, and her cute little pussy, exposed in this position, had settled into a deep pinkish. She was barely moving. Chest rising and falling in sleep. She'd seemed so agitated before. Of course, they both had been.

James had wanted it, too. To fill his progeny with... well, more progeny, he supposed. In the moment it was almost like there was a voice shouting his head -- a fist grabbing him by the balls -- demanding that he inseminate his daughter. But he'd thought of Christine, of what she'd asked, and he knew his marriage was worth more than that. Some rational shred of his mind pushed back, and he felt far better for his restraint.

Molly had been almost inconsolable in the moment. Now, though, she seemed peaceful. Like maybe -- God willing -- the chemicals had finally been fucked out of her body. If Molly had made it through, maybe all of them could.

For himself, James wasn't as sure. He felt alright but that hadn't been particularly telling before. Christine and Austin were obviously still in the throes of it. Mother and son grunting -- groins slapping in time -- like some weird familial acapella act. What about Alexis? James had been so out of it, he hadn't even given a thought to his eldest child.

James glanced around and saw a pink, bare body on the far side of the picnic table. Pert little butt poking upward. Had Austin just dropped his big sister in the mud to go fuck his mother? James started to stand, but his legs wobbled and so he went back down. He crawled around the table to where Alexis lay.

The tall, skinny brunette seemed as dead to the world as her baby sister. Alexis was face down in the grass, body splattered with mud. Crusted with... Well, at least Austin hadn't cum inside her, James thought. His daughter was on the pill, he knew, but better safe than sorry. And how weird was his life now that he was thinking the words, I'm glad my son covered his older sister in cum?

James reached down and stroked his daughter's cheek lovingly. Her verdant eyes fluttered open and she smiled at him.

"Daddy?" Alexis asked. Not James. Daddy.

"I'm here, baby girl," James said.

"Austin and I..."

"I know. We all did. It's OK," James said.

"Oh, it was way better than OK," Alexis said, then giggled. "Are you and Mom...?"

"Come see," James said. He struggled to his feet and helped his daughter stand. But when Alexis put weight on her left foot, she crumpled. James left forward and lowered Alexis onto the picnic bench. He couldn't help but enjoy feeling her naked body in his hands. Her ass was particularly nice. She felt muscular like her mother, but still invitingly soft in places.

If Alexis was anxious about being naked in front of her father, about him being naked in front of her, she didn't show it. She sat back on the bench like this was nothing. Her little breasts -- bigger than her mothers' yet still nothing next to her little sister's -- sat firm and proud on her chest.

"What happened to your ankle?" James asked, concern overwhelming desire. At least for the moment.

"I twisted it on the walk up," Alexis said, "Oh Daddy, I'm so sorry."

"You have nothing to apologize for," James said. He rubbed his daughter's shoulders affectionately. He could see behind her that Austin and his mother were still bouncing against each other in the muck. The tall brunette didn't seem to notice. She was staring off in the middle distance, like trying to spy something out over the lake. "It was the pills," James continued, "It wasn't us."

"Like if someone slipped something in my drink, then did stuff to me," Alexis said. She said it in a way that sounded rehearsed. Like she'd recited the same words earlier.

"Exactly," James said, "It wouldn't be your fault, would it?"

"We raped each other," Alexis said, then chortled. Her eyes still unfocused.

"Oh FUCK! You're fucking Mommy so good!" Christine shouted.

"Jeez, Austin's really giving it to Mom, isn't he?" Alexis said, "And you're OK with all this?"

"No, but Molly and I, we..."

"Oh," Alexis said. She sounded strangely disappointed. "That makes sense. Sorta"

"Oh G... Oh God, Mom your pussy is so amazing!" Austin cried.

"Hey Dad?" Alexis suddenly gripped James' arm tight. "I know what we did was wrong. But, like, you'd be totally right to be jealous of what Mom's doing right now cause she's your wife and all. But me and Austin. I mean. And now I'm kind of feeling... Like is that wrong? Does that make me broken or whatever?"

"No, honey," James said. He took Alexis's head in his arms and held her to his chest. "No, it's fine. It's totally natural. You're fine." He kissed the top of his daughter's head. He kissed her forehead. She tilted her head up. He looked into her eyes, so very much like her mother's, and kissed his oldest daughter on the lips.

"Oh... Oh FUCK! M... Mom? I think I'm going to..."

"Oh yes. Oh, baby please. It's OK. Give it to me. Give it to Mommy. Put it all in MMMMEEEEeeeeeeee."

James shot up from the bench, eyes wide. His wife and son were still in the same position. Christine bent forward on all fours, head hanging down. Her little tits bouncing back and forth while her son pumped her pussy -- his hands digging into her ass cheeks -- face red with exertion.

"Christine, no!" James shouted. It was so loud, he swore it echoed through the valley.

"It's OK, James," Christine said, "I'm safe. Remember?"

"We promised," James said, shocked at how whiny he sounded, "you promised."

"It's OK," Christine said. Apparently, this was her new catchphrase. "It's OK, baby. Cum in me. Fill Mommy up. Put your seed in my womb. Like Daddy did to make you."

"Oh God Mom. I can't... I mean, I don't have a condom. I'm in you bare, Mom and I... I'm going to fill you with my cum. Fuck. I need it so bad," Austin said.

"I know, baby. Mommy does too. Be a good boy and give your Mommy what she needs."

James stood, there, frozen while Mother and son continued cooing at each other. The slaps of their naked bodies like little stabs in his chest. He knew Christine was safe. They'd had the surgery to be sure. But still. They'd made a promise to each other. Maybe it was a weird promise, but James had taken some odd solace in it. And now Christine was breaking it right in front of him. The whole family.

James felt a thin, feminine hand run through his chest hair. He looked down and saw Alexis standing next to him. Still naked. She smiled at him, coyly. She pulled his jaw to her and kissed him, hard, on the lips. Whimpered sexily as her father slipped his tongue in her mouth.

Alexis' hand closed around her father's cock. James felt his world focus down to a pinprick. Just him and his eldest daughter.

"Ohhhhh... Alexis," James said, "Lexi. Sorry. I know I should call you Lexi."

"You can call me Alexis, Daddy. Only you."

Alexis pulled her Daddy down by the dick, so he was sitting next to her on the bench. She began stroking up and down his cock. Licking her lips as she did it.

"Oooh, my Daddy's cock is so big," Alexis said, "I'm a lucky little girl."

James groaned and let his head fall back. Alexis' stroking slowed, but she didn't let go. James felt his first-born climbing over him. Her little pink nipple brushed his lips. James dutifully took his daughter's breast into his mouth. Alexis' tit had neither the epic size of her little sister nor the perfect form of her mother, but it was still a breast and lovely. Alexis sighed as her father licked around her erect nipple.

James felt his daughter steer his cock upwards. Felt the crown tickled by her dark, curly pubes and nestle, ever so slightly, in warm wetness. Alexis wasn't moving with the urgency of Molly or Christine. James didn't feel the aching burn in his core that demanded he do everything possible to quench it.

Yet here they were -- father and daughter -- about to connect in the most intimate, forbidden way. Was this still the effect of the pills? Or were they actively choosing to do this? James didn't know where the line was anymore.

Alexis hung above her Daddy's cock, like daring him to stop her. When James didn't say a word, his oldest daughter smirked and dropped down on her Daddy's thick, aching dick. Father and daughter moaned together as they wrapped each other in illicit pleasure.

"Oh Alexis," James said and kissed her hard on the mouth.

"Oh Daddy," Alexis said, as if agreeing, "It's in me. My Daddy's cock. The dick that made me. It's in my pussy. Feels so good."

"I know, baby girl."

The two of them stayed in each other's embrace. Rocking slightly against each other. Luxuriating in every little sensation. Then, it seemed that Alexis' patience ran out because she suddenly popped off her Dad's thighs like she'd been burned and started bouncing up and down on his cock with abandon.

"Oh fuck, yes!" the two of them cried in unison.

James was so entranced with his daughter -- watching her dark hair fly everywhere, her little titties trying so hard to bounce, that tight tight pussy gripping his dick -- he completely forgot about the world around him. Until suddenly, a thin male voice pierced through his pleasure.

Austin.

"M...Mom? Mom oh god I'm..." James heard his son say. It seemed like his voice hit a higher pitch with every exclamation.

"Yes baby. That's a boy. You can do it. Don't worry, Mommy's here. She'll take care of it all -- just give it to me."

Alexis slowed on her father. The two of them turned to watch as James' wife and son fucked frantically in the mud. It was bright sunny out now and warm, but the ground still squelched with every movement. Suddenly Mother and son froze in place.

"Oh... Mommy," Austin said, "I can't control it. Can't stop.... FUCK! Here it cums!"

"Ooooooooohhhhh YES!" Christine screamed, "Oh fucking... Oh fuck YES I'm cumming so good. My baby is filling me up! fffffffFUCK!"

"Oh Mom! I'm cumming in you. Oh fuck. I'm cumming in my Mom's pussy. So good. Oh fucking... fucking... fuck."

James looked over as mother and son toppled over. Austin's cock still somehow buried in his mother's snatch. Both of them convulsing in some strange, shared seizure. Then they both went still.

At the same time, Alexis leapt into action. Bouncing up and down on her father like he was the world's greatest pogo stick. Alexis started gasping. She reached up and squeezed her breasts, pinched her nipples. She reached down and ran her hands through her father's chest hair. Laughing lightly as she did. Somewhere between confusion at what she was doing and wanton acceptance.

James groaned. This was the third pussy he'd been in that day -- the third family member he'd fucked -- and each was subtly different. Christine so urgent. Molly so affectionate. Alexis was somewhere in between. She had the stamina and experience of her mother. The softness and affection of her younger sister.

The other benefit of all that experience that day: James felt like he could have let his daughter ride his dick forever. He was going to last for a long while. James leaned back against the table and enjoyed every sensation.

Alexis seemed to sense his languorous disposition. "Am I doing good for you Daddy?"

"Oh yes."

"I know I've been bad lately," Alexis said. "Calling you James. Talking back. I know I don't deserve your reward."

"Oh baby, I understand. You've been..." James stopped himself. Maybe it was the pills again. Or all the frustrations of the day. What he couldn't do with Molly. What his wife had done with their son. Or maybe it was, truly, James' anger at his daughter finally bubbling over.

"You have been very bad," James said, severely. He reached his hand back and swatted his daughter's backside. Hard. Alexis gasped in pain. Then smiled. Her humping motion slowed. James felt as if his cock was now soaking in the hot tub of his daughter's cunt.

"Maybe you don't deserve this dick," he said.

"I do," Alexis whined, "I promise I'll be good. I'm sorry for being such a bitch, Daddy."

James reached around and slapped his daughter's bottom again. The taut muscle jiggled in a very satisfying way, but James couldn't get much purchase in this position. He thought about moving, but for all his 'anger' he couldn't bear disconnecting from his daughter. Instead, he reached up again and slapped Alexis' tit.

"Oh!" she cried, reflexively reaching up to protect her boob. Almost as quickly, she let her arm drop.

"That's for calling me James," James said, "Now what's my name?"

"Daddy," Alexis said. Her eyes really did start to well with tears. James leaned forward and took Alexis' tit into his mouth. Right as he felt her body relax, he bit her nipple.

"Oh!"

"That's for talking back to me," James said, "You going to do what I say from now on?"

"Yes, Daddy," Alexis said.

James leaned forward and bit his daughter's other nipple. "And that's for cursing before. You're not a bitch. You're my daughter. My first born."

"Your best fuck?" Alexis asked, sort of quirking her lips. Oooh, that little bitch had him there.

"I love each of you different, honey," James said, "Being with you. It's special in its own way." Alexis nodded like that was a good answer, but both father and daughter knew the truth of it.

"Fuck me Daddy," Alexis said, "Make me feel special."

She began slowly climbing up her father's cock, then sliding down. Her pace moved faster and faster.

"I'm a good daughter," Alexis said.

"Yes you are," James said.

"And I'm going to get my good girl reward, right Daddy?"

"Whatever you want, baby."

Alexis reached down and found her clit. She began strumming it hard. Like the world's greatest guitar solo. And as she jammed on her pussy, her father drove the beat into her wanting quim. The picnic table creaked. A cool wind whipped over them. The sun was sinking under the western sky. James looked back and found his wife and son were spooning in the mud. His youngest daughter was still asleep against the tent. This was it.

This was the end.

James felt it building in him. Alexis was shaking now. Murmuring to herself.

"D... Daddy. Oh Daddy. Oh, that Daddy cock feels so good." She gasped and threw her head forward, almost cracking her father in the face. They both started to laugh, but then Alexis' body tightened, and their giggles switched to groans.

Impossibly, James felt another orgasm building. From what reserves he could not imagine. He lifted Alexis by the shoulders.

"We're so bad, Daddy," Alexis said, "You fucked your baby daughter. You let Austin cum in Mommy. Now you're... You're fucking me. Making me cum. I came on my Daddy's cock."

"I know, baby, I'm sorry. Daddy's... Daddy's getting close too."

"It's so naughty Daddy," Alexis said, "You can't cum in me. Can't put those Daddy sperms in your daughter's womb. The dick that made me. It can't knock me up. It's so wrong."

The words that should have made James slow, they only drove him faster. But as he felt his peak grow closer, suddenly it all hit James at the same time. Like reality was racing against desire.

His daughters. His wife. Fuck. They'd all done things they would never be able to shake. It would haunt them. So maybe it didn't matter what they did now. Because it was all in the pile and who cared about one more? But then, James realized that he cared. That maybe the only way to live with losing control was to fight to get it back.

If only for a moment.

James grabbed his daughter's hips and made her stop. Sighed.

"You're right, baby girl," James said, "I'm sorry."

James gently lifted his daughter off his dick. As he did it Alexis made a strange face. Almost sad? James started to think about sticking it back in his daughter, but she jumped back. He waited for her to shout at him. To cry. But instead Alexis dropped to her knees took his cock into her mouth. One swift slurp.

Alexis' mouth was impossibly tight on James' dick. She sucked so tight, so wet, with such abandon. Her eyes alight and oh-so-happy. She'd wanted him to say she was the best fuck and he couldn't. But holy fuck, he could honestly admit that his Alexis was unquestionably the queen of the cocksuckers. He couldn't imagine anything better than this.

"You taste so good, Daddy," Alexis said, reaching back to cup her father's balls.

"That's both of us, baby," James said. "Yours and mine. Together."

"Mmmmmm. Like it should be," Alexis said. She grabbed his dick with her free hand and started pumping. As if he needed any more stimulation. James' body jerked. He trembled. Before he could even warn his daughter, James exploded into her mouth. One long stream of cum.

"Ahhhhhhhhh." It escaped his lips like steam. Long and satisfying. Another jet. Another. Alexis gulped. Gulped again. She coughed and a little sperm leaked down her chin. But she kept her Daddy's cock tight in her mouth the whole time. As her father filled it with his seed.

"That's a good girl," James said, and Alexis smiled proudly. James cock finally melted on the warmth of Alexis' tongue. She let him slip out gently, then licked his cum off her face like cleaning up extra ice cream. She smiled at him, then didn't seem to know what to do with herself. Father and daughter. Naked and covered in each other's spend. Finally, Alexis did a curtsey, like a little girl on stage for the school play.

James laughed. Alexis turned bright red, but she laughed, too. They held each other, tight, naked bodies pressed together, as the sun finally gave way to darkness.

*

Christine woke up with the odd mixture of mud and cum in her mouth. Neither was particularly explicable. She felt a warm arm around her belly and squeezed it tight against herself. She realized she was naked. And cold. And the arm felt a little too muscular, a little too hairless, to be her husband's.

And it all came rushing back.

Christine was lying in the dirt. She felt her son's cum leak warm down her bare leg. She lifted Austin's arm and tried to stand. Her muscles ached as bad as when she'd run the marathon the year before. Christine gritted her teeth. No. Weakness was for other people. She forced herself to stand up and stretch. The lithe blonde felt oddly rested for napping on the hard ground, covered in mud, naked under the open sky.

It was dark, but the night was overfilled with stars. Like standing under a planetarium. Christine hadn't realized the effects of ambient light until there was none. The difference in the sky she saw in their backyard and the universe unfolding over them here at the lake was like going from watching a slide show to 4K HD TV. The whole galaxy looked down at her, so small and insignificant.

Christine took a deep breath and hugged her arms close to her in the cold. She resolved to recover her family. She found her husband lying on the ground behind the picnic table, spooning his oldest daughter. His hand cupped on her little tit. Well, it was a bigger breast than Christine's but in the grand scheme of things it was still small. Then again, compared to Molly, most women were lacking in the chest department. Christine chided herself. That kind of thinking was only going to encourage this behavior, not help her gain control of it.

She looked down at her life partner -- sleeping peacefully, his lips against the back of Lexi's neck -- and felt equal parts affection and revulsion. The things he'd done and didn't do. Admirable and awful. But Christine had been no better, had she?

She resisted the urge, then, to kick her husband awake. Instead she simply reached down and shook his shoulder. James groaned and blinked. He looked over at his naked daughter, his flaccid penis nestled in her apple-shaped butt.



"Holy fuck!" James said. His shock made Christine feel a little better.

"Ohhhh, Daddy," Lexi said, "Not so loud."

James disentangled himself and stood up. He looked at his wife. Neither of them seemed to know what to say.

"So."

"Well."

"We wanted one last chance to make memories together," James said. Christine started laughing. It wasn't that funny, really. But in the moment, with everything that had happened, the release was more than she could handle. The both of them started cackling like loons. Gasping for breath and wiping tears. James grabbed his wife by the shoulders and squeezed her tight.

"I'm sorry," he said.

"No. It's my fault," Christine said, "I'm the one that made us take those awful pills."

"You didn't know. How could you know?"

They kissed and held each other. Then they slowly went about rousing their kids. Lexi was already mostly up. Austin smiled at his mother knowingly as she shook him awake. Another glob of his sperm escaped her pussy as he did so.

"Daddy, you're naked," Molly said after her father woke her. The family slowly came to grips with what had happened. Molly was mortified. Lexi acted embarrassed, as well. Austin seemed strangely proud, however, strutting through the campsite like a rooster. The look on James' face told Christine that Austin's attitude was not going to last for long, though.

The Campbells went into their tents and got dressed. They were still spattered in mud and... other things, but everyone was too tired to think of marching down to the showers to wash off. Instead, they all covered themselves in layers. The evening was cool, yes. And being out in the rain had left their core temperatures a little short of normal.

But it was more than that. They had been naked in every meaning of the word. Exposed. The more clothing, the safer they all felt. Like long pants and thick sweaters could act as armor.

After he got dressed, James took some logs out of the trunk of the van and threw them onto the firepit. He got the kindling going and soon they had a roaring fire. Everyone was ravenous, no wonder why, and James got the nearby charcoal grill going. He'd brought steaks, originally for a final night's feast, but used them that evening, instead.

The family all sat on logs around the firepits and ate. James had brought beers and he let the kids each have one. Christine gave him a look, but he shrugged. If your kids are old enough to fuck, they're old enough to drink.

The Campbells all ate in silence, staring into the fire.

"It smells like piss, Dad," Lexi said, suddenly. It seemed like the first anyone had spoken in ages.

"Yeah, ummmm. Before? I may have urinated in the firepit," James said, "It was out of control and I didn't want to pee on the tents so..."

The whole family started laughing. The strange communal moment that, as before, was less about humor and more about cleansing. Pasting over the bad with good. They all started talking and joking. Like old times. The edge of the day never completely gone but dulled.

Then Molly looked up and said, in a small voice, "Do you think we're better? I haven't felt the urges since I woke up. Do you think it's gone?"

The family all looked at each other. Wary. The drug, the loss of control, had been terrifying. And yet also wonderful in the worst way. Assuming the effects of the medicine eventually wore off, the family knew they had to pretend it all had never happened.

It would be hard, of course. This was deep trauma and that didn't just wash away. But the memories would slowly scar over and eventually even fade. Normal was still within reach. Every family had its little secrets, and this could be one of theirs. Moving on was the only rational response.

But could they?

The thought of stopping, no matter how "right" they each knew it was, left a hollow feeling in their guts. An ache of loss and regret. But what did it mean if they started doing these things because they wanted to? What were the consequences for themselves, for their family? For their friends and neighbors? For their entire lives?

The Campbells found themselves trapped between two choices -- both too horrible for words. And thus, they said nothing at all.

Is it over? Oh, it is SO not over. Get ready for Part TWO!


Fucked Up Family Pt. 02

Last Time: the Campbell family took some pills and things went really wrong. Or really right, depending on how you look at it. There was piss play, incest, and insemination. But the medicine is gone and they're all better now.

Eh, not so much.

Everyone is over 18.

It was the kind of night that was meant to be savored. The clear, starry sky. The cool, clean air. It all combined to be comfortable in an almost primal way. But the events of the day conspired against the Campbell clan.

James, Christine, and their three children -- Lexi, Austin, and Molly -- were all exhausted. The family felt shattered, body and mind. They'd planned this trip as one last outing before the kids went off to school, to their lives, and abandoned their parents to empty nest-hood. The family had bought a new car, reserved a campsite next to a lake in the middle of nowhere, and headed out to drink down the final dregs of summer.

But then Christine, as part of her ongoing health kick, suggested everyone take a special supplement. Something to 'get them going.' Well it definitely did that. First the family couldn't stop peeing. Then, worse, they couldn't stop fucking. Sister and brother. Father and daughter. Mother and son.

But as the sun sank down, it seemed like the family had finally overcome the chemicals in their systems. They all sat around the campfire, silent, simmering in everything they'd done to each other.

The Campbells worked their way through dinner mechanically. Everyone struggled to speak. They couldn't even look each other in the eyes. The evening may have appeared like Eden, but it felt like Hell, and they all just wanted it to end.

So, tentatively -- like their beds might be filled with poisonous spiders or worse -- the family agreed to call it a night. James and Christine went to their tent. Lexi and Molly went to theirs. Austin climbed into his single.

The world went quiet.

*

Lexi woke up with a start. Her younger sister, Molly, was still slumbering peacefully next to her. The tall, lithe brunette reflexively reached down to her twisted ankle. It was throbbing dully. In fact, her whole body ached. Then Lexi felt it. She had to pee.

Oh no. Not again.

Lexi leapt out of her sleeping bag and raced to the front of the tent. She was wearing a tank top and a pair of shorts that covered little more than her underwear, but she couldn't risk the time to conceal herself further. It was hard for Lexi to feel embarrassed about the exposure, though -- her family had already seen a lot more skin than she was showing in that moment.

The eldest Campbell girl unzipped the front of her tent and rushed outside. The evening air was cool, but pleasant. Frogs and crickets chorused in the distance. Lexi looked longingly off toward the toilets. It was a ten-minute hike, and that was on two good legs. Plus, if this really was another emergency, the pee would end up in her bottoms before she ever made it anywhere near the bathrooms.

Instead, Lexi limped to the far side of the campsite, back between the family SUV and the tree-line. She pushed her shorts down around her ankles, squatted, and let go. In the silence of the evening, her stream of pee seemed loud enough to echo. Lexi shifted a bit, angling herself to keep her piss away from her legs as much as possible. She noticed her ankle wasn't hurting nearly as bad as before. Squatting was uncomfortable, but not excruciating.

Even better, her pee felt 'normal.' That is, it wasn't shooting out of her cooch like a damned fire hose. It didn't ache in her tummy at all. Instead it was just the usual, late-night-gotta-go stream of urine.

Lexi sighed in relief. Waking up with that urge again had been scary. If it was all starting again, she wasn't sure what she would do. Being with her brother had been unexpected. Terrifying. Also, really really awesome. Which was scary in and of itself.

Then seeing the rest of the family caught in the same throes: Molly, Mom. Dad. Oh God with Dad. That had been the most frightening thing of all. Not because of the situation. Lexi had felt so safe in her Daddy's arms. No what worried Lexi -- what really haunted her -- was something far more complicated.

With Austin it had been easy. Not the sex (although, also, yes), but because it had clearly been the chemicals coursing through their veins. Lexi could say with confidence that, in that moment, she simply had no other options. Her body had dragged her into it. They could have been doing it on the train tracks -- locomotive racing towards them -- and the siblings wouldn't have even paused in plowing each other.

But with James. With her Dad... Had Lexi felt that same urge? The brunette girl couldn't say for sure. In that moment, with her brother and mother humping in the grass nearby, Lexi had felt desire for her father. No doubt. But was it the same driving need? That was something far less definitive. In other words, there was a chance Lexi had actually chosen to fuck her father. And -- oh God -- there was no word for how that made Lexi feel. Guilty-frightened-dirty-horrible-broken-thrilled. That.

Lexi finished peeing with a sigh. If only the consequences of her actions could leak away as easily as the uncontrollable pissing apparently had. Just wash right out of her system. Lexi slowly stood, regretted that she had nothing to wipe with, then shrugged and pulled up her shorts.

She was about to turn back to the tents when she heard the crunch of footsteps. Felt someone standing nearby.

"Hey." It was Austin. He must have walked over while she was doing her business. Lexi's little brother was wearing a pair of long pajama pants, but no shirt. He was quite muscular, Lexi thought, with sculpted pecs and a defined, six-pack stomach. Austin waved slightly and tucked his head into his chest. He stepped closer till they were standing right next to each other.

"Couldn't even let me pee in peace, huh perv?" Lexi said, reflexively. Austin flinched, and Lexi regretted it immediately. God, why do I have to be such a bitch?

"No, it's fine," Austin said, "It's my bad. I should have seen what you were doing. Anyway, I'm sorry. For a lot of stuff actually."

Lexi reflected that her brother hadn't seemed too upset about the ordeal before. In fact, he'd acted pleased as a peacock. Now, though, the way he seemed unable to even glance at his older sister -- maybe he really did feel remorse. Not that he had done anything wrong, either. Fuck this was all one big, intractable tangle.

"I know right?" Austin continued, "I was feeling pretty good for a bit. About everything. I mean, it wasn't our fault, right? But when I got into my tent, it was like all the guilt was already in there waiting for me. I couldn't sleep, I couldn't even lie still, I was wracked with it. Everything running through my mind. And then I saw you were up, and I thought that maybe you were struggling to sleep, too. I don't know. You're right, I'm an ass."

"No, you're not. We're all dealing with this. I couldn't sleep either," Lexi lied. She'd passed out like a dead woman. But admitting that to her brother felt like a kind of defeat. That his guilt earned him a kind of moral superiority. Or, worse, that he'd given her a level of physical satisfaction that she'd been unable to provide back to him in return. In either scenario, Lexi was clearly the lesser being. She wasn't ready to concede that to her annoying, dopey (admittedly really sexy) little brother.

"Can we, I don't know, talk?" Austin asked, his blue eyes shining. He grabbed his sister's hand and she let him.

"Yes, I'd like that," Lexi said, "But maybe we should go back to your tent. I don't want to wake anyone else up."

Austin bobbed his head like a happy puppy. He started heading back, then he stopped. "Can you walk OK?"

"Not great," Lexi said. Very seriously, Austin went back to his big sister and slid under her arm, letting her rest her weight on him. The two of them made their way back to the tents.

"So. You and Dad, huh?" Austin said as they walked together. Lexi felt her face go hot.

"Youwerebetter," she said. It had just spilled out. Lexi hadn't even intended on saying anything but there it was. Worse, Lexi knew that it was totally true. Being with her father had been fun, but with Austin it was different. Special. So much for her precious superiority.

Austin stopped and looked at his sister, eyes wide. His mouth made word-like motions, but no sound came out.

"I just... I liked it better with you, OK?" Lexi said, "I don't know why, but I did. I'm sorry."

"Why are you sorry?" Austin asked. The siblings started walking again.

"I don't know. God, this is weird."

"Everything about today was weird," Austin said.

"No kidding," Lexi said.

They got back to Austin's tent and crawled inside. Lexi's little brother opened his sleeping bag completely and laid it out, so they both had something to lie on. Lexi thought of a story she'd heard at State. About some wild party back east where they zipped naked people into sleeping bags and made them fuck while everyone watched. Lexi had heard that the grand finale had featured a brother and sister and thought it was bullshit. Now she wasn't so sure.

Lexi lay down on her side and Austin stretched out across from her. He reached back and flicked on a flashlight. It was still dark, but now Lexi could see her little brother's face in the yellowish glow. He really was cute, she thought. Nice jaw, jutting cheekbones, just the right bit of stubble. For a moment Lexi thought about leaning over and kissing him but she stopped herself. She needed a subject change and fast.

"So," she said, "You and Mom, huh?"

Austin's face went red and his eyes fled to the floor. "Yeah, um, you may have been right before about, you know. Me and my little crush."

"That looked like more than a crush," Lexi said.

"Yeah, well, for someone who doesn't have feelings for Dad, you seemed pretty involved, yourself."

"I'm sorry Austin," Lexi said, "I'm not trying to make you feel bad. I'm actually kind of, like, happy for you? Is that strange? Like I know you have feelings for Mom and you got to act on them. To have your fantasy. That's kind of awesome."

"And you?" Austin asked, "Did you get to live out your, ummm, crush or whatever?"

"I didn't know what it was until it happened," Lexi said, "But yes. Up on the mountainside? I got what I wanted."

Austin thought for a moment and then it dawned on him. He turned bright red all over again. Cute, yes, but maybe not too bright, Lexi reflected. God girl, you really can pick them.

"And you don't feel bad about that?" Austin asked, "What happened up there? You and me?"

"What were we supposed to do, exactly?" Lexi said, "You were there. You felt it. I'd have stuffed a cactus up my cunt if that was my only option in that moment."

"I shouldn't have fucked you," Austin said.

"You had to," Lexi said

"I shouldn't have... In Mom."

"She made you," Lexi said.

"God, I know that's all true and yet I also feel like maybe..."

"Look, Austin, today was... I mean I'm struggling with it too. Because on the one hand it was kind of amazing and wonderful but at the same time it was also maybe the worst day of my life? I don't know. What happened to us was inexplicable and weird and also totally out of our control. We're probably all going to need therapy -- God, so much therapy -- and even then, it's something that we're going to have to figure out a way to live with for the rest of our lives. But we are going to find a way to live with it, OK? Together. I promise."

Lexi reached out and, on instinct, pulled her brother close. Squeezed him tight. Pressed his head to her chest and stroked his hair.

"I know I haven't been the best big sister lately," Lexi said, "But I'm here for you. For anything. Promise."

"Yes," Austin said, oddly distant and distracted, "Uh huh." Lexi leaned back and eyed her brother, warily. She noticed his breathing had started coming quickly. The tent was comfortable, even cool, but Austin was sweating bullets. His eyes wide.

"Lexi?" Austin asked. Little boy voice trembling. He wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled her close again. His urgency pressed hard into her thigh.

"You said you'd be here for me," Austin said, "For anything?"

"Yes," Lexi whispered in his ear. Lips almost touching him. "Anything."

"But what if?"

"Even that."

Austin looked up at his older sister and nodded, very seriously. Like that was all he needed to hear. He pulled at Lexi's tank top and the tall brunette lifted her arms to help him get it off her. Lexi wasn't wearing a bra, and her little breasts bounced out, happily, as her younger brother exposed them to the open air.

Austin dove into Lexi's cleavage and immediately latched on to her left nipple. Lexi moaned -- a combination of satisfaction and pain. Austin sucked so hard that Lexi feared her nipple would be purple instead of pink by the time he stopped.

Lexi couldn't say exactly how she felt. On the one hand, to have her brother worshipping at her breasts, to feel his hardness press into her leg. Oh, there was an aching need there. For sure. But was it the same as before? Lexi didn't know. Which, perhaps, was the ultimate sign that this wasn't the pills. Not one hundred percent, anyway. And yet, Lexi couldn't deny the want, the need, she felt as her brother suckled at her breast. The insistent ache for something more.

"Austin..."

"You promised I could," Austin whined, mouth still full of his sister's teat. "You said that next time you'd let me suck your boobs."

"Of course, baby," Lexi said, "I just kind of need other things, as well."

Austin popped his mouth off his sister's tit and smirked. He grabbed Lexi's shorts and whipped them right off of her -- panties and all -- leaving the thin brunette bare before her brother.

"Better?" Austin asked.

"It's a start," Lexi said.

Austin hands shot out and started kneading his sister's chest again. It was like her breasts were a bright light and he was a moth. He just couldn't seem to stay away.

"Are you sure I look OK for you?" Lexi asked, staring down at the canvas of the tent.

Austin responded by diving forward, almost tackling his sister to the ground, and sucking her tit so hard the whole thing slipped into his mouth. Lexi gasped, then giggled. The hunger in her brother's eyes was intoxicating. He looked at her like she was the best thing in the universe and because her brother did it, she swore that it must be so.

Any doubt that Lexi might have had before, any reservations about right and wrong -- control and craziness -- got pushed to the back of her mind. Right out of the tent and way down the road. Lexi was stripped down to a bundle of nerves and need. And her brother was the only one who could unravel her. Judging by the urgency of his movements, it was clear that Austin felt the same.

Still hooked on his sister's tits, Lexi's little brother began grinding his hard cock into her gash. Even through his pjs, Lexi could feel the pleasure of it pressing into her clit. She arched her back up, trying to settle him in the perfect spot. Right there! The siblings shuddered together and groaned. It felt good, but Lexi knew it wasn't enough. There was still too much cloth between them. She needed her brother inside her.

Lexi reached down and pulled at the waistband of Austin's pajamas. Slid it down past his fantastic, massive cock.

Then she heard a loud, feminine moan. "Ohhhhhh FUCK!"

Brother and sister both stopped in place and turned toward where the sound had come from: Lexi's tent.

"Oh Daddy, YES!" It was Molly. For a moment, Lexi felt a little jealous. Why didn't her Daddy go to her? Then Austin pushed his sister down and rubbed his bare cock against her aching furrow and Lexi realized there were a whole lot of rational reasons that she needed to stop thinking and start fucking.

"Oh! Baby girl, I need you so bad!" James said. The sound of their father fucking their sister seemed to spur the siblings on even more. Lexi wrapped her legs around her brother and rolled him onto his back. She reached down, grabbed his cock, and aimed it at her pussy.

"My Daddy's fucking me so good!" Molly said.

"Jeez, I hope Mom's OK," Austin said.

"Really?" Lexi asked, "That's your big concern?" She was hanging right over her brother's dick, about to impale herself on it.

"Sorry, Sis," Austin said. He put his strong hands on her hips and drove himself into his sibling. The both of them sighed in unison.

"Fuck I love fucking my big sister so much," Austin said.

"You better," Lexi said, "That massive fuckstick was built for your big sister's pussy."

"Fuck yeah," Austin said.

"Oh Daddy, I think I'm gonna...OH! OH DADDY FUCK YES!"

"Molly's...uhn...really...ooh...a screamer," Lexi said, riding up and down on Austin. Her hips and ass slapping loudly with each thrust.

"You're not exactly silent yourself," Austin said.

"You mean like...ohfuck...OH MY LITTLE BROTHER'S FUCKING ME SO GOOD!"

"Little, huh?" Austin said. He grabbed Lexi's taut tummy and flipped her over. The way the two of them rolled each other over, Lexi couldn't miss the similarities to more innocent sibling wrestling. Even as they loved, they couldn't help but return to their rivalry.

Austin started pounding into Lexi with abandon. Each thrust seemed to make the blood rush harder to Lexi's head.

"How's THAT for little?" Austin asked. Lexi could only groan in response. Her body strained. She dug her nails into her brother's back. Her legs closed around him and her breath caught in her chest as her first orgasm of the session washed over her.

First. Wow. It wasn't so long ago that one cum during intercourse was considered an accomplishment. An unexpected treat that required precise timing, a lot of manual stimulation, and a little bit of luck. Now Lexi anticipated, she expected, multiple orgasms from sex. Little ones and big ones and fucking gigantic, brain blowing massive ones. God, how could she go back to other boys after she'd had her brother?

"Oh fuck YES!" she cried.

Austin slowed and looked down at his big sister. Mouth twisted cocky. Eyes alight. "I love the way you cum," he told her.

"Then don't. Fucking. Stop," Lexi said, slapping at his flank.

Austin took her direction and almost immediately Lexi felt another orgasm grab hold of her. Fuck. It still wasn't enough. Those little cums. Lexi started to wonder if it would ever end. If she would ever even want it to.

Austin was pounding his sister's pussy and all Lexi could do was hang on. Like riding the bucking bronco. Arms and legs locked around her brother as he drove his fleshy piston into her dripping engine again and again.

"Again!" Molly said, "Oh I love my Daddy's cock. It's making me CUM so good! OH! I'm cumming. I'm cumming. Oh FUCK your little girl can't stop cumming."

"Apparently Molly can't stop cumming," Austin said with a wink.

"I -- oh FUCK Austin that's so fucking good -- I know the feeling," Lexi said.

There was a loud ripping noise and the siblings looked over as their tent flap was torn open. Both siblings froze. A thousand possibilities raced through Lexi's mind. Then she saw who it was and smiled.

"Holy fuck, Mom," Austin said.

Christine was down on all fours, crawling into Austin's tent. She was already completely naked, and her little breasts barely hung down from her chest. Once again, Lexi stared at her mother's body with jealousy. Lexi had worked herself so hard for her own build, yet compared to Christine -- hard muscle and tight abs -- Lexi still felt like a big ball of flab.

"Hey kids," Christine said, "Glad to see you're both getting along in here. I woke up and well..." She gestured at herself with a sheepish grin. "Mind if I keep you company?"



"My baby girl's pussy feels so good!" James shouted from the other tent. Christine hung her head and sighed.

"We're a little busy right now, Mom," Lexi said. She pulled Austin tighter into her pussy.

"Don't worry, Mom, we can help," Austin said. Lexi glared up at her brother.

"What?" he said, "We can't leave her like this."

"Fine," Lexi said and rolled her eyes, "I guess we can take turns or something."

"Thank you, dear," Christine said, sounding not at all convinced by her daughter's generosity. "While I wait, do you think one of you could help me out? Doing it myself doesn't seem to have any effect."

Christine crawled over and sat cross-legged next to the siblings. Austin was barely even moving now. Lexi pulled at him with her legs, trying to get him going. Instead, her blonde brother stopped completely. Austin reached over for their mother's sex. He brushed at her pussy, pressed two fingers inside, and slowly started to slide them in and out.

"That's a good start, honey," Christine said. She shifted her body around a bit, clearly more frustrated than she let on.

Lexi looked at her mother's body again. Fuck she was gorgeous. Lexi hadn't ever felt attracted to another woman. But looking at her Mom's tiny tits, she couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to feel them in her hands. To have those strong arms wrapped around her while she drove pleasure into her mother's pussy with her tongue.

And before she really knew what was happening. Lexi slipped out from under her brother and pushed her mother onto her back.

"Jeez, just let me," Lexi said. Christine gasped but didn't move as her oldest daughter suddenly buried her face between her legs. Lexi reached up and squeezed her Mom's little breasts. Wow. She could suddenly understand what Austin was so obsessed with. Lexi pressed her tongue into her Mom's pussy and began licking. Lapping. Fucking her mother with her tongue. Christine threw her head back and groaned.

"Oh Lexi... Fuck!"

Lexi kept working for all she was worth. The taste of her mother's pussy sweet and strong. Feeling Christine writhe under her was so amazing. So empowering. Lexi had to admit she'd always been a bit afraid of her mother. Overshadowed and cowed by her. But that same woman became her plaything under her mouth and fingers. And it filled her heart in a way she'd never anticipated.

"You OK, Mom?" Austin asked. He was kneeling over the two women, his pendulous penis hanging almost comically.

"Oh, way better than OK, baby," Christine said, "Your sister? She's really fucking good at -- oh fuck -- licking Mommy's pussy."

"Yes, Lexi's kind of awesome at oral," Austin said. God this conversation was odd. And getting odder.

"She's got me, baby," Christine said, "Why don't you go back to fucking your sister?"

"You sure you don't want my dick, Mom?" Austin asked. Christine laughed, throatily.

"Your sister has me well taken care of for now," Christine said, "We need to make sure we reward her, too."

Lexi felt her brother's hardness up against her sex. She lifted her ass up to give him easier access and she felt him fill her. Fuck! It was like she was missing a vital organ when her brother wasn't stuffed inside her.

"Don't make me regret my decision, young lady," Christine said. Lexi realized she'd stopped licking. She started going again, curling her tongue to run it inside her mother's dripping cunt. At the same time, Austin began driving into her from behind.

"I'm getting close, Molly," James said from the other tent.

"Oh... Daddy... yes. Oh YES! I... I'm cumming too, I'm OH! Oh Daddy I need it so... NOooooooo! Daddy!? Please cum in my..."

"It's OK baby, Daddy's going to mark you. Your beautiful face. Your awesome tits. Oh, I need to cum all over you so bad."

"Well at least those two are being somewhat behaved," Christine said.

They all heard a long low groan from the other tent as James splattered his baby girl with his seed.

"Oh Daddy... Oh. Oh! Ohhhhhhh!"

There was a loud thump and the other tent went silent. The threesome -- mother, daughter, and son -- started moving with abandon. Like they'd been holding something back before and now felt free to let it all out.

"How's your sister's pussy, baby?" Christine asked.

"Oh... so good," Austin said.

"Your brother's giving it to you good?" she asked Lexi.

"Uhn... Yeah Mom," Lexi said, "Oh yeah."

"Good. G... OHFUCK... So good. I'm glad my babies are finally getting along." Christine's body seemed to tighten even further, to the point where Lexi could no longer breathe. She pulled her daughter's hair tight. Squeezed at her skull. "Oh... OH! Oh my God, my little girl is making me... CUUUUUuuuuum."

Christine's body stiffened, tremored, then stiffened again. Lexi just rode it out. Her brother's cock pushing her from one end while her mother pulled her from the other. Hurting in a way that felt very much like pleasure. Finally Christine fell back, her arms flopped on either side.

The blonde Mom started mumbling. "Oh yes... So good. Who knew my daughter could be so good. Fuck. Is Austin doing you good, baby? Oh isn't our Austin's cock just the best?"

"Yes, Mom," Lexi said, almost reflexively. With her chore finally over, Lexi could focus back on the pleasure her brother was giving her. She hung her head limp while Austin slammed into her from behind.

Christine sat up, brushed the curtains of her daughter's hair back, and kissed her hard on the lips. As her mother made contact, Lexi's body tightened, and another orgasm ripped through her. A bigger one now. Oh fuck there it was again. That peak out in the distance. Not so far now. The last time with Austin, in the rainstorm, she'd almost gotten there. That rise of pleasure beyond anything she'd ever felt. Now that she saw it again, she recognized the signs of it. The way her body, her sex, pulsed and strained. Fuck. She wasn't sure she could miss it again. What it would do to her to come so close and see it slip away.

"Oh... f...fuck," Austin said.

"Oh God," Lexi said, "Please little bro just... Just hang on. Please... I'm almost there I swear I can... Oh fuck."

"I'm trying sis. Your pussy it's... So tight. So wet." The siblings' bodies made loud squelching noises as if to confirm Austin's report.

"Your sister's got a great body, doesn't she, Austin?" Christine said. She was still face to face with Lexi, searching her daughter's eyes and smiling proudly.

"Oh yeah," Austin said.

"You like it? Like fucking her?" Christine continued.

"Oh God. Mom. So good. Too good. I... I'm getting close I'm going to... Fuck Lexi stop squeezing my dick with your..."

"Oh FUCK! Like I can control that," Lexi said. "Mom I'm so.... Fuck. I need..."

"I know, baby," Christine said, petting Lexi's cheek, "It's OK. Austin's trying so hard but..."

"Oh f... fuck," Austin said. Lexi felt his hips tense. His thrusts grow wild. His grip on her tiny ass tightened.

"Lexi?" Christine said, lovingly, "Your brother's going to cum in you now."

"Mom?" Lexi asked, suddenly fearful. She wanted it so bad and yet... Sure they'd been fucking for a while. Had fucked. Multiple times. But something about being filled with her brother's cum. Inseminated by her sibling. It seemed like they were crossing another line. Even in the haze of lust and orgasmic pleasure, Lexi's screwed up sense of morality took hold.

"It's OK," Christine said, "Trust me it's better than OK. You're safe. Protected. And your brother's cum? Oh, baby it feels so good. Trust me. I know you're close to a big one. I can see it. Let him do it. Let your little brother get you there."

"M... Mom?" Austin this time, "I don't think I can..."

"Do it, baby," Christine said, "Cum. Cum in your sister. Fill our little Lexi up."

Christine wrapped her arms around her daughter. Cradled Lexi's head to her chest. Lexi, instinctive, latched her mouth around her mother's breast. The nipple so hard against her tongue it was almost sharp.

Austin's rhythm stuttered. He drew back. Drove deeper than had before. He roared. An animal sound. Loud and echoing and almost frightening.

Lexi felt the first warm burst splash inside her hot tunnel. Her body twitched. Stiffened. Another blast of hot seed. Another. Lexi felt it in her pussy. Her cervix. Her brother's semen pouring into her waiting womb. Austin filled his sister's pussy like he was painting her top to bottom from the inside out. Filling her entire body with his pleasure.

And then the orgasm exploded through her.

"OhhhhhhhAAUUUUUUUGH!" Lexi cried. A wordless thing from the same base of her brain that had spawned her brother's own roar. Lexi felt awash in orgasm. Drowning in it. Oh, she'd thought she had a handle on it -- the ecstasy that sex could bring. She had no idea. She'd been sitting in a drizzle and now felt the tsunami. She'd been riding a bicycle and now floored the Ferrari. It was more than her mind could take and so everything flashed at her. Images. Sensations.

Her Mom's warm hands on her cheeks. Hard nipple in her mouth. She was sure she was biting down but couldn't stop. She felt tears running down her face. Her muscles exhilarated. Her body flourished. Her brother's beautiful, bountiful cock erupted inside her again and again. She heard her brother, her mother, like they were far off in the distance.

"Oh Lexi," Austin said, "Oh Sis. So good... Oh God so good..."

"That's it," Christine said, "Give it all to your sister. That's a good boy."

Slowly, the euphoria drained out of Lexi, leaving only a trail of pain. Her head throbbed. Her arms and legs cramped. She felt her brother's cock soften in her snatch and as he pulled back, she felt empty. Cold.

The withdrawal of her brother, the loss, squeezed at Lexi's chest. Her heart. And she started to weep. Her mother drew her in close and held her tight. Lexi felt her brother wrap her in his arms. The three of them. Rocking back and forth in the darkness.

Eventually they all drifted off.

*

Christine woke up on her back, her daughter's mouth still wrapped around her little breast. Her son lying over both of them like a weird, fleshy comforter.

Dammit. They'd done it again.

Christine carefully slipped out from under her children and stood. She rubbed idly at her breast and, looking down, saw little teeth marks around the nipple. Fucking hell.

Her children both lay there beneath her. Nude sexy corpses. Christine couldn't help appreciating the two of them. Lexi, tall, with her long brown hair and her tight little body. Her breasts really were almost the perfect size. And her butt was so round and... Christine couldn't believe it, but she was jealous.

And her son. Holy fuck. Broad and blonde. Muscular in a way his father had never quite achieved. There were men made of marble that couldn't compare to how Austin had filled out. That didn't make her envious -- just fucking horny.

The blonde mother shook her head, trying to get herself loose. She shouldn't be feeling that way about her children. Fuck. They really had broken themselves, hadn't they?

Christine forced herself out of the tent and walked over to where her youngest daughter was sleeping with James. Christine's husband. Molly's father. Without pause, Christine unzipped the tent and stepped in. The whole space stank of old cum and fresh pussy. Sweat and piss. James was wrapped around his little girl, hand squeezing her ample breast.

God, I'm getting sick of pulling my husband off my daughter, Christine thought. But she did it anyway.

James rolled over and looked around himself. At his daughter still unconscious on the ground. The streaks of crumbly white that covered her body. Then he looked up at his wife.

"Fuck. I really thought that we'd gotten past..." James trailed off for a moment. "I'm sorry honey. I couldn't control it."

"I was lying right next to you, you know," Christine said.

James flinched like she'd slapped him. "Oh God, I'm so sorry," he said. And Christine felt her heart break for him. After all, was she really so much better? Making Lexi lick her Mom's snatch while Austin inseminated his sister. At their mother's own demand, in fact.

"It's OK," Christine said for what felt like the millionth time. "I mean, it's not OK, but I know. It's not you. Not us. We need to figure this out fast before things really fall apart."

James cocked his eyebrow at his wife. What more, exactly, was she worried might go wrong? Christine shook her head, ruefully. Oh, he had no idea.

*

The family woke up slowly. Covered in mud, piss, and cum, they pulled on their soiled bedclothes anyway and gathered around the picnic table. James used a portable hot plate to make coffee and they all slurped in silence.

Everything was damp, but as the sun crept bright over the horizon, it promised a clear, warm day. The air seemed to hush and sigh as it tickled at the trees. But all that pleasantness only made the family feel that much more punished.

After everyone settled in, Christine spoke up.

"We have a problem," she said.

Lexi laughed. "Yeah, no shit."

"Whatever we took, it seems like it's not leaving our systems any time soon. And that means we're going to keep doing this," Christine gestured around the campsite, "At least for a little longer."

James looked half asleep sitting at the table. Lexi held her head in her hands. Molly stared into her coffee mug. Austin kept popping his leg up and down, nervous. They looked like a bunch of addicts coming down from their latest high. Christine made herself press on, more from a feeling of responsibility than any actual conviction.

"I know this seems really bad," she said, "Like we've done the worst thing in the world and it will never go away. Never get better. But if you step away and think about it, it's really not the worst thing that could have happened."

"I could have also fucked Uncle Jack?" Lexi asked. For a moment, Christine had a picture of herself on all fours, sucking her older brother's dick while her daughter... Fuck. Her mind was so fucking fractured.

"We have to stop blaming ourselves," Christine said, "We've been under the control of the chemicals this whole time." At least, Christine was mostly sure of that. Almost completely. She didn't crawl into her son's tent and beg her daughter to lick her pussy because she wanted to. She was almost completely and totally positive that the drugs had made her force her son to seed her daughter. It was easier to talk than to think.

"For instance," Christine continued, calling on everything she'd learned back in medical school, "There's this medicine to help you quit smoking. I forget what it's called. But some people taking the pills, they'd get up in the middle of the night and go gambling. They'd wake up the next morning and not even remember they did it. The body, the brain -- we pretend to understand them, but we really don't. Sometimes things just happen. If Dad lost our savings 'sleep gambling' or whatever we'd be sad, but no one would blame him. There's nothing that anyone here should feel guilty or ashamed about, OK?"

Her family stared back at her.

"OK?" she repeated. Everyone nodded mechanically. It was a start. "Whatever we took, we should piss most of it out in the next day. Two at most. It'll be out of our bloodstreams in less than a week. So, it will be gone and sooner than you think."

"Hooray," Austin said, flatly.

"A week?!" Lexi said, "What are we supposed to do till then? Just fu... fool around like bunnies?"

Her daughter's refusal to curse was kind of cute considering where her mouth had been only a few hours before, Christine thought. "You think we should go back home?" she asked her daughter, seriously.

"I mean, shouldn't we go see a doctor or something?" Lexi asked, "Make sure this isn't just the interim step before we reach something really terrible?"

"I'm with Lexi, Mom," Molly said, "I feel like, if we're at home, there's more options to help prevent this."

Christine shook her head. God, they really didn't get it. "The best thing about all this? It happened here. In the middle of nowhere. No one else knows what we've done and no one else ever has to know. God forbid we start 'acting up' in our backyard where the neighbors could see. Or worse. Lexi, what happens if you get one of those urges on the drive back to college? Molly, you think it's a good idea to feel that way in the middle of History class? Or what if James and I started acting like that at work? What do you think would happen? To all of us?

"And the family thing? I mean, it's wrong. We all know that. But at least it's happening with people we love and trust. God, if we suddenly started doing these things with strangers, I mean. Who knows what could happen? I know it's fucked up, but in many ways, we got lucky."

The family all smiled. But then they sobered. Like they could see it in their minds. Sex with a family member was terrible, but the alternatives? They were absolutely terrifying.

"This is our safe place," Christine said. "We need to stay here and sort ourselves out. We were planning on being at the lake for a week anyway. So, nothing really needs to change. Honestly, we ought to be grateful we all get this opportunity."

"For what exactly?" Lexi asked, "To try anal for the first time?"

Austin and James both almost tipped right off the bench.

"Holy fuck, Sis," Austin said.

"Dear, that's not appropriate," James said.

"None of this is appropriate, Dad," Lexi said. Dad. Christine noticed her daughter had gone back to calling him that after they'd... Well at least there was some silver lining to this coal-black cloud.

"Let me finish," Christine said, "I've dealt with addiction before."

"Mom, you're an ophthalmologist," Lexi said. She'd given her mother one freaking orgasm and now she acted like she owned the woman. Good Lord. "What, you've got junkies hitting you up for extra eye drops?"

"No, but once upon a time I did a rotation in the ER up at County and let me tell you, I learned enough for my lifetime," Christine said, "It's not a matter of just getting the drug out of our system. Something like this, it changes the body. The mind. Each of us should expect a little slide back. We're going to need to learn better self-control. And we can do that, here, by ourselves at the campsite."

"How do we do that?" Molly asked, "Control ourselves?"

"The same way this family does everything: hard work, dedication, and a refusal to quit until we get what we want."

Molly rolled her eyes at her mother. God, her youngest daughter could be so infuriating. Well fine, she'd make Molly or break her. Just like always.

"We won't be slaves to these urges," Christine said, "I won't let it happen. We can control ourselves. Our bodies. We have to try."

"We've been trying, Mom," Molly said.

"Well not hard enough," Christine said, "Or we wouldn't still be doing these things. It's time to bear down."

"Cowboy up," James said.

"Ninja sideways," Austin said, "What? It seemed to fit the theme."

Christine shook her head with disdain. Maybe if she remembered how goofy her son could be, she'd stop thinking about how sexy he was.

"So that's it?" Lexi said, "We stay here until we get better. We don't tell anyone. And then everything moves on like nothing happened?"

"That's the plan," Christine said.

"Fuck," James said, thinking back on what his wife had said, "Could you imagine if this had happened in a place full of people? Then we'd really be screwed."

*

Christine made breakfast, and everyone ate quietly. After they cleared the table, the blonde mother knelt in front of Lexi and checked her daughter's ankle. Based on her own examination and Lexi's dwindling pain, Christine was fairly sure it was only a minor sprain. That was good. If the ankle really had snapped, the Campbells would have been forced to go back to civilization, all other concerns be damned.



Christine brought the emergency medical kit out of the car and wrapped Lexi's ankle. She gave her daughter an ice bag from the cooler and told her to elevate her leg whenever possible. The tall brunette would be able to walk short distances, but that was about it. Once again, Christine felt very lucky in an unfortunate sort of way.

After Lexi was tended to, the rest of the family all looked at themselves and realized they needed to clean up. They were still covered in dirt and stinking like piss. Their clothes were disgusting, and they felt even worse than that.

"I think we need a shower," James said.

"I don't think I can walk all the way to the bathrooms," Lexi said, flexing her newly wrapped ankle, "But I could go for a dip in the lake."

"That sounds fun," Molly agreed, "Why don't we all go?"

"No thanks," Austin said, "I want a place with hot water and clean tile."

"We came all this way for the lake," James said, "You could take a shower back home."

"I'm with Austin," Christine said, "I don't think I'll come out of that algae-breeding ground feeling clean, just dirty in a different way."

So, the Campbells decided to split up. Austin and his mother would walk to the showers while James, Lexi, and Molly would go to the lake. The family did their best to tidy up the campsite, then packed their things: environmentally safe soap, towels, and fresh clothes.

"Remember, it's perfectly natural to feel an urge," Christine said, as the family tromped off in opposite directions, "There's nothing to be ashamed of. Just hold the desire back. Squeeze it down and take control. You can do it. I know you can."

*

Austin walked down the path to the bathrooms, towel and clean clothes draped over his left arm. Knowing he was going to shower, he'd left his shirt back at the campsite. The warm sun felt good on his bare chest.

His mother was walking beside him, pointing out all the places they'd pissed the day before, like a weird, historical walking tour.

"Oooh, and your father let out quite the gusher over there," Christine said, "I'm almost positive those bushes are still glistening with pee."

Austin imagined it was a kind of coping mechanism. What else were they going to talk about, after all? So, did you enjoy giving your sister a big creampie? Did you like it as much as cumming in me? So, yeah. A tour of the family urine spots made perfect sense in that context.

Austin was actually a little surprised his mother had come with him to the showers. Not that he didn't want her company. Quite the opposite, in fact. He'd been thrilled. But he'd been sure that: One, his mother was going to go out of her way to avoid being with him one-on-one after the day before and, Two, Christine was going to ensure that James and Molly were never by themselves for those same reasons.

Yet there she was.

Christine was wearing a striped tank top and a pair of blue jeans. Very Mom-like. Her short, straight blonde hair drifted back in the wind. She was gesturing and smiling, like she was enjoying an everyday morning out with her son. For a moment, Austin pictured them back at the campsite. In mud up to their knees. His cock buried so deep in her, he thought he might never get it out. Austin felt a wave of regret, but he couldn't figure out if he was sad about what they'd done or devastated that he'd never get to do it again.

His Mom's speech about control made a lot of sense, though it gave him little comfort. Self-discipline was something he'd been struggling with a lot, lately. High school had been the greatest time of Austin's life. Good friends, great times. He got OK grades and a few DIII schools had offered him a football scholarship, but Austin knew he was not college-bound.

He'd worked as a waiter in a few local restaurants over summer break and the food bug had bit him. The mix of hard work, team camaraderie, and creativity really appealed to Austin. So, after graduation, he started working for Chef Paul at Chez Allez two towns over. Austin was only prepping salads, but still. He could feel the rightness of everything in his life while he was there.

Which didn't explain why everything in his life, suddenly, seemed to be going wrong. There was the end of school party that had gotten him arrested (Not his fault. His best friend, Finn, had brought pot. Austin was eventually cleared). There was the reckless endangerment charge (That one had been his fault, he was blowing off steam in the car and took a corner too quickly). And the fistfight with one of the dishwashers at work. And the drunk and disorderly. And a few other things that Austin couldn't exactly explain.

And now this.

Oh, sure there was an excuse this time. There was an excuse every time. But these sorts of things seemed to be happening to Austin more and more and he was struggling to assign them all to bad luck. He knew he needed to grab hold of his life. Before things spiraled so badly, he couldn't ever straighten them out. He just wasn't sure how. And his mother's exhortations of "work harder" weren't working at all.

Austin glanced back at Christine and she smiled at him, warmly. Another scene flashed through Austin's memory. His mother, naked. Perfect body down on all fours. Back arched, presenting her dripping pussy for him to penetrate. God, she was hot.

Austin tried to shake it away. To see the loving, supportive, authority figure that a mother ought to be instead of a desirable, sensual, oh-so-fuckable woman. Mom said urges were OK, Austin reminded himself. But where was the line between normal, though inappropriate, yearning and unacceptable need? And would Austin know before he crossed it?

He forced himself to take a deep breath. The shower would help. Time too. It would have to. Or else he really didn't know what he was going to do.

When they reached the end of the road, Austin and Christine found a large, dark grey, concrete building. A blue door on the close side said, "Men." Behind the bathroom was a good-sized parking lot. It was, thankfully, empty. Austin had taken his Mom's speech to heart. Until they could regain control of themselves, it wasn't safe to be near other people.

"I'll go around to the ladies and see you in a bit," Christine said. She touched her son's bare arm, lovingly, and Austin couldn't miss the way she seemed to linger on his tan bicep.

Inside, the bathroom was cold and covered in blue and white checkered tile from walls to floor. There were lights, but the room was still dark despite them. It smelled heavily of chlorine, which was way better than what Austin had expected to encounter. There were two urinals, a stall, and a shower on the far side. The shower was pretty large, almost a room unto itself, with a bench against the one side (for the handicapped and elderly, Austin supposed). Only a thin, tan curtain separated the shower from the rest of the bathroom.

Austin took off his clothes and hung his towel on a nearby metal hook. Then he flipped on the shower. The setup was almost industrial, with two heads pointing in opposite directions -- blasting the area with surprisingly hot water. It was so nice, Austin started to wonder if he should start coming there even when he wasn't camping. A three-hour drive was worth it for something so nice as this.

Austin closed his eyes and let the warmth wash over him.

Bang!

Austin's eyes popped open. Someone had thrown the front door open. Austin went still. Nervous. The parking lot had been empty. So who the hell was coming in?

"Austin?" It was his mother. "Baby, we've got a problem."

*

As Molly changed into her bathing suit inside her tent, she saw her body in a whole new way. She was still streaked with dried cum. Her breasts and hips had tiny bruises on them from the day before. But it was more than that.

Molly was used to looking at herself and seeing a failure. Big, tubby tits and fat, useless ass. It was like a symbol of her entire life: all the effort in the world but still not good enough. Molly got good grades, but Lexi had made the honor roll. Molly was a starter in soccer, but Austin had been captain of the football team. Molly would always be the lesser of the three siblings, ironic considering the bounty of her body.

Now, though -- half standing inside the tiny tent, everything tinted orange-ish by the sunlight seeping through the canvas -- Molly saw someone completely different. She was sexy. Her massive tits and fuckable hips.

Her father was the handsomest, bravest man she'd ever met, and he couldn't keep his hands off her. Those bruises on her boobs and thighs were like warrior tattoos. The many victories she'd earned. The mighty cock she'd slain. Again and again and again. Maybe Molly failed the one test her family put the most faith in, but it was OK because she was acing a completely different exam. One that her siblings and mother couldn't take, let alone pass.

It was more than the fucking. Though, clearly, that too. Molly saw her whole life in a different way now. While her brother and sister stayed home, Molly was going off to a major university. While her mother stared down the long road of obsolescence and regret, Molly had her whole life in front of her. And suddenly, still covered in her Daddy's cum, Molly found she loved the idea of where she was headed.

The blonde teen pulled on her bathing suit, a red one-piece with a turquoise stripe across the middle. It wasn't the sexiest outfit in the world, but Molly made it look fucking amazing. She giggled as she pictured her father's reaction when he saw her in it. Then she stopped herself.

Molly knew her mother was right. They had to get control of themselves. She'd always wanted her Dad. She hadn't been able to form that thought clearly before, but after the sex it had all fallen into place. It couldn't continue, though. What, she would bring her Daddy to prom? The two of them slow dancing in the middle of the gymnasium, white and yellow lights dancing over them while he held her tight in his arms. And then, back home, he would throw her onto her girlhood bed, spread her legs and... Yes!

No. If there was one thing Molly resolved, she wasn't going to let her Mom beat her. Not again. She would prove her strength. Her fortitude. The rest of them could fuck themselves silly across state lines. Molly would stay in control. She promised herself that.

The buxom blonde popped the straps on her shoulders, then unzipped her way outside. After the stale heat of the tent, the lakeside air felt cool and crisp. Lexi was already there, sitting on the picnic bench with an ice bag over her ankle. Molly's skinny, older sister was wearing a sea green bikini with ties at her neck and hips. The bathing suit was still fairly conservative, but like her younger sister, Lexi made the material look good.

"How's your ankle?" Molly asked. She sat next to her sibling on the bench. The two of them were not close. They didn't fight like Lexi and Austin, but Molly knew other girls had sisters that were like best friends. They'd share clothes and secrets and it was the two of them against the world. Molly hadn't ever had that with Lexi, though it had gotten worse since her older sister left for college.

When they were younger, Molly's older sister had called herself Alexis. Alexis had been sweet and kind. Easy to laugh and unafraid of anything. They didn't confide in each other, but there was something close to affection. Then Alexis went off to college and Lexi came back home, instead.

Lexi wasn't always cold, but she was never warm. Lexi wasn't mean to Molly, but she certainly wasn't kind, either. So, even though it was the same sister, Molly had come to think of them as two different women. Yet Molly wondered what had happened to Alexis at school to send back Lexi in her place. The still somewhat-innocent blonde teen worried that college might scar her the same way it had her big sister.

"It's really not bad," Lexi said, "My ankle hurts but not nearly as much as before." She rolled her foot around as if to make her point. "How are you?"

"Oh, I'm fine," Molly said.

"No. Seriously. How are you?"

"Oh," Molly said. She looked at her sister. Her long brown hair hung down to her chest. She had this natural pinkish color to her cheeks. Her green eyes, deeper than the green of her suit, looked so loving in that moment. Molly couldn't help but think, Wow, Lexi's really pretty.

"Look, everything that's happened? Mom's right, it's not your fault," Lexi said.

"No, I know," Molly said.

"And it's not Dad's fault either," Lexi said.

"Or Austin's," Molly said.

"Wait," Lexi pulled back, "Did you and Austin?"

"What? Oh no. I just wanted to be inclusive. I guess."

"Well, you're right," Lexi said, "it's not our stupid brother's fault the girls got all the brains in this family."

She smiled and laughed. Molly did too.

"Whatever happens," Lexi said, "I'm here for you. OK? I know I haven't been the best big sister. But after this? I promise. Mom, Dad, Austin -- I don't know what they're going to do. But I hope you know you can count on me."

Lexi reached over and squeezed her baby sister's hand.

"Do you love him?" Molly asked suddenly. She wasn't sure where the question came from, but there it was.

"Yes," Lexi said. She didn't even need to ask who Molly meant. "You?"

"Yup," Molly said, "Big time."

"Well that's a fucking problem," Lexi said. She sighed and leaned back.

They heard the screech of a tent zipper and James stepped out into the sunlight. He was wearing a pair of small, dark blue shorts. Not a speedo, but something small and tight that left his every muscle out in the open to be appreciated.

James tossed back his greying hair and stretched his arms outward. Molly practically creamed herself watching the muscles of her Daddy's arms -- his chest, his legs -- tense and bulge.

"Maybe it's a good problem to have," Molly said. She jumped off the picnic bench and screamed, "Daddy!"

Her father wrapped his baby girl in his arms. Buried his nose in the crown of her head.

"Hey Dad," Lexi said. James smiled wryly as she limped over. He pulled his other daughter in for a hug, crushing Lexi and Molly together to his chest.

It felt awkward -- as if maybe James and Lexi had also done dirty stuff? Molly didn't remember her father being with Lexi. But then, a lot of things were hazy in places. And the way father and eldest daughter were acting made Molly convinced that it had to have happened at some point.

Molly felt the jealousy pull at her gut, but she willed it back. Her Daddy falling for those tiny titties and nothing ass? As if. Maybe they'd done something while Molly was passed out. When her Daddy had only that one option. He'd never choose low-fat Lexi over full meal Molly if given the option.

They separated and made their way to the lake. James and Molly helped Lexi along, slipping through the dew-slick grass. Birds chirped happily in the distance. The lake looked dark and glassy.

When they got to the shore, the three separated. Lexi knelt down to unwrap her ankle while James and Molly waded into the water. The lake was cold, and Molly shivered. She hugged her arms around herself. She had a flashback to the day before. Riding her Daddy's cock and trembling in the icy rain. Her father looked over at her, and the look in his eyes told the curvy blonde that he was remembering the exact same moment.

James sloshed over and put his arm around his daughter. "We'll go in together," he said. Molly felt Lexi sidle up to her other side. They all took a step forward. A six-legged monster -- warm and only slightly clumsy.

The lake water lapped up to Molly's thigh.

"Fuck! That's cold!" Molly cried.

"Maybe it's not too late to go and hit the showers with your Mom and Austin," James said.

Molly heard the criticism and she steeled herself. She wasn't giving up. Not on something as simple as this. She gritted her teeth and stepped forward. The shore dropped away. Molly went deeper. The water to her waist. Her chest. Finally, she dipped her head under, then flung it out and screamed, blonde tresses slapping wetly on her cheek.

Molly heard her sister and father whoop out war cries and suddenly large splashes hit Molly on either side as James and Lexi dunked themselves.

"Whoo!" James shouted.

"That is fricking freezing!" Lexi said. But she laughed and clapped as she spoke.

"God, it feels nice to clean off," James said. He looked over at his daughters. He had a funny look in his eyes. He reached over to Molly and pulled her close. The blonde baby girl curled up against her father's chest. She felt another body close around her. Lexi. The three of them wrapped around each other once again. Molly felt warmer than she had on dry land.

All three of them held still. They panted like they'd been sprinting. Molly felt her father run his hands through her hair. She looked up and caught him smiling. The little crinkles around his eyes. His square jaw and thin lips.

Being held by her father, feeling her sister nearby, it felt right. Were these the urges that her mother had been warning about? They were being affectionate, that was all. The fact that every touch from her father sent lightning straight to her pussy, it wasn't ideal. But it didn't mean they had to stop. Families could be close. They could hold each other. That was normal.

Molly felt Lexi drift away. Her father pulled her closer. Arms wrapped around her. She felt his hardness against her stomach. OK. That was normal, too. She couldn't judge him for it. He was a man, she was a woman. Bodies reacted like that sometimes. Heck, her pussy was dripping hot lava -- who was she to judge?

This was still fine. They were still in control. No one was doing anything they'd regret later. Fathers and daughters cuddled across the country. And sometimes things, biologically, just happened. This was more than appropriate. It was right. Moving back towards being a perfectly normal, absolutely acceptable family.

Molly looked up at her father.

"This is nice," she mumbled.

"You're so beautiful, baby girl," James said. Yes. Nothing wrong with that. Daddies always gave their daughters compliments. "Your eyes. Your tits. Your ass. You're so fucking perfect." OK. Not great but still technically alright.

"Oh Daddy, I love you, too," Molly said. The look in her father's eyes. Oh God. Molly ran her hands through her father's greying chest hair. Felt the muscles of his pecs. Strong shoulders. His lips parted. Molly reached up further. She stroked her Daddy's cheeks. Pulled his mouth down to hers.

Maybe? Maybe this was still OK. If they only did a little...

"Wooooooo!" There was a loud scream followed by a series of splashes. Still in her Daddy's arms, Molly spun to look where the sound had come from. Lexi was standing next to them, staring across the lake, her eyes wide with something that looked a lot like fear. Molly had almost forgotten about her older sister when she'd been wrapped in her Daddy's arms.

But it wasn't the tall brunette who'd shouted.

"Guys?" Lexi said, "I think we have a problem."

*

"Mom?" Austin called out over the rush of the shower water, "What's wrong?"

Austin stood under the hot water, doing his best not to freak out that his mother had just barged into the boy's room. He was confused. A little embarrassed. And, dammit, more than a little aroused.

"I can't use the other shower," Christine said. Her voice was shaking. She sounded nervous, even a bit scared. That was not something Austin was used to hearing from his Mom. It didn't help any with his current condition of worried/sheepish/horny.

Rather than open the curtain -- Austin's sense of propriety was active if not often misplaced -- he looked down. The shower curtain was short enough that he could see his Mom's bare shins and even a bit of her knees as she stood in front of the shower.



"The women's shower is out of order?" Austin asked, "That sucks. Let me quickly soap up and then you can take your turn in here."

"What? No, the women's shower is working fine," Christine said, "It's just... there's a woman in there." Austin resisted the urge to joke about finding a woman in the woman's room. Instead he just stared at the open space between his naked self and his mother. She was shifting her muscular legs up and down, frantically. Seeing his confident, put-together Mom in full panic was like spying a leprechaun riding a unicorn over a triple rainbow. A sight so rare that Austin conceded he was probably hallucinating it.

"You don't think it's Molly or Lexi? Maybe they changed their minds," Austin said.

"Definitely not," Christine said.

"Then who could it be?"

"I don't know. Some stranger from God knows where."

Austin leaned toward the wall. There was a vent in the ceiling on that side that he hadn't noticed before. Sure enough, over the thrum of water, he could hear the sounds of a woman singing softly to herself. That vent must go straight through to the other shower, Austin thought. She can probably hear us just as well as we hear her. I need to remember that.

"OK, like, I mean. I can't imagine she'll take too much longer," Austin said.

"I can't be around other people, Austin," Christine said, "Not right now. Not like this."

"That's fine. No problem. Just wait in here and when the other woman is gone you can..."

Christine threw the curtain open and jumped into the shower with her son.

"Sorry," Christine said, "I couldn't wait."

Austin ran his eyes over his mother's amazing body. She was completely naked. Goosebumps head to toe. She had her arms across her chest, covering her tiny tits. It almost made Austin laugh. First, because his Mother wasn't covering anything he hadn't seen before. Second, because for all the pretensions of modesty Christine was showing by hiding her boobs behind her arms, she left her blonde pussy completely exposed.

Christine caught her son staring and dropped one hand to her pubis. Now she stood in the far corner of the shower, posed like Botticelli's Venus but with short blonde hair and a way awesomer bod. Austin noticed his mother eyeing his own nakedness with much the same appreciation. He smiled at her, knowingly.

Caught looking, Christine quickly stared at the tile on the floor. She was the one who'd chosen to jump in the shower naked with her also unclothed son. She had a hundred other options that made a million times more sense. Even Christine seemed confused by her own decision -- looking around the shower like she didn't understand how she'd ended up in there. She was still shivering. The blonde hairs on her arms stood straight up.

Austin instinctively reached over to warm his mother. Christine jumped back like he was made of fire.

"Sorry, Mom," Austin said, "Sorry. You looked so cold and I..."

"It's OK," Christine said, "I got scared about what would happen with that strange woman and in the moment... It's fine. No big deal. I've seen you naked before. You've seen me naked before."

Austin grinned despite himself.

"We're both adults. We can stand here together and it's no big deal. You and I shared plenty of showers when you were younger."

"I was probably a bit smaller back then," Austin said.

"It's fine," Christine repeated, "We'll just wash up and move on. We're in control. I'm in control. Are you in control?"

"Y... yes," Austin said, "I'm fine. Totally. No problem here. None at all. I'm just going to finish up my shower and..."

"Austin?" Christine sounded small and scared again.

"What's up, Mom?"

"It's a little cold in here without the water," Christine said, "Can I...?" She gestured, accidentally exposing her left boob for a split second. Holy fuck that little flash was still the best thing Austin had ever seen. At least since the last time he'd spied his mother's tits. Sure, they were tiny, but they were fucking perfect. The little nipple poked outward proudly like a pink obelisk. From the cold, of course, Austin told himself.

His mother stood there, still covering herself, but she tapped her bare foot on the tile, impatiently.

"Oh," Austin said, "Yes. Of course."

He stepped back slightly. With the two heads, the water coverage was almost total, and Austin was able to stay under the spray while still creating enough space for his naked mother to stand in front of him.

Still it didn't leave a ton of space for them both, and as Christine stepped into the warmth, their bodies bumped. Elbows and knees. They gradually shifted, like two people getting ready to dance together for the first time, and found a position that worked for both of them. Skin mere centimeters from skin.

Austin's Mom sighed as the water splashed over her incredible, taut body. She dipped her head and shook her hair out.

"Ahhhh."

Like a turtle slipping out of its shell once safety is assured, Christine slowly uncurled her arms, completely exposing her naked body to her son. Austin looked down at his Mother's little breasts. Her blonde pubes and pink pussy. Over her shoulder, he could see her taut, muscular butt. ffffffFFFUCK! She was amazing.

Austin's Mom had spent so much effort sculpting her body. Of course, she was a work of art. And Austin suddenly found himself very interested in studying.

Christine saw her son staring and slapped him on the shoulder. "Under control, remember," she said.

"Right," Austin said, "Sorry."

The guilt washed over him like the warm shower water. Was he really going to fall apart so easily? This was weird, sure. Not normal, but also not wrong, either. If Finn's Mom had jumped into the shower naked with him, Austin doubted his best friend would spend much time devouring her with his eyes. Of course, Mrs. McDonald was also built like a fire plug and not nearly as fuckable as one. But still.

Austin's Mom was right. People were naked around each other all the time and they didn't jump each other's bones. Otherwise the high school boy's locker room would have been way different than he remembered.

Austin, again, found himself embarrassed by his mental weakness. I can do this, he told himself. I will do this. Then he saw where his Mom was staring.

Right at her son's cock.

"Mooooom," he said, slapping her shoulder in the same, chiding way.

Christine looked up at him and smiled, guiltily. Her cheeks went pinkish. "It's not my fault you're so 'noticeable' in this state," she said.

Austin's mother acted like she was staring down at a monster between her son's legs. To be fair, after the pills, Austin had noticed his dick seemed larger than he'd remembered it. His erection felt heavier than before. Longer and thicker. At the time he'd written it off to just arousal and the strange, overwhelming confusion that seemed to accompany the influence of the drugs. Now, it was hard to ignore. Especially so hard and throbbing. Control or no control, Austin knew he was going to need to stroke one off as soon as his mother left the shower.

Christine gave her son's cock another glance, then cocked her eyebrow. "Self. Control," she said and wagged her finger at him, "Down boy."

"Sorry, Mom," Austin said, "It's not like you're doing any better." He pointed to his mother's nipples, rock hard, and sticking out like tiny pink stickpins.

"I'm still cold," Christine said, "That's all."

"Uh huh," Austin said. He reached over and squeezed his mother's bare arms. "Warmer?" he asked with a wink.

Christine responded by grabbing her son's biceps. Mother and son both moaned and sank into something close to an embrace. Christine's nipples scratched at her son's chest. Austin's cock bounced against his mother's thigh.

This is still fine, Austin told himself. I bet right now there are hundreds of mothers and sons hugging each other way tighter than we are now. Mom's got this. I've got this.

"Austin," Christine said, her face looking almost pained.

Austin jumped back "Fuck, Mom, I'm sorry I..."

"No, it's OK. It's just, well, I was going to use the bathroom before I got in the shower but then that woman was there and so I really need to pee. I mean, not bad like before -- thank God -- but still."

Austin smiled at his mother warmly while she rambled. He really wasn't used to seeing her act this way. He was used to his mother being so tough, almost gruff. It was like watching Batman become Robin right before his eyes. Or, to be gender accurate, Batwoman turning into Batgirl. Did that even make sense? Austin wasn't too caught up on his comics lore.

"It's fine, Mom," Austin said, "There's a stall. Just step out and pee and come back in."

"What if that woman is out there?" Christine asked.

"In the men's room?" Austin asked.

"I'm here," Christine said.

Austin stood under the vent by the side wall. It was quieter than before. The other woman had stopped singing, but he was pretty sure he could still hear her moving around.

"What if someone else is with her?" Christine asked, "That woman's boyfriend or husband. And he comes in here and sees me, naked, in the men's room."

"You could get dressed again," Austin said.

"That's exactly my point," Christine said, "I'm so wet and warm in here and I don't want to have to go dripping all over the bathroom, or my clean clothes, just to take a piss when there's a perfectly good drain in here."

"Oh," Austin said.

"OK?"

"Yes," Austin said, "It's fine. Of course. I'll just turn around, so I don't..."

"Ahhhhhhhhhh, that feels so much better," Christine said. She was already peeing. A long, thin stream of urine shot out of her pussy, arcing slightly, running down over the grating.

And just like that, any pretense of restraint was simply washed away.

Like blood rushing into once-frozen limbs, Austin's sexual self roared back to life. His dick stiffened. His balls began to ache. He stood back, afraid of what could come from simply moving.

"Fuck that's hot," Austin said. He didn't think about saying it, but the words dropped out anyway.

"It's just a... natural. Biologic process," Christine said as her pee dripped down to a dribble. "Nothing to get... All worked up about."

"Not at all," Austin said. He stepped forward slightly. His mother bit her lip and another, fuller gush of piss burst out of her. Austin felt it hit his leg, warm. He shifted again, slightly. His mom did, as well, so that now her pussy was spurting right on her son's turgid cock.

Christine smiled, shyly. "Fuck that's hot," she said.

"Very," Austin agreed.

Christine's piss trickled off and she giggled -- a strange shy sound Austin didn't think his mother was capable of making. She stood up very straight, almost military, and gestured at her son.

Austin understood at once. He was so hard, even if he did have to go, he wasn't sure anything would come out. But he ground down, and, from some hidden reserve, a long strong stream of urine shot out of his dick. Austin hit his mother right in the stomach. All over her tiny breasts. Soaked her blonde snatch. Christine gasped and shuddered, her eyes even crossed slightly, as her son bathed her in his pee.

Austin's stream subsided but his erection stayed strong. Maybe even, impossibly, harder than before. Christine looked down at herself, dripping, then over at her son again.

"Well that was prodigious," she said, smirking, "I guess Mommy brings the volume out of you, huh?"

Austin didn't know what to say. Was his mother being flirty? After all this, it might seem hard to believe that Austin was still confused about his mother' intentions, but he was. Hadn't she been the one to talk about self-control? To speak to mental strength and physical fortitude? And yet with every action, Christine seemed to be ripping that armor off till nothing was left but pink, naked, body. Exposed and raw. Ready.

Christine came up closer to her son. The water, again, spilled over her. She tossed her head through the spray, then reached out and touched Austin's arm. Squeezed the muscle. It was meant to be reassuring, but it carried so much more.

"Mom, I..."

"It's OK," Christine told him, cryptically, "But I think I'm going to need some cleaning off after all that."

Well, that cleared away any remaining mystery.

Austin didn't pause. He reached back and grabbed the bar of soap he'd brought. He held it up, triumphant. For a moment, he paused and beheld the vision of beauty and sexuality that he was about to slather. Christine stood there and stared at her son, arms tucked neatly behind her back. Like ready to face the firing squad.

Austin started in safe places. He picked up his mother's arms and hands. She let him move her, not limp, but pliant. Austin started sudsing his mother's flat stomach. God, he had no idea how sexy a woman's abdominals could be. The way the musculature rippled under his fingers.

Christine reached down and pulled her son's soapy hands up to her breasts. They both shared a sigh as Austin's slippery digits took hold of his Mommy's mounds. The place he used to sup on as a baby, now bringing them both a very different sort of satisfaction. Austin hefted his Mom's tiny titties in his hands. Thumbed her nipples and massaged the soft flesh.

"Oh baby... That's so nice," Christine said, and arched her back to give her son fuller access.

Again, Austin wondered at where this sensuous sexpot had come from. As for his own need to maintain mastery, Austin no longer cared. Was this the drugs? Was this Austin, himself? What did it matter when it meant he got something he wanted so badly? He wasn't going to let a stupid thing like rational thought get in the way of something so important.

"I have other parts in need of cleaning, you know," Christine said with a smirk. Austin had been absently kneading his mother's boobs for quite a while, it seemed. Why not? Austin was smart enough to know that when you hold perfection in your hands, the only dumb thing to do is let go.

"Sorry, Mom. Your tits are so fucking awesome."

"I always did have trouble getting you to let go of them," Christine said. Austin felt his face grow hot.

"Here, let Mommy give you a hint," Christine said. She pushed Austin's hands off her chest and turned around. She bent over, hands on knees, and presented her tight little ass to him. And beneath that, Austin could see the beginnings of his Mom's pink pussy. The place from where he'd once come. Labia engorged and hanging open.

Well then. There were certainly other pieces of perfection that Austin could pay attention to.

Dutifully, the blonde son reached out with the bar of soap and started worshipping at his Mom's beautiful butt. He squeezed and molded her muscled cheeks. Then, without pausing to wonder at what he was doing, Austin ran his soapy finger right up his Mother's crack. She jumped a little, squealed, but settled back.

"Naughty boy," Christine said.

Austin responded by smacking his mother's pert, rounded bottom.

She jumped and gasped again. "I think I'm the one who spanks you, dear," Christine said.

Austin ran his finger down his mother's crack again, teased at her brown back hole, then slid it right down and into her pussy. Now Christine really sucked in her breath. She backed up slowly, drawing more of Austin's finger inside her dripping, wanting sex.

Austin didn't think getting soap up there was such a good idea, though, so he quickly pulled his finger back out. Besides, he had a far better tool prepared for his Mother's tempting twat. Although, it would create more of a mess in there instead of cleaning it up.

Austin reached down and with painful slowness began pointing his pendulous penis at his mother's pussy. But Christine slipped out of his grasp.

"Not yet, baby," Christine said, "We have to get you clean first, too."

Christine stood up and turned around. She snatched the soap out of Austin's hand. The blonde boy towered over his mother. He had a good foot on her, at least. But the way Christine stood, how she held her arms and hips, Austin still felt like a little boy beneath his mother's watchful eye.

Christine reached out with the bar of soap. Like her son had before, she started on Austin's arms. She seemed to trace his every muscle. Cooing with every hard bulge and tight tendon.

She let her hands drift down to Austin's chest and stomach. She tweaked his nipples a bit, but mostly just dragged her hands over his body. Christine smiled at her son in a way that no mother ever should. Austin only groaned.

Suddenly, without warning, Christine reached down and grabbed Austin's cock in her slippery hands.

"Ahhhh, Mom! Ssssoooooo good."

Christine giggled, her massive son now so pliant in her little fingers. It was like she'd found a point of leverage, could tip her son's entire body with just a turn of her pinky.

Austin's eyes sunk closed and he leaned back against the shower wall while his mother pulled at his penis. She really was cleaning it. Running the soap up and down the shaft, under the head and around his nutsack. But that was more than enough stimulation for Austin to feel his balls boiling. Just begging to burst.

"Mommy's going to get you nice and clean," Christine said, "So you can get us both dirty all over again. Especially Mommy's naughty little pussy. I know it's wrong, but Mommy needs it so bad. Can you do that for me, baby? Give Mommy a nice big load of baby boy batter? Right in Mommy's aching, wanting womb?"

"Oh, Mom... Fuck yes," Austin said. He lolled his head and it fell under the vent. The woman next door had gone quiet. The water switched off. Was she gone? Austin barely cared. His mother's slippery fingers felt so good on his cock.

Christine put her hands around her son's muscular butt. She dipped her soapy finger down his crack and booped his own butthole.

"Just a little revenge," Christine said with a smile. She stepped back. Like admiring her handiwork.

Austin was eyeing his mother, as well. But more like a lion looking at a gazelle. An apt description for his athletic Mom, actually. Austin stepped forward, his massive dong leading the way. Christine's eyes got small. A little scared. She stepped back.

Austin tried to move closer again. Christine's back against the wall. Gingerly, she settled onto the little wooden bench. Helpful to have furniture in here, Austin thought.

"Here, let Mommy help you with that," Christine said. Her head was right at cock-level. She opened her mouth and licked her son's dick from root to stem. Mother and son both groaned as Christine took his cock into her mouth. She bobbed back and forth, planting little kisses on his cockhead.

Austin closed his eyes and focused on the sensation of his mother's tongue and lips on his cock. Christine wasn't nearly as good at sucking as Lexi. He knew he shouldn't compare his sister to his Mom, but he couldn't help it. Austin stepped back. Christine looked up at her son with a look of slight confusion and concern.

Austin knew what he wanted. What he needed. And he was going to take it. He lifted his mother up by her flanks and turned her, so she was bent over the bench. Pussy proudly pointing upwards. Austin took hold of his dick and lined it up with the place from which he'd once been born. Christine wiggled her bottom a bit, expectantly.

"Well, don't keep me waiting, young man," she said sternly.

Austin grinned, then buried his cock in his Mom's steamy pussy. They groaned together, the same shared genetic sound, as son once again became physically connected to his mother. So deep, Austin thought he really might be reentering his Mother's womb.

"Thaaat's a good boy," Christine said.

"Oh, Mom," Austin said, "So good."

Words were already slipping away from him as the tight wetness of his mother's snatch slammed his brain closed. Austin drew back, then slowly pushed forward. He ran his fingers over his mother's dripping body. Her abs and arms. Moving gradually. Savoring every sensation.



"Come on baby, I know you can do better than this," Christine said. Austin took her criticism to heart. He immediately began pounding his mother's pussy.

"Oh FUCK!" Christine cried, "That's more like it."

The two of them now moved with abandon. The bench squeaking under them. Every sound magnified by the echo of the tile.

"Fuh. Fuh. Fuck. So good," Christine gulped. Austin felt her body stiffen, her pussy clench, as a tiny orgasm rolled over her. "Oh! You made your Mommy cum. Such a good boy."

"Sssssssoooooo good," Austin said.

"Can you do it again, baby?"

"Oh yes," Austin said. He reached down for his mother's clit but found her fingers were already there, rubbing so hard and fast he thought it must be painful. But his mother went taut again, groaned, and Austin knew that pain wasn't at all a problem.

God, she was amazing. Fucking his mother -- it was like being with a thoroughbred. Her body so toned and perfect. In this position, Austin imagined most women would already be sagging. Their muscles sore. Christine was moving with speed and grace. Meeting each of her son's thrusts in perfect timing. Coordinated. This could be an Olympic sport, Austin mused. Synchronized fucking. And his mother was a goddamn gold medalist.

Christine was still moaning incoherently. Stringing words together that kind of made sense but really didn't. "My son. So good. Cock. Fuck. Fuck me oh fuck YES!"

Christine threw her head back and then let it loll down. Austin kept up the pace. Not stopping not even pausing as his mother chained cum after cum after cum. The orgasms were getting bigger, Austin could tell. The exclamations of pleasure longer and more sustaining. They were building towards something, and all Austin could think about was his own contribution to the process.

He pulled back from his mother. She whined. Almost sobbed.

"Oh fuck Austin you don't know what you're doing to me. Don't stop now. Are you going to cum baby? I told you it's OK to cum in me. I need it so bad."

Austin smiled down at his mother and lifted her up. Instinctively, Christine wrapped her legs around her son's trunk. She was hanging off him, much like Lexi had the day before. Christine fished out her son's massive member and aligned it with her dripping hole again. Like she couldn't bear to break the connection for any longer.

Austin groaned as once again his cock was engulfed in his mom's perfect snatch. He remembered what Lexi had said, that her cunt was made for his dick. If that was the case, then what was this? So tight and perfect. Perhaps, Lexi's snatch was made for his penis. But Austin knew that his penis was made for his mother's quim. It fit like key in lock. Pussy and cock.

Austin stumbled over to the side shower wall and slammed his mother into it. He began pounding her with abandon. Christine held on like he was a palm tree in a hurricane. Her arms locked tight around his neck. Even dug into his shoulder with her teeth. Anything to ride out the storm. And it only seemed to be intensifying.

"Oh Austin. I... I think I've got a big one coming," Christine said, "Your cock. Oh God. I've never felt anything like this before."

"Even better than Dad?" Austin asked. He couldn't help himself. Christine seemed to pause for a moment. She leaned in tight to his ear.

"Way better," Christine said.

Austin smirked and started driving into his mother even harder.

"Oh baby. My baby boy. Fucking me so good," Christine said, "Mommy's really close. You have to... Come on Austin, honey. I need it. Cum for me. I know we shouldn't, but I need that cum inside me. I'll feel it and I'll blow. Oh, fuck I'm going to fucking explode."

Austin intentionally slowed his strokes.

"Say it," he growled.

"Oh please. Mommy needs your cum so bad! Please, baby! Fill my womb with your seed. Please..."

Austin practically stopped fucking his Mother. She looked up at him with needy eyes and he glared back.

"Say it."

"Oh. Oh Austin. Your cock is so good. You're fucking me so much better than your father ever could."

Austin started stroking again. Ramping up.

"Oh yes, Austin... My baby boy. I've never been fucked like this. Never. Your cock is so much bigger. So much better. I need it. Fuck your mother. Own her. I'm yours, baby. Always."

"Who owns this pussy?"

"You. Austin."

"Who owns this pussy?!"

"My sssoooooon... Oh GOD my baby boy owns meeeeeee!"

Austin raced forward. His mother shaking and sobbing around him. His own ecstasy now driving. His balls leaping upward.

Suddenly the shower curtain ripped open.

"What the fuck are you two....?"

Mother and son screeched to a halt. Right on the precipice. A woman was standing there. Beautiful and tall with long blonde hair. Wearing only a purple towel. The woman from the other shower. Austin knew it immediately. In everything that had happened, he had lost track of her. And of course, she'd heard everything. What he was doing. Who he was doing it to. The look on her face said it all.

Then Austin's cock erupted.

The pleasure simply burst out of him, overwhelming. He'd tried to stop it, but it was already gone, and the orgasm took hold of him. Austin felt his mother's body tighten around him as he filled her with his fertility.

"Uhnnnnn," Christine gasped, "Noooooooo...Oh fuck! OH YES!"

Despite himself, Austin thrust into his mother as deep as he could. "Oh FUCK! Mom I'm cumming!" Austin howled.

"Oh baby," Christine cried, "Cum in me. Oh please cum in your Moooommmmmyyyyy,"

He heard a loud gasp from the front of the shower. Austin forced himself to look over. The other woman was just standing there. Brown eyes wide with shock.

Whatever she was about to say before was still caught in her throat. Austin tried to speak, to... Apologize? Explain? He didn't know what, but it hardly mattered. His jaw snapped closed and the ecstasy overwhelmed him again. His eyes squeezed shut.

Christine jerked against her son like she'd been electrocuted. She shook with every shot of her son's fertile fluid. "Oh God I'm cumming so GOOOD!" Christine said. She threw her head back. "Oh fucking fucking fffffffffffUCK!"

Austin squeezed his Mother's body to his own. Still somehow filling her with his seed. Mother and son shouted and cried. Rocked against each other as their orgasms slowly subsided.

Gingerly, Christine let her legs drop. She started to stand, then nearly collapsed as another aftershock shot through her. Incredibly, her own little cum inspired one last ejaculation from Austin, and a glob of semen landed right on his Mom's perfect, little tit.

Christine sank to the floor of the shower. Austin slipped down next to her. They looked only at each other. Loving.

Christine put her hand on Austin's chin and drew his face to hers. She kissed him. Hard. Lips and tongues and teeth. Loving and wanting. The shower water ran cold over them. Austin looked up, worried about what he'd see. What consequences awaited them.

The other woman was gone.

*

Molly stood in waist high water and leaned against her father's bare chest. She looked at the far side of the lake, overcome with fear. There were five of them: three girls and two boys. College-aged kids, jumping into the water. Shouting and splashing. Molly could see their parked car poking through the trees behind them.

Two days before, Molly would have been thrilled to see more young people at the lake and raced off to join them. Now, she felt separated from them by something far larger and imposing than an entire ocean. These were strangers intruding on her in a moment of vulnerability. They could only bring more trouble to her already endangered situation.

The group of teens was oblivious to the impact they had on the lake. The ripples they caused. They laughed and chased each other, carefree. If they saw the Campbell family, they made no notice of it.

This is fine, Molly reminded herself. She and her father weren't doing anything wrong. They were just a family on their lake vacation. Enjoying the cool water on a warm day. Molly sighed, loudly. She didn't realize she'd been holding her breath. She felt her father's grip on her relax, as well.

Molly looked over at her older sister. The tall brunette was like a statue, eyes wide at the frolicking teens. As worried as Molly was, Lexi looked far worse. Like a rabbit watching lions at play.

"I uh. I think I should go. Back to shore," Lexi said. "Ankle's bothering me. And stuff." She started to retreat. Never looking away from the crowd of kids in the water. Like she was afraid they'd ambush her if she didn't stare them down.

For a moment, Molly worried about her big sister. Earlier, Lexi had promised to take care of Molly. Was the young blonde expected to do the same in return? Suddenly the lake went silent, taking Molly's train of thought with it.

She saw that three of the teens, the two girls and one of the boys, were wading over to her and her father. Molly's stomach filled with butterflies. The sun slipped behind a cloud. The whole day seemed to go cold. James wrapped his arms around his youngest daughter's waist.

The teens kept walking closer. Molly told herself it wasn't a big deal. They were just kids like her. Coming over to be polite, probably. And she was doing nothing wrong. Yet she felt exposed. Cornered, unsure if she should run or strike.

The boy was good looking, Molly supposed. He had close-cropped red hair, broad shoulders and a developed chest. For a moment, Molly thought that Lexi might have made a mistake by slipping away. After all, Molly may have craved someone who'd had marinated for a few years, but this fresh piece of meat looked more than ready for Lexi's consumption.

The girls with him were also pretty and athletic. As they got closer, Molly saw that the girl on the left was blonde and wearing a blue-and-white striped bikini. She looked about James' height and was stick skinny. Her chest would have made even Lexi look busty.

The other girl was a redhead, like the boy and wearing a bikini like the blonde girl, but in dark blue. She was curvy, though not nearly as much as Molly. No one's curvy like me, Molly thought. It used to make her sad, that kind of thinking. But now it filled her with pride.

James pulled his daughter back tighter. She felt his arms cinch closed. And then she felt something else -- warm, stiff, and nestled right in the crack of her ass. Oh God. It would have been uncomfortable if it wasn't so damned wonderful. Did he know he was doing it? Did Molly even care? Oh, holy fuck almighty did her Daddy's dick feel nice. Without even thinking about it, Molly pressed her ample backside against his hardness.

The three kids came close and waved hi. James and Molly just nodded. The five of them were now standing across from each other in waist-high water. The girls were grinning, glistening with water.

"Enjoying the lake?" James asked, his voice far too calm for everything this implied. Molly kept telling herself there was nothing dire about this. She was just standing with her father in the lake while three, admittedly attractive, college kids came over to talk. That was normal. Happened every day.

It was all the not everyday occurrences that kept racing through Molly's mind like mean, little gerbils hopped up on amphetamines and wrapped in barbed wire. Ugly, evil thoughts that made Molly's heart ache and her pussy tingle. She felt like these kids could see it. Smell it. Everything she'd done with her father. All the other things she wanted to do.

This was nothing, right? Then why did it feel more frightening than being on a roller coaster while sitting in a haunted house and watching a scary movie?

"We thought we'd come over and say hi," the redheaded boy said. He introduced himself as Cole. The redheaded girl was Kim and the blonde was Amber.

"It's a perfect day for it," James said. Again, how could he sound so calm? He shifted his legs slightly, and Molly felt her father's hardness settle dead center in the crack of her butt. No doubt that he knew what he was doing now. Jeez Dad, obvious much?

Molly felt a bead of sweat drop down the side of her cheek, despite the cold water. God, she wanted him to press against her. Her body demanded she grind back. But at the same time, she was afraid to breathe, let alone move.

Molly startled as she realized the bony blonde was talking to her.

"You're here with your Dad?" Amber, the skinny blonde asked, clearly for the second time.

"Oh, um, yes," Molly said, "My whole family, actually. My Mom and brother are off by the showers. My older sister, you probably saw her a second ago. She's heading back to camp."

"She twisted her ankle earlier," James said, "She's probably going back to rest it."

"Oh," Kim said, her pale green eyes suddenly bright, "Cole and I are both trained EMTs. It's a great side gig for extra money. We could go and take a look at her if you'd like?"

"My wife is a doctor," James said.

"Oh," Kim said, almost as if she was disappointed.

"Well, she's an ophthalmologist," James said, "Maybe you should go take a look. Make sure it isn't anything serious."

Kim and Cole both shared an odd look, then they started to wade toward the lakeshore where Lexi had headed. It probably was a good idea to have someone examine Lexi, Molly thought, though she didn't understand why it required the two of them. She felt her father press into her butt again. If anything, he seemed even harder. Her pussy, already leaking, was starting to gush. Actually, it was probably a good thing that both the redheads left. Hopefully they could get rid of Amber, soon, too.

A loud giggle came from the other side of the lake. The boy and the girl that hadn't come over to see them were messing around in the water. Even at this distance, Molly could tell the couple was doing something dirty.

"They seem to be having fun," James said, a bit of a wink in his voice.

"Those two can't keep their hands off each other," Amber said. She tossed her wet, blonde hair over her ear, "That's why we came here. Give them a little privacy. And to be neighborly, of course."

"You go to the local college?" James asked. Molly's father had stopped doing the occasional press and was now full on dry humping his little girl. Thankfully the lake water was opaque, or else Amber would know what was going on for sure. Instead, the bony blonde just prattled on about waterskiing in the 1850s or whatever the fuck she was studying.

"And you?"

Molly startled again. She was going to have to pay better attention or Amber was sure to know something was up. Up in her butt and sliding tantalizingly close her aching, wanting... Fuck. Right. Pay attention.

"What are you studying?" Amber asked again.

"Oh, I'm still in high school," Molly said. She focused on trying to stay still while her father ground against her. Dammit, was he trying to get them both in trouble?

"Oh wow," Amber said, "I'd have thought you were in college for sure."

"Thanks," Molly said, "I think."

"Does your family cum at the lake often?" Amber asked.

"I'm sorry, what?" Molly shuddered. A little shiver of pleasure shot up her spine. Her father was starting to be more than just a distraction.

"I asked if your family comes to the lake often," Amber said.

"We're here about once a year," James said. He slipped his right arm off Molly's stomach.

"Must be nice," Amber said, "Being here with your family. Enjoying each other's company."

"Yes," Molly stuttered out, "Very nice."

James held his daughter tight with his left arm, while he fumbled around behind her with his right. Molly couldn't tell what he was doing. Then he stepped back completely. Molly almost groaned in frustration as his penis withdrew and the cool water rushed over her butt.

James was still moving around back there. She felt his hand bump her a few times. Was he retying his swimsuit or something? Meanwhile he chatted on with the young blonde like nothing at all was happening.

"PharmD, you say," James said, "Well you know I have a lot of connections..."

Molly froze.

Her father's hand had stopped whatever it was doing and now slid, quite determinedly, right between her legs.

"Do you?" Amber asked.

"Huh?" Molly stared straight at the bony blonde. The girl had ice blue eyes. Her thin lips were quirked in a question. Molly focused on the girl's face. Had to. Her father's fingers deftly pulled at the gusset of his baby girl's bathing suit. After all that rubbing on her butt, Molly really didn't think she could survive a fingering in that moment. Especially not if she had to act like nothing was going on.

What was her father out of his mind? Even if they'd pretended to be a May/December couple it would still be awkward. But this college girl knew they were father and daughter. If she even thought the two of them might be... Molly's only thought was that the pills had affected her father again, otherwise she couldn't imagine why he'd be so brazen.

"I was saying you both look like you're in great shape," Amber said, "Are you athletes?"

"M... my Dad was captain of the football team in high school," Molly said, "I play soccer."

"Captain of the football team, huh?" Amber asked. She tossed her blonde hair and leaned in even further. "Did you have a particular position? That you liked?"

James stopped rubbing at his daughter's pussy. He pulled the thin material of the bathing suit aside. Stepped a little closer. Kicked Molly's legs slightly more apart. Molly felt him slide his warm erection between her legs. He angled it upward. Right at her opening.

"Actually, I played quarterback," James said. He plunged his penis right into his daughter's open, hungry hole.

"Oh, YES!" Molly cried. She reached back and grabbed her father's thighs. Held him in place. His cock was already most of the way inside her, this angle didn't afford much, but she could feel her pussy opening more, trying to pull her father's fertile invader deeper inside.

"Are you OK?" Amber asked. She cocked an eyebrow.

"Uhn... Of course," Molly said, "I was just... agreeing with my... My Daddy. He was the starting quarterback in high school."

"You're a lucky girl," Amber said, "Having a Daddy who clearly loves his daughter so much. One so... So strong."

"Uh huh," Molly said. Her body bent slightly forward as her father finally slid in as far as he could go. His bare cock pulsed happily, and Molly felt a little cum course through her. She hoped her face wasn't too red. God, I hope Amber doesn't notice what we're doing. God, how could Amber not notice what we're doing?!

Molly glanced down at the cloudy lake water, as if she could will it to become completely opaque. This was... OK it was fucking awesome. And the danger of it only amplified the electric pulses firing into the voluptuous blonde's pussy. Yet Molly couldn't help but also be distracted by the consequences of those very same actions. Was one massive cum worth the accompanying complications it would bring? And how wrong was it that Molly's first answer was, hell yes!

If any of this was weighing on Molly's father, though, he didn't say. James just slid back slightly and started rocking back and forth. One hand on his baby girl's stomach, the other on her thigh. Holding her in place. Loving but also commanding. Forceful.

Molly looked up and saw Amber staring back at her. Looking her right in the eyes. Her father was moving slowly, maintaining the appearance of trying to conceal what he was doing. But it only made Molly more eager. The feeling was tortuous. Molly wanted to fuck her father hard. To cum and cum until he filled her fertile pussy. This inching back and forth was worse than teasing. It was torture.

Amber leaned closer.

"Does it feel good?" she asked. Almost whispering in Molly's ear.



Molly didn't say anything. She just gasped and gulped hard. Air was really in demand in the moment. Talking and fucking was simply too much to ask.

"Your father," Amber continued. Whispering. Her breath tickled at Molly's ear. Intensifying the feelings in her pussy. "Your Daddy. His cock is in you right now. Isn't it?"

"N-no," Molly said. That would be wrong. It would be incest. If her father was fucking her. If she was enjoying it. Begging for his hard cock to pound out her release.

"It's OK," Amber said, "It's just you and me. How does Daddy's cock feel in his daughter's tiny pussy?"

Molly let her head loll. She panted. Her father's pace only quickening.

"You've got a hot little body," Amber kept whispering. "Those massive tits. I bet your hips were just made for pushing out babies. Is that what your Daddy is doing? Putting his baby in you?"

"Oh God," Molly groaned.

"You're doing such a good job, baby girl," Amber said. She stroked her hand lightly down Molly's warm cheek. Looked her straight in the eye. "Taking your Daddy's cock in that sweet, young cunt."

"I'm sorry," Molly gasped. She felt a tear leak out of the corner of her eye and drip down her cheek. Right where Amber had just stroked her. She'd tried to be strong. But standing in the lake surrounded by her Dad's strong arms. Feeling his hardness against her body. Her bottom. It had been too much.

Her father was moving more steadily. An urgent pounding at the door to her womb. Molly was his plaything now, she knew. She'd do anything for his pleasure. And she didn't care that some strange college girl was standing there, watching. Urging them on, in fact.

"I'm so..." Amber dragged the word out. Disgusted? Ashamed? "Jealous."

Molly looked and saw that Amber had her hand jammed down the blue-white striped bottoms of her bikinis. Stroking her fingers back and forth with abandon. She rested her other arm on Molly's shoulder. As if forming a circuit.

"Ah!" Molly gasped. Her father's cock hitched, and another orgasm rolled over her. Her eyes cinched shut and she felt her face grow hot. When she could see again, Amber's top was completely gone. Her breasts, little brown nipples with almost no shape behind them, were jiggling. Amber was using both hands now. Bottoms drifting off in the lake water.

All pretense was gone. James drew back in his daughter's quim. One pump. Two.

"Oh... OHfuck," Molly cried, and another orgasm shot through her.

"He's close," Amber gasped, "I can see it. He's going to fill... Fill his baby girl with his cum."

"Oh God," Molly said. She looked over at the bony blonde. "I can't. I mean, I'm not..."

Amber's eyes went wide. She reared back, pointed her chest to sky, and shrieked in ecstasy. Molly suddenly felt her pussy go empty. A warm splatter hit her back. Another. Her Dad groaning and shaking behind her. Impossibly, Molly felt her own empty puss quiver as her orgasm rolled through her. A sad, shadowy echo of what could have been had her father only filled her with his fertility.

Another warm splat on her back. Molly looked up right as a thick white glob hit Amber's chest. Right on her brown nipple.

"Ahhh... That's my girl," James said and squeezed his daughter's shoulder. Amber reached down and scooped the sperm off her chest. She took a taste and giggled.

"That was fun," the college girl said. She leaned in and whispered one last time in Molly's ear. "Thanks."

Molly turned and found her father waiting for her. He hugged his youngest daughter close.

"I'm sorry, baby," he said, his voice still thin, post-orgasm, "I had to. I couldn't... Couldn't stop myself"

Molly looked up at her father and smiled. A sad, scared little thing. In the moment it had felt so right. So inevitable. Now she could only reel at what they'd done. She needed to talk to Amber. Beg her to be silent about what she'd seen.

But when Molly turned around, she found that the blonde college girl had already grabbed her suit and waded the way back to her friends.

*

Lexi did her best to race to shore. Her ankle wasn't too bad. It was her aching, traitorous pussy that was the problem. Behind her, three attractive college kids were talking to her father and younger sister. She could hear the five of them chatting, but she couldn't tell exactly what they were saying. Couldn't risk stopping to find out, either. Lexi just kept sluicing through the icy water as fast as she could.

Being in the lake with her father and sister -- their warm bodies pressed against hers -- Lexi had felt her desire already beginning to bubble under the surface. Then those other kids had shown up and suddenly it was like adding vinegar to her science project baking soda volcano. All sorts of things started spewing out of her. Only one little sliver of sanity had kept Lexi running away from the teens rather than toward them.

Just like that, Lexi saw the entire disaster play out in front of her. The nightmare that her mother had described. Being out of control with people she very much needed to be in control around. Fucking her brother, her Dad, suddenly felt very safe and normal next to what could happen with these strangers.

Finally, the tall, thin brunette made it to the lakeshore. As soon as she hit dry ground, Lexi fell forward, unable to go any further. She'd pushed herself too far, and now her ankle felt like it was locked in place. Held down by pain.

On all fours, Lexi glanced behind her. Her father, sister, and the three college kids were all still talking, lost in their own babble. She felt like an animal, hunted. Yet at the same time, desperate to be caught. That was Lexi's largest problem: Lexi, herself.

She knew she needed to get away, somewhere she couldn't be found. The campsite was close, but not nearly enough. Lexi looked around, frantically. There were some reeds nearby, tall and thick enough to conceal her from view.

Quickly, left leg cocked in the air, Lexi crawled across the sand until she was directly behind the reeds. Now she could see the lake, easily, but someone would have to come right up through the plants to find her.

She spied her assailants once again. There was her father, cuddling Molly close. They were talking to the skinny blonde. Lexi couldn't see the other two but had to assume they were still there.

Lexi settled back on the sand, finally feeling calm. But her relaxation only lead to the other feelings fully taking over. The need. The desire. Despite the all-you-can-eat-buffet she'd been feasting on, Lexi found herself sex starved once again. Whatever the equivalent of hangry was for horny. She was feeling that.

It was totally irrational. There was no way to connect all the dots and draw a picture that made any sense at all. Just the sight of some teens and Lexi needed to rub one out like her fucking cunt was on fire? But the athletic brunette couldn't bother with logic. She was too busy ripping off her bikini bottoms and jamming her hand in her warm, dripping...

The thought came to Lexi unbidden. But she couldn't deny the truth of it. God, I need a boy so bad.

"Hey."

Lexi looked up. Her face went hot. The redheaded guy was standing over her, a half-smile danced across his face. He looked to be about her age. Broad shoulders and trim, muscular chest. Not nearly as well-defined as Austin, but still good looking in his own way.

Wow -- I guess I should wish for a million bucks while I'm at it.

"I'm Cole," The boy said. Then he kept talking, like this wasn't at all embarrassing or strange. As if Lexi's hand wasn't busy between her legs, stroking her snatch. "Your Dad said you'd hurt your ankle. I came over to see if you were OK."

Lexi sat there dumbly. But her mind split in two, like the crowd at a college basketball game. One side pleading, 'Not now. Not now. Not now.' The other bleachers chanting just as loudly, 'Now! Now! Now!' And Lexi knew which side was winning.

"I volunteer as an EMT on the weekends," the boy said, still yammering away. He was looking away, like trying to give her some dignity. Instead, it only enhanced Lexi's embarrassment. Not that it even slowed her for a second.

There was another set of splashes. A redheaded girl joined Cole behind the reeds. HShe looked to be about the same age, maybe a year younger. She was wearing a bikini that showed off her ample assets. If Cole was Austin, but slightly less, then this new girl was a lesser version of Molly. She was very pretty with a freckled nose and a warm smile.

"This is Kim, my..."

"Girlfriend," Kim said, "I'm Cole's girlfriend."

"Uh huh," Lexi nodded. Unable to even pause as she pounded her own pussy. Oh God, I'm out of control.

"Hi," Kim said, a wicked smile playing across her face. "Your Dad said you were having a problem with your ankle, not your... But maybe we can still give you some help?"

Lexi felt herself blush all over again. But her embarrassment didn't slow her down one bit. Instead she drove two fingers into her cunt, gasping as she did. She wanted this to be over with. She couldn't see any end in sight.

"You're really hot," Kim said, "I hope it's OK for me to say so. I mean, it feels like a lot of stuff is OK right now, doesn't it? Cole and I... well, you could say we're into different things. And watching you? I mean, I'm sure Cole here wouldn't mind." The redhead elbowed her companion in the stomach.

"Not at all," Cole said.

The redheaded girl didn't wait for a response. She sat in the sand next to Lexi. Cole sat on her other side. Both of them looked over at the thin brunette, expectantly. The same shared anxious expression. Hopeful and needy but also a little bit nervous. Well, they say that couples start to look like each other after a while.

Lexi wanted to stand up, pull up her bottoms and saunter off. Smirk and escape with her dignity intact. She would have been more than happy to simply say, 'No thanks. I'm good.' She couldn't do any of those things. Worse, Lexi felt even wetter than before. She resisted the urge to add a third finger.

"She's gorgeous, isn't she, Cole?" Kim said, again like Lexi wasn't there at all. Like the two of them were just chilling on the couch watching the attractive brunette on screen. Only it was all there and all real. The scent of lake water mixed with Lexi's own musk. Birds cawing overhead, as if calling everyone to come over and see the show. And, through all of it, Lexi simply couldn't stop.

"Hear how juicy her little twat is?" Kim said, "I bet she tastes amazing. Would that be OK? Let us have a little sample -- I bet it would help a whole ton, wouldn't it?"

Lexi could only groan. It was like her brain had been hijacked and she was now flying off into parts unknown. What was this couple doing with her? Doing to her? She couldn't understand it, but she didn't have the brain power to process it either. Only to lie back and rub her aching pussy harder. Hoping to hit some sort of release before everything really crashed down hard.

She felt her hand being pushed away. Lexi mewled. She opened her eyes and saw Kim, the redheaded girl, sitting between her legs. Smiling down at her.

"Let me help you with that," Kim said, "Please."

Lexi nodded.

The cute redhead ducked her head down, her hair tickled at Lexi's oversensitive legs. For a moment, Lexi felt like the entire world went still. The wind stopped blowing. The birds went silent. Then Kim's tongue made contact with Lexi's pussy. And everything sped up twice as fast. The tall brunette screamed as Kim made contact.

Kim's tongue danced light and hot over Lexi's pussy. Tasted at her lips and pressed at her clit. The redhead snaked a finger into Lexi's dripping hole. If Lexi had any doubts, they were quickly swept away by this wanton woman's eager mouth.

Kim didn't have much skill -- she's not nearly as good as me, Lexi thought haughtily -- but she pleasured the tall brunette plenty. Kim licked at Lexi's pussy like she knew what would feel good. Which, of course, she did. Lexi writhed under Kim's careful kisses. She felt her muscles grow taut. Then a shadow crept over her.

Lexi looked up, eyes barely able to focus through the building pleasure. Cole was standing over her, naked. His dick was out, pink and pale as the rest of him, nestled in the red curls of his pubic hair.

Cole's cock wasn't nearly as big as Austin or her father (God, Lexi's life had gotten strange). In fact, he was even a bit smaller than her ex. But, still, he had nothing to be ashamed about. A nice thick dick -- curved just a bit -- and, apparently, aching for a warm, soft mouth to call home.

"Don't just stand there," Kim said, "Ask her to help you out." She said it like it was the most natural thing in the world.

"Umm, would it be ok if I...?" Cole said.

Lexi groaned, reached up and grabbed Cole's cock, and pulled it to her mouth like a lamb suckling the teat.

He tasted that perfect mix of meaty and masculine, like all boys. Lexi was always embarrassed by how much she enjoyed oral. She worried it made her a slut. But then she was sucking a dick and all those worries went away. It was just her and the man she controlled with only her lips and tongue.

"Holy fuck, s... Kim. She's sucking my dick like a fucking champ!"

"Her pussy is pretty awesome, too," Kim said. "Hey, is it OK if Cole gets a taste of you, babe?"

Lexi made a noise around Cole's dick that sounded a lot like, "Uh-huh."

"Oh, thank you so much," Kim said, "I swear you won't regret it."

Cole slid his cock out of Lexi's mouth with a wet, sloppy pop. Lexi groaned. Kim's tongue left her cunt, cold and dripping. Finally, another tongue, wider and a bit more forceful, pressed against her pussy. Lexi whined as Cole made contact.

"You're really hot to trot, aren't you?" Kim asked, "God... seeing you like this. You're so fucking beautiful. Makes me all worked up, too. Especially after tasting your awesome pussy. I don't suppose you would, like, return the favor?"

Again, Lexi found herself reaching for words that were nowhere in sight. Fortunately, the enraptured redhead took Lexi's silence for assent.

Gently, Kim pushed Lexi's chest till the brunette was fully onto her back. Then Kim climbed up and lowered her warm, wet snatch over Lexi's face. Kim's cunt tasted sweet, spicy, and so much like her own. Yet different, too. Lexi did her best to return the favor. She couldn't help but feel a little pride in her work. As if to say, 'See! This is how it's done.' She was so focused, amazingly, she almost forgot about Cole's insistent tongue on her sex. At least for a moment.

Lexi lay back and let herself be used, stretched, between the ginger couple. Luxuriated in it. Her cum was getting closer, but it was still was too away to see the shape of it. Kim, meanwhile, stiffened and screamed after only a minute of Lexi's licking. The redhead fell forward a bit, used Lexi's little breasts for balance.

"Whooo. Wow. Ha. That was... Whooo," Kim said.

"Good?" Cole asked, mouth full of Lexi.

"Hoo yeah," Kim said. She straightened, setting herself up for a second explosion.

Seeing Kim reach the peak only made Lexi all the more eager to join her, and while the oral was nice, Lexi decided it was time for something a bit more direct.

"Put it in," Lexi said, practically talking right to Kim's dripping cunt.

"What's wrong, honey?" Kim asked. She shifted a bit, letting Lexi speak.

"Put it... Put it in me. Please," Lexi said.

"You want Cole to...?"

Kim's boyfriend stopped licking and looked up at Lexi, unable to hide the eagerness from his face. He reached down and grabbed his dick, squeezing it.

"I don't know if I'm comfortable letting you fuck my... Fuck Cole," Kim said. It seemed a strange moment to be the jealous girlfriend. But Lexi was almost certain it was all for show. Kim didn't want Cole knowing how easy it would be to have this other woman. Lexi didn't have the patience for games.

"Come on, Cole," Lexi said, "Stick it in. Pleeease I need that dick so baaaad."

Kim didn't say anything, but she smiled. She lifted Lexi up, and turned her over, so she was up on all fours. Practically aimed Lexi's aching pussy right at Cole's cock. The last thing Lexi saw was Cole's eager smile.

She felt his hardness press at her opening. He could have slipped a baseball bat in there with how wet she was. Her body eagerly sucked him inside, pussy practically slurping up the strange boy's shlong. Lexi's pussy responded by wrapping itself around the new invader. The brunette's whole body shuddered at the satisfaction of finally being filled.

At the same time, Kim lay down under Lexi's lolling head. Her intention clear. The tall girl responded immediately, licking and sucking with urgency. Kim sighed, started to settle, but then stiffened again.

"Don't you dare cum in her," Kim said. Again, the practicality seemed practically insane in the moment.

"She feels fucking amazing," Cole said. He slid back and forth, body already shaking. His face tightened up in pleasure.

"That's literally the opposite of what I just -- ohfuck -- just told you."

"I'll pull out," Cole said, his voice quavering, "I swear. This is... Wow, really really good."

"Ungh, I wouldn't know about that," Kim said, "But her tongue is incredible."

"I know, right?" Cole said. The two of them started forming a kind of rhythm. Grunting and groaning in time. A machine hooked into Lexi's battery.

Cole started moving faster. Kim's thighs closed down tighter. Lexi's own body started to build. Rocking back and forth between them. Cole pushing her forward, then back. Kim doing her best to hold Lexi's lips to her own.

The athletic brunette felt Kim start to tremble. Her breaths coming in great gasps.

"Oh... fuck!" Kim cried out, "Ahhhhhg... Again... YES!" Her whole body arched, then collapsed flat. A big stupid grin on her face. "That was... fuck girl, you give out lessons? I want to sign Cole up for a six-week course."

Cole stuck his tongue out at Kim, but he kept plowing into Lexi. The tall brunette, finally, felt her orgasm beginning to build. Just... one... cum... It would be enough. It would have to be.

"Oh," Lexi said, little punctuations for each outward breath, "Oh. Oh. Oh."

"Getting close," Cole said.

"You know the rules," Kim said.

"Oh God," Lexi said, "Don't stop. Please just... It's OK. Let him cum. Please let your boyfriend cum in meeee!"

"No no no," Kim said and slid out from under Lexi, "That's enough. Time for the main event." Cole, somehow, stopped rutting and pulled out of Lexi's pussy. Her cunt made a sad sigh as he withdrew.

"Nooooo," Lexi groaned, "Please. I'm so... So close. I'll do anything. Just let me... Let me cum."

"Don't worry, baby, we've got you," Kim said. She climbed behind Lexi and got on all fours -- in the same position as the brunette -- and put her mouth on Lexi's sex. Kim's huge tits hung down, nipples almost kissing the ground. The redhead started to get a rhythm, but then she groaned as her boyfriend entered her from behind.

"That's the stuff," she said, "Nothing better than this, right?"

Actually, being honest, it had been better before. Cole's cock sawing back and forth, pushing his way to Lexi's cum. But what was the point of complaining now? Lexi doubted she could form a coherent sentence, let alone a cogent argument. She would have to settle for Kim's enthusiastic oral, which wasn't that bad at all. At least when the redhead wasn't distracted by the dick plowing her from behind.

The three of them formed a new circuit. A chain. Cole slapped against Kim's thighs, her large tits swung around, while her mouth ran up and down Lexi's pussy.

"You getting close, baby?" Kim asked.

"Yuh-huh," Cole groaned.

"OK. Hold on," Kim said, "We've got to get our little girl there first. Only right. After all she's done for us."



Little. That was a strange thought. Lexi was taller than both Kim and Cole. But in that moment, she really did feel small. Weak. Out of control. Kim seemed to sense it. That weakness. That need.

"You're such a hot little slut," Kim said, "Isn't she Cole?"

"Oh yeah," Cole said.

"You'd do anything to cum, wouldn't you?" Kim said.

Lexi could only hang her head and groan. So close...

Kim's words were running into each other. Slipping and sliding as she raced closer to her finish. "God. I wish I could take you home with us and f... f... fuck you forever."

"Uhn... uhn... uhn..." Lexi's language was little better. Every lick of Kim's tongue seemed to send electricity straight through her body. She could see her cum now, not far away at all -- like she could just reach out and grab it.

"It's OK," Kim said, "I'm a slut, too. Cole? He's not even my boyfriend." Kim stopped licking at Lexi. She reached down. Stroked at Lexi's clit with her fingers. "He's my brother."

Lexi's eyes went wide. And like Kim had spoken the magic words, Lexi's orgasm suddenly squeezed down. Hard. Her body stiffened. A long, low groan escaped her lips.

"And now?" Kim said, like she wasn't even aware that Lexi was cumming, "My brother is gonna cum in meeeeeeee!"

"Oh Fuck, Sis!" Cole cried out. His body bucked. Kim screamed out and shuddered. Lexi fell forward, awash in orgasm, totally unaware of anything around her except her own screaming, shattering ecstasy. Her only thought, that she wished this strange boy was filling her instead of his sister.

Together they formed a strange, sand-covered creature -- howling and roiling in the sand. Kim and Cole both went as red as their hair. Their green eyes blazed with illicit bliss. Lexi watched them, oddly detached. Like her orgasm had washed her off to some other place. There was a strange kind of content with this, understanding that the siblings clearly loved each other. Knowing how Lexi felt about her own brother.

Then Lexi's pleasure leaked out of her, leaving her flat and empty. Alone. The world seemed to go dark. Like even the sun was fleeing from her. She felt dirty, covered in sand. Lying on the ground like the ginger siblings had killed her. And part of Lexi, damn her, really wished they did.

"That's a good brother," Lexi heard Kim say, but it sounded very far away. She felt a warm kiss on her cheeks.

"Thanks, babe," Kim said, "You're ever up at the college, come find us. I promise we'll make it worth your while."

Lexi lay there on the lakeshore. Eyes squeezed shut. Reality had once again crashed down on her, and she could barely lift herself up, it weighed so heavy. What had she done?

Finally, Lexi forced her eyes open, afraid to see the redheaded siblings smiling down at her. Their sense of satisfaction. The knowledge that they owned her, body and mind.

But when Lexi looked up, there was no one around her at all. And she started to cry.

*

James blinked his eyes open and looked around the lake. The girl, the blonde -- whatever her name was -- was gone. His cock was still shrinking in his youngest daughter's pussy. Oh fuck. Oh no.

Frantically, James reached down for his bathing suit. He saw it floating in the water nearby. He raced over and grabbed it, pulling it on. He looked over at Molly. The blonde girl smiled back at him beatifically.

Oh God.

He had fucked his daughter. His baby. Again. This time in front of some strange college girl. Right there. Like nothing was wrong with that in the world. James looked around the lake. All five college kids back by the other side of the lake, talking and laughing with each other. He had no idea what they might be saying. No thought other than to get away.

"Molly, I... We have to... Oh God," James said. Those were the only words he had left. Oh God Oh God Oh God.

Like a drunk waking up from a bender, images flew through James' mind -- all mixed up, out of order, and none of them good. He was supposed to be gaining control, not losing it. He was supposed to be supporting his daughter not encouraging her. And now he stood there, having already reached rock bottom and finding that, oh no, he could dig himself even deeper without even trying.

James grabbed Molly's arm and jerked her forward. She gasped like it hurt, but James hardly cared.

As they pushed their way back to shore, the water receding, James could see that his daughter's bathing suit was still askew. Her pink, blonde pussy exposed to the open air. He couldn't even let her stop to fix it.

When they finally reached the shore, James found Lexi lying near the reeds. His oldest had lost her bikini bottoms, as well. James reached down and shook her shoulder. The brunette looked at her father with wide eyes. Cheeks stained with tears.

"Oh God," Lexi said. "Daddy, I... There were two of them and we. I mean I. Oh God."

"It's OK, honey," James said, knowing that was so far from the truth it might as well be in another universe. He tried to speak, to rationalize what had happened. Again. But no words would form.

Instead, James grabbed his oldest daughter's arm and pulled her up. The three of them raced back to the campsite. Lexi was limping again. James tried to help her, but he also wouldn't slow down. He felt like he was dragging his girls but couldn't even fathom to where. Just... Away.

What was he going to say to Christine? How could he explain all this? He didn't know how, but he had to convince her -- find a way to tell his wife about this in a way that wouldn't end his marriage. His life. Oh God oh God oh God. James practiced speeches in his mind. The tents got closer. He could see their car. He kept editing. Revising. Nothing made sense. There was nothing he could say. Yet he knew that he had to do it. For the family. For himself.

They got to the campsite. Christine and Austin were already standing there, both looking miserable. James still didn't have a conscious thought that made any sense, but he was out of time. He hoped whatever words he made would be enough. James opened his mouth to speak.

"We have to get out of here," Christine said, "Right fucking now."

James felt so relieved, he nearly collapsed on the campsite. Relief washed over him like the rains from the day before. Finally, they were going to be safe. He knew it in his heart.

This... This horror. This thing. It was not something that could be willed out of existence. He knew that now. Whatever had a hold on them, it had to be faced, head on by the whole family. Together. Christine's words made it clear. They were all ready to fight back. As bad as things had gotten, James finally felt like his family was going to get better.

Next time: Things get worse.


Fucked Up Family Pt. 03

Eight more pages of perversion! You should probably read Parts One and Two before this one, but just in case you need a quick refresher...

Last time: While on a family camping trip, the Campbells took some energy pills with some strange and memorable side effects: uncontrollable pissing followed by uncontrollable fucking. Mom with son. Dad with daughter. Brother with sister. After a full day of debauchery, the family thought that they finally had things under control. The next morning, however, they went right back at it. Worse, this time strangers caught the horny household in the act.

Can the Campbells escape their raging desires before things get even worse? Spoiler Alert: No. No, they cannot.

James, his wife Christine, and their three children -- eldest daughter Lexi, middle son Austin, and youngest daughter Molly -- tore down their lakeside campsite like there was a hurricane headed their way. They rolled up the sleeping bags, took down the tents, and stuffed their bags, haphazardly shoving everything into the back of their SUV. No one said a word. No one even dared to look at each other. As if even that small act would pose a significant risk to their safety. The sad part was, it probably did.

I really believed we had this under control, James thought to himself. But then another voice came into his head. No you didn't, you just wanted to believe that so you could fuck Molly again. It's hard to win an argument with your inner monologue, but James tried his best as he foldedthe tentpoles down from long sticks to short, folded piles.

James was clearly conflicted, at war with himself in a way that could only end with both sides losing. On the one hand, he was horrified with himself. With what he'd done. What they'd all done. On the other hand, Molly.

His blonde baby girl with tremendous breasts and fuck-ready hips was rolling up a sleeping bag next to him, putting her tremendous ass on display. James groaned despite himself. His daughter was made for sex and for her Daddy's cock, in particular. It took all of James' effort to focus on tearing down another tent instead of tearing off his daughter's clothes, throwing her to the ground, and filling her with his fuckstick. Filling. Well that was one thing they hadn't done, at least.

James wasn't that far gone at least. He still felt relief rather than regret at the fact that he'd managed to not inseminate his youngest daughter's unprotected womb. But even thinking about it... Well, maybe he did regret it. He just knew better than to satisfy that urge.

James risked a glance over at his wife, Christine. The skinny blonde woman was frantically throwing their piss-soaked clothes in the car, not even bothering to repack them. Christine was almost the exact opposite of their youngest daughter. Almost wiry with muscle, at thirty-nine James' wife was in the best shape of her life. It was something that her son, Austin, clearly hadn't missed.

James saw their only boy was eyeing his mother in that very moment, in fact. James knew that Austin had been with Christine, had seen it with his own eyes. Now he wondered if it had happened again. Mother and son had gone together to the camp showers. What went on while they were there? Something had occurred, for certain, to make Christine and Austin run back to the camp and demand that the family leave so suddenly.

James felt anger, jealousy. Then shame. He was getting used to that cycle, too. After all, if he couldn't stop fucking Molly, why was it fair for him to judge his wife for being with Austin? In fact, it worked out perfectly since it gave James license to keep sticking it in...

No. James wasn't going to let himself think that way. He turned and looked to the far side and his eyes caught on his oldest daughter, Lexi, as she took down the third and final tent. The girl was a perfect mix of her parents: she had Christine's tight body, deep green eyes, and small breasts. But she had her father's height and dark hair. James had been with Lexi, too. He wasn't proud of it, knowing what it looked like when both his little girls reached their ultimate, illicit peak. But he couldn't stop picturing it either.

Lexi looked back at her father, shyly. Something spun precariously behind those verdant eyes. James knew that Lexi had fucked her brother as well as her Dad. And then there was what had happened at the lake. They'd gone there to wash up. To cool down. To prove to themselves that they could be in control of these insane urges.

They'd met a group of college kids in the water. But instead of slowing things down further, the young group seemed to make the situation even worse. James ended up fucking Molly right in front of one girl. And Lexi had been with a strange boy and girl over on the lake shore. That's what had set this off, this mad dash to clear the campsite. Bad enough to be doing what they did -- a whole family fucking each other in a crazed orgy -- worse now that the world might know what was going on.

And just like that, James knew any hope of having a normal life was over. There was nothing left to do but run for help and hope that someone could fix him. Fix his family. Oh God we're so fucked up, James thought.

Austin threw the last of the tents into the back of the SUV. The car looked like it had been stuffed full by a deranged, blind person, but it was finally, completely packed. James sprinted to the car and climbed in. He heard the rest of his family do the same. He didn't even look to check that they were all there. He just jammed the keys into the ignition and fired up the engine.

The car roared to life and with it, James felt a strange sense of relief. He was taking action, finally. The A/C blew cold on his face. James hadn't realized how much he'd been sweating. He felt his chest loosen like he'd been holding his breath for hours. Maybe he had been. He looked over to the passenger seat to share that sense of relief with his wife. Only Christine wasn't in her usual spot.

Instead of his wife's short, straight blonde hair and green eyes, James saw a cascade of golden ringlets and pale, almost gray, blue eyes. Molly. The beautiful blonde grinned at her father in a way that made him think she was either about to cry or jump his bones.

James glanced to the backseat and saw Christine, holder of eternal shotgun privileges, had ended up perched in the middle between Lexi and Austin. In the chaos of their escape from the campsite, the Campbells had chosen quite the nontraditional seating arrangement.

Christine seemed to catch James' confused eye and she smiled. A bit pained, but still affectionate.

"It's OK, hon," Christine said, as if reading her husband's mind, "Everyone's here and we're headed to safety. That's all that counts."

James nodded solemnly. He did his best to bite back his angry response. Easy for her to say that everything was 'OK.' This had all been Christine's fault, after all. She'd insisted on the pills. And when everyone had gone screwy for screwing, she'd been the one who asserted that it was simply a matter of mental strength rather than medical need. Just because she'd finally reached the conclusion that this wasn't something that they could control didn't make up for all she'd caused in the meantime.

Except you're not exactly innocent either, the traitor in James' head said. He looked over at his youngest daughter. Still grinning at him with that innocent look that made him feel all the more guilty.

"James, honey?" Christine again. James looked up and realized they were still sitting there in the running car, going nowhere.

"Sorry," James said, "Sorry, sorry, sorry." He took his foot off the brake and he felt the car pull forward. The whole family seemed to relax as they rolled down the dirt road and headed for home. Finally, escaping to what they assumed was safety.

*

They drove for miles, but James still couldn't find his way out of his own head. It was early morning and the highway was a long, gray stretch of emptiness leading to a muddled horizon. It seemed too much like a metaphor for his own life: no exits, no endings, just infinite nothing.

James took so much pride in his ability to roll with the punches. Even when he'd gotten Christine pregnant back in high school, James didn't remember feeling so lost. Now he had an amazing family, an incredible career, all because when things went wrong, he knew the right thing to do. He'd built his whole life around the idea that success was simply a matter of working hard and following the rules. But now...

James knew that none of what had happened was his fault. But it had happened, and the results were catastrophic. What if his story didn't have a happily ever after? What if his life was a tragedy and there was nothing he could do to change it?

James looked over at the passenger seat, to his wife, searching for reassurance. Again, though, it was his sexpot daughter staring back at him. God, if that wasn't a metaphor for everything right there.

"Are you OK, Daddy?" Molly asked. Her face screwed up with genuine concern. James was so wrapped up in Molly the sex-idol he'd almost erased the idea of his daughter, the human being.

His baby girl was probably the smartest one of them all, the prettiest, the one most likely to succeed. Yet Molly was also the one who seemed to have the least confidence in herself. She had this frustrating knack for finding the dark clouds on a sunny day. Molly could cure world hunger and cry herself to sleep because she didn't also create world peace.

And yet, Molly was also the sweetest, kindest person he knew. When Molly asked, 'how are you?' in the morning, she actually meant it -- she legitimately wanted to know how you were doing. For all that she beat up herself, Molly was always smiling. Sunny. She had a way of making the people around her happy just by being herself. What was all this doing to her?

James straightened up in his seat. He was so busy throwing himself a pity party, he'd forgotten that the rest of his family was falling apart, too. He resolved to be stronger for them.

"Yes honey, I'm fine," James said, reaching over to squeeze Molly's shoulder, "Sorry. I'm just a little, you know, on edge."

Molly nodded and beamed. She reached over and stroked the back of her father's head.

"It's going to be OK," Molly said. And just like that, James felt better. Words were meaningless -- Christine had told him that many times. But maybe, sometimes, words were enough. Even words that were clearly a lie, it still felt better to hear someone say them.

James glanced to the backseat and saw the rest of his family had settled in. Lexi and Austin were both staring out the window, distracted. Christine gave him a wispy grin, then pointed him back to the road with her chin.

James wanted to say something to her, but Molly was still stroking his head and her light, affectionate touch was very distracting. The way she ran her fingers through his still-thick, only slightly silvery hair -- it was hard to form a complete thought. Then she kept going, tracing her thin, pink fingers behind his ear. Down his neck. Nails tickling at his arm. God, when had the silly little kid gone away and this succubus shown up?

James felt a stirring in his pants. It was all too familiar now. James didn't even have the heart to fight it anymore. He looked at his daughter, almost pleading. Molly glowed back. The blonde girl ran her hands lower. Over her father's trim stomach than down to his khaki shorts.

"Oh!" she said as her hand touched his hardness. Her voice was a mixture of delighted surprise and genuine excitement. James started to raise his hand, to push Molly back. To be strong like he'd swore he would be a moment before. Didn't he owe it to his girl to at least try for propriety? To attempt to protect his sweet, innocent (ok, maybe not so much anymore) daughter? James heard a gasp come from the back of the car.

Instinctively, he looked in his rearview mirror. Had someone caught him and Molly? Had they seen that her hand was now massaging his aching cock through his shorts? Then the family patriarch saw what was going on and he let out a gasp of his own.

Where, before, the family had appeared like perfectly normal passengers, a very different sight now greeted him. His wife of twenty-one years -- a serious, proper woman who'd never been with anyone besides her husband before that weekend -- was luxuriating in the middle seat, completely topless. Her children, Lexi and Austin, were both leaning over her from either side. Suckling at her tiny teats like they were newborns all over again.

In return, the athletic blonde woman had a hand in each of her kids' crotches. Pumping up and down on Austin's exposed erection. Stroking back and forth in Lexi's bare snatch. James watched, transfixed, as his family strained and groaned like some singular, sexual creature.

James felt his zipper slide down and his focus ripped back to the front of the car. Molly reached into her father's pants and pulled out his penis. She smiled and almost clapped, like she'd unwrapped her dream Christmas present. The curvy blonde leaned over and lowered her mouth over James' dick. The warm wetness of Molly's mouth surrounded his cock as she engulfed him.

James gripped the steering wheel like holding on for dear life as his whole body fell under the thrall of his daughter's thick lips and pink, little tongue. If he'd had any thoughts of stopping his daughter before, they were abandoned far behind them on the blacktop.

Despite her complete control over her Daddy, Molly was not an expert at oral. She was slobbery, and combined not enough suction with way too much teeth. But it didn't matter because James' baby girl sucked his cock like she needed it. Like this was worship and her Daddy's cock was her god. All the skill in the world couldn't compensate for that.

"That's so good, sweetie," James said.

"Mmmhmmm," Molly said, her lips smacking lewdly. She looked so sexy with that cocksucker's double chin.

Behind him, James could hear that the backseat had escalated as well.

"Oh, baby, that's so good!" Christine cried, "That's it, lick Mommy's pussy. Oh, that's a good girl."

"Mom, Lexi isn't rubbing me off anymore," Austin said.

"Well, she's a little busy helping me right now," Christine said.

"I know," Austin said, pouty. "It's just..."

"It's OK, baby. Lexi's taking care of me so I can take care of you."

"Oh ffffffFUCK that's nice," Austin said, his mother clearly had reached over and taken hold of her son's cock.

"Awwww, now who will take care of me?" Lexi asked.

"The two of you, I swear, I have to do everything," Christine said. "Here, turn yourself over -- no no, keep your mouth on Mommy's pussy -- that's a girl. Now bend back so your brother can reach over."

"Mmmmmmm," Lexi sighed as Austin's hand made contact.

"Good," Christine said, "but don't get distracted or I'll take him away, understood?"

"Yes Mom," Lexi said.

"Doesn't your big sister taste good, Austin?" Christine asked.

"Oh yeah," Austin said.

"I'm sure you'd rather have your cock inside her, but this will have to do for now."

"That's OK, Mom," Austin said, "Your hand feels fucking great."

"Remember to warn me before you cum," Christine said.

"Yes Mom," the siblings chorused.

Molly wrapped her father's cock in her fist and James found his attention forced back to his youngest daughter. She moved her head and hand in concert, pumping him into her mouth. Grunting and choking. It felt, God, really fucking good.

James did his best to stare forward and soak in all of it. The wet sounds of pussies being rubbed, mixed with the percussion of cocks being stroked. Sighs and groans. Ecstatic cries. A veritable orchestra of orgy filled the car as the family drove each other to their orgasmic ends. James remembered hearing a story in college about a bunch of students who'd gone on a road trip and ending up all fucking in the car, up and down the interstate. Weird how life made mirrors of itself.

Molly lifted off her father's cock -- a thin trail of drool hung from her mouth to his member. James looked over at her, nervous. Had his baby girl finally had a moment of conscience? And, if so, couldn't it wait till after he came? But James' blonde little girl grinned at him innocently and lifted her top right off, exposing her amazing breasts. Then she knelt down and swallowed her father's hardness right down to the root.

James kept one hand on the wheel, knuckles white. With the other, he reached down and started to fondle his daughter's massive tits. He pinched her pink nipples and hefted her breasts. Every squeeze seemed to make Molly accelerate. Slurping and sucking with abandon. Her excess saliva drooling over his balls.

"Give it to me, Daddy," Molly said, words slurring over his shaft, "Cum for me. I want it on my tongue. In my tummy. Oh, I need your cum so bad."

In the backseat, the rest of the family was racing towards the same precipice. Austin was the first to turn his unintelligible moans into actual words. "Oh fuck. Mom I'm... Please I'm so close and I need..."

"Yes, baby," Christine said, "That's a good boy. Give me and your sister your seed. It's OK."

Austin let out a long low groan. The two women in the backseat gasped in delight. Lexi started to giggle.

"Oh Mom, my baby brother. His cum. It's splashing on my little titties."

"I know baby," Christine said, "You look so hot splattered in your brother's sperm."

"Oh, it's so good and I... Oh God," Lexi said, her voice low and cracking, "He's rubbing my clitty and I think I'm gonna. Gonna go, too!"

"N-no... Not yet..." Christine groaned, "Come on, Lexi. You can't... You have to get me there. Get Mommy there first and then you can... OH! Oh you're eating me so good don't stop don't stop don't... DON'T STOP!"

Christine's whole body trembled. She bucked forward like she was trying to leap right through the windshield. James knew her sounds and signs by heart, like they were one of his favorite songs. The grunts and groans. The little strangled cry. And then James heard the love of his life get pushed over the edge by someone other than himself. By their own daughter.

Christine fell back into the seat, blown. Her oh-so-perfect hair wild against the leather seat. Her deep green eyes practically glowing in post-orgasm satisfaction.

"M... Mom I... I can't..." Lexi's whole body was bright red. Her face was tomato red and contorted in what looked like intense concentration or even extreme pain.

"It's OK, baby. You did good. You can..."

"Oh fucking... Fuck YES!" Lexi couldn't even wait for her mother to finish her sentence, "Oh thank you. Thank you, Mommy!"

James wanted to watch his oldest daughter cum, but he couldn't focus on her anymore. The sounds of pleasure from the back had sent Molly into sucking overdrive. With her fist tight on the base of his cock and her mouth wrapped around the head, James couldn't help but remember the year Molly'd taken trumpet lessons. He was never going to be able to look at those high school pictures the same way again.

The blonde girl was totally absorbed in sucking her Daddy's dick. In extracting his salty seed. She pumped and whined, bobbing up and down, going after it like nothing he'd ever seen. Finally, James felt the edge of his pleasure race forward. His daughter's mouth milked him to his release. The sounds of the car drifted back to a dull roar. The road faded in front of him. Any moment now...

The roaring in James' ears turned to wails. Sirens. He forced his eyes to focus. Blue and red flashing lights filled the car. James looked up at his rearview and then,



"Oh ffffffFFFUCK!"

*

The highway patrolman strode up to the SUV like he was walking a runway rather than the crumbly shoulder of a sleepy, two-lane highway. He was dressed in all tan with a broad brimmed hat and mirrored sunglasses. He rapped on the glass, hard, and glared inside.

James rolled down the window, sheepish. The whole car reeked of dick and pussy -- sex, cum -- and James swore he could see the scent seeping out the window like sultry smoke.

"You were swerving pretty bad back there," the officer said, not even waiting for a greeting. His nose twitched ominously.

"I'm not drunk," James said, feeling like a teenager again in all sorts of upsetting ways. "Or high."

"I need to see your license and registration," the officer said. Molly reached over and popped open the glovebox. She rifled through it and gave everything to her father. James looked down at the pile of papers, almost shocked at how it had all ended up in his hand so neatly. He handed it to the officer.

The patrolman looked down at the stack of cards like James had given him a pile of used condom wrappers. "What are you doing out in these parts?" he asked.

"Just, you know, a regular old family trip," James said, "Camping at the lake. Good old wholesome fun. And the like."

"Uh huh," the officer said. He moved his jaw like he was chewing, but James didn't see any gum. Then suddenly the cop froze and stared right at Molly. Everything turned dead silent. Even the wind went still. "I'm going to need to take a look at these." He stepped away.

The cop strutted back to his car. James stared after him, still gripping the wheel like they were going somewhere.

"Hey Dad, can I have a tissue?" Molly asked.

The doting father looked over at his youngest daughter. His jaw dropped. The blonde girl's face was practically dripping with her Daddy's cum. Her pink lips were lined with white and a thin stream was actually leaking down her chin. Molly smiled back at him, happily, strands of semen stretching across her mouth.

James quickly dug out some old napkins he'd stashed in the door and gave them to his daughter. He passed another handful to the backseat. Christine, Austin, and Lexi were dressed (somehow), but they were clearly still sticky. The whole family wiped down, frantically, as if it mattered at this point. Maybe I can convince the cop we've been glazing donuts together, James thought to himself. In the car. While going 80 miles per hour.

This was bad. This was worse than bad it was awful. A ticket for reckless driving and a court summons was the baseline scenario and they'd be lucky to only get that. Every other possibility was far more likely and a straight up disaster.

James had told the cop it was a family trip, like it was so normal and banal. Meanwhile his family was covered in sperm and other stuff and stinking of sex. James had a career, and a high profile one at that. He could see the headlines now. Pharma Exec Caught in Incest Orgy. Pharma Phamily Phucker (That was the NY Daily News one). Even if he didn't end up in jail for corrupting his kids, his career was over. His life was over.

James was so lost in the horror of it all, he didn't even notice the officer had returned. The cop was leaning into the window, a strange smile playing across his face. He handed James his cards back. Then he straightened up and looked at the whole family very seriously.

"Pay a little more attention to the road," the officer said, "And enjoy your family vacation."

He clapped the door and strode back to his car. The whole Campbell family eyed each other. In a weekend of unbelievable events, this one was good enough to make the top three.

As soon as the shock wore off, James fired up the engine and raced back onto the highway, praying he could get away before the patrolman changed his mind.

*

Dr. Pulisic pulled up a chair and eyed the family sitting around him. There wasn't enough room in his office for all of them, so they'd agreed to meet in his waiting room. It had been a long day, and while his watch said it was only 8:30pm, it felt more like midnight. His shirt was untucked, his tie hung limply halfway down his chest, and there was a bright yellow stain from an earlier egg sandwich on his lab coat. He looked like hell and felt far worse.

Looking at the Campbells, however, made him feel energized and clean cut in comparison. The fact that they all seemed like legitimately nice people made it even upsetting. Their hair and clothing were askew. They were all wan, like someone had dropped their opacity slider in the Photoshop program of life. Their eyes were hollow. Their bodies thin.

Christine Campbell was an old friend. They'd met in medical school so long ago, Dr. Pulisic swore they'd graduated alongside sentient pterodactyls and woolly mammoths. She'd kept contact with him over the years, mostly over e-mails or when a medical conference crossed over both their fields. He hadn't seen her in person, though, for nearly five years.

He had to admit, through the exhaustion and the heartache was tattooed across her body, Christine looked good. Thinner and more toned than he remembered. Almost too healthy, in the way that suggested a kind of mania he was used to seeing in models and TV personalities. Her family (this was the first time he'd met them) was also magazine attractive. James Campbell with his silver-threaded hair and defined arms. Their children were all quite different, yet equally good looking. The Campbells could be the stars of a new drama on the CW. Although, after everything he'd heard, Dr. Pulisic feared he was more likely to see them on the next FOX reality show.

When Christine had called him -- frantic, weeping -- he hadn't known how to react. She was so emotionally overwrought, yet also completely nebulous about what she needed, he could barely understand a word of it. But the few remaining strands of their friendship and his overwhelming sense of professional responsibility had driven Dr. Pulisic to open his office on a Sunday morning and see the distraught family.

He'd run them through every test he could think of. Even brought in a colleague for full psych evals. He found an amazing amount of evidence to confirm what the family had gradually revealed over the course of the day, except for one thing: answers.

"I do not know for sure what happened," he admitted to the family, breaking the silence in the waiting room. He still had the remnants of a Croatian accent, and even he could hear it coming through as he spoke. It was hard for him to admit that he'd reached an impasse, but at this point all he could offer was a way forward. That would have to be good enough. "Whatever was in your bloodstream that caused this behavior is gone."

"What was it?" James asked.

"I cannot say for certain," Dr. Pulisic replied, running his hand over his bald pate. It was a nervous habit, he knew, but that didn't mean he could stop doing it. "There are some traces, some of your vitals are a bit strange, but nothing that points to a specific culprit. We also tested the medication that Christine provided. There's nothing in there that should be having this effect on you, but this is the risk with taking any medication that hasn't been prescribed by a doctor." Here he glared over at Christine -- she should have known better. To her credit, she seemed suitably chastened.

"So that's it?" Lexi asked, "It's just gone?"

"Well, clearly the effect of the medication is ongoing," Dr. Pulisic said, "Regardless of whether or not the chemical is still in your bloodstreams."

"But there aren't any other consequences," Christine said, "I mean, long term."

"As I said, some of you have some strange blood test results that I have to assume are connected to the medication you took, but nothing that I can confirm with confidence. There's no finding that's consistent across all of you however, and I have no reason to think it's anything harmful. I would ask that you come back to retake the tests and be sure, however."

"Well that's good news, I guess," Austin said.

"In the meantime, however, we have to focus on your current problem which at this point is behavioral. I've spoken to my colleague who interviewed you, Dr. Kim, and we've agreed on a course of action going forward. You need to go back to living your normal lives."

The family all looked around nervously. But, pointedly, not at each other. Dr. Pulisic smiled. "I don't mean right away. This has clearly had in incredible impact on all of you. It's a trauma, like PTSD, and you need to work slowly to make incremental change in your lives. Build yourselves back up again."

To Dr. Pulisic's delight, the family was all nodding along with him. He'd expected an argument, but at this point he was pretty sure if he told them he was going to give them electric shocks they'd agree to that, too. They all seemed so defeated. It made him feel even more depressed than before. He couldn't wait to go home and hug his own family, this reminder of the darker fates this world could provide.

The Campbells were legitimately nice people, successful, who'd found themselves in a nightmare from which they could not escape. What had they done to deserve this? Dr. Pulisic couldn't say. It was easier to talk them through the next steps than consider the implications.

"First of all, I want you all to take it easy on yourselves," Dr. Pulisic continued, "No one here is at fault. You've all undergone a tremendous amount of stress and you should feel proud of yourselves for coping with that, not ashamed. Now, I want you to go home and take it easy. If you need notes from me exempting you from work or school, I will write up whatever you need. Not to worry, I will not disclose what happened -- only that you've undergone something very traumatic and that it's medically necessary for you to stay home for a while."

Again, the whole family nodded. They seemed, if not relieved, then at least less miserable than they were before he'd started talking.

"Start finding small ways to enjoy life again. Go for a walk outside and enjoy the fresh air. Do a chore -- one simple thing like going shopping or doing the dishes -- and let yourself feel a real sense of accomplishment for completing it. Get a good night's sleep every night, eat healthy, and stay away from alcohol or drugs. Does that sound OK?"

"I mean, it all sounds fine," James said, "It always sounds fine. But then I... We get into these situations where everything feels out of control."

"Don't start all at once," Dr. Pulisic said, "Take little steps. Small things you know you can accomplish. Then try something a little bit harder each time. It's like physical therapy, but for your mind. If you have ACL surgery, you don't go out and run a mile the next day. You start slow, with rest and then careful stretching. You start walking, then running. One day you get up and it's like your leg was never injured. So, it will be with you. With this. But only if you take care of each other, respect yourselves and your family, and work to make things better."

There was a long silence. Finally, Molly mumbled, "Thank you, Dr. Pulisic."

"Yes, thank you, Josip," Christine said. The rest of the family said their thanks. They slowly stood and gathered their things.

"I believe in you," Dr. Pulisic said, giving each of them a handshake and a warm pat on the shoulder as they filed out of his office, "You can do this. When I see you next, you'll be well on the way to living your lives the way you were meant to. I promise."

*

It was weird for Austin to return home. They had only been away for a few days, but it felt like a lifetime. So much in their lives had changed, how was the house exactly the same? The furniture, the lighting, the slight scuff of the carpet on his shoes. There was a smell to the place, something that Austin could only associate with home.

Through unspoken agreement, family marched up the stairs from the garage, went past the kitchen, and settled into the living room couches. It was nighttime and the rest of the world seemed dead asleep. No one bothered to turn on the lights.

One by one, each family member took out their individual cell phones and made a call. Austin told his roommates that he'd be staying back at home for a while. They were surprisingly chill with it. They didn't even ask why, just said they'd see him whenever.

Austin called out of work, as well. He overheard his parents doing the same thing. It was weird, the whole family sitting there, each on their own individual cell phone. No one willing to look at the other, all having the same conversation.

"Thank you for your concern ... Yes, I'm fine ... I appreciate your understanding ... Yes, please keep in touch."

Once the calls were finished, the family shuffled off to their individual bedrooms. Austin noticed his father, however, turned down to the finished basement rather than the bed he shared with his wife. There was a fold out couch down there but still -- oof. Then again, Austin couldn't imagine being around anyone at that moment, so maybe it was more protective than punishment.

Austin found his room still decorated as he'd left it after high school: tiny twin bed with a navy, denim bedspread. Russell Wilson poster on the wall. He opened the nightstand drawer and found a stack of unused condoms. He started to laugh, then nearly tipped over to tears. Eventually he changed for bed and lay down, as if sleep was anywhere nearby.

That was where Austin still found himself at 2am: in his childhood bed, a nightstand full of condoms, staring up at the ceiling, still covered in glow-in-the-dark stars from his school's eighth grade trip to the Science Center. Austin usually slept naked, but that night he felt safer in a t-shirt and flannel pj pants. Except the room was also hot as hell and so he lay there, sweating, desperate to take his clothes off.

Austin groaned and got up. He decided he'd jack up the A/C in the house and see if that did anything. As he tiptoed back down the dark hallway, he heard something that sounded like a sob coming from Lexi's room. Without thinking about it first, he knocked on her door.

"Come in." Lexi's voice sounded thin. She was sitting on her bed, wearing a pair of tiny, baby blue shorts and a canary yellow tank top. Her hair was messy, her eyes were red, but she wasn't crying. She had the bedroom lights on, and they seemed particularly bright. Almost like a spotlight.

Austin felt awkward in his old room, but he couldn't imagine how Lexi was dealing with hers. It almost looked like it was for another person which, in some ways, it really was. This was Alexis' bedroom, the girl that Lexi had been before leaving for college. The room was pink and princess-y. There was a Taylor Swift calendar on one wall. A retinue of stuffed animals lined the bed.

"You OK, Lex?" Austin asked.

"Do I look OK, asswipe?" Lexi snapped, then sniffled. "Sorry. I know you're trying to... Sorry."

"It's OK," Austin said. He sat down next to his sister on the bed. Before the trip, before the pills, they'd had an angry, hateful relationship of shouting and shoving. After everything that happened -- and here Austin had a mental image of the two of them wrapped around each other in carnal fervor, practically drowning in a rainstorm while they plumbed each other's depths -- the siblings had found an odd kind of friendship. It helped that Lexi had admitted when she screamed 'fuck you' at her brother it was a desire, not an epithet. Still sometimes the remnants of their old rivalry slipped through.

Austin reached over and took his sister's hand. She squeezed it back. He felt himself grow hard. God, Lexi was so sexy. Her long brown hair and tight body. But no. Austin fought it back. He was here to comfort, not copulate. At least, that's what he kept shouting at his dick. It didn't help that every breath filled his nose with his sister's scent: a heady, sweet vanilla that sent him tumbling.

"At least my ankle's OK," Lexi said, rotating her foot around. "Dr. Pulisic says I just tweaked it. But what about you, Austin? Are you OK?" Austin wasn't used to his older sister caring how he felt. It set him back a bit.

"No," he said, trying to mock his sister's anger from before. But it came out more whiny than rough. The day had been hard. Telling the doctor everything meant also reliving it -- the highs and lows. Austin did feel better after sharing his story. The idea that they had a path forward, had filled him with hope. But that optimism still felt like a very distant glow viewed from the bottom of a deep, dark ocean of misery. "I can't sleep. It's weird enough with everyone around and then being back here in the house. It's just weirder. You know?"

"You're have quite the way with words, brother," Lexi said with a bit of a laugh. Hey! I just used copulate in a sentence earlier! Austin wanted to retort. But he let it go. Instead they both sat quietly and watched the moonlight slowly drift up Lexi's pink wall. Finally, Austin got up the courage to ask what he was really worried about.

"Molly kind of told me what happened at the lake," he said, "I know it's none of my business but, I mean, the doctor did say we should try to talk about things. Seriously, are you OK?"

"Everything that's happened, and this is what everyone's upset about," Lexi shook her head ruefully as she talked, "I'll tell you what I told Dad, Molly, and the doctors: it was consensual. Everything I did with Kim and Cole? They asked me for permission first. And I said 'yes.' To all of it."

"That was the drug," Austin said.

"Was it?" Lexi said, "I honestly don't know if that's true. Can you say, truly, that everything you've done these past few days is 'just the drug'? And not, say, a secret desire that you never had the courage to act on and suddenly did?"

Austin thought about it. He found he couldn't answer his older sister. What he'd done felt out of his control in the moment, but could he say that was the case for every instance? For instance, right then, he was looking down at Lexi's little boob, nipple pushing hard against her tank top. He remembered what it felt like to suckle on that lovely, tiny tit. How it felt as he flooded his sister's cunt with his cum. Was that really the drug?

"Did they take advantage of me?" Lexi said, "Maybe. But I can't say I didn't want them to do it in the moment."

"But if it was under the influence of the chemicals."

"Chemicals that I took, willingly," Lexi said.

"Sure, but if you get drunk at a frat party, that doesn't give some dude the right to fuck you while you're passed out, either."

"I let them do it, Austin. I swear I did. And while it was scary and weird, it was also wonderful. Like with a lot of things that happened this weekend. No one took advantage of me. I wanted it. I swear I did."

Austin looked down at his bare feet. They looked large and strange, like they belonged to a different person. A lot of this felt like it was happening to someone else. It had to, because otherwise he wasn't sure how he was going to live with himself. It wasn't what they'd done -- he knew that guilt would pass over time. Become a little dark spot on a nearly endless horizon. It was what he still wanted to do, desperately. That was what haunted him. Would haunt him forever, probably

"I'm going to try to get some sleep," Lexi said, shoving her younger brother lightly on the shoulder, affectionate but rough. Just the way Lexi likes it, Austin thought, ashamed and aroused that he knew such a thing. He nodded glumly and stood. As he was about to leave the room, Lexi called after him.

"Austin?"

"Yeah?"

"I'll tell you something else. Those two college kids. The ones I was with? They weren't a couple. They were brother and sister." Lexi said it again, slowly for effect, "Brother and sister. Just like us."



Austin didn't remember falling asleep in his tiny bed, but he must have, because at some point the darkness slipped away and he awoke to bright, blinding sunshine.

*

"I think that I'm going to run a quick errand," James announced to the family at breakfast, "Who wants to come along?"

"I'll go, Daddy!" Molly said. Christine, Austin, and Lexi stared down at their phones.

"OK, that's one," James said, trying to keep his sunny disposition, "That's a start."

He'd woken up in the finished basement on the fold-out couch. Christine hadn't sent him there, but he'd felt weird about climbing into bed with her, so he'd made the choice for her. He noticed his wife didn't complain one bit about his decision. Sleeping down there wasn't so uncomfortable overall. The bed was thin, and the room smelled of mold, and it was strangely upsetting to sleep alone after all those years of getting used to a warm body next to him. But it meant he could wake up and watch SportsCenter first thing and that was kind of fun.

Despite all that, James felt strangely energized that morning. So, he'd jumped out of bed, gotten dressed, and set about making breakfast for the family. Their kitchen was massive -- an open floorplan with big silvery appliances and wide granite countertops. However, since both he and Christine worked all the time, they almost never used it. The kitchen was mostly just a very expensive place to store old take-out boxes. But now, with nothing but time on his hands, James resolved to get cooking.

Except, the kitchen was stocked more like a bachelor pad than the five-star restaurant it was trying to ape. There were a few eggs, some suspicious cheese, and not much else. James had enough to make something that at least approximated breakfast, but not much more. And sure, they could order delivery for the rest of their stay. James was fairly certain his family had enough self-control to keep from jumping the poor delivery boy. But still, he needed to keep busy and busy meant cooking and cooking required supplies.

James knew better than to even try to go full supermarket, but a quick jaunt down the road to the Fast Check for some basic necessities seemed safe enough. What could go wrong on a ten-minute errand? Then Molly agreed to go with along him. OK, so a lot could go wrong. A lot a lot.

James looked over at Christine and she finally met his eye. If she joined them, or simply told Molly 'no,' they'd be golden. They'd been together for so long, even if this was a bumpy patch, James knew his wife was smart and understanding. They had what often felt like a psychic connection, reading each other in ways that should have been impossible. There was no doubt in James' mind that his wife would step in at this moment and solve the situation.

"Don't forget to pick up milk," Christine said and went back to staring at her phone.

*

James did his best to keep his eyes on the road, but it was hard with Molly, again, sitting next to him in the passenger seat. He kept flashing back to the last time she'd sat there. What she'd done while he was driving. Fuck, the car even still smelled a bit like sex. James wondered, absently, if they made a little green tree air freshener in that scent.

"Hi Daddy," Molly said, clearly noticing her father's attention.

"Hi Sweetie," James said. He reached over and stroked her head, lovingly. God, she was so gorgeous. Her thick blonde curls and seductive, sunny smile. Molly was wearing a t-shirt and jeans, but it still showed off her body in a way that... Road, road, focusing on the road.

Somehow, they made it to the store intact. James found a basket and Molly ran around grabbing things to fill it with. Her breasts and ass bounced as she went, and James swore the whole store froze to gawp at her as she went. James was one of them: standing and staring at his baby girl until her basket was full.

The Fast Check was not a huge place -- four aisles filled with such healthy items as strawberry frosted Pop Tarts and "everything" flavored Combos, whatever that meant. But they carried some basic staples and that was enough for the moment. James had actually never stopped there before, had only passed it on the drive to work. He was surprised to find it was fairly busy for a sleepy Monday morning. The gas pumps were all full and the store was doing a brisk business. If he'd known there would be so many people, James wasn't sure if he'd have had the courage to go.

In many ways, though, this was a good sign. Here was his first exposure to a store full of strangers and James didn't feel an uncontrollable desire for any of them. Just, well, just his daughter. That was problematic, sure, but still better than what James feared could happen. Molly, ironically, was safe. Strangers were not. And working to overcome a single obstacle, even a giant one, was way easier than trying to clear ten or twenty.

After James paid the kid at the counter, a teenaged boy that Molly seemed to recognize, they loaded up the car and headed for home. James couldn't help but smile to himself as they pulled out of the parking lot. It was over. They'd done it.

Molly reached over and squeezed her Dad's arm. "Can we stop for a second?"

"What's wrong?" James asked, "Do you need to pee?" It was a quick drive -- they were already halfway home. But James remembered before, at the campsite, watching the young blonde girl wet her pants. Was it wrong that that image made him even harder than he already was? "I don't think there's a bathroom anywhere near here. I could go back to the store?"

"No, just... just pull over to the side for a second," Molly said, "I need a little rest." They were in a mostly secluded suburban neighborhood. It was a newer development and so most of the roads were still forested. The kind of place that would hide all sorts of sordid secrets if their lives were a TV show. Considering how things had been going for the Campbell family, that felt almost uncomfortably appropriate.

"Daddy?" Molly asked, a little concern leaking into her voice. She gripped his arm again.

"Hang on," James said. Was Molly car sick after such a short drive? James couldn't imagine, but he implicitly understood that he needed to stop somewhere private. About a mile down, James remembered, there was a side road that would eventually become another row of houses. At the moment, however, it was an unpaved cul-de-sac with trees and not much else. James hurried and turned onto the bumpy road. He pulled to the right side.

"You OK?" he asked his daughter. Molly stared back at him, biting her lip.

"Sorry, Daddy. I couldn't stop myself," Molly said. She reached down and grabbed his dick through his shorts.

James groaned. He started to tell Molly to stop, to at least wait and think about what they were doing, but before the words could come out of his mouth James' cock was out of his shorts and in his baby girl's mouth.

"I just had to," Molly said, though it came out more like 'I ust ad oo.'

"Don't talk with your mouth full, honey," James said.

"Sorry, Daddy," Molly said. Orry Addy.

As if James was actually going to chastise his little girl while she sucked him off.

He leaned back into the seat, closed his eyes, and focused on the sensations of his baby girl's lips and tongue. The wet smacking noises as she milked his cock with her mouth. James slowly dragged his fingers through his daughter's golden curls. He felt her head bob up and down under his palm.

For all her burgeoning oral experience, Molly wasn't getting much better at sucking dick. Her enthusiasm, however, hadn't flagged either, so James was more than happy to just enjoy. Molly's blowjob got faster. More insistent. James felt his balls tighten. Instinctively, he pushed down on the back of Molly's head.

"Mmmffff," the girl grunted. The head of James' cock bounced against the back of his daughter's throat. The pleasure raced up his shaft and exploded into sweet little Molly's mouth. He held her there, not letting her let go even an inch. Molly made a tiny choking sound as her father's cum shot straight down her throat. James swore it was the sexiest sound he'd ever heard.

Gulp. Gulp. Gulp. James held his daughter's head tight over his dick as he pumped his seed. His ecstasy bursting out in thick drabs. Then, slowly, he drifted back and let little Molly raise her head.

She had a long trail of her Daddy's sperm leaking over her chin. She licked her lips and swallowed again, deliberately, so James could see. He reached over for a napkin, but Molly shook her head obstinately and continued to tongue her father's spend off her face. The last bits, she wiped off with her hand and then licked that, like a kitty.

"Better?" he asked.

"Oh yes," Molly said, "Better?"

James laughed. "Yes, sweetie. Thanks."

"Sorry, Daddy. We were driving, and I couldn't stop thinking about the time before and I just..."

"It's OK, honey. Like Dr. Pulisic said, we have to take small steps and not beat ourselves up when we slip back. We did a good job getting to the store. Next time we'll try to make it home."

"You're right, Daddy. Like always. We did do good," Molly said, "But maybe? Can we like, um, not tell Mom? Or anyone? I don't want them to be disappointed."

"Of course, honey. It'll be our secret."

*

Christine was standing in the living room when James got home. She was talking to her brother, Jack, on her cell.

"No, of course, we want to see you guys, too," she said, as her husband lugged two heavy bags into the kitchen. Molly was behind her father. She looked a little off -- her lips were kind of

red? -- but Christine put it out of her mind. She had enough problems without imagining new ones.

"We still have time before the end of the summer," Jack said over the phone. Christine tried to force her focus back on the conversation. Her older brother lived on the other side of the state. He'd gotten married to a girl named Kelly a few years before Christine had married James and had two kids around Lexi and Austin's age. When they got together, both families got along pretty well. Sometimes too well, Christine thought, remembering how she would catch James staring at Kelly's ample chest every now and then.

Still, it was a tradition for one family to drive and visit the other, taking turns each summer. It was the Campbell's turn to host. Only Christine couldn't even think about it in the moment. One family was enough to handle.

"No, you're right Jack. We should... I just. Well, we've been very busy lately. You know, Molly is starting school in the fall and both James and I... No, no I know we've made it work before. OK, just. OK. Let me get back to you."

Christine clicked off the call with a sigh. Her brother could be so insistent sometimes and, even as an almost forty-year-old woman, she still struggled to tell him no. Christine loved her brother with all her heart. When things had been toughest in her life, Jack had always been the one that was there for her. That made this even harder, to push him away. But she knew she had to do it. What was happening to the Campbells was too much, even for her older brother.

"What was that about?" James asked. He was standing in the kitchen, drinking a glass of water. Christine went to get one for herself, though she thought she'd be happier with alcohol. That was a tough thought to swallow. Christine and James never drank. They didn't even have the occasional beer with football. Now here she was thinking of sending her husband out to get some, drinking it all, then getting some more.

"Jack wants to set up the annual visit," Christine said, "It's our turn to host."

"Oh," James said, "I think, well, maybe that isn't a good idea. Considering."

"Yeah, no shit," Christine said, "But I don't think telling him he can't visit cause we're in the middle of a drug-induced incest orgy will solve anything."

"We're working at this, hon," James said, "I know it's hard but we're getting there. Look, Molly and I went to the convenience store and nothing happened."

"Really?" Christine turned and looked at her husband, surprised at how happy it made her to hear it. It was such a silly small thing but, in the moment, it felt amazing.

"Yes," James said, "Nothing happened. Nothing at all. Just drove to the store, got some supplies, and came right home."

Christine cocked an eyebrow but didn't say anything.

"I'm thinking we order pizza tonight," James said, "What do you think? Pizza? Yeah, pizza should be good. Let's get pizza. I'll go ask the kids what they want on it."

*

After three days of staying in the house doing next to nothing, Lexi felt gross. At first, lying around in bed all day was about all she felt like she could do. And, since no one was bothering her to get up except for meals, that's all the tall brunette did. Eventually, though, even Lexi got tired of sleeping all the time, so she'd wandered downstairs to the couch. She was gratified to find her ankle didn't even ache as she walked. At least one part of her was fully healed.

Lexi tried watching TV, but it felt oddly loud, even with the volume down. She'd never noticed how many shows were about sex. Even the ads, sometimes for very non-sexy things, seemed positively horny from this new perspective. On the other hand, books weren't distracting enough. She'd read the same line over and over again while her brain focused on far more entrancing material. She'd settled mostly for lying out on the chaise lounge in the backyard, soaking in the sun and staring at her phone -- reading brain dead articles about Desperate Housewives yelling at cats -- and doing her best to avoid eye contact with anyone.

Lexi kept waiting for her Mom to grab her arm and pull her off the couch. For her father to suggest going on an errand the way he always was with Molly. Heck, why couldn't one of her siblings come save her? It didn't happen. Lexi just sank further and further into the cushions, until she realized the only person who was going to rescue her was herself. Like always.

She remembered the phrase she'd thought of before all this had started: Apex Lexi. Yes. That was what she was aiming for. That's who she would be again. And that meant getting back on the treadmill and grinding her body down to a sharp point. Already, after a break of only a week, Lexi swore she could see the beginnings of a little gut as she stared at herself in the mirror. Sure, it was kind of cute now, but she knew better than to encourage that kind of thinking.

Lexi thought about driving to school to use the gym there. It wasn't that far to go. The thought of being around all those sweaty college kids made her nervous, but she had to move on sometime, right? Then she remembered that they had a gym setup in the basement, in a little room off the man cave where her father had been sleeping. No one had used it in years, but that made it seem even more attractive. A quiet place to build herself up again by beating herself down.

Lexi rolled off the lounger, slid open the glass doors to the kitchen, and went up to her bedroom. She changed into a pair of gray sweat-shorts and a hot pink tank top. She'd usually put on a sports bra before working out, but her tiny titties didn't need the support and she figured she wasn't going anywhere public, so what was the big deal?

After she got dressed, Lexi went down to the kitchen to grab a banana for a pre-workout snack. As she peeled the fruit, she saw her mother sitting on the couch in the nearby living room, reading, looking very serious.

"Where's Dad?" Lexi asked, idly.

"Errands," Christine said, not even looking up from her iPad. She absently twirled her short blonde hair behind her ear.

Lexi assumed that meant Molly was out, as well. This was the third day in a row that they'd gone out together to get supplies. With how often those two ran out, the house should have looked like a mid-sized Costco. Yet there seemed to be less food in the house than when they'd first arrived. Were they eating all that much?

Lexi didn't even bother asking her mother about Austin. The siblings had focused on avoiding each other since that talk the night they got home. Lexi appreciated how kind her younger brother had been in that moment. How concerned. That also made it far harder for her to trust herself around him. It was better this way. Safer. She could avoid her oh-so-fuckable male sibling for the next few weeks. Then she'd be back at school, he'd be back at work, and then... Then she supposed she would just miss him forever.

Lexi forced herself to take a deep breath and clear her mind. She finished the fruit, filled a water bottle, and went downstairs to the basement. As she walked down the steps, savoring the idea of some private workout time, Lexi heard the clangs and bangs of weights echo around her. Well, that answered what Austin was up to.

Lexi skipped around her father's depressing bachelor bedroom, past the washing machine, and turned the corner into the home gym. Her blond brother was in there, all right. Lost in his own world as he did pull-ups, his muscles straining. She stared at him, pumping up and down in a way that was almost hypnotic. Then he glanced back at Lexi and nearly fell off the bar.

"Hey!" he said, then settled, "I mean, um, hey." Austin was wearing a pair of workout shorts and nothing else. His defined pecs and abs glistened with sweat. He was panting, the pull-ups had clearly been part of a much larger workout. Apex Lexi was her goal, but Ultimate Austin was quite a sight to behold. The older sister tried to take interest in the cold, bare concrete floor. "I'm almost done down here if you can wait. Just have to do some squats and then I'm going to hit the shower."

"It's cool, I'm going to use the treadmill if that's OK," Lexi said. She put the water bottle down on a bench and started pushing buttons on the machine. It was a small room, tight, with enough machines for a full workout all crammed into the tiny space. It smelled like must, dust, and old sweat. Kind of in a good way.

Lexi heard a grunt and saw that Austin was doing squats while facing the wall. It looked uncomfortable to work out that way but was probably necessary considering their shared past. Lexi felt a little honored by it, actually. It was nice to know she wasn't the only one who needed to control her perving. The fact that Austin cared enough to at least try to respect her privacy, well that was pretty nice, too.

Lexi turned on the little flat screen over the treadmill and started running. She didn't even pay attention to what was on the screen. Just focused on the movement. The way that feet pushed knees and thighs. How her arms swung tight at her sides. Her little breasts popping up and down with each movement (maybe she should have worn that bra, after all?). She had her brown hair tied up in a ponytail and it swung in time with her run, like a metronome counting her movements.

She heard a loud groan.

"Jeez, sis, what are you trying to do to me?"

Lexi slowed and looked back at Austin, but he was gaping up at the flat screen. It was some teen drama thing, but the characters were making out more like it was Cinemax.

"Whoops! Sorry," Lexi said. She grabbed the remote off the edge of the treadmill and flipped the channel till she found a kids' cartoon show. Talking ducks should be safe enough, she hoped. Austin went back to his weights and Lexi picked up the pace again. The room filled with the hum of the treadmill, the slaps of Lexi's footfalls, and Austin's low grunts as he lifted.

A few days ago, having that scene come up on the TV while she and her brother worked out would have had a far different result. Austin would have made fun of her and she'd have said something smart back and that would have been the end of it. Actually, she would have said something rude and then he would have said something stupid and then they would have argued and fought till someone -- usually Molly -- broke them apart.



Actually, Lexi corrected herself, they wouldn't have even been in the tiny room together in the first place. Austin was living in an apartment on the far side of town and Lexi was at school. They'd never use this little gym, but even if some weird circumstance had occurred and they did, Lexi would have come downstairs, seen Austin in there, and walked away. Well, first she would have yelled an insult at him. Then he'd have cursed her out. Neither of them would have worked out and they'd have both stormed off.

Was this situation really so much worse than that? Where, yes OK, it was risky to be together all sweaty and half naked, but at least they were able to be together? And what was wrong with sweaty and half naked exactly? Lexi was definitely enjoying eyeing Austin and she caught him sneaking glances at her, as well. Was fighting and hating each other so much better than what they'd been doing?

Austin grabbed his sister's arm. She turned and slowed her run. "What's up?"

"I'm done," he said, "I'm going to shower."

A wise-ass retort popped into Lexi's head, but she pushed it back. "OK."

"I wanted you to know," Austin said, "I'll be upstairs in the bathroom across the hall."

"The one with the ivory and emerald tile?"

"The white and green one. Yeah."

"Sounds good," Lexi said, "Thanks for telling me. I'm almost done here."

"Good," Austin said. Lexi turned the speed back up on the treadmill. She heard some clangs as Austin put away his weights. The room went silent except for Huey, Dewey, and Louie. Lexi ran for five more minutes. She counted it down. Then she switched off the treadmill and the TV.

Austin had left a small white towel on the lifting bench. Lexi picked it up and wiped the sweat from her face. It smelled like her younger brother and she breathed it in deep. Then she tossed the towel aside.

Lexi's legs burned the good way as she went back upstairs. Her mother was still sitting on the gray leather couch and staring at her iPad. She didn't even blink as Lexi walked past. Upstairs, Lexi could already hear the hiss of water coming from the bathroom.

She didn't even knock, just pushed the door open. The room was already filled with steam from the heat of Austin's shower. She could see the tan outline of his body behind the frosted glass. His arms were up, hands in his hair like he was shampooing.

Without saying a word, Lexi reached down and pulled off her shoes and socks. She lifted the tank top over her head and stepped out of her shorts and panties, leaving it all in a pile in the middle of the bathroom rug. She slid the glass door open and stepped into the shower.

Austin's arms were around her in a second, surrounding her in warm, loving flesh. As soon as his arms stretched around her body, he pressed his lips hard against hers. They stayed that way, wrapped around each other, till finally Lexi pulled back, gasping. Austin didn't say anything, just appraised his older sister's little body with appreciation, desire, and something that looked a lot like hunger.

Lexi started to speak, but Austin started kissing her again and she found her breath sucked into his lungs. He ran his hands over her breasts, so reverential, and down to her ass. He squeezed and pressed his hardness into his older sister's sex. Austin reached down, never breaking his mouth from hers, and adjusted his cock so it nestled in the crease of Lexi's pussy. His hand brushed tantalizingly at her clit as he did so.

Lexi gasped and stepped back. "Need to pee," she said.

"You should have thought of that before coming in here," Austin said. Lexi grinned wolfishly. She felt the pressure building and so she let it loose, hot and dripping. She didn't need to look; she knew her stream had splashed on Austin's cock when he groaned.

"Fuck that's hot," he said.

"You have any for me?" Lexi asked.

"I went before I got in the shower," Austin said. He looked sheepish as he cleaned his sister's urine off his dick.

"Well you should have thought of that before you got in here," Lexi said. She reached forward and grabbed her brother's cock. She dropped to her knees. Her brother's sex looked so good, she had to have it in her mouth.

Lexi knew she was good at oral. She wasn't sure what it was, because it honestly wasn't her favorite thing to do. She'd met real cocksucker girls in college, women who loved giving guys head, and she wasn't one of those. But with her brother, something about his dick made her want it in her mouth. The way it felt, so big and hot, even the taste of it -- the masculine scent and tang -- she craved it.

Lexi took her little brother's not-so-little cock into her mouth in one big gulp. Licked around it with her tongue and savored it all. The way her brother practically fell over when she sucked him in, maybe that was part of it too. She had so much control, so much power. It looked subservient: her on her knees servicing her little brother. It was anything but.

"God, Lexi you're so good at that," Austin said, "Too good."

"You going to blow in my mouth, little brother?"

"Uhn... yeah... Yes. Oh FUCK Lexi."

Lexi pulled off her brother's dick, still lightly stroking it with her hand as she spoke.

"You worried my tiny mouth can't take your whole, massive load? Oh, that's so sweet, you caring about your big sis like that. But I want it, Austin. Can't you feel it? I need it. Shove it down my throat. Choke me with it. Fill me with your seed till it's dripping down my chin. My chest."

"fffffffffFUCK Lexi," Austin groaned

"Do it," Lexi said, "Come on, brother. Fuck my face. Give it to me." Lexi took her brother to the root and sat back on her haunches, letting her brother batter her. His balls bounced against her chin. She felt his shaft pulse. It grew thicker in her mouth, then burst.

Austin gave a low groan that ramped into a growl and finally a shout. His salty essence splashed against the back of Lexi's throat. She gasped, then gurgled, intentionally letting some of his sperm spill out of her mouth. She gulped the rest, still holding Austin's member on her tongue until she felt it go soft.

Austin stepped back and looked down at his older sister. Lexi read his face -- the mix of love, shock, and shame.

"Did I get it all little brother?" Lexi asked, "My special, tasty treat?"

"There's some still on your chin," Austin said. He was leaning against the shower wall, panting.

"I'm sorry, Austin. I promise your little Lexi will do better next time," Lexi said. Her brother leered. He reached down and lifted her up. He pulled her close and kissed her. Lexi was used to boyfriends not wanted to go near her face after she'd swallowed them, but Austin clearly didn't care about her cock-breath as he put his lips to hers.

"Very bad, Lexi," Austin said as they broke apart, "Now I have nothing left for you." He gestured down at his dick -- once impressive and hard, now a tiny, weak, purple worm. Bro was definitely a grow-er, not a show-er.

"We could put him back in and I could give him mouth-to-mouth," Lexi said, "That always seems to work. Or, you could, you know, return the favor."

"I don't think there's room enough in here for that," Austin said, eyeing the space warily. It was a tub shower with sliding glass doors. Perfect for two standing or one lying down, but not nearly enough space for what Lexi had in mind.

"That's why I have a bedroom," Lexi said. She reached over and switched off the water. She stepped out of the shower. Lexi didn't bother with a towel, just stood there naked on the bathroom rug, dripping in all sort of ways.

Austin leapt and tackled his older sister to the ground. He shoved her legs apart and dove between them without so much as a grunt. Apparently, Lexi didn't need her bedroom after all. Her brother was fine at eating pussy, not amazing, but it didn't matter. She was so worked up, he barely had to breathe on her for her body to respond. Pleasure lanced through Lexi's body like little lightning bolts with every lick. When the lithe brunette finally came, she screamed so loud it echoed off the tile. Her mother, the neighbors -- hell, the entire nation of Mozambique -- had to have heard. She didn't care.

After Lexi came, her clit was too sensitive for anything else. She slowly slid up on the rug, leaning back against the cold tile wall. Austin lay back against the bathroom door, looking blown. Which was an interesting and accurate choice of word, Lexi thought.

"That was..."

"Amazing?" Lexi asked.

"Yes. That."

Lexi saw the look of worry crease her brother's forehead. "So much for making progress," he said.

"We are," Lexi said, "We didn't fuck this time. That's a huge step."

Austin shook his head at his older sister and chortled. "Lexi, you know we can't."

"We can," Lexi said, "We did. Think about it. Three days ago, we would have murdered each other in that exercise room. Instead we did what we needed to and got out some frustration in a way that didn't hurt anyone. Is that such a bad thing?"

"No," Austin said, "But still."

"I know," Lexi said, "I'm horny, not stupid. But if it helps us be closer and we stay in control? Then it's not a problem to me anymore, it's a solution."

Austin nodded thoughtfully. "But we're not telling anyone, right?"

"Of course not," Lexi said. She stood up and grabbed a towel. For all her brother's moralizing, she saw him staring straight at her pussy. She gave him a light rap on the side off the head and walked out of the bathroom. Her legs were weak from running and sex now. Somehow that made Lexi feel even better than before.

*

After dinner, James got up and opened the freezer. "Hmmm," he said, "No ice cream. I'm really craving ice cream."

Molly looked up at her father and smiled, "I could totally go for some cream," she agreed. "Ice cream, I mean."

"Me too," Austin said.

"Tell you what, let me run out and I'll bring back some for all of us," James said.

Molly jumped out of her chair, "I'll come with you, Daddy!" she said, practically clapping her hands with excitement. The young blonde looked back at the table and saw the rest of her family eyeing her oddly. Molly didn't care, she just flounced off after her father.

James' excuses for errands had been getting increasingly thin. First, they were going out for basic things like milk or dishwasher soap. Then it was a trip for all the things he'd forgotten on the first trip. Then he'd gone to get more of what he'd already gotten. One time, he took out a perfectly ripe peach, took one look, threw it in the trash, and declared all the fruit was rotten. It didn't matter -- once a day and sometimes twice, James would concoct an excuse to get in the car and go for a drive with his baby girl.

It was always the same routine, a quick drive (too long would be suspicious) for supplies. A stop at the nearby Fast Check where they inevitably grabbed some things they needed but forgot others. On the way home, they'd pull off on the side road and Molly would suck her Daddy off. Sometimes she'd reach down and diddle her little clitty while she sucked. Once, she came all her own just from sucking him. That was a surprise (and awesome!).

James kept his hand behind her head every time now and it turned Molly on to feel so much under his control. Like he was driving her, directing her, by holding her there. It seemed like his spend was thicker, fuller, each time they stopped for what they had officially named 'a little rest.' Every time, after Molly had gulped down her Daddy's seed, they smiled and congratulated each other for all the progress they were making. Then they drove home with no one the wiser.

In fact, it seemed the sillier James' excuses were, the more the family seemed to ignore the both of them. They'd already gone out once that day (the milk had mysteriously gone bad one day after they'd bought it), so Molly assumed that was it. But now her Daddy was craving ice cream, and -- whaddayaknow? -- Molly could go for a treat, herself.

She practically skipped down the stairs to the garage. Her father was already waiting in the car when she climbed in.

"We'll go back to the convenience store," James said.

All Molly heard was I'm going to suck my Daddy's dick. The errand was incidental.

They drove through the suburbs on the 'innocent' leg of their grand tour. It was still Summer, so even though it was late, the sun was glowing over the horizon. The store was fairly full. Mostly people getting gas, but a few were shopping inside. Molly skipped right to the back of the store and opened the freezer door. She felt her nipples harden with the cold and giggled. That would give Daddy quite the shock when she stepped out.

Molly grabbed a couple of containers without looking closely at the flavors (if they got the wrong ones, they'd have to go out and get more, after all) and sauntered back to the register. The boy behind the counter was someone she knew from school, one of the meatheads who'd never bothered to look her way a few months before. Now he couldn't keep his eyes off her. He stared straight at her chest as she came over, like a horny deer in headlights. Like she was wearing hypnotizing pinwheel pasties. I could probably make him moo like a cow right now, Molly thought to herself and laughed.

Molly wasn't used to seeing herself as a sexual creature. Everything that had happened at the campsite, especially her father's attentions, had changed all that. Where before Molly saw herself as a flabby and plain girl-next-door, she now recognized a blooming, beautiful woman. The way her Daddy looked at her with that constant desire, that's how she saw herself. She glorified in that, in how other men reacted to her. And in the way that her Daddy made her his own. She felt kept, wanted. Fulfilled in a way that she never thought she'd experience.

Molly was used to the way men looked at her mother, at her big sister. And she saw the way that women wanted her father. To be under James' own thrall, to see all these boys be under hers? It was like being a superhero. Molly swore if given the chance, she could fly.

The boy at the counter sure thought she looked super. He miscounted their change twice; he was so busy stammering and staring. Molly grinned at him and licked her lips, enticingly.

"I love a load of ice cream," Molly said. The boy dropped the money on the floor. He nearly cracked his skull on the countertop trying to get it again.

When the father-daughter duo got back in the car, the anticipation of what was to come was now almost overwhelming. James kept looking down at his daughter's erect nipples rather than the road. It made the trip a little frightening, honestly. But it also made it more fun, too.

"Daddy, I think I need a little rest," Molly said, pushing her chest forward.

"Of course, sweetie," James said, slowing the car, "I don't want you to overexert yourself."

"Thanks Daddy."

They glided up to their secret spot. The car jolting on the dirt road felt almost like foreplay to Molly -- the little rumble that presaged the rather big one she was about to receive.

James pulled the SUV to the side of the road and switched off the engine. There was no need to say anything, no preamble required. Molly reached over and grabbed her Dad's dick. She noticed he wasn't even wearing underwear and smiled. Such an anxious, excited Daddy. She was so happy she had the chance to please him.

Molly slid her father's meat into her mouth. She felt his hand rest on the back of her head, not too tight. Just enough to let her know that he was in control. The way they both liked it. Molly felt her father's body respond to her licks and kisses. Her own body started to respond, as well. Her nipples hardened and not from the cold this time. Her pussy dripped warm honey down her thigh.

Molly thought about the first time she'd been with her Daddy. When the pills had taken hold and their need had overridden everything else. She'd never seen a real penis before then. Certainly had never touched one, sucked one, had one in her dripping, wanting snatch. Then her Daddy's dick had filled her for the first time, and it felt like nothing Molly had ever imagined. She'd frigged herself plenty, sure. But this? She'd felt complete -- all the more exciting because before then she hadn't even realized something was missing. Now she felt empty without him, like a vital part of her vagina was missing.

Molly pushed back slightly against the hand on the back of her head. She lifted off her father's cock and sat back on her heels, smiling at him. Her face sticky with saliva. James watched his daughter warily, like he wasn't sure what she would do. Molly grinned and lifted up her shirt. Her Daddy wasn't the only one who'd skipped wearing underwear, and Molly's massive mounds shook free.

To her delight, James' jaw dropped as his little girls' immense breasts were exposed to him in the car. Molly reached down and unsnapped her jean shorts, showing her Daddy her sodden patch of blonde pubic hair. Look Dad, no panties! Molly pulled her jeans over her ample hips and now sat there, perched completely naked on the leather passenger seat of the family car.

James stared back at his daughter, mouth agape, taken in by his daughter's incredible body. Molly reached over to grab his dick -- he felt even larger than usual. James' cock was the first, the only, that Molly had ever had, yet she still instinctively knew that it was big. The way it felt in her hand, her mouth, her pussy. Molly loved every inch of it.

James leaned back, waiting for his daughter to lower her mouth once again, but instead she started steering him to a different, hotter hole. Molly held her Daddy's dick in place and slowly began to climb over him. She rested her breast by her father's mouth and aimed his cock -- the babymaker that had made her -- right at her pussy.

"Molly!" James shouted, "Baby, we can't..."

Molly fell back in the passenger seat like she'd been shot. Her eyes wide and scared.

"Molly, sweetie," James said. He reached over to stroke his daughter's hair, but she flinched away. "You know I want to. More than anything. God, you're so hot."

"Daddy, please," Molly said, "It's not... My little pussy needs you so bad."

"I know, baby. I want you, too. But we're supposed to be trying to get better, right?"

Molly looked at her father dubiously. Yes, of course they were. But at the same time, then, what were all these 'little rests' about? So, it was OK for her to suck her Dad off, swallow his cum, but not for her to have any pleasure?"

"Of course not, baby. You just never asked," James said, "I'd be happy to rub your little nubbin for you, OK? We just can't, y'know, do that. The other thing. You know why. Even beyond trying to get better, it's not safe. You're totally unprotected. Do you really want to get knocked up with your Daddy's baby?"

Yes! Molly wanted to scream. But she knew it was her biological urges overcoming her rational mind. An incest baby would be really really bad. No matter how badly she found herself wanting one. "No," Molly said quietly, "But can't we put me on the pill?"

"Wouldn't that be like admitting that we're not going to change?" James asked, sternly.

"I guess," Molly said, though she wasn't sure. "Wait, what if we did anal, instead? Then I could have my Daddy inside me, but we couldn't get me pregnant!"

"Honey, I..." James faltered, "I can see that we've taken this way too far. I'm sorry. I know it's my fault. We're trying to get better and already we're spiraling out of control."

Molly sat there feeling very naked in that car. She hugged her arms to her chest and felt her big breasts press back. Her girl juice ran cold on her thigh.



"Oh sweetie, it's hard for me, too," James said, "I mean, to stop in the middle like this is very painful for Daddy." James pointed down at this cock, still hard and throbbing under the steering wheel. "But we have to do what's best for both of us, right? Like the doctor said: little steps."

Molly sighed and sat up. She started to reach for her jeans. Her father reached down to his fly. Molly felt sad, watching that perfect penis be put away. And despite the emotion of everything, the disappointment, she couldn't help but also feel the echoes of that driving need in her pussy. She was going to have rub one out, hard, when they got back to the house.

"Daddy, wait," Molly said. James froze mid-zip. "When you get home, what are you going to do?"

"I don't understand what you mean, honey," James said, looking legitimately bewildered.

"Well, like you said, it's painful to stop halfway. So, you're not going to go home, eat ice cream, and go to sleep, right? You'll go downstairs to your bed, maybe take out some 'reading material' and... you know? Right?"

"Molly, I don't think that's an appropriate thing for you to ask me about."

"I'm going to do it, too, Dad. Of course I am, after all this? I might not even make it to dessert. We're going to park the car and I'm going to run straight up to my room, throw off my shorts and jam my little pussy till she screams."

"Molly..."

"And I'll probably look at porn when I do it. Just to feel like, in the moment or whatever. Won't you?"

James sat there silently.

"Come on Dad, I know you will. Tell me you're not going to stroke that awesome, amazing cock when you get home. After everything we've done together you can admit that, right? Hell, I told you I'm going to jilly myself silly, can't you tell me you're going to jack it till you jizz?"

"Yes," James said, looking away from his daughter. Her vocabulary was definitely getting interesting lately. Molly wondered if there was such a thing as a Dirty Word of the Day calendar.

"After everything we did and then stopped -- and I get why we have to stop, OK -- you'd have to do it, right?" Molly beamed at her father proudly. She'd gotten so into her speech, she'd forgotten all about being shy and was now waving her arms back and forth as she spoke. Her breasts swung in time with her gestures and her father followed every jiggle. Hypnotism -- don't let anyone tell you it's not real.

"OK, I admit it. I'm going to go home and... And do that. Are you happy now?" James asked, not unkindly.

"And when you do it, you'll look at porn, right?"

"I mean, I don't know. Probably."

"What will you watch?" Molly asked. Her father stared back at her blankly. "For myself, I mean, I used to look at all kinds of stuff. But lately it's all Daddy-Daughter videos. I know most of it's fake but sometimes, I mean... There's one that's like twenty seconds long of a girl crying out 'Daddy' while he fucks her and I practically, like, explode without even touching myself."

"Honey, are you sure you should be..."

"Dr. Pulisic told me it was OK to have fantasies. Natural. If anything, he said it would be good to help with the healing process," Molly said. Dr. Pulisic had said nothing of the sort, but she could imagine he might have said it, had the thought occurred to him. "So, what will you look at?"

"You," James croaked out, "I mean, I look for girls who kind of look like you. I'm sorry Molly, I know it's awful but..."

"No, it's awesome!" Molly said, "That's exactly the same thing, right? It's OK to fantasize. I love that you look for girls like me, it means I turn you on."

"Yes, baby, but..."

"So, you're going to go home and stroke yourself and imagine being with me. And I'm going to go home and flick my bean while I fantasize about you. So, what's wrong with doing it right here, instead. In front of each other."

James stared at his daughter with a combination of awe and apprehension. Like she'd explained a complicated thesis that proved, indisputably, that the world would end next Tuesday. On the one hand he looked proud, and on the other totally horrified.

"I don't see how that solves anything, sweetie," James said.

"Of course it does," Molly said, "We're doing the same thing we were going to do at home, but together. We won't touch, it's only masturbating."

"Masturbating together," James said. Molly nodded excitedly like a girl about to get a gift pony.

"Here, I'll start," Molly said. She sat back in the leather passenger seat. It felt cold and sticky against her bare bottom. She spread her thick, pink thighs, reached down through her golden pubes, and found her seeping snatch.

Molly's pussy was a bit dry from all the lack of attention, but it perked right back up as she teased at her pouty lips. She dipped her fingers into her opening for a bit of lubrication. Then she dragged her juices around her slit and slowly began to rub at her little clitty.

Molly looked over and saw her father had fished his cock back out of his pants. He was staring at her coral-colored slit and slowly stroking up and down. Watching her Daddy do that, Molly felt herself full-on gush. She went from slow playing to straight up speed metal in seconds, her fingers racing over her hot button. Her butt arched upwards.

Molly looked back at her Dad's fist as it flew up and down his shaft. His eyes still locked on his baby daughter's body as they both raced closer to cumming. Molly needed something hard in her slot, so she jammed two fingers into her tight twat. She kept pumping in and out, now stroking her clit so hard she was afraid she might rub it right off.

"H... honey," James said. His voice thin and weak. "I'm... Daddy's getting close, baby. Are you getting close baby girl?"

"Y... yeah Dad."

"You look so sexy, rubbing yourself like that."

"You do too," Molly said, "I love seeing you work your cock. Makes me... makes me wish it was me."

"I know, baby. Me too."

"Oh Daddy, look at your baby girl," Molly said, "W... watch. Watch your daughter CUM for you." Molly's whole body shuddered. She felt her chest and face grow hot. She stilled her hand in her snatch as it squeezed down on her fingers and the pleasure burst out of her.

"Daaaaaddddy!" Molly screamed.

A stream of white shot out of James' cock and he groaned. His eyes still locked on his daughter's shaking body. Watching her father cum sent yet another wave of pleasure through her. Every muscle tightened, her eyes squeezed shut, as ecstasy wracked her body.

Finally, the pleasure subsided, leaving nothing but a warm sense of contentment. Molly opened her eyes. She was plastered against the passenger seat of the car. Her father was looking over her, his eyes loving.

"That was awesome," Molly said. "Thank you for doing that with me, Daddy."

"Of course, sweetie," James said. He pulled a tissue out of the glove compartment and wiped himself clean. A bit of his spooge was hanging off the steering wheel and he did his best to clean it off. He gave Molly a tissue, too, but she just pulled up her jeans and slipped into her shirt again. The whole car smelled like her pussy, Molly noticed, and it made her strangely proud. Like marking her territory.

James started the car again and they began driving home.

"I guess that's it for errands and little rests, then," Molly said. It was fine. Her father was right, they had to at least try to move forward. And while it hurt the young blonde to have to let go, she knew it was the right decision going forward.

"I don't see why that would be the case. You know, considering the circumstances," James said, winking at his youngest daughter. "Like you said, it's just a natural part of the healing process."

The ice cream was completely melted by the time they got home.

*

Austin was sitting at the kitchen table when his mother announced that she wanted to go shopping. He looked up from his bowl of Lucky Charms (he'd been regressing particularly hard lately, but it seemed to help) in surprise. Shopping? All James and Molly ever did was shopping. What could Christine possibly need at this point?

"For all the 'shopping' your father has been doing we're still out of a lot," Christine said, standing by the kitchen counter, hands on her hips. "You can't get everything at the convenience store, you know." Then she got a little quieter, like sharing a secret. "Besides, I'm going completely stir crazy here."

James was on a work call in his home office and Molly was still sleeping in her bedroom, so it was just Austin, Lexi, and Christine in the kitchen that morning. Austin looked over to see what his older sister would say.

Lexi was eating a far healthier meal than he was: a protein bar and some fruit. The tall brunette was dressed like she was ready for another session in the gym. That seemed like all she ever did anymore. Of course, considering how some of those workouts ended, Austin could hardly complain.

In fact, Austin was finding very little to argue about, at all. He knew he should be getting serious -- trying not to end up in sexual situations with his sister. But failurewas turning out to be way more fun than success. The fact that he'd managed to keep things sibling-only so far should have been gratifying, but instead Austin only wondered if an errand with his mother might mean something else. Another excuse to be disappointed in himself in only the best of ways.

This is always the way with me, Austin thought to himself. It's how I've been my whole life. He knew what he should be doing: working extra hours, saving his meager earnings, throwing himself into his future career. But whenever something more fun came up (usually drinking or playing videogames, sure, but he had other pursuits like hanging out with his friends and trying to meet girls, too) he threw all that other stuff aside. It was an ongoing concern in his life: Austin spent a lot of time trying to be focused and ending up just having fun. I'll stop enjoying myself tomorrow was a tough promise to keep.

Austin doubted that was what his mother was offering, in any case. She was clearly in control, unlike her two older children. He and Lexi were the screw-ups, Christine just needed to go to the store. Imagining the two of them making out in the car on the way there was merely Austin's puerile imagination taking hold of him again. But that didn't keep him from thinking that maybe it might be worth going along. Just in case his mother was offering him an opportunity more exciting than pushing the cart and carrying grocery bags.

"So, who's with me?" Christine asked.

Lexi looked down at her plate. "I think I'm going to stay and work out," she said. She emphasized the words 'work out' while she looked over at her younger brother. She was clearly giving him a cue, but Austin's sunshine mind was focused elsewhere and he lost it in the glare.

"I'd be happy to go with you, Mom!" Austin said and leapt up from his seat. Lexi sighed loudly. "Come on, Lex, we need to help out."

"It's OK," Christine said, "Lexi you should definitely stick to exercising. You seem like you need it. Not that you're... I mean, you seem to be happier when you... Anyway, as long as I have my strapping, strong son to protect me I'm sure I'll be fine at the big, bad supermarket."

*

Austin went up to his bedroom and pulled on jeans and a t-shirt. He hadn't been wearing much in the way of clothes lately, just lazing around the house in shorts and nothing else had gotten to be quite comfortable. It felt strange to do normal things like wear shoes and check his hair in the mirror. Maybe Christine was right about needing to get out of the house more.

The blond boy went down to the garage and started to climb into the family SUV.

"Actually, let's take your car," Christine said as she came into the garage. She eyed the larger vehicle suspiciously. They had made some interesting memories in that thing and Austin supposed it made sense to change things up.

Austin went and got his keys, then opened his beat up Civic. It was just as he'd left it the week before -- the seats were ripped to hell, it was filled with trash (mostly empty bottles and cans, but also chip wrappers and McDonald's bags), and smelled like old bananas. Austin ran into the house and got a trash bag. He quickly filled it, then tossed it aside and gestured for his Mom to get in. Christine looked at her seat like she was checking it for signs of gangrene, but she climbed in.

"So, how are you doing, honey?" Christine asked, looking over at her son lovingly as Austin pulled out of the driveway.

"What do you mean?" Austin asked. His mother gave him the stink eye. "Right, well. Haven't had any sex, if that's what you mean. Nope. None at all."

"Well that's good," Christine said. "How have you been dealing with, you know, the urges?"

"Urges?" Austin said. He didn't know how to answer that one. The first was easy, he'd just flat out lied. After the first time in the shower with Lexi, they'd ended up all over each other two more times -- both in the little gym. It wasn't sex sex, Austin supposed. They'd only done oral stuff. So, he was telling a sort of truth, he supposed. It sure didn't feel like he was being honest, though.

As for his impulses, well, that was another question entirely. Desiring his older sister when she was half naked and bathed in sweat didn't seem like an urge as much as a natural reaction. Was he walking around thinking about fucking everything that moved? He was not. In fact, both Lexi and he had agreed that they were making great progress, what with the lack of intercourse and all.

Austin glanced over at his mother. The rest of the family, after everything they'd been through, they looked strained, stretched. Austin could even see it in himself when he looked in the mirror. Something about his face seemed stretched. But Christine was... Amazing. Oh sure, he could see it in places. Her hair had gotten a bit longer than she liked it and she'd put on a pound or two probably. But that just made her look better.

God, his Mom was incredible. Lexi was attractive, absolutely, but next to their mother? Christine's amazing, muscular body. Her tight little ass and tiny breasts -- she was Austin's dream woman; he couldn't deny that.

"Honey, the stop sign," Christine said. Austin slammed on the brakes. Fortunately, no one was around. They both took deep breaths, nodding at each other to confirm they were both OK.

"Yeah, I might still be struggling with the urges," Austin said. Christine smiled and patted his thigh, perhaps a little higher than was appropriate.

"Me too, baby," Christine said, "Me too."

Austin accelerated again. Christine stopped asking him questions, probably as a concession to keeping herself alive. Austin stared forward at the road, angry at himself. He bet his Dad and Molly never lost control like that while they were out on their errands.

When they got to the supermarket, Austin pulled into the parking lot and looked for a space. It wasn't easy -- it was a Saturday morning and the place was absolutely packed. Half the county had to be at this supermarket. Finally, Austin parked off in the hinterlands. They were so far back they were practically parked on the highway. The rest of the spaces around them were empty.

Austin and Christine took the long hike back to the store. As they went, the blonde mother grabbed her son's arm and squeezed him close.

"I'm proud of you," Christine said, "You're looking really good."

"Thanks, Mom," Austin said. They settled into the domestic routine. Austin found a cart, Christine found her shopping list, and they started making their way through the store, aisle-by-aisle. Christine kept her son with her arm-in-arm, like they were an old, odd couple.

Every few feet, Austin flinched. He kept seeing people he thought he recognized. It wasn't that he was embarrassed to be seen with his Mom, far from it, but more the fear of what might happen if he had to talk to someone he knew. A person from work might ask where he'd been. Someone from school might start a whole conversation. Austin didn't think he was about to rip off his clothes in the middle of the store, but then there were a lot of things that had happened already that he would have said were impossible before the lake.

Austin made himself take a deep breath. They were surrounded by strangers. Even if someone he knew did come by, he could handle saying 'hi.' Of course he could. And once Austin calmed down, he noticed something far more interesting: the number of men in the store that were noticing his Mom.

Now, instead of nervous, Austin felt proud. Here he was, the hottest woman in the goddamned universe on his arm, and everybody knew it. He straightened up a little more. When they went to the cereal aisle, he eschewed the Lucky Charms and picked out something with a ton of fiber and no sugar. Christine nodded at him appreciatively, then gave his bicep a squeeze.

"Mom, you OK?" Austin asked.

"Yes. Fine," Christine said, "Just appreciating your muscle tone. You've done an excellent job on yourself."

"Thanks, Mom," Austin said. He blushed. His mother's grip on his arm got even tighter.

"Lot of people here today," she mumbled.

Mother and son quickly finished up shopping. They paid for everything, then stepped outside the market. At some point while they were inside, it had started to rain. Now it was pouring. They stared out at the parking lot, lost. Thunder crashed in the distance.

"I'll go get my car," Austin said, "No need for us both to get soaked."

"You think I can't handle a little wet?" Christine asked with a smirk. "Race you!" she shouted and took off. Austin could barely see his mother through the sheets of water. He leaned into the cart, shoved it forward, and careened after her.

The rain was even worse than it looked. Deep puddles were scattered across the lot like minefields. By the time Austin splashed his way to the Civic, he was soaked through. He found his mother standing by the car, laughing. Austin started to laugh, too. This was so silly.

He opened the trunk and together they loaded the groceries into the car. Then they dashed around and fell into the front seat. The both of them still in peals, drenched.

"Oh honey, you're soaked," Christine said. She stroked her son's cheek, lovingly.

"I could say the same about you," Austin said. They both looked at each other. Austin couldn't help but notice the way his mother's shirt was plastered, practically transparent, to her perfect, perky breasts. His mother seemed to be eyeing him the same way. They were both panting.

Then they were both kissing.

"We need to get out of these wet clothes," Christine gasped between kisses. She reached down and pulled Austin's shirt over his head. The blonde mother climbed past him, over the armrest, and into the backseat. Austin followed after her, leaving his sopping jeans and underwear behind him.

"Me too." Christine said. She pressed her lips to Austin's and started kissing him again, "I'm way too wet." She stripped herself down, taking breaks only to keep kissing her son. It was awkward, they were both too large to do this in the backseat comfortably. For a moment, Austin glanced up at the windows, like he could see anything through the fogged windows and the heavy rain. They were parked there, in a very public place. And now they were both very, very naked.

Mother and son looked at each other in wonder. Kissed each other like lovers. Christine leaned back and spread her legs. Austin took himself into his hands. Neither said anything. They'd already agreed. Austin slid into his mother's warm pussy, the very place from which he'd once sprung, and they both sighed. It sounded more like relief than anything else.



Christine ran her hands through her son's hair. She rubbed his arms. Wrapped her legs around his backside. Mother and son weren't really fucking, there wasn't enough room for that. They certainly weren't making love, though they both felt profound affection for each other in that moment. They were rutting. Humping like animals in heat. The whole car rocked back and forth with every thrust. Their grunts and whines ricocheted through the tiny cabin. The car stank of sopping pussy and meaty dick.

"I. Love. This. Cock!" Christine cried, punctuating each of her son's pushes. Driving himself deeper and deeper into his own mother. "I. Love. My. Son!"

Austin wanted to take in everything about his mother's body. Everything was so close he could only focus on the way her pussy wrapped around his dick. Her arms and legs squeezed him in. He couldn't even thrust, just rock and shake. It was more than enough.

Austin felt his own explosion coming far too soon. Why couldn't he last forever? He'd give up the heightened pleasure, the extreme ecstasy, if he could keep doing this and never stop. But that option wasn't on offer. And Austin could feel the end coming far too fast.

"Oh, Mom. Mommy. I'm getting so close. Can I...? God, I want to cum in you so bad," Austin said.

"You'd damn well better," Christine said with a play growl. "Just let Mommy get there first, baby, OK?"

Austin slowed his strokes.

"Slowing down's not... not gonna get me there any quicker," Christine said.

"Going faster isn't going to fix anything either," Austin said. He quickly pulled out of his mother. His cock twitched violently but it didn't blow. The blond son looked down at his mother's pussy. Her legs spread lewdly open. Her labia puffy and gaping too. She couldn't have been more on display if she was the world's dirtiest taxidermy.

Austin grinned and dove into his mother's box, licking her for all she was worth. It really was a day of trying new things. Christine's pussy tasted so much like sex, it made Austin's cock ache. Musky and sweet all in one. Austin suckled at her pussy like feeding at her teat. He lapped up her juices, then latched onto her clit.

"Oh FUCK!" Christine screamed. That solved the problem right quick. Austin kept battering his mother's clitoris with his tongue while she writhed under him. He watched his mother's eyes widen. Her lips pursed. The orgasm fluttered through her; he could see it. God it was so sexy. Her body twitched like she was attached to an electric current. Finally, she pushed her son's head back.

"Austin I... Oh God, Austin I need..." Christin was rambling. Austin grabbed his dick and rammed it into his mother's snatch. "Oh, FUCK YES!" the blonde woman cried out as her son once again filled her womb. The place he'd come from, the place he longed to be once again. His mother's pussy was perfect for him.

The entry alone was almost enough to put Austin over the top. His mother's sex was squeezing tight, even more than before. Austin got his whole cock buried in his mother's snatch just as his orgasm overtook him.

Christine gasped. The sensation of her son's dick was enough to push her right over the edge again. The pleasure overtook her so fully, she didn't even notice that her son was inseminating her. Seeding the source of his own life. The blonde mother gasped for air and clawed at Austin's back as the pleasure seemed to almost drown her.

Austin's own orgasm was tight, almost burning. Rope after rope buried in his mother, the blond boy held onto her tight, unable to think or move. Just reveling in the pleasure that his mother's pussy had given him. The aching heat spread through his chest and his arms. Engulfed him till he lost all sense of where he was.

Austin came back to consciousness. He felt very sticky. He carefully lifted off his mother, the last of his spend dripped onto the backseat of the car. Christine sat up and hugged her son, unable to end the contact. She kissed his cheeks, his forehead, his lips. Finally, they both went still.

Christine let go off her son and leaned back against the door. The two of them lay there, naked, looking at each other in wonder. Panting and covered in sweat and other substances.

"Whew! Well that was something," Christine said.

"Sorry Mom," Austin said.

"Stop being sorry! You just gave me the best fucking of my... Well, you showed your old mother a very nice time, how about we say that."

Mother and son both giggled. Christine moved back into the front seat. Austin admired her most private parts as she climbed back over.

"What do you know? My clothes are a little drier," Christine said. Austin went back to the driver's seat. His outfit was still soaking, but he didn't have a choice. When he was finished getting dressed, his mother grabbed his hand and squeezed it.

"Look, Austin."

"I know. We need more control," Austin said.

"No, what you just did. What we did? It was amazing. Wonderfully, incredibly amazing," Christine smiled at him warmly, "I'm not mad or sad or regretful or any of that."

"You're saying we can keep doing this?" Austin asked. He couldn't hide the desire in his voice.

"No. I mean, it would be great but... No. But we also have to set realistic goals for ourselves. This was going to happen. It had to. We're not going to be able to just stop like that. We never were. I want you to know that this is OK. I'm still proud of you. You're doing an amazing job. This is just... It's hard. And I love you very much."

"I love you too, Mom," Austin said. Christine leaned over and gave her son a chaste kiss on the cheek. Austin turned on the car. The rain had slowed. He looked around, suspiciously. If anyone had seen them, noticed the car rocking back and forth suggestively in the supermarket parking lot, they hadn't stayed to see. Austin breathed a sigh of relief. As great as this was, he couldn't think about what getting caught would mean.

Mother and son drove home in silence. Both seemed to be catching their breath. The heat blared down any sounds, but it didn't help with Austin's soaking clothes. When they pulled into the garage, Christine stopped him one last time.

"I meant what I said before. This is nothing to be ashamed of. I'm glad it happened because it means we can start moving on. But maybe... Maybe we keep it to ourselves? I don't see how telling anyone is going to help."

"Of course, Mom," Austin said with a smile. They unpacked the groceries and brought them upstairs, both grinning like idiots.

*

James got off the conference call and leaned back in his desk chair. His home office was well appointed with a large dark desk, a leather executive chair, and thick pile carpet. It smelled of wood stain and old money. He hated everything about it.

It was really Christine's room. She had picked out the furniture. It had her diplomas up on the wall. Her job as an ophthalmologist was more likely to require working at home, so that's how they'd set it up. It made sense, it just didn't make James feel any more comfortable in there. He felt like an intruder in someone else's world.

James was trying to get back involved with work, but it was a struggle. After everything that had happened, it was hard to care that sales were 1% below estimate or that their new biologic therapy was going to need another round of clinical trials. It all seemed so trivial in comparison.

Also, people kept asking when he was coming back. James didn't have a good response to that. He knew he must sound perfectly fine over the phone. Everyone had to be gossiping about what was going on. But much as James wanted to simply start work the next day, he didn't think he was truly ready. Sure, things had been mostly normal. He'd even slowed down with Molly. Yes, their 'little rests' were still a regular occurrence. But they weren't even touching each other anymore. That had to mean something right? And the rest of the family seemed to be doing even better than that. Austin, Lexi, and Christine appeared to be completely chaste. His wife had even insisted he come back to bed the night before. James wasn't going to miss that fold out couch in the basement, that was for sure.

Yet thinking about walking into the office that first day filled him with fear. He imagined hiding in his office -- door locked, under the desk. What was wrong with him? He knew he wasn't supposed to be beating himself up for his feelings, but James couldn't stop. He'd always held himself to a higher standard and now that felt so far out of reach.

James got up and decided to walk around the house. Hopefully clear his thoughts. He knew Christine and Austin were out shopping. No 'little rests' for them, James thought ruefully. He knew that mother and son were on their best behavior. Going to the supermarket was probably the final step in both of their recoveries.

When he got down to the kitchen, he heard Lexi in the basement gym, working out again. Lexi had probably had it the hardest, James reflected, what with what had happened to her down at the lake. Yet here she was: back to her exercise routine, taking care of herself, not doing anything even remotely inappropriate with anyone. She wasn't leaving the house yet, but James figured that was only a matter of time.

James knew he should be proud of his oldest daughter, of his family. Instead they made him envious. Depressed. What was wrong with him that he couldn't get better and they all could?

As James loped back up the stairs, he heard music leaking out of his youngest daughter's door. Feeling lonely, he decided to see how Molly was doing. Father and daughter had been going through this together, in many ways. Maybe she could help him understand why normal still felt so far away. He knocked on the door and Molly called for him to come in.

James opened the door to his baby girl's bedroom. She'd decorated it in yellows and greens, very spring-like. Unlike Alexis' old room, it wasn't particularly girly. Molly's room was feminine, certainly, but it was clearly a place for a more studious kind of girl. Every wall was lined with books, even the ones that didn't have bookshelves. Besides the highlights of pink, Molly's room was mostly gender neutral. It was pretty messy, however, with clothes strewn all over the floor. The queen-sized bed was barely made.

Despite that, Molly was lying on her stomach on top of the sheets. She was wearing a very skimpy light blue top and a pair of shorts that barely covered her bottom. On a normal girl, the outfit would have been revealing. On Molly? With her voluptuous body? It was beyond obscene.

James stared at his daughter, blankly. Molly glanced up at him and smirked. That same sexy look that made him want to throw her down on the bed and...

James was aroused -- how could he not be with the scene in front of him -- but for the first time, he felt something more. Everyone was feeling better. He was still the same. His life was collapsing around him and he couldn't delay the destruction. And in that moment, looking down at his half-naked daughter lying on the bed, he realized he was angry. Angry at himself, angry at the world. Angry at Molly.

"Molly Jane Campbell what in the hell do you think you're doing?!" James shouted. Molly flinched so hard, she almost fell right off the bed. James seethed. Here he was, trying his best to be the best person he could, and his daughter was lying around in her underwear with her massive tits hanging out for the whole world to see. Her pert ass was practically plastered across his vision. Maybe if Molly wasn't always acting like such a tease, he'd be able to control himself.

"Daddy?" Molly asked, her voice small. "I'm just reading?"

"You're acting like a slut is what you're doing," James said. Molly gasped when he said that word. Slut. "Look at that outfit. Are you out of your mind?"

"I was alone here in my room," Molly said, "I didn't see the big deal." She wasn't really arguing, just rambling along while her father continued to yell.

"The big deal?" James asked. He waved his arms madly as he spoke. He felt the heat of it all in his chest. "The big deal is that our whole family is working very hard to try to take back control of our lives. And you're flouncing around in that outfit, flaunting your assets. How am I... How is anyone expected to get better when you're wearing things like that?"

Molly was shaking. Her lower lip trembled. Her eyes were wet. She looked legitimately terrified and ashamed.

"Don't just lie there, get changed!" James shouted.

"Yes Daddy," Molly said. She jumped off the bed like it was a hot frying pan. She was so discombobulated, the poor girl started to strip down to nothing right in front of her father.

"Molly!?" James yelled. His daughter was down to her bra and panties, a matching orangey-pink set. She froze, stared down at herself, then at her father.

"I'm sorry, Daddy," Molly said. She stood there, covering her parts with her hands. She looked ready to cry. "I really am. I wasn't thinking about... About anything. God, I'm so stupid. I'll get changed right now."

"No," James said.

"No?"

"No. Sorry isn't good enough," James said, "You need to think about what you're doing. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Daddy."

"I think some kind of punishment is in order," James said. Molly nodded her head. She stared down at the ground. Face bright red. Even through his anger, James couldn't help but stare at her. Her breasts were practically popping out of that bra. And her ample hips and ass were far too much for those little, lacy panties. She was a sex goddess -- the actual embodiment of illicit desire trapped in a young girl's mortal body. Fucking hell. James felt himself getting hard. His cock snaked down his pant leg and threatened to burst right through. He tried to ignore it. Hoped Molly couldn't see. "You're already trapped in the house, so I don't see the point in grounding you. What do you think your punishment should be?"

"I don't know," Molly said, she was on the edge of sobbing, "It needs to be something I remember. That will teach me not to tease you."

"Yes, I agree," James said, "I'm sorry, baby, but I only see one solution."

"Yes, Daddy," Molly squeaked, "Whatever you say."

"Lie face down on the bed," James said, "I'm going to give you a spanking."

A little smile jumped on to Molly's face, but she quickly swallowed it. "It might be better if... I mean, it might be easier for you if I lie over your lap," she said, "For my punishment."

"Yes, good idea," James said, "Thank you for being so understanding, Molly."

"No, you're right Daddy. I need to learn," Molly said.

James reached behind him and locked Molly's door. He sat down on the edge of his baby girl's bed. He patted his legs, gently. Molly nodded, then scampered over to him. She flopped over his legs. James didn't believe in physical punishment. He'd never hit Molly when she was younger.

Yet here he was.

He ran his eyes over his youngest daughter's pink, buxom body. James felt his anger drain out of him. Looking at Molly like this, he had only one emotion left.

"I'm sorry, baby, but I'm going to have to remove your panties," James said, "To administer the punishment."

"Yes, Daddy," Molly said, her voice muffled by the bed. James slowly slid the lacy, peach-y underwear down his daughter's legs. Revealed her perfect, heart-shaped bottom tantalizingly slowly. Then past her ass, and over the heat of his daughter's sex. It was radiating heat like a little sun. Moving further, he glorified in her soft thighs and warm skin. Finally, he pulled the lacy cloth over Molly's cute little feet and let it fall to the ground.

James cock, already hard, went to steel. Molly wriggled on his lap, her stomach rubbing against her father's aching erection. James gave her a warning.

"Sorry, Daddy. I'm just..." Molly seemed to search for the right word, then settled on, "Nervous."

"I understand, baby," James said, "But this is necessary."

"Yes, Daddy," Molly said. She couldn't keep the thrum out of her voice. "So necessary."

Whatever James had been angry about was lost to him. His daughter's naked bottom was like a mind wipe. He probably couldn't remember his own name, if asked. At this point, he figured he'd give Molly a few light slaps and escape before things got further out of control than they already were.

But when James reared back, he forgot entirely about his intention to be gentle.

SLAP!

"Oh ffffffFUCK!" Molly cried, "Daddy?!" She reached back to try and rub her bottom, but James pushed her hands away.

"This is your punishment little girl. Don't fight me on it."

"Yes, Daddy," Molly said, meekly, "It just stings so bad."

"Good," James said, "That's what it's supposed to do."

He raised his arm and went again.

SLAP.

Molly cried out again in pain.

SLAP SLAP SLAP

The blonde girl's rosy bottom was now bright red. Much more interesting, however, was her cunt. She'd already been aroused, James noticed before. But now her pussy was deep, bright purple. He could see how open it was. The sheen of moisture down her thigh. The scent of her.

"Daddy?" Molly asked. James looked down and saw that instead of slapping her booty, he'd been lightly rubbing it, up and down. He quickly removed his hand.

"Only two more, baby," James said.

"OK," Molly said, and James couldn't tell if she was nervous or disappointed.

This time, James shifted his legs, causing Molly to open her thighs slightly. And he smacked lower, so his hand was hitting less cheek than far more interesting places.

WHAP

James had held back a little, but he wasn't disappointed with the result. Molly grunted, gasped, and groaned. James smiled, then delivered one final blow to his baby girl's bottom.

CRACK

Molly's head flew up, her eyes wide, and her whole body went taut. She flopped down, letting her head loll. She was breathing heavily. Her butt was even redder now, practically glowing. She slowly slid off her father's lap.

"Thank you, Daddy," Molly said. She was standing there, in a bra and nothing else. Fucking fuck.

"I know that hurt but I hope it taught you a lesson," James said. He could barely keep his composure.

"Oh yes, Daddy," Molly said, far too pleasantly.

"Is your bottom sore?" James asked. Molly reached back and felt her butt, like she needed further confirmation.

"Oooh," she groaned, as she lightly rubbed her ass cheek. That was not helping with James' own throbbing ache.

"Let me get some lotion, at least," James said, "Help you recover."

Molly nodded. James went into the bathroom and found some aloe moisturizing lotion they used when the kids were badly sunburned. He brought it back into Molly's room and sat down on the bed. Molly assumed the position over her father's lap again without him even having to ask. She must have felt his steel pole trying to impale her, but she said nothing.

James squirted the aloe on to his hand. The white lotion made him think of the other cream he wanted to cover his daughter with. Despite being pressed under his little girl, his cock found a way to jolt. Again, Molly didn't say a word.

James slowly spread the aloe over Molly's incredible ass. He rubbed it into the left cheek. Then the right.

"Ohhhh, Daddy," Molly said, "That feels so nice."

James was out of liquid, but he kept going. Massaging his daughter's butt. Molly's backside was surprisingly firm. It looked jiggly but it felt like fucking perfection.

He let his hands dip lower. Past her brown star and down to his daughter's pussy. It was still engorged, clearly wanting. He slipped a finger right in and Molly gasped. James reached down with his thumb and found her clit -- it wasn't hard, the little nub was practically as prominent as James' own erection. On a clit scale, anyway.



Molly's legs snapped around her father's hand. James had watched his daughter finger herself so many times now, he understood her rhythm. The timing it took to go from touch to over the top. Rubbing Molly now was like hitting the fast forward button. She went from nothing to full on cum in seconds.

"Ohhh fffffFUCK! Daddy!" Molly cried, a mirror of her exclamation when he'd spanked her. Her whole body trembled from toes to hair and she went limp.

Molly slowly sat up. James let his fingers escape from her sex. She was kneeling over his lap now. Without a word, James' precious baby girl reached down and unzipped her father's jeans. She pulled out his dick -- as dark purple as her own pussy and clearly just as needy.

"One more punishment," Molly said, "To help me remember to be a good girl." She dived down and swallowed James' cock in one go.

James groaned. He couldn't get the words out to make his daughter quit. He didn't want to. Frankly, if he'd been able to speak, he'd have told her to stop sucking, alright -- stop sucking and stuff him in her pussy instead.

Molly went down on her Dad with abandon, like a wild woman desperate for sperm to survive. She didn't pause, didn't grunt or groan. James wasn't even sure she was stopping for breath. Molly's giant tits swung as she sucked. Her hair tickled at his shaft. Her big gray-blue eyes alighted with pleasure and desire.

In record time, James felt his orgasm begin to rise.

"Baby, I'm going to..."

Molly reached up and grabbed her Daddy's balls, like encouraging them to release their precious fluid. James sack jumped in her hand, his essence spouted up his shaft, and filled Molly's cute, little mouth.

The blonde girl coughed -- oh, that amazing sound, how James had missed it -- then gulped, hungrily. James cock fired out like he hadn't cum in weeks. Each burst felt like a full mouthful of semen that his daughter then dutifully swallowed down.

The pleasure of it, the ecstasy, overtook him, and James found himself drifting off. He was vaguely aware of what his body was doing. Of his daughter caressing him as he came. Her massive breasts pressed against his body. Her blonde curls hanging over his thighs. That was happening, definitely. But that was far away, and he was in another place -- wrapped in happiness, cocooned in warmth, suffused with satisfaction.

James blinked his eyes open. He was sitting on Molly's bed, his daughter's arms wrapped lovingly around his neck. She was lightly kissing his cheek and smiling.

"I'm sorry I yelled, Baby," James said.

"It's OK, Daddy," Molly said, "You scared me at first, but this was fun."

Fun? Getting beaten on the backside was fun? James laughed and his daughter joined him. He quickly sobered.

"Is there something wrong with us, honey?" he asked, quite seriously.

"Wrong?" Molly asked back.

"The others. Mom, Austin and Lexi. They all seem to be doing so well. And here we are."

"I don't know about them," Molly said, "I can only know me. And I don't want to feel bad about feeling good."

"But, honey."

"We need to get better, yes," Molly said, "We're working at that. I'm working at that. And that's all I care about."

"Do you? Do you feel like you're getting better?"

Molly leaned over and kissed her father on the lips. She tasted like cock and cum.

"Oh yes, Daddy. Much."

*

"Austin, I need your help with dinner," Christine shouted from the kitchen.

Austin was sitting on the living room couch playing Mario Kart. He paused his race and sighed. Ordinarily, or at least the ordinarily of a few days before, Austin would have felt frustrated by his mother's request. Especially if he had been in the middle of a game when she asked. Of course, Austin loved being in the kitchen. He found a unique joy in preparing food. But there was a difference between the career he was pursuing and the work his mother was asking him to do.

Now though, after everything that had happened, Austin leapt off the couch like Christine had offered him an ice cream sundae, a slice of chocolate cake, and a batch of homemade cookies. Although, to be fair, what Austin's Mom was really offering might be even better than all those things together. Austin practically skipped into the kitchen.

"Thanks, baby," Christine said as Austin came into the room. She was standing over the cooktop, adding ingredients to a giant, cast iron pot. Austin sidled over to his mother and planted a kiss on her cheek.

Christine was wearing a pair of high waisted jeans and a pink, short sleeve blouse. Over it, she had on an apron that said, "Kiss the Cook." Austin found that hackneyed sentiment very suggestive in the moment. Instead he focused on the task at hand.

"What can I do for you, Mom?" he asked. Austin wanted to flirt more, of course he did. He wanted to do more than flirt, in fact. But he still didn't know where the boundaries were. If he grabbed his Mom and bent her over the sink, would she scream in the good way or the bad way?

There was something fun, though, in the not knowing. Austin had had girlfriends before and when they reached the point in the relationship where sex became expected it took a lot of the fun away from it. With his Mom (and Lexi, as well, Austin reflected) there was always this level of wrongness that suffused every sexual encounter. It was never permissible, what they were doing. Yet there were these little stolen moments where it suddenly became OK. Austin never knew where he'd find them, and he had wonderful fun in searching them out.

Austin knew he should be looking to avoid these situations, not create them. His sister-showers and Mom-missions were supposed to be errors. Forgivable, sure, but also a sign that he had to try harder. More and more, though, he was starting to wonder why. Why was it so bad for consenting adults to do something they all enjoyed?

Besides it felt so good. Sex with Lexi was better than anything Austin had ever done before. Sex with his mother was even more amazing than that. Sure, Austin had moments (usually post-orgasm) when he'd look down at what he'd done and feel terrible shame, horror, at what he'd become. But a few hours later he'd see Lexi or Christine and he'd be overcome with desire all over again.

Was that such a bad thing? Austin wasn't stupid -- he knew sex could have consequences if he wasn't careful. Obviously, everyone involved needed to be a consenting adult, but they already had that.

Of course, the real problem was potential pregnancy. That would be unthinkable. Even ignoring the fact that Austin was young, financially insecure, and barely competent at taking care of himself. Making a baby with his own sister -- with his own mother -- that was like playing Russian roulette with five of the six chambers loaded. But Christine had her tubes tied over a decade before and Lexi was taking the pill.

Was that why Austin hadn't even tried with Molly? Had the fact that she was fertile kept him from diving down that same deep hole with his younger sister? Molly was definitely attractive. She wasn't his type -- Austin liked tall, athletic girls with tight, little titties and firm, perky bottoms -- but you'd have to be dead not to be attracted to a busty, hippy blonde girl like his baby sis.

Of course, Austin's father felt the same way. Maybe that was part of it too. James had kind of 'claimed' Molly for himself. Tribal coding runs deep in the human genome, after all. But then how did that explain what Austin was doing with Christine?

Ugh, all of this was way too deep for a boy who'd barely gotten through high school on good looks and teachers' goodwill.

In any case, Austin decided he was going to enjoy all this, whatever it meant. But he knew the rest of the family didn't feel the same way. So, he resolved on two things: one, he was going to let the girls come to him. He was more than happy to indulge their urges, but he wasn't going to be the devil on their shoulder. Just the dick in their pussies. And, two, Austin was going to keep his decision to himself. As far as the family was concerned, he was on the same road to recovery as they were. The pretending could only protect everyone involved. Lying would hurt way less than honesty.

That didn't stop Austin from eyeing his mother's tight bottom in her Mom-jeans. It didn't keep him from looking at her face and remembering what it looked like as she came. How it contorted with pleasure as she rode his cock. What was the old song lyric? I'll repent, but not just yet.

"Austin?" Christine asked. She'd caught him daydreaming, "I appreciate you, ummm, appreciating me? But the table still needs to be set, and I also want your help chopping these vegetables."

"On it," Austin said. He saw a little smirk cross his mother's face. He knew she was enjoying how domesticated he'd become. He knew it should have bothered him, the whole alpha male thing, but he couldn't care when the rewards were so great. If being 'a man' in the culturally accepted sense meant doing things that kept him from getting laid, then being 'a man' was so very, very stupid.

Austin started by chopping the vegetables. It was pretty easy considering that was his job at the restaurant most nights. In fact, Austin found he was enjoying the menial task. As much as I needed this break from the real world, I kind of needed this too, he realized. He found himself trancing out in the action. His mind going blank. Not thinking, not worrying, just him and his task. His body settled into a sense of rightness. This isn't what I do, Austin thought to himself, it's what I AM.

Austin had set up the cutting board over by the sink. That way it was easier to wash the veggies before slicing them. While he was lost in his task, Christine came over to wash a bowl. Playfully, she hip-checked her son's hips with her own -- a flirty little shimmy. Austin bumped his mother back. Christine giggled. A high, jingly sound that Austin would have sworn his mother was incapable of making.

"That's a pretty big carrot you've got there," Christine said, side eyeing her son as she stood over the sink.

"This is a green pepper, Mom," Austin said, holding it up.

"I wasn't talking about the vegetable, dear," Christine said. Austin felt his face flush.

"You're saying you'd like to add some new ingredients to your salad?" Austin asked. His voice cracked as he said it. Being flirty like this with his mother was still a new experience. Weird to be nervous after everything they'd done, yet there it was.

"Perhaps," Christine said, now full-on smirking at her son, "With a bit of your special, creamy dressing? You know the one I like."

"I could start on that," Austin said.

There was a loud scraping noise from behind them. Mother and son both jumped in surprise.

Austin turned back and saw his sister, Lexi -- her hair still wet from a shower -- sitting down at the kitchen table. The lithe, tall brunette was wearing a baby blue tank top and a pair of running shorts: her standard uniform apparently. Gods, even her bare shoulders were hot. Lexi primly folded her arms as she sat, eyeing them both suspiciously.

Bad enough that I'm hitting on Mom, but the only time I stop is to perv on my sister? Austin wanted to chastise himself, but he was having way too much fun checking out both family members to stop. Still, he realized that maybe Lexi was better off not knowing about Christine and vice versa.

Austin took a definite step away from his mother and went back to chopping. Mother and son went silent.

"Dad's up in his study on another call," Lexi said, "And Molly's in her bedroom listening to music." She said this very deliberately, like it was an announcement. Like she was over the PA, telling them the Seahawks had made a first down on a pass to Tyler Lockett.

"Good," Christine said, absently. She grabbed the vegetables that Austin had chopped and dumped them into a large pot. Then she gathered spices from the cabinets. Austin started to set the table. He saw Lexi eyeing him as he placed the plates. When he passed behind her, she leaned back.

"Missed you at my workout," Lexi whispered, "Especially the shower after."

Austin nearly dropped the plate on the ground. He looked up at his mother, who was still ransacking the cabinets. If she heard the siblings, she didn't respond.

"I was playing Kart in the living room," Austin said.

"Is that what the kids are calling it these days?" Lexi whispered back. Austin put out the silverware while his sister continued to banter playfully with him. Austin didn't have any smart responses, he kept glancing up at their mother, nervously. Christine was still busy on dinner and either didn't hear them or didn't care. But it didn't stop Austin's stomach from flopping every time his sister spoke.

"I was very slippery today," Lexi said, "Just dripping. The workout really got to me."

"Uh huh," Austin said, unable to say anything else.

Christine knew he'd been with Lexi at the campsite and vice versa. They'd all been together in the tent. And in the backseat of the car when the cop pulled them over. Yet Austin still felt a need for secrecy with what had gone on since the family had gotten back home. He didn't know, exactly, what he expected to happen. For whatever reason, Austin felt that if Lexi knew about his shopping trip with their mother, or if his Mom knew about him and his older sister in the shower, that there would be serious trouble. What form that would take, Austin couldn't imagine. He decided it was safer to simply escape.

"Table's set," Austin said, "I'm going to go back to my game."

"Oh, don't be a spoilsport," Christine said, "Stay and keep me and your sister company."

"Yes, little bro," Lexi said. She patted the seat next to hers. James eyed both women warily. This could be good? Maybe?

Austin sat down and watched his mother while she cooked. Stirring the big pot, tasting, spicing. He'd always wondered where he got his knack for cooking and he was starting to see it in his Mom. He had to admit, Christine looked good doing it, too. Although, honestly, she could have been cleaning out a cat litter box and she'd make it sexy. Her body was that incredible.

Austin felt a hand grip his thigh. He looked over at Lexi warily, but she just winked at him. Her hand slowly slid up Austin's leg under the table, till it bounced against his rapidly stiffening member. Rather than pull away, Lexi reached around his cloth-covered cock and squeezed it tight. Austin tried to swallow his groan as his sister gripped him.

"I really did miss my usual post-shower workout," she said, looking at Austin meaningfully.

"Oh?" Christine asked. The blonde mom wasn't looking their way at all. "Like what?"

"Oh, you know, just some stretching. Low impact stuff," Lexi said. She squeezed Austin's dick on the word impact. "I find I feel so energized afterward." Another tight clench. Austin gulped.

Again, he felt the danger of what they were doing. Lexi's handiwork was under the table; their mother wasn't looking their way. But still. Christine was under the impression that Austin has on his best behavior. He wasn't sure what she'd do if she saw what her oldest daughter was currently doing.

"Sounds nice," Christine said.

"Austin and I usually do the workout together," Lexi said. She deftly unsnapped Austin's shorts. She unzipped his fly. Tooth by tooth.

"Well, I hope I'm not keeping the two of you from your routine," Christine said, genuinely.

"It's fine," Austin said. He practically choked as Lexi reached right into his boxer briefs and grabbed his bare penis. She held it tight, like keeping it from escaping. Then she slowly slid her fist up and down.

"What's that honey?" Christine asked. Her focus was still totally on food prep.

"Oh, Austin was just saying he was tired from such a long day," Lexi said. "Although I can't see how that can be, seeing as he skipped our workout." She glared at him and slowed her stroking.

"Mom's right there," Austin whispered. Lexi didn't even blink. Austin decided that the only way to win was to get his sister just as good. That's how the rivalry had always worked between them. He reached over. Lexi's little shorts didn't have any snaps, but Austin could easily slide his hand up her leg. He gasped. No underwear!

"What are you two up to over there?" Christine asked. But she didn't look back.

"We're fine, Mom," Lexi said. She went back to working her brother's cock. Austin dipped his finger into his sister's opening. She was already soaking. He reached his thumb up and found her clit. Now it was Lexi's turn to gasp.

"I swear, what is going on with you two?" Christine spun around. She stared right at the siblings and folded her arms under her breasts. She tried to look stern, but a little smirk played on her lips. "I see," she said, pointing her chin at where Lexi and Austin were clearly working each other off. "Couldn't wait till after I finished dinner, could you?"

"You're more than welcome to join," Lexi said. She didn't pause rubbing her brother. Austin looked over at his sister, both impressed and also slightly terrified. Sex kittens were fun, but you never knew when they would scratch. His sister was like some other being, so bold in that moment. Practically daring their mother to join in their illicit stroke session.

"No can do," Christine said, casual as anything, "I have to keep my eye on dinner."

"I'm sure the cooking could wait a little," Lexi said.

"Yeah, come on, Mom," Austin said, "It'll be fun." The idea of their mother joining them suddenly turned him on even more than his sister's handy. Now that he saw he wasn't in trouble, well, it was easy to get caught up in the kink of it all.

"I don't think your father will appreciate my explanation for why dinner was burned," Christine said, "I need to keep stirring this or it's going to be black on the bottom and raw on top."

"Oh, well you can still do that," Lexi said. She leered at Austin and stood. The tall brunette dragged her brother over to the counter by the penis. Christine watched them both with barely concealed amusement. "Come on now, go back to your precious dinner."

To Austin's surprise, Christine did exactly as she was told. She turned around and rested her arms on the counter. Lexi smirked. "Stay," she told her brother, "Good boy."

His older sister reached around their mother's waist. Christine gasped and wriggled a little, but she didn't say anything. Lexi unsnapped her mother's jeans and pulled them to the floor, dragging her little navy panties down with them. Their mother was now bottomless in the kitchen. Wearing a "Kiss the Cook" apron, a pink blouse, and nothing else. Christine's muscular ass poked up at both of her children.

Christine started to turn, but Lexi held her mother in place. "Just keep stirring," Lexi said.

She reached for Austin's cock again. It was so straight and stiff, he swore he could hang towels off of it. But Lexi had a different plan for her brother's tool.

She guided him forward, pushing his penis up against his mother's bare bottom. Austin looked over at his sister, surprised.

"You'll get me next," Lexi said. She knelt down and adjusted Austin's cock till it was nestled right in his mother's blonde snatch.

"Hmph," Christine squeaked. She moved her bottom back to give her son better access.

Well, Austin knew better than to look a gift Mom in the pussy. Better to fuck her there instead. So, he grabbed his cock to make sure it stayed in place and pushed forward. To his shock, his mother's cunt was already quite ready for him, dripping and open. One thrust. Two. He was back to being buried completely in his own mother. His penis filling the space from which he'd once emerged into the world.



"Very nice," Lexi said. She even clapped a little, like she'd created a cute little art project and couldn't wait to share it with the world. Mother and son stood there, enjoying the sensation of being one once again. "Don't forget to stir," Lexi said, clearly teasing her mother. "You, too, bro."

Christine dutifully reached up for the wooden spoon and started to move it through the stew, but she immediately dropped it as her son moved his massive cock back and forth in her wanting hole.

"Oh fuck," she said, head drooping. Austin drew back and forth slowly, enjoying every fold of his mom's pussy. Christine again tried to reach up, but her body betrayed her, cinching back as an early, weak orgasm rolled over her. She keened and hissed.

Lexi grinned at her handiwork, then took off her own gym shorts and tossed them to the side. She reached down and started diddling herself as she watched her brother and mother fuck in the kitchen. Christine was gasping now. Austin was grunting. It really feels like we're under Lexi's control, Austin thought.

His older sister knelt down on the ground. She kept one hand in her own snatch and reached up to rub her mother's clit back and forth. Christine, barely in control already, completely fell apart. Austin quickly grabbed her waist as his mother began to fall forward. She gripped the countertop for dear life, knuckles white. Rambling gibberish.

"My babies. So good. Oh fuck. Cum... Cumming. Can't. Can't stop. Oh Austin. Lexi. Please... fffffFUCK!" Christine's face went bright red as her biggest orgasm yet exploded. If the first few had been tiny grenades, this was a full-on nuclear bomb. Christine's pussy clamped down on her son's dick. She gained some control of herself and grabbed her daughter's hand, holding it in place.

"GrrrrrrrrrrrrAH!" Christine cried, her body arching. She went limp. "Can't... Oh God." She was panting. Her entire body flushed red. She pushed her daughter's hand off her clit. "Too sensitive," she groaned.

"That looked like a good one," Lexi said.

"Yes. Oh yes," Christine said. She kept shaking through aftershocks. Austin knew intuitively that his mother needed a break, but his own biological impulses wouldn't let him stop. He started to thrust again, but his mother seemed to shy away from him. "Austin baby, I know you want more. But Mommy needs a little break. Why don't you go play with your big sister instead?"

Austin almost laughed at the domesticity of it. He pulled his penis out of his mother, sticky with her cum. Christine sighed, a sound of disappointment but also relief.

"Come here baby girl," Christine said, and she led her daughter to the kitchen table. First, she cleared everything off the wooden surface. Then she pushed Lexi back, so the tall brunette was lying right there -- knees up, legs spread. Her pussy at the exact right height for her brother's cock.

Christine walked back over to Austin. She grabbed her son by the dick and led him forward. Austin was getting used to this treatment. He certainly couldn't complain. Again, Austin found himself being lodged in a pussy, this time his big sister's. He had no trouble entering her, either. His cock was already slick with his mom's juices and Lexi was even wetter than Christine. He went balls deep almost by accident. Lexi tilted her head up and practically howled as her brother filled her.

Austin smiled down at the sight in front of him. He hadn't been inside Lexi since back at the lake and the siblings glorified in the feel of each other, finally reconnected. The way Lexi's little titties jiggled with every thrust. The wet, smacking sounds as he pistoned in and out of her. The heady scent that he knew was unique to Lexi. He looked up and saw that mother and daughter were making out, too. It only spurred Austin on even more.

"Fuck, my brother feels so good," Lexi said.

"I know, baby, I know," Christine said. She entwined her fingers with her daughter's. Their tongues danced in each other's mouths. "You're doing such a good job. Both of you."

"Thanks?" Austin said. He'd never been complimented for fucking his sister before.

"Hey Mom?" Lexi asked, her voice small, "Could you maybe, like, do that thing for me that I was doing before?"

"Oh, of course, honey," Christine said. She patted Lexi on the head and stood next to Austin. She watched him plowing her daughter and gave him a little nod of approval. Christine reached around his leg, briefly tickled at the root of Austin's shaft, and found the brunette girl's little clitty.

"Hmph," Lexi grunted. Austin could tell she was trying not to scream. The rest of the family was still in the house. He didn't know how his father or sister would react if they saw this. Lexi clearly wasn't eager to find out either.

Christine kept battering her daughter's bean, her hand bumping against Austin's cock. Finally, Lexi could hold it back no more. She threw her head back and she made a high-pitched hissing noise as a massive orgasm blew through her body. Her cunt collapsed around her brother's cock, and whatever stamina Austin had left was quickly destroyed.

"M... Mom?" Austin asked. He turned to look at Christine. The blonde mother had stopped rubbing her daughter's magic button now that she'd reached her peak. "Mom, I'm getting close. Can I? I need to go so bad. Can I cum, please?"

It was a strange instinct. After all, wasn't it Lexi's body he was about to fill? But Austin still felt like he needed his mother's permission for some reason.

"I don't know," Christine said, a dirty little smirk played across her face.

"Please?" Lexi gasped, "Please Mom, let my little brother cum in meee!"

Christine reached back and playfully patted her son's butt cheek. "Well, you both have been so well behaved. I guess I can let you have an extra treat today. OK, honey. Go ahead and fill our little Lexi up."

As soon as his mother said so, Austin felt his release overcome him. He roared and shot a massive blast of cum right into his big sister's cunt. A stream of semen that shot past her cervix and into her waiting womb. Lexi stiffened again, as if she hadn't just cum, and full out screamed.

"That's a good boy," Christine said, "Doing so good for Mommy." She twisted at the waist and Austin realized through the haze of his own ecstasy that his mother was cumming at the same time as both her children.

Austin felt like he was unloading his soul into his older sister. He held onto her thin, taut thighs and basted her pussy full of his seed. Ecstasy filled him throughout, like a rush of rapids. His vision clouded and his whole body went stiff. He heard Lexi gasping and groaning, but it seemed so distant.

Just as suddenly, everything came back into focus. Austin' cock softened, spent. He leaned back from Lexi and dropped to the kitchen floor. His mother and sister rolled next to him. All three of them bottomless, covered in each other's spends.

Lexi turned over and kissed Austin on the cheek. His mother did the same on the other side. They both sniggered like guilty children. Slowly, they separated and started to get dressed.

"Oh fuck!" Christine said. Austin looked over. Black smoke was rising out from the giant pot on the cooktop. "Goddammit! I told you kids this would happen." She shook her finger at them. All three of them started to laugh once again. Austin could barely stand; he was shaking so hard.

The smoke alarm went off, screeching loudly. Christine finally stood up and took the pot off the heat. Austin heard a rush of footsteps.

"What the hell is going on?" James asked. Austin's father was standing at the bottom of the stairs, staring into the kitchen. Molly was standing behind him, trying to look over his shoulder. Austin was very glad they'd all gotten dressed.

"We're having sushi for dinner," Christine announced, like that explained everything.

*

That night, James climbed into bed, his whole body weary. It seemed that all the lack of activity caught up to him in almost the same way that doing a whole lot of things did. He couldn't remember feeling this tired when he was working, exercising, doing things around the house, and everything else that ordinarily came with everyday life. Now he was doing next to nothing: watching TV, going for drives, taking the occasional work call, and his, well, extracurricular activities with Molly. And yet he was as sleepy as he could remember.

James opened up his iPad and let himself get lost in the Internet. He checked on the family finances (strong as ever), the news (depressing as ever) and the Mariners (worse than usual). The bed shifted as Christine climbed into her side of the bed. James glanced over at her.

His wife was wearing a tank top and long pajama pants: nothing particularly enticing. Yet James had to admit she looked good in it. The inaction of the last few weeks had meant his wife actually had some softness to her body in places. She wasn't chubby, just a bit rounded off at the angles. James preferred it when Christine looked this way, but he didn't know how to tell her that. So much of his wife's self-image was tied up in her near-fanatical exercise regimen.

Christine, sensing James' eye, looked over at him. She smiled, tentatively. They'd been sharing the same bed for only a few days now and the old familiarity felt strangely foreign.

"Anything interesting in the news?" Christine asked. She lay back and pulled the covers up to her armpits, creating a kind of force field around her body. Armor to keep her husband's advances at bay.

James shrugged and went back to his reading. Christine picked up her own iPad. Husband and wife. Shared bed, shared screens. Separate life.

"I think I'm going to bed," Christine said after a while.

"I'll turn this off," James said. He knew the light of the iPad would keep her awake.

"You don't have to," Christine said.

"No, it's OK," James said, "I should be getting to bed, too. I've got another early call in the morning."

"We're doing it," Christine said. She rolled onto her side to face her husband with a look that might be mistaken for affection. "We're getting back to normal life."

"I suppose," James said carefully.

"No no," Christine said, and here she rubbed his shoulder gently. "You're doing so well. The work stuff. The family stuff. I'm impressed. Truly."

"You're doing so much better than me," James said, "You're getting back to the job. And trust me, you're doing a way better job on the other things, too."

"We need to stop beating ourselves up," Christine said. "We've both had slip ups. Right?"

Slip ups. Sure. James was pretty sure that was the most generous way to describe what he'd been having. Compared to Christine... Well she did say 'both.' Maybe his wife was struggling more than she let on. But it couldn't be worse than what he was doing, right?

"You're doing so great," Christine said.

"So are you," James said.

Christine smiled and kissed her husband chastely on the cheek. James closed his iPad and the bedroom went dark.

Maybe it was all going to work out, he told himself. But sleep didn't show for a long time.

*

When Christine announced that the family should all get ready for church, Molly almost laughed out loud. She quickly stifled it. She wasn't sure why it seemed so funny in the moment. The family went to church every Sunday before the camping trip. Why should a routine seem so silly now? Everything else was getting back to normal, after all.

Both her parents were working from home almost every day. Lexi was exercising like crazy and had started getting ready to go back to State. Austin had even gone out for drinks with friends the night before and had come back just fine. Molly, herself, had also started packing for the long trip to school. It felt strange, like putting her childhood away forever. A lot of what Molly did felt like that lately.

So, going to church wasn't funny -- in fact, it was hilarious. After everything they'd done, everything they were doing, to just go sit in those pews and say the prayers? That was some high comedy right there. But Molly wasn't having that argument with her mother. So, the buxom blonde put on her church clothes: a navy dress that did it's best to keep her ample body under control, and heavy, white stockings.

Downstairs, the rest of the family was also in the standard uniforms. Christine and Lexi were both wearing plain dresses in dark colors and long sleeves that belied the still-Summer heat. Austin and James were in dress slacks and button-down white shirts. Her father had even thrown on a tie.

The family piled into the car, a machine that Molly had begun calling the orgy-mobile for all the dirty stuff they'd done in it. Taking this car, with this family, to church. Hilarious was quickly escalating to hysterical. Molly noticed Austin seemed to be having similar thoughts -- he smirked at his sister as they climbed into the backseat.

The Campbells drove to church in silence. Like saying a word might trigger something inappropriate. Which, ok yes. That was a possibility. At this point, Molly wasn't sure where anything stood. Her siblings and mother seemed to be well under control now. She and her father, on the other hand... Well, in some ways they had slowed, as well. No more daily errands or "little rests." The punishments, however, they had been way more interesting. Molly's backside still stung a bit from the last penalty, and it made other parts of her tingle quite deliciously.

The church parking lot was full when they got there. As the Campbells walked en masse into the church a few people waved. Molly was happy to see that she didn't feel anything about them. No uncontrollable urges or anything like that. Maybe the drug truly had worn off.

They chose a pew near the back and filed in. The technicolor Jesus on the stained glass stared down at the family from his cross. He didn't seem so disdainful, Molly decided. More perturbed. And that could easily come from, you know, literally being nailed to a piece of wood. Maybe Jesus had bigger problems than what the family had done together. Maybe a guy who'd suffered so much despite wanting the best for the world might understand a little bit about unintended consequences.

The reverend stood up to begin the service. The family all smiled at each other warmly. Molly was sitting on the far end of the row, next to her father. Her mother was on his other side, with Austin next to her and Lexi holding up the other end. This was a big step. They were all out together and no one was ripping off clothes, pissing a fire hose, or lost in the throes of illicit, incestuous passion. They were normal. This was normal.

Molly felt her father's hand on hers. He'd reached down and was holding her fingers. Tightly. Like the church pew was about to lift off. Molly looked up at James, but he was staring straight ahead. Looking not to look. The rest of the family also seemed locked into the service. James' hand was the only hint that anything was amiss.

Molly had expected church to be a repudiation. A reminder of all the things she'd done. Instead, though, Molly just found it boring, like always. It was almost disappointing. If you couldn't feel guilty in church, maybe you've moved beyond that feeling entirely. Molly glanced down at her father's hand again. It was starting to hurt her fingers. His knuckles were almost white. And a little beyond that, Molly could make out the bulge in her father's pants.

Oh yes.

Molly smiled despite herself. Now here was something to keep her entertained. And, obviously, her father was also experiencing a bit of a distraction. Problem one, however, was how not to be noticed. The Campbells had chosen a spot near the back, in an empty row. They were actually fairly isolated in the crowd. So long as no one deliberately looked their way, no one would be the wiser.

James was holding a large prayer book, but he wasn't reading from it. Still just staring off at the pulpit. Molly reached over and pulled the good book down till it rested right above her father's erection, so it created a kind of umbrella. The blonde girl reached under the book with her free hand and began to stroke James' hardness through his slacks.

James' eyes slid sideways for a moment, but he quickly forced them forward. His breathing slowed as his daughter stimulated him under the bible. The way the book was turned, the way the family was focused, no one could see what Molly was up to. She felt her father's body grow taut and she slowed. She didn't want her father to cum. Not in his pants, in any case.

Molly steadily stroked up and down her father's cock until the service ended. Everyone stood, her father slowest of all. He held the bible in front of himself like a fig leaf.

"You all go ahead," James said to the rest of the family, "Molly and I have something to discuss." The blonde girl quivered in anticipation and fear.

James was still holding her hand. He led her out of the room and through the rear doors. He didn't say a word, more dragging his daughter than walking with her. It kind of hurt to be pulled, Molly thought, and she kind of liked that. That worried her way more than any slight sensation of pain.

They went down a long hallway and then followed a flight of stairs. There was another hallway here, this one lined with classrooms on either side. This was where the church held Sunday school. Most of the rooms were empty now. The hallway was dark. James found an open door and practically threw his daughter inside.

They were standing in what looked to be a preschool room, Molly could tell despite the fact the lights were off and there were no windows. The walls were covered in fingerpaint artwork and pictures of animals walking on to Noah's ark two-by-two. The floor had high piled carpet with big yellow numbers on it, counting from one to nine. It was covered in random toys: plastic dump trucks and brightly colored blocks. There was a desk on the far side of the room and a bunch of very tiny plastic chairs. The door clicked closed behind them ominously.

James didn't say a word. He just growled.

"Daddy?" the word escaped Molly's lips. Her father grabbed her by the back of her neck and led her to the desk. He bent her over at the waist, forcing her to hold herself up with her hands.

"That was very bad, Molly," James said.

"You looked like you needed it," Molly said with a smirk.

"And you, apparently, need more punishing," James said. Molly whimpered in a good way. Her father stood behind her and flipped her dress up over her ass. He pulled down her stockings, underwear and all, and let them rest around her knees. They were so tight, her legs felt almost bound. Already, her warm lubricant was dripping down her thighs.

There was a pause. James walked back to make sure the door was locked. He cursed as he stepped on a toy, then kicked it away. It squeaked and crashed in the corner. Molly couldn't help but wonder if she'd gone too far this time. Then her father reared back and gave her a hard slap right on her ass, and she knew she'd gone exactly where she wanted to be.

SLAP

The pain bloomed in Molly's bottom like little beestings that ran right down to her pussy.

SLAP

Her father was really rearing back now. Maybe he really was upset. Maybe Molly really had...

SLAP!!

"Oh, Daddy. Please," Molly said, "Gentler."

"Were you gentle when you grabbed your Daddy's cock in church today?" James asked. "Were you gentle when you stroked your father's dick during services? When you played with his penis in front of Our Lord?"

Molly thought she actually had been gentle, perhaps too gentle honestly, but she got her father's point. She'd teased him without mercy, and now she was getting none of it back.



SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

A tear rolled down Molly's cheek and it was genuine. Her ass was radiating so much heat she thought her father could roast marshmallows on it. Her pussy though, oh God, that was warm and dripping, as well. Even with her breasts pressed tight against the wooden desk, Molly could feel her nipples harden like little gemstones.

Finally, the spanking stopped. Molly knew her father would usually move down and rub her aching pussy. Or he'd spread some cream on her cheeks and slide his fingers into her that way. But there was none of that here. And James didn't seem to be reaching for his daughter's sex. In fact, he seemed to just be standing there. Staring.

"This teasing has to stop, Molly," James said. "I hope you'll learn your lesson now."

"Yes Daddy," Molly said. For a moment, she thought her father might mean it this time. Then she heard the sound of his zipper being pulled down. "Oh, Daddy," she cried, happily.

"You know what they say. Spare the rod..." James grabbed his hard cock and placed it at Molly's dripping opening. "Spoil the child." And he drove his dick into Molly's wanting quim.

Molly buried her head in her arms and screamed, hoping it was at least a little muffled. Her nerves were still jangling on end from the spanking. Yes, they'd been fooling around, but Molly hadn't been penetrated in weeks. The combination of it all practically broke her with pleasure.

Molly felt her pussy wrap itself around her father's heat and strength. It hugged on tight and the blonde girl glorified in the way her father finally filled her up. He started to slide back and forth, and Molly had to bite down hard on her own arm to keep from screaming again.

James fucked his daughter with abandon and Molly could only lie there and endure it. Her first orgasm overwhelmed her in moments. The second showed up before the first could even finish. James didn't slow, didn't even seem to recognize his baby girl was cumming on his cock. He just pumped. Faster. Faster. Like trying to break her through the desk using only his dick.

Molly wanted to moan. To cry. She stuffed her mouth full of arm and hoped to God that no one walked by. Oh. Oh Fuck. Her father was filling her so good.

"One... last... punishment," James said. Grunted with each thrust. Oh yes. He was bare in her. Skin-to-skin. His thrusts were getting more erratic. Molly was about to be bred by the man who'd made her. The thought made her even more delirious than before.

His cock dropped away from her. Molly whimpered with need. The orgasms -- God so many she couldn't count -- they weren't enough. Molly wanted to CUM. To explode as her father exploded in her. She didn't care about consequences in that moment. Or she did: it was just the consequences of not finishing that now haunted her.

Molly's pussy hung open, like the mouth of a panting dog. She felt her girl drool dripping down her legs, too. She was an animal for her father. A creature made only of need. A thing, incomplete, unless her Daddy's cock was inside her. She wanted his dick back as much she wanted air, which was also very hard to come by the way she was smushed into the desk, her mouth around her forearm.

Molly heard footsteps, her father walking away. She didn't dare look back. She assumed her father was about to cum all over her back. Or turn her over and spatter her breasts and face.

She was wrong.

She heard a mechanical-like noise and realized her father was standing on the far side of the classroom. He'd gotten some antibacterial soap from a dispenser by the door. She heard the wet noises of liquid being spread. Then she heard the dispenser whine again.

Her father was back behind her. He started to slowly batter her clit with his one hand. Just lightly rubbing. It felt nice, sort of teasing, but at this point Molly was so primed he could have talked about touching her and it might put her over the top.

Molly felt something cold on her bottom. James was spreading the goop over her backside. Was he trying to make up for spanking her before? This felt a bit soothing, she supposed. But James wasn't rubbing it on her sore buttcheeks. No, mostly the liquid was going in the crack of her...

Oh no.

One moment, something hard pressed against Molly's tight rosebud. Her butthole gave way and James' cock slid balls deep into his daughter's virgin ass. Molly made a noise she'd never heard before, a kind of high-pitched keen that came straight from her lizard ancestors.

Oh YES!

The sensation was indescribable. The hard cock in her ass hurt like nothing she'd ever felt. The pain was almost dizzying, and Molly's head dropped like it might roll off. Yet, at the same time, the sensations were threaded through with an odd sense of pleasure. Not just from her father still rubbing her clit, now with far more abandon, but from the very same source of the pain, itself.

Molly couldn't stop making that noise. Deeper now. Guttural. Her father was grunting too.

"Da... Daddy..." Molly said, "Don't. Stop." Keeping quiet was no longer possible. James pulled back and thrust forward. The pain/pleasure seemed to anchor to his movements. Back around Molly's butt then right up her spine to her head again. As James pumped her ass faster, he rubbed her clit to match the pace. Molly felt it building in her. The coming cum was almost frightening, so risky and ragged and out of control.

Molly looked around, bouncing back and forth on her Daddy's cock. She remembered being in this room as a child. Playing with Barbies. Pretending to be a princess or a superhero. Her little bottom had fit in those itty-bitty chairs. Now she was here, an adult. And her not-so-little bottom was being put to a far different use.

"Gonna... cum... in you. Just like you wanted," James said. Despite herself, Molly felt a bit of fear. She knew what would happen and she wanted it so bad. Would she ever be able to stop once her father pushed her over the edge?

James started to growl in the back of his throat. He plunged his cock deep in Molly, his balls bounced over her still-dripping pussy. He shook and squeezed his daughter's ass so hard it hurt.

Molly felt hot liquid splash inside her bowels and the ecstasy overtook her, as well. Her butt clamped down on her Daddy's cock as spurt after spurt coated her insides. The cum was like nothing Molly had ever experienced. It blew out the top of her head. It blasted through her pussy and ass. She was sure she screamed, but she couldn't feel anything beyond the sensation of cumming this way. Raw, excruciating ecstasy. Molly felt her mind start to drift away from her body. The little death, indeed.

She felt, distant, her father's cock slide softly out of her ass with a squelch. Still-warm semen dripped out and ran down her legs. So close to her wanting snatch yet so far. Molly tried to push herself up but fell back down limp on the desk. Her father slowly peeled her up to her feet and she almost slipped down to the floor. James held her close, supporting her in every sense.

Gradually, Molly felt her strength come back. Gingerly, she reached down and pulled up her stockings and underwear. Her father kissed the top of her head.

"I hope you've learned your lesson," he told her.

Molly just nodded, weakly. She felt another warm stream of her Daddy's cum leak out of her ass. Molly had learned alright.

Father and daughter leaned on each other's shoulders and started to walk out of the classroom. Molly kicked something and looked down. It was a little Barbie doll, naked from the waist down just like she, herself, had been a moment before. The innocence of the doll, of where they were, mixed with the venality of what they'd just done. Molly started to laugh uncontrollably. The church, the fucking, the toys, it was all too much.

Like she'd thought before. Fucking hysterical.

*

That night, Christine called a family meeting. Everyone gathered in the living room. Austin, Lexi, and Molly all sat on the couch. James was about to climb in next to them, when his wife signaled that he should join her standing in front of the television. He looked a bit confused.

"Your father and I have been talking and we think it's time for our family to take the next step," Christine said. The siblings all eyed each other warily.

"Oh, Yes,' James said, "Right. That is, your mother and I think we've all been doing pretty well." He looked pointedly at Molly when he said this.

"Agreed," Christine said, sharing a similar look with Lexi and Austin. "We're clearly making a huge amount of progress. Now, we're all not in the same place."

"Definitely not," James said.

"But your father and I both feel like we should start to move on. This has been very hard on all of us. But sitting around the house won't make it better. It's time to get back to real life."

"I'll be going back into the office later this week," James said.

"And I'm going to start seeing patients again," Christine said, "We think you three should start getting back to school and work, as well."

"But we want you to know that this doesn't mean the end of things," James said, "We need to keep striving to do our best."

"We've all done a great job," Christine said, "And I know you'll continue to do so."

The kids stood up and the whole family hugged. Then they quickly separated into their own corners again.

"I feel like we should, I dunno, do something," Austin said, "Celebrate. Not like... Anyway."

"It's funny you should say that," Christine said. She reached over and squeezed her husband's hand. "With everything that's been going on, we didn't even realize it, but today is our anniversary. While the last few weeks have been tough, I think they've helped make us stronger."

"Definitely," James said.

"Your father and I are going out to dinner tonight, just the two of us. There's money for delivery on the counter. The restaurant is kind of far, so we'll be home late tonight."

"After midnight," James said.

"I'm really happy for you both," Austin said.

"Me too," Lexi said.

"Have fun!" Molly said.

James and Christine went upstairs to get dressed for their big evening.

"That's it then," Austin said, still sitting on the big couch.

"I guess so," Lexi said.

"This is good," Molly said, "For all of us."

"Yes, it's time to move on," Austin said.

The siblings all nodded. Eventually they got up and went to their separate rooms, never looking each other in the eyes.

*

Lexi lay in bed and stared up at the ceiling. She no longer felt scared or guilty or even all that aroused. No, Lexi found she was feeling something far worse: bored.

Except for the trip to church and a couple of short runs around the neighborhood, Lexi had been housebound for weeks. She'd started packing for school, but it felt like an empty gesture. Like pretending to be sick when really, she felt fine. Only this was the opposite of that.

Lexi was trapped in a cycle for which she could see no end. One thing lead to the next like infinitely, intricately placed dominoes. Lexi couldn't leave the house, for fear of what might happen, until she gained control of herself. So, she sat around with nothing better to do, which lead to working out, which lead to Austin. Or, she just did nothing, which also inevitably lead to fooling around with another family member. If Lexi did that, then she was still suffering from her condition. And if she was still sick, she was stuck in the house. And round and round she went, like circling the drain.

What if it never ended? What if Lexi was doomed to feel this way forever? She had to go back to school eventually. Get a job, have a life. All those normal human things. Lexi doubted she could go on disability for uncontrollable incest urges.

The rest of the family was no better, Lexi knew that now. But they were all leaving the house. All moving on. That night's announcement, that everyone was supposed to go back to normal life, just made the difference that much clearer. Who was deluding themselves here? Her parents, who said that everything was OK even though they knew it wasn't? Or herself, who acknowledged everything was still broken but was perfectly fine with that?

James and Christine seemed fine to go out to dinner, get back to work. It sure seemed like Molly and Austin were ready to move on, as well. So why couldn't she? Was Lexi truly so much more broken?

And just like that, Lexi made her decision.

She rolled out of bed and got in the shower. While the warm water ran over her, she took out a tiny pair of scissors and trimmed back her dark pubic hair. Then she grabbed a razor and shaved her little pussy clean.

It looked strange to her, all pink and hairless. Lexi decided it was the good kind of strange. She got out of the shower and moisturized her now bare pubis, hoping it would help with the inevitable itching.

Lexi wrapped herself in a towel and went back to the bedroom. She dried her hair and brushed it out. Put on thin blue panties and a matching, silky bra. Then she picked out an outfit. Not her usual tank top and running shorts, but a pair of tight blue jeans and a white, sleeveless blouse with frills at the shoulders.

Finally, Lexi sat down and carefully did her makeup. Blushed up her cheeks and drew in her eyeliner. Not a lot, but a bit of color here and there to accent her face. Lexi posed in the makeup mirror and saw a beautiful woman looking back at her. She was her best self, once again.

Lexi got up and sauntered out of the bedroom. It was nighttime, and the house was dark. A bit of light escaped out the bottom of Molly's bedroom door. Lexi knocked politely. Waited. Molly opened the door. She was wearing a pair of very short shorts and a dark blue t-shirt. Her thick, golden hair was messy, like she'd been lying down. Music played softly in the background.

"Whoah, Lexi, you look great!" Molly said, "Are you going out?"

Lexi gave her younger sister a slight shove on the shoulder. The buxom blonde took the hint and marched back into her bedroom. Lexi followed, closing the door behind her. Molly sat down on the edge of the bed. Unlike her older siblings, Molly had a queen-size mattress and it dominated her little bedroom. Stevie Nicks crooned quietly, barely loud enough for Lexi to hear the lyrics.

"You're fucking Dad," Lexi said, standing over her baby sister. There was no empathy in her voice. Just a statement of fact. No different than if she had said you're wearing a t-shirt or you're listening to music.

"No," Molly said. She stared down at the carpet. Molly's room looked like a tornado had been through it, followed by an earthquake. Clothes were tossed everywhere. The bed was unmade. Even the pictures on the wall hung slightly askew. A large suitcase was open by the side of the bed, but no clothes were packed in it.

"Come on, Molly," Lexi said. She crossed her arms.

"We're not!" Molly said, "I mean, it's just oral stuff. We only had sex the one time. And that was mostly anal."

Lexi swallowed hard. She sat down next to her younger sister. Picked up the blonde girl's hands and held them. Molly let herself be moved around like a doll.

"It wasn't like that. It was nice," Molly said, "I mean, not nice really. He spanked my butt and he put it in me and it kind of hurt a lot. But I liked it. I like when Daddy, um, does stuff to me. You do, too, don't tell me you don't!"

"I did," Lexi said. She stroked her sister's hands. Her hair. "I liked it a lot with James, I mean Dad. When we were together. I liked it with Dad, with Austin. With Mom."

Molly looked up, her eyes wide and wet as she realized what Lexi was telling her.

"You mean you aren't," Molly said, "That is, you are."

"Pretty much," Lexi said.

"How? I mean, duh, I know how but... How?"

"When you and Dad were going out on drives, you were having sex in the car, right?" Lexi said.

"It was just blowjobs," Molly said, like that was way more innocent than how Lexi had made it sound, "And one time I tried to get him to put it in me, but he wouldn't."

"What a gentleman our Dad is," Lexi said, "Didn't get you off or anything."

"I like giving blowjobs," Molly said, "It makes me feel wanted. Needed."

Lexi couldn't argue with her sister about liking oral. The difference was, Lexi saw it as putting herself in charge. A man in her mouth was someone that she controlled. They were under her thrall in a way that thrilled her.

"I don't want to control Daddy," Molly said, "I just want to make him feel good. Cause that makes me feel good. You know?"

"Well, while you were giving Dad oral favors, Austin and I were exchanging them, too," Lexi said. It felt good to confess it. Cleansing.

"And Mom?"

"I don't know. She just got involved at some point," Lexi said. "You know what? I bet she and Austin have been doing stuff, too." Lexi spoke the words as soon as they came to her. It was like she was looking for loose pieces of a puzzle that she'd already finished. She just hadn't realized it was done till she stepped back and looked for a second.

"How did you figure it out?" Molly asked, "Me and Dad, I mean."

"I saw you, two. At church," Lexi said.

"You mean you watched us?"

"Not like that," Lexi said, though she'd seen them together plenty of other times. "You two had slipped off after the service. Later when I saw you, you were walking strangely. You looked like, well, you know."

"Like someone who'd just taken her Daddy's massive dick right up her ass?"

"I'm sorry," Lexi said, "I gave you that whole speech about being there for you and got caught up in my own stuff. Again."

"I didn't do anything I didn't want, I promise," Molly said. She was holding Lexi's hands tightly now. Looking her sister right in the eyes.

"Me neither," Lexi said. She smiled.

"So now what do we do?" Molly asked.

"You mean now that we know the whole family is still fucking each other?"

"Well, I mean, not the whole family," Molly said. She looked at Lexi, meaningfully.

"Yes, well. About that," Lexi said. She leaned forward and kissed Molly on the lips. Tentative. Her little sister's full mouth so soft and wet. She felt Molly kiss her back, harder. The two of them wrapped their arms around each other. Their breaths came quickly. Mouths smacked. Lexi teased her tongue at Molly's mouth and the blonde girl let it open slightly.

The two of them fell back on the bed. Tied together by lips and arms and legs. Lexi ran her hands down Molly's flank and found the hem of her t-shirt. She lifted it over her sister's head. Molly wasn't wearing a bra and her giant breasts spilled out. Lexi immediately caressed her sister's massive mounds.

"God, these are so great," Lexi said.

"I always wanted ones more like yours," Molly said. Lexi took the hint and unbuttoned her blouse. Molly slid her hands on her older sister's chest, under the cups of her bra.

"These are so petite and perfect," Molly said. She tweaked a nipple and Lexi gasped. She squeezed her sister's tit in response and they both fell into giggles. Molly kissed Lexi on the lips, and the sisters groaned all over again.

Molly's shorts were the next to go. Then Lexi's jeans, which took some serious pulling. The two of them lay naked on the bed, tracing each other's bodies like they were blind. Still kissing and moaning in each other's mouths.

Lexi reached down to Molly's furrow and her sister did the same.

"You shaved it all!" Molly said.

"Do you like it?" Lexi asked.

"I don't know," Molly said, "It's weird. Kind of good weird? I don't know if I'd want to do it myself, but I like it on you."

"Thanks, kiddo," Lexi said.

"No! I mean..."





"It's fine," Lexi said, "I like my little sister's hairy twat."

"And I like my big sister's bald one."

Lexi traced at Molly's opening. She hadn't seen another girl, besides her mother. And that had been part of their frantic coupling. Now Lexi had the chance to take her time and actually explore her sister's sex. The little differences and overall similarities between Molly and herself. Lexi found that she liked it -- the warmth and wet, the little folds of skin. Like touching herself but way better.

Molly seemed to be enjoying the experience as well. She found Lexi's clit and began to rub it slowly.

"Ohhhhh, fuck sis," Lexi said. She started stimulating her younger sister the same way.

"You want a finger?" Molly asked. They'd stopped kissing and now focused solely on each other's wanting pussy.

"No, I want a tongue," Lexi said. Molly giggled and started to kiss her way down Lexi's chest, her stomach. "Turn around, let me do it, too."

Molly obliged, spinning her ample backside till it hung over her big sister's face. Lexi leaned up and licked her sister from top to bottom. Molly stiffened, then sighed, lowering herself closer to the source of her pleasure. She pressed her lips to Lexi's sex and licked in the same way.

"Oh, Molly," Lexi groaned, "You really are terrible at that."

The sisters both giggled. Molly tipped over onto her side, she was laughing so hard. Lexi rolled to look at her sister.

"I'm sorry, baby, you just need practice," Lexi said. She stroked Molly's thigh.

"I know," Molly said, "I want to get better."

"I can teach you some stuff," Lexi said, "Do some tongue exercises maybe."

"I don't know if I can handle the Lexi exercise plan," Molly said. They were both lying in bed, naked, talking like this was totally normal. Molly all curves, full breasts and thighs, golden curls running in rivulets. Lexi lean with her little titties and bald pussy, brown hair long and straight.

"Your thighs feel really strong," Lexi said, still absently stroking her sister's leg. She was unable to keep the surprise out of her voice.

"I work out just as much as you and Mom," Molly said, "Well, almost as much, anyway. But my body..."

"You are who you are," Lexi said.

"Fat, flabby, Molly."

"No. My beautiful, sexy little sister," Lexi said. "I like your body. I know a lot of boys do, too. And Dad."

"Definitely Dad," Molly said and they both laughed again.

"I guess I let Mom's bullshit get to me a bit," Lexi said, "I'm sorry. You're perfect just the way you are. Don't let anyone ever tell you any different."

"Still horny, though," Molly said. She leaned forward and started to kiss her way up Lexi's thin legs.

"Hang on," Lexi said, "I have a better idea."

*

Austin sat on the living room couch flipping channels. He was dressed in just a t-shirt and jeans, once again planning for a night in. There was nothing on TV, no one else was around, and he was tired of just lazing around. Austin had once fantasized about doing nothing all the time. In high school he used to wish he could just sit on the couch all day. But here he was, the dream fulfilled. And he was bored.

His parents' announcement had come as quite the surprise, considering everything else going on. Was he just supposed to pretend like nothing else had happened? That he hadn't fucked his sister and his Mom in a wild threesome in the kitchen?

Not that he didn't feel like getting back to his life. He definitely wanted to go back to the restaurant. Hang out with the guys. Be a normal human being again. The problem was, he could no longer lie to himself about the other things he wanted. And he was pretty sure his Mom and sister felt the same way.

Austin wondered if his Dad had pushed for them to go back to work. James seemed to be doing fine, as did Molly. Maybe they just assumed it was the same for the rest of the family and Christine wouldn't, couldn't, convince them otherwise. Nor was Austin going to speak up. Actually, yeah, you may be fine but me and Mom and Lexi, we're all still fucking? Yeah right.

It was frightening, to think about going back to work. Also frightening to think about not going. What if all this never ended? He couldn't give up on his life. He just couldn't let go of what was happening with his Mom and sister either.

"Hey, bro."

Austin looked up and saw Lexi was standing next to the couch. He'd been so caught up in his own ramblings he'd never noticed her come in. The tall brunette was wearing a pair of extra tight blue jeans and a frilly, sleeveless white blouse. She'd done her makeup and styled her hair. She looked like someone who was about to hit the clubs, not crash on the couch. But that's what she did, flopping down next to him on the gray, leather cushions.

"You look really beautiful," Austin said. His older sister blushed.

"I want to talk to you about something," Lexi said.

"You mean about what Mom and Dad said earlier?" Austin asked, "I mean, it's crazy right? How can we just go back? I mean, I'm not better. No offense but you and Mom? You're not better. I mean, I guess if Molly and Dad are..."

"Molly and Dad are doing it, too," Lexi said.

"Seriously? How do you know?"

"Believe me, I know," Lexi said.

Austin looked at his sister, confused. "But then why did they say all that?"

"Maybe they're just as stir crazy as we are. Maybe they decided we'll never get better so we should just get on with our lives. I don't know. But that's not what I came down to here to talk to you about."

"What's up?" Austin turned so he was facing his sister full on. With her cheeks a little pink and her eyes so dark, she looked stunning. Even in the semi-light of the living room. Austin's stomach knotted. Whatever Lexi wanted, this wouldn't be good. Still, he put on a brave face. He was going to be there for his big sister, no matter what.

"Well, to be honest, I'm a little concerned," Lexi said, "I think you've been neglecting your sister."

Austin smiled hungrily. Now this was the kind of problem he could deal with. "I'm so sorry, baby," he said and leaned over to kiss her. Lexi shoved against his chest, practically pushing him off the couch.

"Not me, you doofus. Her." Lexi pointed back.

Austin followed her arm and saw his baby sister standing in the doorway. Molly was wearing a tight, bright red dress that showed off her curves in all the best ways. It was sleeveless with straps over her shoulders. The hem came down to just above her knees. She'd done her makeup like her sister and had styled her golden hair.

Austin preferred his lean, athletic sister's body. Or the leaner, tighter, body of his Mother. But dressed like she was, made up like she was, Molly looked amazing. Austin couldn't take his eyes off his younger sister. His dick was already erect -- frankly, these days he was used to being in a state of permanent semi-hardness -- but now it seemed ready to rocket right out of his jeans.

Molly slithered through the living and sat down next to Austin on the couch. Now he had both his beautiful sisters on either side of him.

"Hi Big Bro," Molly said. She leaned over and, just like that, kissed him hard on the mouth. Austin's arms slid around his sister of their own accord. She was softer than Lexi, fuller. Then, just as he felt himself start to sink forward, Molly pulled away.

Austin felt a hand on his shoulder. He turned and saw Lexi grinning at him stupidly.

"Hi Little Bro," she said. Now she leaned in and kissed him. Lexi was more urgent. Her body practically thrummed under Austin's fingertips. She nipped playfully at his lips. Then she sat back. The three of them paused, panting.

Austin turned to start kissing Molly again, then stopped. He looked back at his sister. Unsure.

"It's OK," Lexi said, "I want you, too. But it's your baby sister's turn tonight, OK? Just, um, like, don't forget about me completely. Alright?"

Austin nodded, but he didn't move. Lexi grabbed his cheeks and turned his head, so he was facing Molly again. The blonde girl smiled shyly. Their lips met. Molly was wearing cherry lip gloss and she tasted so sweet. The way her tongue tentatively tasted at him; it was a totally different experience. But Austin savored it just the same.

"You look so beautiful, Molly," Austin said between kisses.

"You should see her with the dress off," Lexi said. The brunette girl got off the couch and sat behind her younger sister. Austin heard the zzzzzzzzzzzip of Molly's outfit being opened. The blonde didn't even pause, she just kept kissing her older brother. Her hands traced his arms and chest.

Lexi pulled down one strap, then the other. The scarlet dress hung tantalizingly off Molly's incredible chest. Lexi got off the couch and grabbed Austin's shirt. She lifted it straight off his head.

"Only fair," she said. Austin couldn't wait any longer. He reached over to Molly and pulled her dress down, exposing her breasts. They were amazing. As large as any Austin had ever seen, yet so firm and perky. Her little nipples pointed outwards like pencil erasers.

Molly sat back, letting her brother take in her body. She searched his eyes while he ogled her chest, clearly looking for a compliment.

"Molly, I..." Austin said, "I mean. Wow. Holy wow. Fuck."

"I know they're not Lexi's or Mom's"

"Shut up, they're fucking perfect," Austin said. He started to reach up to squeeze his little sister's incredible tits, then stopped. He looked over at Lexi, who was sitting on the floor between them. "I mean, not that yours aren't..."

"You're such an idiot," Lexi said. She reached down and lifted off her blouse and bra. Her little boobs jiggled into view. She sat up and kissed her brother on the lips. "Stop worrying about me. Just take care of her."

Austin nodded. He turned to Molly, but before he could touch her, Lexi leapt up and started kissing their younger sister right on the mouth. The two girls moaned. Austin sat back, very aroused and a little jealous. The girls pulled apart, both looking a little love drunk. Austin didn't miss that both had been holding each other's breasts.

Austin was afraid if he waited, Lexi was going to steal his chance. So, he leapt forward, practically tackling Molly onto the couch. She screamed and giggled.

"Dammit, bro, be gentle," Lexi said.

"Dammit, bro, don't you dare," Molly said.

Austin nearly headbutted his baby sister as he kissed her, hard. His hands found her breasts and he glorified in how they felt. Far more than a handful. He licked down Molly's neck and kissed her left nipple. The blonde girl arched her back and groaned. Austin took turns suckling at one breast while fondling the other. He felt Molly run her fingers through his hair.

Austin felt a pair of hands at the waistband of his jeans. He broke from Molly's boob and looked back. Lexi was pulling his pants off, boxers and all. She reached between him and his sister and unsnapped his pants, pulling them down to his knees.

All three siblings looked down as Austin's cock sprung into the open. Molly gasped. Lexi and Austin groaned.

"Our brother has a great dick," Lexi said, matter-of-factly.

"We're such lucky sisters," Molly said.

Lexi reached down and grabbed Austin's cock, just holding it tightly. With her other hand, she pushed up Molly's dress. Now it was Austin's turn to gasp. His baby sister wasn't wearing any panties. Her blonde tuft poked up and Austin swore he could already smell her arousal. Sweet and heady.

Austin began to trace his tongue down to his sister's center, but Molly sat up.

"Nuh uh," she said, pointing at Lexi's still-covered crotch. Austin and Molly smirked at each other conspiratorially. Lexi stood up, a bit of fear in her eyes. Austin leapt forward and tackled her to the ground. They both bounced off the hard carpet, their elbows and knees burned from the friction.

"I'll hold her down," Austin declared. He quickly put his hands on his older sister's shoulders. But then, to her surprise, he climbed up and aimed his cock right at her mouth. Lexi obediently opened wide and let her brother 'pin' her with his penis. As Austin sank into his sister's wanting mouth, he groaned.

He did his best to look back and saw Molly pulling at Lexi's jeans.

"Jeez, sis, did you paint these on?" the blonde asked. Finally, she got the denim below Lexi's almost nonexistent ass and past her knees and ankles. Now all three siblings were completely naked.

Lexi wrapped her tongue around her brother's cock. He could tell, though, she was just tasting. Not working him like he knew she could. Not that he was complaining, even when she wasn't really trying, Lexi gave the most incredible oral.

Austin looked back and saw Molly was on all-fours, like a hungry lion. She crawled up between her sister's legs and lowered her head.

"Oh no you don't," Lexi said, spitting out Austin's dick. "I know better than to let you try again until we've had your lessons."

Molly's face went bright pink. "But..."

"It's OK," Lexi said, "Here." She pushed Austin by the shoulders till his face was level with her snatch. He realized that she was completely shaved.

"Lexi, you..."

"Do you like it?" Lexi asked.

"It's so sexy," Austin said, "Definitely makes it easier for me to do this." He lowered his head down and took a big, deep lick of his sister's sex. Lexi's legs shot up and she groaned.

"God, that's good," Lexi said. Austin knew he wasn't nearly as talented as his older sister, but he was happy he could make her happy. He licked up her hole, tasting her juices, then wrapped his mouth around her clit. Using his tongue, he battered her bean back and forth. Lexi's legs wrapped around his chest. He swore he felt a rib crack as she squeezed on tight.

"Oh! OH! Little brother. You're licking me so good!" Lexi cried.

Austin looked up for a second and saw that Molly was watching him intently. It reminded him of when he'd taught her to throw a baseball as kids. The way she studied his every movement. He could see the calculations behind her eyes. Of course, for all of her efforts, Molly had only managed to break the garage window, ten feet to the left of where they'd been playing catch. Austin imagined it was something similar in this case.

"Who told you to stop?" Lexi looked down. "Fuck. Come here, Molly."

The blonde girl dutifully crawled up to her big sister's head. Austin went back to licking Lexi. Her legs immediately went back to trying to collapse his chest cavity.

"Here, let me show you," Lexi said, kindly. Austin tried to look out of the tops of his eyes. He saw his baby sister sit down on top of Lexi's face. The blonde girl shuddered and groaned.

"See, you need to get all over. And really push, not just let it dangle there." Austin heard Lexi say, but it was through his sister's thick thighs, so it came out like she was talking underwater. He doubted Molly could make out much of it either.

Austin focused clamped his mouth down hard on Lexi's clit. He could feel her building. Her legs somehow squeezed even tighter. He heard a feminine "Oh, oh oh," and couldn't tell if it was his little sister or his big one making the noises.

Lexi's crotch bucked up and held there. A little squirt of liquid shot right into Austin's mouth. Lexi fell back limp.

"No no," she said, "Too sensitive!" Lexi pushed Austin's mouth away. He saw Molly had already fallen to the side.

Lexi pointedly looked down at Austin's dick as it hung down. She traced her eyes up his chest. She grinned at her brother, a look of arousal and threat.

"Come here, Molly," Lexi said. She kissed their younger sister on the lips. As she did so, she set the blonde girl up so she was on all fours. Ass pointed upwards. Molly seemed so engrossed in her sister's lips, she hardly noticed. Her boobs hung down, nipples tickling at the carpet.

"Austin's going to give you something soooo good," Lexi said, looking her sister in the eyes. She kissed the blonde girl again, but as she did, she motioned at Austin.

Austin knelt down behind his sister. Her blonde pussy pointed up at him. He could practically feel the heat coming off it. He began to move his head down to her sex, but Lexi -- still kissing Molly -- looked him off. She pointed downward.

Austin followed her gaze to his dick. He was so hard it ached. He wanted to stick it in his sister so bad. Lexi nodded at him. Austin sat up on his knees a little straighter. He aimed his cock at his sister's snatch. The head of his cock kissed against her nether lips.

Molly broke the kiss with Lexi and made a surprised noise. A kind of gasping hiss. Lexi grabbed her sister's jaw and pulled her back to kissing. Austin slid the head of his dick into his sister.

"Mmmff!" Molly grunted. Her pussy squeezed down on her brother's cock. For a moment, Austin paused. His sister was so tight and wet, Austin was on edge and he hadn't even gotten most of his dick inside Molly. He was bareback in his baby sister -- his fertile, unprotected baby sister. And already about to cum.

He looked over at Lexi, helplessly. The brunette had stopped kissing her sister and was now just looking her in the eyes. Lexi was cupping Molly's incredible, massive breasts. She smiled up at Austin.

"Come on, baby," Lexi said. He couldn't tell if she was talking to him or Molly. He no longer cared. Instinct grabbed hold of him, and he plunged his full length into his little sister's snatch. They both groaned as he bottomed out.

"Oh FUCK!" Molly said, "Fuck that's nice."

"Told you," Lexi said. "Doesn't he feel so good?"

"He's thicker than Da... Than I'm used to," Molly said, "Maybe not as long, though."

Austin drew back slowly, then inched forward. Fuck, he felt like he needed a break already.

"Don't dick around back there," Lexi said, "Fuck your sister like a good boy."

Austin tried to tell Lexi he was about to blow, that moving faster would only mean something way more than a dick was going in his sister, but if she was already back to playing with Molly's titties.

Austin started to pump his sister's pussy. Her cunt gripped him tighter than a strongman's fist. Slipperier than an oil slick. Hot as an August day.

"God, sis, you feel so good," Austin said. He was so close. He just needed Molly to cum. If he could just push her over the edge, he could safely escape. He rooted her on. "Come on Molly. Come on, baby sis. Cum for me. Show your big brother what your body can do."

Molly just grunted in return. Austin grabbed her ample ass cheeks with his hands. Watched her massive breasts swing back and forth as he fucked her. His baby sister was made for sex, he realized. Her body just seemed to beg for fucking, like a bird was built to fly.

Molly started making all sorts of noises. Words escaped at random.

"Brother. Fucking. So good. Fuck."

"You're doing so good, bro," Lexi said, "Look at her, she can barely speak."

"Uh huh," Molly said.

"I think she's going to cum," Lexi said, "Are you baby sis? Are you going to cum with your big brother's dick in your cunny?"

"Uh. Huh," Molly said. Her whole body strained. Her head up, eyes wide. Skin flushed pink like she'd been out in the sun too long. Her pussy got, impossibly, even tighter.

"But you can't cum," Lexi said, a teasing little grin on her lips. "Cause if you cum then your brother's going to cum. In your unprotected pussy. He'll fill you full of incest babies. You can't do that."

"Want. It. Need. It." Molly said.

"Are you sure?" Lexi asked, "You sure you want to cum on your brother's cock like a slut?"

Molly nodded her head. Austin swore he saw a tear leak out of her eyes. "Please..." It came out as a sob. Molly started to shake uncontrollably. Not little trembles but full on seizures. Up her legs and down her arms.



"I've got you, baby. I've got you," Lexi said. She wrapped her arms around Molly, pressed their sister's head to her breasts.

"Almost... there..." Molly's trembling stopped. She held in place. Her pussy simply clamped down on Austin's cock as hard and tight as anything he'd ever felt. He couldn't move it if he wanted to.

"Ohfuck. Ohfuck. OH fffffffffffFFFFFFFUUUUUUUCK ME!" Molly cried. "Oh fucking fuck!"

Molly keened and thrashed. Her brother and sister held her in place between breasts and dick. Austin watched in awe of his sister's orgasm. It was a thing of primal beauty. An explosion of exquisite pleasure.

Molly made a loud gasp, squeaked, and then shuddered. Again. Like lightning bolts of ecstasy were shooting through her. Finally, her pussy relented. Austin slid his cock back, then forward. And just like that, his sister's incredible orgasm sparked his own. There was nothing stopping it. He was going to cum in his sister's bare cunt. Right into her unprotected womb. He felt the cum racing up his shaft. The pleasure grabbed hold of him and...

"What the FUCK is going on!"

Austin looked and saw both of his parents standing in the living room. Staring in horror. He tumbled backward in shock and his penis ripped out into the open air. His impending orgasm choked short. But it was already too late.

A massive gout of white liquid shot out of his now-exposed penis and fountained onto his sister's back. Another splashed on his chest. The carpet. Austin lay back and roiled in orgasm while his whole family stood there and watched.

The shock of everything tried to dampen Austin's pleasure but it still burst through him. His eyes squeezed shut and he felt hot splashes of his own cum splatter over him. He gasped for breath. Slowly opened his eyes. His penis lay cold and limp against his thigh.

Slowly, the blond boy sat up. He and his naked siblings were all prone on the living room carpet. Their parents, still fully, formally dressed, still stood there frozen.

"Whoops!" Lexi said and shrugged dramatically. But she couldn't hide her naughty smile.

*

Everyone sat in the living room, a mirror of how they'd been earlier in the evening. All three siblings sat on the couch. They'd gotten into their pajamas -- Lexi and Molly in heavy, flannelly things. Austin in boxers and a t-shirt -- and were sipping hot cocoa. The summer evening still felt remarkably cold.

Christine and James stood over them, arms crossed. They were still dressed for dinner. Christine's perfume wafted over them like guilt.

"Well, maybe some of us aren't as ready as we thought," Christine said.

"I have to say I'm very disappointed in you all," James said.

"We'd made so much progress, all of us," Christine said, "And you three just threw it all away the first chance you got."

They sat in silence. A clock ticked in the distance. Everyone looked everywhere but at each other.

"What a bunch of bullshit."

The family turned in shock. Lexi was sitting in the middle of the couch, arms crossed.

"Bull. Shit," she repeated, like savoring the sharpness of the words, "You're really going to stand there and pretend that your son didn't fuck you right over the oven?"

"Christine." James turned, accusingly.

"Oh please," Lexi said, "You're going to act like you didn't fuck Molly in the ass at Church?"

"James?" Christine said and shook her head with disdain.

"All of us are fucking all of us all over the goddamn place and the least you could do is stop pretending it isn't happening," Lexi said, "We're all doing it. We haven't changed one bit and acting like we are is just... It's hurting the family. Hurting us."

The Campbells all stood there in the living room, looking guilty. A whole conversation of accusing looks and shy admissions.

"You can act like you're all horrified, but that's crap," Lexi said, "We're doing it because we can't stop. We're doing it because we don't want to stop. Because we like it."

"Lexi, honey, that's not..." Christine started.

"And you know what? I'm not even sure there's anything wrong with that, either," Lexi said, "Austin and me? We're actually getting along. Dad isn't hiding at his office, buried in work, he's spending time with the family. Mom, tell me you don't feel closer to me than we've been in a long time? Molly and I... Can't you see? If what we are now is wrong, and what we were before is right, then... Then the world is fucking stupid and crazy and I don't want to be a part of it anymore."

Lexi started to cry. Austin put his arm around her shoulder. Molly hugged her, too. The Campbell parents looked down at their kids. It was like the whole room gave out a deep, cleansing sigh.

"You're right Lexi," Christine said. "I mean, I still think what we're doing is wrong, but we're all still doing it and we're not better. Not even close. We have to go back to our lives, yet at the same time we can't go back because of everything we're doing."

Christine fell onto the couch. The siblings all wrapped her into their group hug. James knelt down and they embraced him too. The whole family just holding each other.

"I don't know what to do anymore," Christine said, sniffling back a tear, "But I know that all the pretending, all the lying, it's only hurting us. From now on, we need to have one rule between all of us. That, no matter what, we'll be honest with each other about everything that's going on."

"What are you saying, Mom?" Lexi asked.

Christine looked her daughter in the eye. She looked at her entire family. The seriousness of the moment settled over them.

"No more secrets."

Next time: truth, consequences, and everything comes to an end.


Fucked Up Family Pt. 04

Welcome to the PART FOUR (of five) of Fucked Up Family. Parts One, Two, and Three come highly recommended at this point. But just in case, here's what's been happening.

Last time: the Campbells took some pills that lead to an ongoing, full-on family orgy. They saw a team of doctors and, afterwards, the family felt like they were finally getting better. They weren't. Everyone was still fucking, just lying about what was going on. Finally, right when they were about to go back to their jobs and lives, the Campbell parents caught their kids pleasuring each other on the living room floor. Everything came out. The family couldn't keep hiding in the house, but they couldn't stop having sex with each other, either. The Campbells agreed that they would all move forward with their lives but with a new rule: no more secrets.

Austin leaned against the brick, back wall of the restaurant and took a deep drag of his cigarette. The 19-year-old blond boy rarely smoked, but after a service like that one, he needed the nicotine to calm his nerves.

It was still summer, but the night had risen cold, and Austin hugged his arms to himself. He was standing by the dumpsters, but all he could smell was the grease of the kitchen and the tang of clean air. Austin had been told before he looked good with a cigarette in his hand. He wasn't sure that was a compliment.

The dishwasher and one of the line cooks stood in the back with him, also smoking. No one had the strength to speak. The rush had started right at five and hadn't slowed till after midnight. Busy was one thing, but that night had been particularly chaotic: nothing worked right, nothing went right. Everyone felt as burnt as the smokes they were holding.

Austin was used to feeling this way, worn down to the nub, but it was the first time in a long time that it also came with a sense of pride. It had all started a few weeks before with a family camping trip, supposedly a chance to relax. They'd taken some energy pills -- those stupid, cursed pills -- and it had given them all more than a little boost. First, he was unable to stop pissing. Then he couldn't stop fucking. And the only person around to fuck was his older sister. His Mom.

Long after the pills had probably worn off, the family was still having sex. And rather than feel bad about everything he was doing, something new happened. Something way worse: Austin discovered he was enjoying it.

It wasn't just the fucking. But, yes, the fucking. Feeling his Mom shudder as he made her cum. Filling his sister with his seed. Knowing what each looked like as they reached that most intimate moment of pleasure. So, it was definitely the fucking.

But there was also this incredible closeness. This amazing intimacy. Austin had always seen sex as a goal, but now he'd come to appreciate it as a means. His desire for his mother, so illicit, evolved into a deep emotional connection, beyond what he'd ever imagined. His feelings for Lexi -- before, he'd hated her so much. Now he'd kill for her. Die for her. And that was wonderful. Horribly, terrifyingly (completely illegally) wonderful.

Austin knew he'd changed in ways he could never understand, let alone explain. Fortunately, he'd never have to. He was never telling anyone outside the family what had happened.

"Hey, great service tonight."

Austin looked over and saw Chef Paul standing next to him. The older man rested his hand on Austin's shoulder, affectionately.

"Sure didn't feel like it," Austin said.

"Nothing will ever be perfect," Chef Paul said, "Things will fall apart, always. It's how you respond to the chaos that makes the difference. Today, you reacted well. It says a lot about you and your future in this business."

Austin smiled and his mentor smiled back. When his cigarette was down to nothing, Austin packed up his things and headed out. He drove back to his apartment, grinning goofily the whole way.

It was late when he got home, and his roommates were fast asleep. The apartment was dark, and Austin left it that way. Most times, he came home hungry. That night, the only thing he wanted was to lie down and die. Austin went into his bedroom. He didn't even bother to get undressed. Just flopped on the bed and shut his eyes.

It had been a good day. A good week, really. He was back in the apartment. Back at work. Life was finally moving forward. As much as Austin adored everything that had happened with his family, he couldn't deny that it was destroying him, too. This was hard, but it was better. Safer. Life would never be the same, he knew, but at least he would be living the way he was supposed to.

Austin checked his phone before going to sleep. There was one text, sent a few hours before.

Lexi: Miss you.

Austin texted back without thinking. Miss you too.

He fell asleep, dreaming about his older sister's incredible body and all the things he'd like to do with her.

*

Lexi woke up in her old high school bedroom back home. It was still so disorienting to be there sometimes. She felt like she'd time travelled. Or was maybe still dreaming. Why was she back here? Remembering what had happened all over again was a mix of misery and joy. That was the real mindfuck of it. Lexi hated herself for what she'd done, but she also despised the idea of stopping.

Lexi didn't want to be the weird incest pervert girl who fucked her brother, her father, her mother, her sister, plus a couple random college siblings by the lake that one time... Just listing it out made her feel ashamed.

But it also left her strangely satisfied. Because Lexi also very much did want to be the girl who had this awesome man in her life (aka, her brother) and a great relationship with her parents and siblings. It made her feel weirdly complete in a way she'd never known was possible. At least not since she was in high school and she had a serious boyfriend and a great best friend. And everyone called her Alexis.

Lexi rolled out of bed and checked her phone. She had a text back from her brother.

Austin: Miss you, too

A lot of good things (shockingly) had come out of the horror of that camping trip, but the best one was Lexi's relationship with her brother. Before, they couldn't be in the same area code without arguing. Now they were best friends. And lovers. Lexi was way more than OK with that. Those three little words he'd texted? They set her heart to soaring, enough to carry her the rest of the day.

Lexi got up and showered, making sure to trim back her pubic hair, which had already started growing back in. It was important to her to stay bald down there. It was a symbol of the promise she'd made to herself. About who she was and who she was going to be.

Out of the shower, Lexi dressed in a black and white striped shirt and a short, black skirt. Rather than put her hair in the usual ponytail, she brushed it out. Lexi made up her cheeks and eyes, then went downstairs. Her parents had both already left for work. Molly was snoring softly in her own bedroom.

Lexi downed a protein bar, then went to the garage and fired up her little blue sedan. She attended the state college nearby and during the rest of the year, Lexi lived on campus. Her parents had bought her the car hoping she'd use it to visit on weekends. She never had.

This was the problem, as Lexi saw it. Fucking her family was wrong. So so so wrong. Everyone agreed. There was no debating this. BUT. Well, if not fucking her family meant resenting them, never seeing them, being angry and unhappy all the time... then was it such a bad thing to keep doing what they were doing?

Probably. But Lexi knew they'd have to physically restrain her before she'd stop.

The drive to school took about ninety minutes. Lexi listened to music the whole way. The start of class was still a good ways off, Lexi could have spent the whole day lazing around the house. Sure, she needed to buy her books for the year and had a couple of things to take care of with the student loan office, but those could have waited. No, mostly this was just to give Lexi something to do and also, importantly, a test.

At first, the pills they took at the lake had driven the Campbell family to fuck anything, everything, they could find. If Lexi had found a good cock-shaped tree knot, she'd have humped that, too. The encounter with the redheaded college siblings -- Kim and Cole, Lexi reminded herself -- at the lake had been part of that. She simply needed them both in that moment.

After the Campbells came home and tried to control themselves, though, an interesting permutation had occurred. Lexi, the whole family really, had started only desiring each other. This wasn't a side effect of the pill, obviously. Family sex was not an adverse event. But whatever had shifted in their brains had caused this odd consequence where incest was best.

The few times the family had gone out, Lexi hadn't felt any crazed urges. She didn't jump the jogger who passed her running in the neighborhood. She didn't assault the reverend at church. It was only when she got home that she felt the uncontrollable urge to screw her brother and Mom. And sister. And so on.

Going to the college was another way of testing Lexi's theory. She figured she'd walk around campus and see. If things got out of control again, well, her car was waiting nearby to take her to safety. Lexi was pretty sure it wasn't going to happen though. She was pretty sure she had this thing well figured out.

Lexi parked in a student lot and walked over to the admissions building. She was used to seeing the campus covered in snow, or at least dead leaves, and a warm summer's day made the place look different. She wasn't accustomed to seeing bright green grass on the quad. She didn't expect to see swaths of students in shorts and t-shirts. The area was lovely, and it warmed Lexi's heart to be back at a place she'd started to think of as home.

Lexi got her paperwork straightened out, then went over to the campus bookstore. She called up her list on her phone and grabbed what she needed. The whole time, she passed other students, professors, administrators, store clerks -- the college was quite busy -- and she didn't feel anything at all. This is fine, she thought. Better than fine, it's awesome!

She found everything except one book. When she went to the front, there was a boy (a cute boy, tall, with mussy brown hair and a bow-shaped mouth who she still totally didn't want to fuck) behind the counter. When she asked about the missing book, he sucked his teeth like she'd kicked him in the shins.

Apparently, the professor had listed something that was currently out of print. Whatever stock they had, they'd sold months before. They were hopeful they'd get more copies in before the start of the semester, but in the meantime, Lexi should check the school library. He'd heard they had several copies and if Lexi grabbed one of those now, she'd be ahead of the game.

Lexi thanked him, then popped out of the bookstore and headed toward the library.

"Alexis!"

She looked over and saw a familiar face standing across the street, smiling and waving. It was Dane, her formerly super serious high school boyfriend. He jogged over to meet her.

"I thought that was you," he said.

"It's me," Lexi said, forcing a grin.

There was a time when Lexi thought Dane was the most handsome man she'd ever seen. The rest of the high school had agreed with her. He had dark hair and even darker eyes. Broad shoulders. Always well dressed. But looking at him in the collegiate summer sun, he simply wasn't the same.

He had a bit of a paunch around the waist. His hair looked thin and oily. His nose was bent at a weird angle and something about his smile seemed more desperate than sexy. She supposed he could have changed since she'd seen him. But then, Lexi had changed, too. She wondered how much came from column A and how much from column B. No matter how Lexi tried, she couldn't see the man she'd once known she was going to marry.

In fact, all Lexi could see now was the man that Dane wasn't: Austin. Austin's smile was sweeter. His body tighter. The way his light eyes seemed to shine with laughter. How he carried himself, even when he was down. In a world where Lexi had her golden boy brother, Dane couldn't even claim to be pyrite.

"I said, how've you been, Alexis?" Dane asked. He'd clearly repeated it at least once already.

"Oh! Fine," Lexi said, "Sorry I was distracted for a moment. I'm fine. How are you? How is Gretchen?" Lexi felt herself get nauseous just from saying the name of her former best friend.

Dane looked down and kicked at the ground. "We broke up."

"Oh, what a shame," Lexi said, "You two seemed so right together." She said the word 'right' like their compatibility was a conviction. You're such lying snakes, you ought to be slithering around each other.

Lexi and Dane had dated throughout high school. They were the 'Perfect Couple.' College had come and everything had seemed fine. Then Lexi went to some frat party that Dane wasn't supposed to be at, and she'd caught her 'Perfect Boyfriend' hooking up with her 'Best Friend.'

Lexi had known Gretchen since they were in pre-school. They were beyond BFFs, they were practically sisters. Lexi winced thinking about that now. How had she felt closer to dumb Gretchen than Molly, her actual amazing sibling? Lexi couldn't explain it, but she couldn't deny the truth of how she'd felt, either.

When she found her boyfriend and her best friend in bed at that party, everything shattered. Lexi didn't know who she hated more in that moment. Actually, she did: she hated herself. She loathed the perfect little person she'd convinced herself she was. The innocent dope who'd let people she'd trusted hurt her so.

That was the moment, the very second, where Alexis became Lexi. When the little girl grew up to be a woman. As for Dane and Gretchen, well, they could go fuck each other. Which, last she'd heard, was exactly what they'd been doing. A new 'Perfect Couple.'

"No, ummm, Gretchen and I split up months ago," Dane said, "It was all such a huge mistake. In fact, that's why I was hoping to talk to you. Alexis, we used to be so good together. I know I screwed up. Gretchen and I felt really bad about it, honestly."

"I'll bet."

"Well, now that we're apart, I was hoping maybe you would... You're so amazing Alexis, I never should have let you go. Just thinking about it -- me here in class, you helping me with homework, cooking meals. That should have been our lives. I know I made a terrible mistake."

Lexi tried to stifle a giggle, but a bit came out anyway. This? This was the creature that had killed happy, innocent Alexis? If she'd been that weak, that stupid, then she deserved to die. God, it was like pining for the prince and finding out he was actually a dung beetle.

"No," Lexi said, "But thank you. Thank you for everything you did. You taught me so much about myself that I never could have learned on my own. You made me a stronger, better person. And I don't think I can ever acknowledge you enough for that."

"Alexis, I..."

"My name is Lexi," Lexi said, holding out her hand to stop Dane from talking further. Then she skipped past him. The way she should have years ago. She was glad she got the opportunity to do it right the second time around.

*

Since fall classes had yet to start, the library was mostly empty. Lexi got a computer straight off (something that would never happen during the school year) and found that her book would be on the fifth floor, if it was there. The State library system probably hadn't been upgraded since her Dad had been in school and it often sent students on wild goose chases for books that had been removed weeks before, or that were in a different place entirely, or that no longer existed at all.

Lexi took the stairs, all four flights, and felt great for doing so. At each level, the library got emptier. Up on five, it was like a deserted warehouse. Just stacks and shelves of books and no one else. The only thing that gathered here was dust.

On the third shelf of the tenth row of bookshelves, exactly where the computer had predicted it would be, Lexi found her book. She pulled it off the shelf and squeezed the binding like a treasured companion. Like her fingers had to reassure themselves that it was real. It made her feel special, to have what so many others would be searching for.

Lexi started to put the book in her bag, but then she heard footsteps from a few rows over. Apparently, she wasn't the only one on that floor after all. The person was coming closer. Lexi could see her now -- a woman with long red hair. No.

What was it with today and uncomfortable encounters?!

"Oh my God!" the girl exclaimed.

It was Kim, the sibling from the lake shore. She had more clothing on than the last time Lexi had seen her -- jeans and a short sleeve top -- but otherwise she looked the same as before. Kim was a little shorter than Lexi, which meant she was still tall for a woman. The girl's body seemed to scream sex -- curvy with wide hips and a chest that looked ready to pop off her body -- but Lexi also thought that might be a remnant of their shared history.

Kim recognized Lexi immediately, of course. Her freckled face broke into a wide grin and, rather than be shy like a normal person, Kim immediately cheered and clapped.

"Oh, I was hoping I would run into you again! I mean, it's such a big world how could I ever? We didn't share numbers or names or anything. But then I thought that we seemed about the same age and being by that lake meant we both lived nearby and that maybe it was, like, meant to be or something and anyway I'm really happy to see you here."

Lexi didn't remember the redhead being so chatty the last time they'd met. She hoped it was nerves. The girl didn't seem to notice that all this talking was only making Lexi stay quieter. She just kept going on about kismet, whatever that meant. Instinctively, Lexi looked over Kim's shoulder for her other half.

"Oh, don't worry, my dumb brother wouldn't be caught dead in a library. Unless you wanted to see him? But, well, I still think it would be better if we had some fun by ourselves this time, you know?"

Kim stepped forward, but Lexi flinched.

"Oh! I don't remember you being this nervous," Kim said.

"I'm not," Lexi said, "Not shy. Just... maybe not in the same place I was before."

"Well duh," Kim said, "Library. Not lake." She laughed at her own joke. Lexi stared back at her. The tall brunette didn't know how to respond. She wasn't afraid of Kim or anything. Lexi didn't regret what had happened. But she didn't want to regret anything that was going to happen either.

"Fuck, we didn't like, hurt you, did we?" Kim asked, "This whole time I had it in my head that we were all doing dirty stuff together. Was it the brother/sister thing? It creeped you out, didn't it?"

"No," Lexi said, finally finding her voice, "It didn't creep me out."

"OK good," Kim said, "We don't usually tell people about that. I mean, we don't ever tell people, honestly. But I was so into it in the moment. I felt like I could trust you -- I don't know why." Kim reached over and stroked Lexi's cheek. "God, you were amazing."

"It was fun," Lexi said, "But I'm not sure I'm ready to repeat it."

"Oh," Kim said. She snatched her hand away. "Oh."

"It's not like I didn't like it," Lexi said, "On the lake. I did. It was great. At the time I was... Well I was in a place where that sort of thing made sense."

"And now you're not," Kim said. Her eyes went hard. Her lips were pouty.

"Right here in the library?" Lexi said, "Not really, no. But another time? Well, I wouldn't say no to that."



Kim's face split into a wide grin.

"Look, you didn't tell anyone about what happened did you?" Lexi asked.

"Are you kidding?" Kim said, "Like I said, I'm not spreading around the whole sibling sex thing. Besides, I never even got your name."

"Lexi. My name is Lexi." She'd been repeating that a lot lately.

"I like it," Kim said, "It suits you. Sexy Lexi. Yes. I'm Kim, in case you, ummm, didn't remember. Or something."

"Kim and her brother Cole," Lexi said. She remembered the three of them entangled in the sand and beamed. Kim seemed to be thinking about the same thing, then she looked down at Lexi's arms.

"That's my book," Kim said. Lexi frowned. "Well, the book I was looking for anyway. Do you have Dr. Muller for Modern German History?"

Lexi held up the tome like it was all the evidence she needed.

"Fuck," Kim said, "Was there another one on the shelf? The guy at the bookstore said it's out of print."

"This was the only one," Lexi said, "But, well, we needed an excuse to get together again, didn't we?"

"Yes!" Kim said, "That's perfect. We can share the book, share my brother..." She winked.

"Let's start with the book for now," Lexi said.

"Aw, Cole will be heartbroken," Kim said, "But that's his problem."

The girls agreed that Lexi would check out the book and then they'd meet up when the semester started. Kim wanted to write her number on Lexi's hand (or maybe a few other body parts), but Lexi jotted it down in her phone instead. Everything settled, they started to head back to the elevators.

Lexi felt good about herself. She'd encountered something that, well it wasn't her worst nightmare or anything, but it was definitely something she'd worried would happen. And, instead, everything had turned out fine. Better than that, honestly. It had been a while since Lexi had a close female friend. Already, she knew that Kim could be that person.

When they got to the elevator bank, Kim stopped and grabbed Lexi's hand, as if she'd come to some decision. "Trust me? I want to show you something." She pulled Lexi over to the stairwell. She didn't give the tall brunette time to respond.

They ran up two more levels, to the top floor of the library. It looked the same as the rest of the building -- shelves and stacks of books, all with a good layer of dust. Lexi couldn't imagine what was so important that Kim wanted to share. Did the State College library have an erotic lit section?

Kim dragged Lexi back through the stacks. The musty smell was almost overpowering. If no one ever went to the fourth floor, how many fewer people ever came up here? If the lascivious redhead wanted to murder her, Lexi was pretty sure they wouldn't find her body for months.

"Kim, where are we..."

"You'll see," Kim said. They got to the back of the room and the shelving cleared. There were several small tables for studying. More importantly though, was where the tables were sitting. Instead of just a blank, brick wall, there were large, double-wide windows. The glass was covered by black, lead bars, but that barely obscured the view.

Lexi could see the whole campus from where she stood. Beyond that, rolling hills of grass and farms. Grey highway ran around all of it like a ribbon. People below went about their days, like little characters in one of Austin's videogames. It was almost God-like, to view the world this way.

"Amazing isn't it?" Kim said. She climbed up onto one of the desks and sat down on it, completely ignoring the far more convenient chairs. The redhead patted the space next to her on the wooden table.

Lexi shook her head. She was happy where she was.

"Suit yourself," Kim said, "I found this freshman year. Most people don't get all the way to this floor and if they do, they never wander all the way back. It's not a massive secret, I mean, you can see the windows from outside. So, everyone knows they're here. I guess people don't think about them once they're in the building. I think that's kind of, like, a metaphor for how people think. We see so much about each other, but never realize what it says about who we are. Also, it adds to the fun."

"Fun?" Lexi asked. She was staring out the windows, not looking over at her companion at all. She heard the sound of a zipper being pulled down.

"Yup," Kim said, "Fun!"

Lexi turned around and saw that Kim had shucked off her jeans and underwear. Her bare bottom was right on top of the wooden table. Her pubis was covered in thick curls. She really was a redhead, Lexi thought absently.

Kim smiled at Lexi. She dangled her fingers in front of her open pussy and gave it a little pinch. She stroked herself, up and down. Teasing. She wasn't looking at Lexi anymore. She stared out the window, like her mind and her body were in two different places. Kim parted her lips and dipped a finger in her pink, pouting pussy. She sighed.

"See, this is my spot," Kim said, "You have a spot, don't you? A place to go to when you want to get yourself off with a little something extra?"

"Sure," Lexi said automatically. She wasn't sure what her answer would be if Kim asked. The shower maybe? Wherever Lexi's 'spot' was, she knew it wasn't nearly public as Kim's.

"That's the fun of it," Kim said, "The whole world could be looking up at me right now." She rubbed her clit, casually. Still keeping the other finger plugged in her pussy. "I'm so exposed. Anyone could see me. Could walk over here. Hear my little, ummmmmm, moans. My cries. Catch me."

"Have they?"

"Not yet," Kim said.

Lexi didn't want to be turned on, watching the redheaded girl masturbate on the table. But she couldn't stop it either. The way Kim was talking about it, Lexi kind of wanted to try. So, she reached down and pulled up her skirt. Slipped her fingers under her panties.

"That's my girl," Kim said. She was rubbing even faster.

Lexi leaned back against the bookshelves behind her. She could still see out the window, could watch Kim in front of her, too. The brunette was surprised to find herself already sodden. She hadn't realized what her body was doing to her. She matched Kim's position, two fingers in her pussy. Other hand rubbing her clit. It was like touching a match to gasoline.

All of those things Kim described: the exposure, the risk. Sharing it with another girl. Lexi felt it all rush around her. She heard Kim give out a low moan, then a cry. The redhead's leg kicked out and her already ruddy body seemed to glow red.

Lexi hadn't had nearly the same amount of time, but it didn't matter. She tipped right over. She imagined the whole campus looking up, watching her cum. Stunned at her sexiness. She pictured someone walking in on the two of them. Jaws agape. Wanting to touch themselves the same as they were. Lexi watched Kim cum, again and again, and felt herself do the very same. The pleasure so open and overwhelming.

"Ahhhhhh...ffffUCK!" Lexi said, and she slumped forward. The last of her orgasm drained out of her. She was surprised to find her voice was hoarse, she'd been yelling for a while and hadn't noticed. So loud, they could probably hear her all the way down at the desk. That almost made it better. Lexi heard Kim giggle and she started to do the same.

"See?" Kim said, "Fun!"

"Yeah," Lexi said, "Yes. Fun."

Kim hopped down off the table. She started to pull on her pants. "Maybe next time we do it together."

"We just... did it... together," Lexi said. Still panting from the exertion of her orgasm.

"No, like, together," Kim said.

"Oh. Ohhhhh. Maybe?" Lexi said, "I'm not sure I'm ready for all that. At least not yet."

Kim grinned knowingly, and Lexi suddenly saw a glimpse of the future in her friend's smile. Real as if it were written in stone. Lexi's legs wrapped around the ginger girl's head as she lapped up Lexi's sweetness, the world drifting by the library window. Both girls writhing in Lexi's dorm room. Rubbing each other off in Kim and Cole's apartment. A whole existence seemed to play out in Lexi's mind. They were lovers, a couple, more. But that was far in the future, with a few twists and turns yet ahead. Yet for a blink, it was like Lexi could see it all. And then it was gone.

Now, in the moment, Kim smiled, rested her hand on Lexi's shoulder, and kissed her lightly on the cheek. "I should probably be getting back," she said, "I'm supposed to meet Cole in a little bit."

Lexi fixed her own skirt, so she was sure she was covered. "Are you going to tell him? About this?"

"Only if you want me to," Kim said.

"I'm not sure," Lexi said, meaning it. They started to make their way through the bookshelves. It felt like a much quicker trip back. Before, it seemed like a student would have to do some serious searching to find Kim's 'spot.' Now, Lexi wondered if someone would hear them as soon as the elevator doors opened. It scared her, but also gave her a thrill. Lexi realized she needed a spot of her own.

"Well, if you're not sure, I won't say anything to Cole," Kim said, "Take it from a girl who's fucking her brother, there's a lot of value in discretion."

Lexi nodded. She got that.

Back at the elevators, Kim hit the button to head down. The machine made a loud groan, then started to inch its way up to get them.

"I hope you know how much I appreciate that," Kim said as they got on the elevator, "You understanding about me and Cole. You spend enough time on the Internet you'd think everyone's fucking their family. They're not. I know what Cole and I are doing is horrible and wrong. But it's also right for us and I've learned to accept both sides of that. I didn't even mean to tell you. In the moment I got carried away. I guess I got lucky."

"Me too," Lexi said, "Carried away, I mean." I'm fucking my brother, too. I'm fucking my brother, too. Lexi repeated it again and again. She couldn't make the words come out. The elevator door opened, and Kim stepped away. The redhead blew Lexi a little kiss and then she was gone.

Lexi stood there, the words still echoing in her mind. I'll tell her next time, she promised herself. She was still unsure of exactly how to say it, but she knew that holding back the truth would be far harder. There was a lot to look forward to here, Lexi could tell. She just wasn't ready to start heading that way yet.

*

Molly wandered around the empty house in her pajamas, feeling like a lost soul. The buxom blonde was wearing what she thought of as little girl pjs: a long-sleeved shirt and long, fuzzy pants, covered in images of unicorns pooping rainbows. She'd thought they were funny, playful, when she bought the set. Now, she felt like the only joke about them was on her.

This was the clothing of a child. And Molly was definitely not one of those.

Everywhere she went, there were reminders. In her own bedroom, Molly remembered herself and her Daddy. The spankings. The rubbing each other. Or, if she preferred, the time she made out with Lexi in there.

In the living room, she thought about fucking her older brother while Lexi helped them along. Austin had come so close to cumming in her unprotected pussy. Was he really going to do that before their parents interrupted? She didn't think so -- she trusted her brother -- but in the moment... Molly should have been disgusted by the thought of carrying her brother's baby. But the only thing that bothered her about the idea was that she wouldn't be carrying her father's instead.

Wasn't that way worse? Molly was a smart girl. She could weigh the dangers on either side. On the one hand, siblings were the most genetically similar creatures on the planet. Having a brother-baby was about as biologically safe as mixing a wasp with a rattlesnake.

But her father planting his seed in the place that he himself had helped create had to be way worse, right? Oh whatever. Why try to weigh dousing yourself in kerosene and then swallowing a match against electrocuting yourself while underwater? They were both supremely stupid ideas.

But none of that stopped Molly's sexual memories from flooding her as she moped around the house. Not to mention all the other places in their lives. In the car, sucking off her father. At church, getting it in the ass. All the crazy things the family had done at the campground...

Molly felt surrounded by it. And at the same time, very much alone. Her father and mother were both out at work. Austin had moved back to his apartment. Usually Lexi was around for at least a part of the day, but Molly's older sister had gone up to State that morning to pick up some books. Not that Molly had so much company when Lexi was at home, either. The tall brunette spent most of her time in the basement, running on the treadmill. The two girls had barely spoken since that night when the siblings had all been caught with each other.

Everyone was moving on. Except Molly, apparently. Her mother's new rule, no more secrets, didn't apply if there were no confidences to keep. Molly packed for school, even though she still had plenty of time. She ate cold cereal or microwave pizza. She went for walks. Caught up on books, TV shows. Every sound she made seemed to echo. She did nothing yet felt unbelievably tired. Was this depression? Molly didn't think it was, but she thought the Internet might disagree.

Molly was about to take a nap when she heard the garage door open. She was still in the living room, and she sat up on the couch attentively, like a dog waiting for her master. It was Lexi.

The tall brunette waved at her sister as she came up the stairs from the garage.

"How was school?" Molly asked.

"Actually, pretty awesome," Lexi said. Molly ran the words through her head. Want to sit and watch TV? Want to go for a walk? Want to go make out in your room?

"I'm going to go work out," Lexi said. Molly settled back into the couch with a sigh.

One by one, the Campbell family filed into the house. Christine was next, then James. A part of Molly wished her brother would show up, too, but she knew Austin wasn't coming. The family not all together -- what had been normal before the start of the summer -- no longer felt right to Molly.

The blonde girl helped her mother make dinner, manicotti and salad, and the whole family sat around the kitchen table to eat. Another perfectly normal act that would have felt weird before the lake trip.

"How was work?" Christine asked.

"Very good," James said, his mouth full of noodles. "It feels nice to be back in the office. Being in meetings. Reviewing budgets. You?"

"Lovely," Christine said, "Same patients. Same problems. Did you get what you were looking for at school, hon?"

"Yes, got all my books," Lexi said, "Plus a few other things I wasn't expecting to find."

"What about you, Molly?" James asked, "What did you get up to today?"

"I hung around the house, mostly," Molly said, so quiet she could barely hear herself over the clatter of utensils.

"Oh," James said.

"That's nice," Lexi said.

Christine tutted her tongue. "Well I'm glad we all had a successful day, whatever we were doing."

After dinner, Molly helped with the dishes, then went up to her room and lay down on the bed. It was only 7:30 -- what kind of weirdo went to bed at 7:30? -- but she couldn't think of anything to do but sleep. Was this really how it all ended? Soon, she'd be off to school. This episode in the series of her life would end. She found herself desperate to find the fast forward button, to skip to the next season. Molly Goes To College would be a much better series than what she was stuck watching now.

Everyone seemed so engaged. So energized. Why was it, when everyone else was happy, Molly had to be sad? She thought about the past few weeks. About everything she'd done. She knew she was supposed to feel guilty about it. Was that what she'd been doing? Punishing herself? For one moment, for a few weeks, Molly had truly found herself and what made her happy. And though the family might pretend otherwise, Molly knew it had made them feel good, too.

And just like that, Molly made her decision.

She got up and went to take a shower. Molly looked down at her blonde muff and for a moment, though about shaving it. But she let the idea wash away. It looked good on Lexi, but Molly liked her little bush. It made her feel more like a woman.

Molly got out, toweled off, and went to her bedroom. She brushed out her hair and let it hang as is. Then she put on something easy: a black tank top that did nothing to hide her massive chest, and a pair of shorts that did the same for her ample hips and backside. She looked at herself in the mirror. Yes, this was maximum Molly. She didn't need anything extra. Her simple, unadorned self was still the best version of her.

Satisfied, Molly marched across the hall and knocked on Lexi's door, hard. The tall brunette answered. She's changed into her workout clothes, shorts and a light t-shirt. She cocked an eyebrow at her younger sister.

"Hey Molly, want to hang out?" Lexi asked.

"Yeah, about that," Molly said. In case her intention wasn't clear, Molly and pushed her older sister's chest and steered them both onto the little bed. Lexi could have fought her off, she supposed, but she didn't even bother to try. Molly pressed the advantage, pressing her lips to her sister's.

Lexi smelled of sweat and a slight perfume. Her lips were thin, not soft and lush like Molly's own. The passion of her kisses, though, made her affection clear. Molly didn't think of herself as a lesbian. She liked dick, like, a lot. But she enjoyed the difference of being with her sister, too. Lexi didn't have curves, exactly, but she was still feminine. Molly liked feeling her sister's little breasts press against her own. She liked reaching into Lexi's jeans and feeling her soft, warm furrow.

Lexi rolled them over so that she was on top. Typical. They were both half naked now. Their hands between each other's bare legs. They hadn't stopped kissing since Molly came in the room.

"We never talk anymore," Lexi said. She kept rubbing Molly's clitty and it felt oh-so-nice. That was another thing Molly liked about being with a girl. Lexi got it.

"Is there something in particular you'd like to discuss?" Molly asked. She redoubled her efforts on Lexi's snatch, smooshing her clit the way she knew her sister would like. The blonde girl grinned as Lexi's body responded to her touch. Her older sister's eyes rolled back slightly. Her lip quivered.

"Uh... uh... Don't stop. Don'tstop. AH!" Lexi's whole body stiffened, then curled. She fell to Molly's side. Panting. Her eyes came back to center and she kissed her baby sister on the cheek. She started rubbing Molly's pussy again, slow and lazy.

"You were saying?" Molly asked. She couldn't help but giggle a bit.

"Wha? Oh -- nothing in particular," Lexi said, "It just seems like, I don't know, you're not happy." She stretched out lovely while she spoke. Like wringing out the last of her orgasm. She was still stroking her younger sister, but not in a way that would bring the blonde girl any closer to where she wanted to go.

"You've been talking to Mom," Molly said, more frustrated by what her sister was doing than what she was saying.

"Fuck Mom," Lexi said.

"Not right now," Molly said, "You should be more than enough to... Dammit, stop teasing me."

Lexi grinned naughtily, then started to rub faster. Her thin fingers flew over Molly's sex. Pressing her clit, pumping her fingers with the perfect amount of pressure and then OH!

"OH! ohfuck! yyyeeeeeeeSSSSSSS!" Molly's backside bucked upwards. Her legs kicked out and the pleasure overwhelmed her. She fell back to the bed. Lexi's hand was still on her sex, but Molly pushed it away. "Too sensitive."

The girls climbed over each other, still naked from the waist down. Molly could feel the heat of her older sister's sex on her thigh. Her own pussy kissed lightly on Lexi's leg. They held each other like lovers, which Molly supposed they were.



"Is that what you wanted?" Lexi asked. She looked her sister seriously in the eyes. There was such an intensity when Lexi stared at someone, even post-sex languid. Molly envied that drive more than anything else about her sister.

"Sort of," Molly said.

"It's OK. To feel that way. We all agreed it's OK."

"It doesn't feel like that," Molly said, sullen. "Feels like you're all judging me."

"For spending all day in the house, not for this," Lexi said, "Come on Molly, I didn't need to go to State today. But it was so nice to get out. To do things."

"And this?" Molly asked, idly patting her sister's bare pussy. God, it still felt kind of weird to her touch. Molly was glad, once again, she'd kept her own hair. She wondered if her Daddy would want her to shave. She knew she'd do it if he asked, despite her own dislike of it.

"It's not mutually exclusive," Lexi said, "I can go out, have a nice day, then come home and still fool around with my little sister."

"Fine, but I want you to spend some time with me," Molly said, "And no, we're not going for a run."

Lexi rolled her eyes, but grinned. She kissed her baby sister's lips and tongued a trail down her neck. She reached for the bottom of Molly's shirt to lift it off.

"Wait," Molly said, "I have a better idea."

She rolled off the bed, taking Lexi with her. They didn't bother getting dressed, just walked bottomless out into the hallway.

"Mom have you seen Dad?" Molly called down the stairs.

"I think he's in his study," Christine yelled back from the living room, "What's up?"

"Me and Lexi are going to fuck him," Molly said.

"Oh, OK," Christine said, "Have fun!"

*

James sat in the semi-darkness of his office and tried to focus on the laptop screen in front of him. This PowerPoint wasn't going to write itself but, damned, it didn't feel like he was going to write it either. He hadn't lied before; it did feel good being back at work. But the actual working was killing him.

Coming home and finding the kids fucking the night of his anniversary, James hadn't felt anger or remorse. He wasn't afraid or disgusted. He was relieved. This whole time he'd thought he was broken -- it turned out they all were. Ironically, it was admitting that they were all screwing, that it was OK to screw, that finally made James able to stop doing it.

He'd paused in front of Molly's room a few times. Almost knocked. They'd agreed it was alright to have sex, so why not? Well, with Molly there were certain biological considerations. No matter how much James' balls might want to empty in his unprotected daughter, his brain knew it was a bad idea. But beyond that, as long as they were safe, there was nothing stopping them. And yet, James still didn't knock on Molly's door.

He thought about the games they'd played. That's how he thought of them: the blowjobs in the car. The spanking. The... well, the other thing they'd done in the church. That's all it was: a fun little game the two of them played together. Like Candyland, but sweeter, and with far greater rewards. Him pretending to be angry; her pretending to be scared. Was it really only fun because it was wrong?

Of everything that had happened, that was what made James pause the most. Was he only having sex with Molly because he wasn't supposed to be having sex with Molly? Because if that was true, it colored everything quite differently in James' mind. Then it wasn't an uncontrollable urge. It wasn't love.

It was an affair.

That was something far different and far more dangerous. James loved what he'd done with his daughter, didn't ever want to stop if he was being honest with himself. But he was terrified to lose his wife over it. Fucking his family could lose him his family. God, life had gotten so weird.

Did Christine see it that same way? Was she having an affair with Austin, too? By strict definition it was cheating, of course. But they'd had this agreement, somewhat unspoken, that these dalliances had been off the books. Like an NBA team somehow signing a superstar free agent without it counting against the salary cap. All the benefits, none of the consequences. But was that 'get out of divorce free' card real or imagined? The married couple was sleeping in the same bed, but they weren't having sex. They didn't even touch each other beyond a very chaste goodnight kiss every evening. Who was adultering who, exactly?

Rather than ask the question, let alone try to answer it, James got back on the treadmill of life and ran so hard he almost couldn't tell he was going nowhere fast. He went back to work. Molly packed for school. Lexi and Austin moved on. And James came home to an empty house, a vacant marriage, an unfilled life.

There was a knock on the door, and James stood up to get it. The office was dark, the sun had gone down in his distraction. He was still wearing his slacks and dress shirt from the office, but his feet were bare, and the thick carpet itched at his heels. He still hated this room. Even when it was bright, it felt gloomy.

The office door was locked from the inside so that no one could disturb him when he was working. Lately, James saw it more as part of his prison. His punishment. Sequestered from the people he loved.

He clicked it open and saw both his daughters standing in the hallway, wearing nothing but broad, near-matching smiles. Their clothes were piled at their feet. James nearly fell over backwards. The girls said nothing, they just pushed him back into the office and sat him down in his chair. Lexi pulled the door closed behind them. Molly flipped the lock.

"No one can save you now," the blonde girl said, doing her best to sound threatening. Both girls dragged their hands over their Daddy while he sat pliant in his office chair. A Markus model from Ikea: best purchase ever, apparently

James' oldest daughter kissed him first. Lexi felt so good in his arms. Her taut muscles and tight body. The urgent drive of her thin lips, teeth pressing into his. So demanding. Desirous.

Molly kissed him next. Her soft curves melted into him. His baby girl felt so different than her older sister. The softness of her full lips. Her thick... everything. Undulating under every caress. While his youngest daughter kept kissing him, James felt Lexi unbuckle his pants and pull them down. He lifted his butt up to help her.

As soon as his cock was exposed, amazingly instantly hard, Lexi wrapped her mouth around it. Took his meat all the way in, sucking and slurping for all she was worth. Molly, still hanging over him, took his hands and placed them on her huge, bare breasts.

"See Daddy, now you get the best of both worlds," Molly said.

"Mmhm," Lexi said, mouth full of dick. James couldn't tell if it was a happy agreement or an upset one. He groaned in pleasure, holding his youngest's sculpture-worthy boobs while his eldest performed a symphony of cocksucking with her mouth. The artistry was overwhelming.

"Oh Lexi. Molly. So good." James could barely get the words out.

"He's getting close," Molly said.

"Mmhm," Lexi said.

"Well don't waste it," Molly said. She reached down and pushed Lexi's head back. James' cock popped free and both father and daughters moaned. Molly wasted no time; she grabbed her father's fuckstick and aimed it at her pussy. Slowly, she settled down on it, sighing like a teakettle the entire time.

"God, that's so good," Molly said as her father bottomed out inside her. It wasn't the most comfortable position, James cock was bent up at an odd angle, but it was inside his darling daughter so who cared?

He snaked his arms around Molly's body and found her tits once again.

"Daddy!" she said and giggled, "You're obsessed."

"The man knows what he likes," Lexi said, but it was clearly playful.

Both James and Molly were now perched on the office chair. Connected in a way that fathers and daughters were never supposed to be. Yet it felt so right. Molly started rolling herself back and forth. Her pussy slid up and back on her Daddy's cock. The hydraulics of the chair bounced with her.

"Uhn. Uhn. Uhn," James groaned.

"Oh. Oh. Oh," Molly gasped.

"Squeak. Squeak. Squeak," the chair squeaked.

"That looks so hot," Lexi said, then to Molly, "Look down. You can see where Dad's dick goes right into you.

"I know, it's -- fuck -- so awesome," Molly said.

"Our Dad made that pussy," Lexi said, "It's his. And he's sticking his cock right in there."

"So wrong," Molly said.

"So right," Lexi said, "Dad gave you everything and now, he's going to give you an orgasm. Do you want that? Do you want our Dad to make you cum?"

"Oh yes, Daddy. Please," Molly said.

James couldn't see where Lexi was, but he could feel by the way that Molly was moving -- by the occasional brush of fingertips on the base of his cock -- that Lexi was rubbing the blonde girl's clit.

James felt Molly's cunt go tight. She groaned, loudly, and started to thrash.

"That's it, baby girl. Do it. Show Daddy what a good little girl you are," James said.

"Oh Daddy. Oh fuck! My Daddy's making me... CUM!"

Molly went stiff, then fell forward. She'd already been sitting precariously, and now Lexi had to catch her before she dropped to the ground. The two girls looked so sexy pressed against each other. Lexi's lithe body wrapped around Molly's full curves.

The tightness of Molly's twat, the violence of her cum, probably should have triggered James', too. He'd felt the edge rushing towards him. But when his daughter fell forward, his cock popped out, leaving him right on the edge of pleasure. His penis bobbed in the cold air, spattered in the white froth of his baby girl's pussy.

Lexi, still holding her slumped sister in her arms, looked down and saw the state her Dad had been left in.

"My turn!" she said. She gently let Molly go, and the blonde girl sank into the carpet. Then Lexi turned around, bent at the waist, and presented her perfect, pink pussy to her father.

"You shaved yourself," James said.

"Really? Of all the things you're looking at right now, that's what you notice?" Lexi asked. She wiggled her backside playfully.

"It's very naughty," James said, "Making yourself bare that way." He slapped Lexi's pert, little bottom.

"Oh!" Lexi gasped.

James studied what he'd wrought on his daughter, the pink blooming across Lexi's backside. He looked up and saw that Molly, now sitting up and leaning against the wall, was smiling at him, knowingly.

"She needs to be punished, Daddy. For being such a slut." Molly seemed to relish that last word. Savor it in her mouth. Ssslut.

"You've been bad, Alexis," James said. He thought he'd slipped up, calling her that, but Lexi didn't seem to mind. If anything, she kind of cooed as her father used her little girl name. "Daddy needs to punish you."

Lexi didn't say anything, but she didn't move, either. Just kept twisting her little bum back and forth slightly. Like a snake about to strike. James' own anaconda really did want to strike back, but he decided to go along with Molly's fun for the moment. Right, Molly's fun. James shook himself back to the moment.

He reared back and slapped his daughter's backside. Not nearly as hard as he'd done with Molly, but enough to make Lexi jump a bit.

WHAP!

"Ah!" Lexi squeaked again.

Whap! Whap! Whap!

"Oh, Dad, I need to learn my lesson," Lexi said. She had her head up and was looking up at Molly as she spoke, "I think you need to give me that, big, hard stick. That's the only way to show me."

James grinned, imagining his oldest daughter was doing the same. Her backside was ruddy from his slaps. He reached down and felt her opening. He had to admit, there was something nice about touching her shaved skin. So wrong and right at the same time. Like a lot of things he did with his daughter.

James gripped his cock, sticky with his baby girl's juices, and aimed it at his oldest daughter's pussy. The spanking had done more than turn him on, it'd given his dick a chance to recover. He might not blow his load the moment he touched Lexi now. The teasing hadn't helped with his urge to cum, however. His penis was practically aching with need.

Clearly, Lexi was just as wanting. As soon as James' head started to push its way inside her, the brunette girl groaned. She started shifting herself back, forcing him in deeper.

James watched, like a magic trick, as his dick disappeared into his daughter's snatch. Lexi felt different than Molly. It wasn't something he could put words to. She wasn't tighter, just differently tight. Not wetter, but differently wet. It was fun to feel the contrast in his girl's cunts. For a moment, he thought about calling Christine down to get the full spectrum, but he decided that two girls were more than enough.

"Look, Daddy," Molly said, "Look at her -- she wants it so bad." The blonde seemed to be enjoying her older sister's vulnerability. Like she hadn't just been begging to cum only a few minutes before. Even when everything else changed, sibling rivalry stayed constant, apparently. "She's such a needy, dirty slut. Fucking her own father like that."

"Shut up and rub my clit," Lexi said to her sister, growling.

Molly dropped down on one knee and reached around her sister's thin thighs. James couldn't see when the blonde girl made contact, but he didn't have to. Lexi let him know immediately.

"Oh, FUCK that's nice," she said. His cock now fully ensconced in her cunt, Lexi began to slide back and forth, like trying to get him deeper. Ironically, down on all fours in a very submissive position, Lexi had more freedom of movement than James did on the chair. He could only sit back and relax while his oldest daughter rode up and down his shaft. Not that it wasn't pleasurable, but a part of him wanted to grab that muscular ass and take control

The room devolved into a series of grunts and groans. The wet slurps of dick and cunt. Lexi oh-ed and ah-ed with each thrust. The pleasure rippled up and down James' dick. Even Molly seemed to be getting into it, just rubbing her sister off.

"You should stick it in her ass, Daddy," the blonde girl said.

Lexi made a noise that sounded like a mix of frustration and fear.

"Maybe another time, honey," James said, sensing the moment. What kind of trouble was his little girl trying to get him into?

"You're such an instigator," Lexi said.

"And you're such a slut," Molly said. There was that word again. It was like she'd just learned it that day. "Getting off on your Daddy's dick."

"Sssssooo good," Lexi said. James had to agree. Lexi was getting in the rhythm of it. Moving faster. Head down. The ecstasy of it overcoming her.

"Uhn, uhn, uhn," Lexi grunted. "Getting close." Lexi threw her head up in the air, she reached back and held James' leg, keeping him in place. She practically sat straight up -- froze as the pleasure washed over her -- then fell forward, dislodging her father's dick once again. Lexi lay on the ground in the fetal position, shaking uncontrollably. Like her orgasm was a stream of electric shocks.

"Awww," Molly said, "Daddy didn't get to cum." She was still on the ground where she'd been rubbing off her sister. Now she crawled over and slurped James' cock into her mouth. "We taste good, Daddy," she said. Though, with her mouth full, it was missing quite a few consonants.

Molly bobbed back and forth. She showed a little more skill than James was used to. She still wasn't anywhere close to her older sister, no woman was, but Molly was learning some tricks. It didn't matter though. He was already so close.

The sight of everything around him: his two naked daughters. Molly's cocksucking double chin, her innocent face full of purple penis, her huge tits swinging back and forth with every suck. Lexi lying on the floor, body still flushed in post-orgasmic bliss. Her tight little titties and athletic body.

James reached down and wrapped his hands around the back of Molly's head. Slipped his fingers through her blonde curls.

"Oh, baby girl, your Daddy's gonna... Gonna..."

"Wait," Lexi practically shouted it, "I want some, too. Please Dad. Let's share."

James reluctantly loosened his grip on Molly's head. The blonde girl released his cock from her mouth and started stroking him. Up and down. Aiming him.

James roared as the first burst of cum shot through him. A white splatter hit Molly right on the chest. The next arced over to Lexi. Back and forth. Blast after blast. Molly made sure her Daddy was painting his little girls with his illicit pleasure. James had trouble keeping his eyes open through the ecstasy, but he tried to watch every splatter splash on his girls.

James reached down and grabbed Molly's hand, holding it still on his shaft as pleasure shifted over to pain. The satisfaction rolled over him. He felt himself soften in his daughter's grip. It felt strangely comfortable and safe. He sat up and stroked Molly's head, lovingly. Lexi stood up on weak legs and hugged her father close. He could smell his own cum on her.

"Thank you, Daddy," Molly said, "For our special treat."

"Yes, thanks Dad," Lexi said.

James almost laughed. He'd just had a threesome with his gorgeous daughters, and they were thanking him.

Later that night, after the girls had cleaned themselves off and gotten dressed again. After they'd turned out all the lights and closed their bedroom doors. After James brushed his teeth, put on pajamas, and climbed, sore, into bed. Once all that was over, James rolled on to his side and told Christine what had happened. She barely even looked up from her iPad.

"I know," she said, "They told me they were going to."

"And that's OK?" James asked.

"You didn't cum in Molly, did you?" Christine asked. She was wearing a very conservative pajama shirt that went down to her knees. She had her glasses on and the light of the screen turned her face bluish. It was a very strange contrast -- what she said and how she looked.

"No, I..." James paused. It was weird to be so casual about sex, yet to still also feel restricted about what he could say. Forty years of cultural indoctrination still had its claws in him. "That is, Molly jerked me off and I came all over both of them."

"That sounds nice," Christine said. She was only half paying attention now.

"So, it's OK?"

Christine folded her iPad closed and rolled over to look at her husband. He could feel her exasperation rolling over him. "No, of course it's not OK," Christine said, "But this where we are right now so we agreed: we have to be honest with each other."

"Have you...?"

"Austin's been away, and the girls were obviously busy with you, so no," Christine said.

"And you're not upset," James kept asking. He couldn't stop. He'd always been such a confident man. He knew it was one of the things that Christine loved about him. But he couldn't stem his need for reassurance in that moment.

"It's fine," Christine said, "As long as you're not knocking up our daughter, there's no consequences. It's just part of our lives now. I don't like it, but I know I can't make you stop." She turned onto her back and opened up her iPad.

The conversation was clearly over. James went to sleep soon after, the pleasure of fucking his daughters overwhelming any guilt over anything else.

*

Austin was deep in a world of chopped lettuce when he felt a hand on his shoulder. He barely looked up from what he was doing. It was one of the line cooks, Luis.

"Someone's outside to see you," he said, "Out back." Austin nodded.

He understood the need for prep. When he first started, he felt like it was busy work. The way the chef showed him to do things, Austin felt like Daniel-san in the Karate Kid, completing strange rituals for the sake of being strange. Now that he understood it, he appreciated the details and nuance. But that didn't mean he enjoyed it.



Still, he was reluctant to step away. Once Austin got in a rhythm, it was easier to go, go, go until it was all finished. Breaking his pace felt like climbing out of a warm pool into shockingly frigid air. Like waking from a wonderful dream to a small, lonely bed.

Austin carefully put his knife down. He honestly had no idea who had come to see him. Maybe one of his shit-head roommates had locked themselves out of the apartment again.

"I'll be right back," he told Luis. He didn't want the line cook reporting back to Chef Paul that he'd been shirking his duties.

Austin walked through the kitchen, dancing around the other workers all engaged in equally menial but necessary tasks. He pushed through the back screen door. It had rained out while he'd been inside, though he hadn't noticed when. Everything was slick and dark despite the fact it was mid-day. Austin looked up and saw who was waiting for him. He smiled, the grin overtaking his face.

Christine was standing by the dumpster, looking like a dream. She had on a long, navy dress and stockings. She was wearing high heels and sunglasses. Her straight hair shot golden out to just below her chin. She waved, shyly.

Austin practically skipped over and hugged his Mom before she could say hello. He knew he missed her, he thought about her all the time, but he hadn't realized how much until she was there. He took in a deep breath, let the scent of her perfume waft over him. She felt so small, yet still so strong, in his arms.

"I missed you," he said. The words burbling over.

"Me too," Christine said. "I had a little break between patients at work and I thought I'd come see you. I don't suppose we could grab lunch?"

Austin glanced back at the kitchen. He wanted to say yes so badly.

"You're busy," Christine said, "Of course you are."

"I'm sorry, Mom."

"Why? Because you're working hard? No, I'm proud of you. So proud."

"I want to spend time with you, too," Austin said, "It's just, we're in the middle of prep. I shouldn't even be out here right now. We get a little break before service. I'd be free in, like, a couple of hours?"

"No, that's OK," Christine said, "I have to be home by then. Making dinner." She laughed a little at the irony.

"OK, well I'm glad you came to see me," Austin said.

"Me too," Christine said. Even in heels, she had to stretch upward a bit to kiss her son. She kissed his cheek. His lips. They melted into each other. Both gasping at the strength, the overwhelming shock, of contact.

Christine pushed Austin back against the cement wall of the building. They were over to the side of the door. No one could see them unless they stepped out and turned all the way around. Remarkably private for standing in the middle of a restaurant parking lot in the center of town where anyone walking by could see.

If their public position concerned her, Christine didn't let it show. She broke the kiss and started to slide downward. She traced her son's chest.

"Mom?" Austin asked.

"Shhhh, baby. It's OK," Christine said, "Mommy will kiss it all better." She knelt down. The edge of her dress dipped into the wet ground. She took off her sunglasses and tucked them into her front, casual as anything. Then Christine reached up and undid Austin's pants. Just the top button and the zipper. She pulled out his rapidly stiffening shaft.

"Oh Mom," Austin said. He groaned as his mother engulfed him. She looked up and smiled at him. It was so hot, seeing his Mom's mouth wrapped around his cock -- the proper, powerful woman submitting to her son. Austin almost came right there.

It didn't take too much longer, though. Christine gave head the same way she did everything: with unified purpose and skill. What's more, Austin had been too tired from work to work himself these last few weeks, let alone hook up with someone else: he was already on a short fuse.

Christine licked up and down her son's shaft. She wrapped her fist around the base and stroked along with her sucks. Austin's knees went week. He put his hands on his mother's head. The dominant woman softened, letting her son slowly fuck her face.

Christine sat back and let him use her body. He tried to be gentle. Respectful of the power she'd granted him. Yet the pleasure of it all was all too much. His mother choked and gasped as his cock plunged forward. It only aroused him more.

"M...Mom? I'm getting close," Austin said.

"In my mouth, baby," Christine said. Austin's climax raced through him. Christine stroked his leg lovingly as his body bucked. As he filled his mother's mouth with his spend.

When he was finished, Christine gave his swiftly softening prick one last, loving lick. Then she carefully tucked his penis back into his pants and zipped him up. Like she used to when he was a little boy. She stood up. Austin, still coming down from his cum, took in the sight of his post-blowjob Mom.

Her face was red, lips puffy. Her stockings had rips at the knees from the gravel ground and her dress was sodden along the hem. Her perfectly straight hair hung askew. Christine looked like a woman who'd sucked a guy off in the back of a restaurant by the dumpster. Because, of course, she just had.

"Well, I did say I was running out for lunch," Christine said and giggled. She leaned over and gave Austin a kiss on the cheek. He could smell his own cum on her lips. "Sorry we don't have time for more."

"Me too," Austin said.

"Now get back to work, mister," Christine said. She swatted her son's ass.

Austin stumbled back into the kitchen. His things were right where he left them. He eyed everything like it was new.

"What was that about?" Luis asked, walking by.

Austin started to respond, then stuttered. A minute later he sliced his finger while cutting the broccoli.

*

Lexi sat in the car, staring at herself in the rearview mirror. Idly, she played with her earring. The diamond stud winked at her in the reflection.

This is so stupid.

Lexi had gotten herself all dolled up. Even more than usual. She never wore jewelry, but she put in diamond earrings and wore a thin, gold necklace with a cross pendant. She'd put on her little black fuck-me dress, a pair of dark stockings, even heels. Then she'd done her makeup: dark, dramatic eyes and bright red lipstick She looked like a girl heading out for a night on the town. She was going to visit her brother.

So fucking stupid.

Lexi had driven over in a rush. Didn't even call to let Austin know she was coming. Hadn't even paused to think about what she was doing. It wasn't until she parked that she realized the strange, surprise, sibling booty call she was staging. And suddenly it all felt just as odd as that sentence sounded.

How was she going to explain all this to Austin? To his roommates? Yeah, no, I'm here all dressed up to hang out with my brother? How would she justify it when they heard noises coming from Austin's room that were definitely not from a video game?

It had started to rain. It'd been raining all week. Lexi could see Austin's car parked across the street; she knew he was home. Christine had seen him at the restaurant a few days before, so Lexi knew this was Austin's day off.

This was so stupid. Dumb. A waste of time. Lexi turned the engine on. It roared to life. The raindrops turned yellow in the headlights. She clicked the car back off. Fuck!

Lexi looked at herself in the mirror again. Molly was right, she was a dumb slut. Fooling around with their Dad had been fun. Lexi didn't enjoy the whole dominance thing, the spanking, but it was neat to try something different. Was it weird that what Lexi liked best was that it felt like she and her little sister had really bonded over fucking their Dad together? It definitely wasn't normal. Of course, it was even weirder that sex with their father had inspired Lexi to get all fancy and head over to fuck her brother by surprise a few days later.

God, I'm so broken. But then why did this feel so much better than staying at home and acting 'fixed'?

Lexi got out of the car. She slammed the door behind her, like warning her better instincts to stay back. She hadn't brought an umbrella, so she scampered across the street -- rain splattered her head and bare shoulders -- and rang the bell. She heard an unfamiliar male voice across the com box.

"Pizza?"

"Lexi," Lexi said dumbly, "I'm Austin's sister?"

There was a long pause. Then a loud buzz. Lexi pushed open the door and stepped inside from the rain. The first floor was nothing but a row of beat up mail slots and a dirty, cracked-tile floor. Lexi was pretty sure her brother wasn't living in a crack house, but this wasn't much of an upgrade.

She went up the stairs carefully, like at any second the whole structure might collapse. People seemed to use the area outside their doors as closet space, based on how much stuff was piled in the hallways. The building smelled like beef stew, and not in a way that made her think that someone might actually be cooking it.

No rats, at least, Lexi thought to herself. She glanced around, nervously. No rats no rats no rats, she prayed silently with every step.

On the third floor, she found her brother's apartment: 3B. She stepped around a pile of clothes all wrapped in plastic and rapped on the door. It was opened by a short, dark haired boy that Lexi didn't recognize. He was wearing only a stained white undershirt and a pair of baby blue boxers. His eyebrows seemed to be in an ongoing campaign to conquer the rest of his face. The brows were winning.

"Hi!" Lexi said, forcing the cheer into her voice.

"Dmitri," he said gruffly. His accent came through on that one word. He stepped aside and let Lexi walk in. The apartment was... not as bad as Lexi feared? Totally not nearly as bad as her worst possible expectations. There were windows, for example. And furniture.

The kitchen was right there by the front door. Well, a stovetop, anyway. Behind that was a couch facing a sad, small TV. The whole place stank of boy, and not in the good way.

Austin was sitting on the couch with a game controller in his hand. Next to him was a tall, skinny boy wearing pajama pants and a torn, black t-shirt. He had thin blonde hair and a nose that could be in the dictionary under 'right angle.'

"Lexi!" Austin exclaimed as soon as he saw her. He dropped the controller and raced over. He was dressed in jeans and a t-shirt, which made him practically formal next to his roommates. He immediately wrapped her in a hug. "You look amazing," he gasped in her ear.

Lexi stepped back and let her brother run his eyes over her. He grinned, then seemed to realize where he was -- who else was looking -- and turned away.

"This is, um, well Dmitri you already met. And this is Lucas," Austin said. The two guys said hello.

"Nice to meet you," Lexi said. She noticed that neither boy could take their eyes off her rack. Well, at least she knew the dress was working.

"So, you heading out somewhere fancy?" Austin asked.

"No, I just wanted to..." Lexi stopped herself. If she wasn't going anywhere nice, then why in hell was she dressed that way? "I mean, yes. That is, I was hoping we could, umm, go out to dinner. Just you and me. You haven't been around since you went back to work and, well, I thought it would be nice if we could hang out and do something. You know?" She was rambling. Stop rambling. "So, what do you think? Or not. I mean, I don't want to impose if you guys have plans."

"No plans," Austin said, finally interceding. "I should probably go get changed though."

"What you have on is fine," Lexi said.

"Are you sure?" Austin gestured at his outfit, "I think I'm going to look underdressed next to you."

"It's fine," Lexi repeated.

"Calm down, it'll be just a sec I promise," Austin said. He jaunted out of the common area and went back toward his bedroom. Lexi heard a lot of moving around back there, followed by a loud crash. "Almost ready!" he called from behind the door.

Lexi went over and sat down on the couch, holding her hands in her lap. Lucas looked over at her and grinned nervously.

"Hey," he said.

"Hi," Lexi said.

Dmitri dropped into the lounger off to the side. He shared the same deep conversation with Lexi that she had just had with Lucas. Then they all sat there in silence.

"So, playing Destiny?" Lexi asked.

"Yep," Lucas said.

"Yes," Dmitri said.

Good lord. Lexi had had more scintillating conversations with their neighbor's pet dog. The boys' approval of her outfit that had seemed so satisfying before had taken a hard turn off to Creepy-ville. Conversation, miserable as it was, seemed the only way out. "What do you guys do?" she asked.

"Software engineer," Lucas said.

"I'm a programmer," Dmitri said.

Shocker.

"Austin?" Lexi turned around and called to the bedrooms.

"Just got to find shoes!" Austin said. There was another loud crash. Finally, his door opened. He was wearing a wrinkled white dress shirt and a pair of dark jeans. He still had hiking boots on. Still, her blond brother made it look good. He smiled that goofy half-smile of his and Lexi was almost ready to shove him back in the bedroom and rip those clothes right back off him. It wasn't fair, how easy it was for a boy to put himself together.

Lexi leapt off the couch. "Took you long enough," she said, leaning in and giving her brother a playful kiss on the cheek.

Austin looked at the floor, sheepish. Like he should have been prepared for his sister to surprise him with a formal dinner. Lexi practically dragged her brother out of the apartment. They got out into the hallway and she turned around and pushed him back against the closed door. She kissed him, hard on the mouth. She felt his body rise to meet hers.

Lexi broke the kiss and led her brother downstairs. The rain had only gotten harder. They sprinted across the street and scrambled into Lexi's car. She turned it on and set the heat to blasting.

"So, where are we heading?" Austin asked.

"I haven't the slightest idea," Lexi said. Austin looked at her, eyes creased with worry. He put his hand over hers. "I missed you. That's all."

"So, you got all dressed up and came to see me on a whim?"

"Sort of?" Lexi said.

Austin leaned over and kissed her cheek. "You know I'm starting to think I love you, big sis."

Lexi blushed. She took the car out of park and pulled out rather than find a way to respond.

They ended up at a pizza place on the far side of town. It was a little joint with real brick ovens and a forty-minute wait for a table. The siblings stood in the corner by the coat rack, hanging off each other like a couple. They stayed away from too much PDA for all sorts of reasons, but if anyone who knew them saw, there would still be plenty of questions. Fortunately, no one was familiar.

After they got seated, Lexi ordered a bottle of wine. They carded her, but thankfully not her brother who was still underage. They split a pizza and talked about dumb things, nothing things, all the things they wanted to say but couldn't speak aloud.

"How's Mom?" Austin asked.

"Still being Mom," Lexi said, "She said she visited you the other day?"

"Yes, we, ummmm."

"She told me," Lexi said, "It's OK."

"I guess," Austin said, "Dad and Molly are still being Dad and Molly?"

"Oh yes," Lexi said. She chuckled to herself. "You haven't been gone that long."

"Feels like it sometimes," Austin said, "And you? How are you?"

"I'm OK," Lexi said, "I got all dressed up for a date with my brother, apparently."

"How's that going for you?"

"Kind of amazing," Lexi said. She stopped herself. Focused hard on her pizza. "Sorry."

"Please don't be," Austin said. "You coming to the apartment tonight all... You? It was maybe the best thing ever. Like, I don't know if you realized my roommates almost had twin heart attacks when they saw you."

"Hard not to notice," Lexi said, "Do you ever let them outside, or do you just crate them while you're working?"

"They're good guys," Austin said, "Dmitri has a pretty serious girlfriend. They get nervous around strangers. Incredibly sexy strangers, especially."

The two of them finished the pizza and paid the bill. They walked out of the restaurant arm in arm. It was still pouring. Lexi thought it might never stop. They both stood on the curb, staring at her car like it was miles away instead of parked across the street.

"Seriously, Austin, how are you?" Lexi asked. She stared at the river of road as it flowed by. A car rushed past them and the splash just missed her toes.

"OK," Austin said, "Most of the time. I miss you guys though. Mom and Molly. You. Sometimes I miss you a lot."

"You could come home," Lexi said, "Not, like, forever. Be there for family dinner or whatever."

"I'd like that," Austin said, "I guess I just..."

"It's OK, Austin," Lexi said, "If there's one thing I've learned lately? It really is OK."

They didn't even drive somewhere else. Just piled into the backseat, soaking. Austin tore Lexi's stockings down. Pushed her dress above her waist. She ripped his cock out of his pants. He tackled her back into the cushions. Bumped her head against the door frame. Spread her legs roughly. Pink and dripping. Exposed.

Brother and sister became one.

It felt like finding light in the darkness. Water in the desert. Her brother's cock finally filled her. Panting and grunting. Red lipstick smeared on his cheek. The squealing protests of the backseat. Back and forth. The little golden cross bounced between Lexi's breasts, tangled in her brother's chest hair. Her thighs ached, squeezing around his waist as her pussy caressed his cock. The heat of her brother's shaft plunging again and again and again.

Lexi's rapture rose like the tide and overwhelmed her, a great undulating rush. Everything devolved into sounds. Sensations. "Austin -- inside. Pleeeeease."

Austin roared as he came. Lexi felt the hot liquid splash against her cervix. My brother's inseminating me. He's putting his seed in his sister. The thought sent Lexi over the top one last time. A short, sharp ecstasy that crescendoed into something expansively greater. The world went white. Then dark.

The siblings wrapped around each other in the backseat. Sticky with each other's juices. Lexi laughed. She kissed her brother.

"You're heavy," she told him. He disengaged, soft member slipping out of her. Lexi held back the urge to beg him to put it back. It felt necessary, like she was missing an organ without him there.

"You're covered in lipstick," Lexi said.

"I ruined your stockings," Austin said.

They put themselves back together as best they could and climbed back into the front seat. Lexi fired up the engine. She could still smell their sex, lingering. They drove through the rain, both still trying to catch their breath.

Lexi parked in front of Austin's apartment. Water beat a tattoo on her roof. Austin leaned over and kissed his sister on the cheek.

"Well, I had a lovely evening," Lexi said.

"Me too," Austin said.

"What will you tell your roommates?"

Austin shrugged.

He opened the door and stepped out.

"Austin?" Lexi called out. She hadn't intended to say anything. But seeing him go in that moment made her heart skip. His handsome face peered back into the car.

"I think I'm kinda sorta maybe starting to love you, too," Lexi said, "Little bro."

Austin nodded solemnly. Then he ran back into his building. Lexi drove off in silence, the music of the evening enough to get her home on its own.

*

James sat at his desk and stared at pictures of his family. The images he had brought to his office were about ten years out of date. Lexi, in her Alexis days, in a bright red uniform on a sports field. One leg resting on a soccer ball. Her eyes looked ready to burn through the frame. Austin in a batting stance, about to take a pitch. Even in the action shot a little cocky grin played on his lips. Molly, her teeth looking too big for her mouth, in a purple, velvet-y dress at a chorus recital.



There was a picture of Christine, too -- also about a decade younger. It was before she went health conscious -- way before she went health crazy -- and she looked so young. So happy. She was standing with the three kids hanging off her like she was a jungle gym. They were in the backyard during some barbecue. Everyone smiling so wide.

James was sitting in a big, ergonomic leather chair behind a large wooden desk. His computer screen glowed bluish over everything. There was a TV on the far wall. A fish tank to the one side. Rows of bookshelves with titles like, "Winning Marketing" and "Leading the Way." He had a corner office, with two windows looking outward to the rolling ocean of parking lot. The other two walls were also glass, frosted, and James could easily make out the shadows of his co-workers walking past.

In other words, there were plenty of things for him to be looking at -- some of which he was actually being paid to do -- but he kept glancing at the pictures of his kids. His family. Going back to work, James had anticipated that he'd feel weird at first. He imagined he might struggle with some of the old urges, especially as he was exposed to some of his younger, cuter colleagues. But it never occurred to him how much he would miss his family.

James was used to the traditional father role, the one his own Dad had brought him up with. In his world, the family patriarch went to work, came home late, and woke up early. Things like emotional availability, that's what Mom was for.

But then the kids had gotten older and started to move away. James began to worry he'd missed their lives entirely. Like those nightmares where you go to Disney World and forget to go on the rides. Worse, he feared it was already too late to fix it. Then that weekend by the lake had happened and closeness wasn't exactly the issue anymore, was it?

Now, back at work, where his emotions were supposed to be sealed far away, James felt like he was leaking them all over the place. He didn't just miss the sex (OK, he definitely missed the sex), but the comfort of being around the people he loved and who loved him back. The office, by comparison, felt cold and anodyne.

James' phone buzzed and he jumped. He'd been completely lost in his reverie. His assistant's voice came over the speaker. "Your daughter is here to see you," she said. "Molly."

James, already shocked by the noise, nearly fell off his chair. Molly?! His family never visited. Part of his work-life segregation policy. He was always too busy for visitors. Or the kids were too young and wild. It was safer, besides, to keep one place from contaminating the other.

Now, though, all James could feel was excitement at the thought that his darling little girl was right on the other side of the frosted glass. What was she doing there? James couldn't imagine. Actually, he could imagine and that was the problem.

Was his blonde baby girl really there to -- what were the words the kids used these days? -- hook up? That didn't seem like a good idea. Yet, how disappointing would it be if she was there for some other reason? The buck-toothed little girl in the velvet-y dress looked up at him from her picture with a disapproving smile.

His door opened and his assistant stepped inside, pulling the door closed behind her. Melanie was young and blonde. She was only about five feet tall and she had a gymnast's build. She was wearing grey slacks with a matching sport coat over a purple dress shirt. She was young, and in trying to look professional she actually made herself appear even younger. Like a kid in her mother's clothes. The power suit sapped away whatever strength she might have had. A simple blouse and a skirt would have been fine, but James had no way to tell the poor girl that without it being inappropriate.

"I'm looking over your schedule," Melanie said, staring down at her company-issued phone as she walked up to James' desk. "You've got that finance thing in fifteen, but I can probably move it to later this afternoon. I'm sorry, if I'd known Molly was coming, I'd have already cleared..."

"It's fine, Melanie," James said, careful to say her name slowly, hoping it would help her stay calm. The poor girl -- and she really appeared girl-ish in that moment -- was already flustered. Her blonde hair seemed to be escaping out of her very professional bun by the second. "I wasn't expecting Molly either."

"I'm really sorry," Melanie said. James realized she was looking at her phone screen because she was too afraid to look at her boss. Was he truly such an imposing, old ogre? The fact that Melanie was young and cute (and probably smoking hot under all those layers of clothing) didn't make James feel any better about himself. "I'll do a better job of making sure your schedule is more flexible in the future."

"Melanie." James said it more firmly. He waited till she finally looked directly at him. Her eyes were sad and small. "It's. Fine. You're not expected to be psychic. Don't move the meeting, we've been trying to get everyone together for weeks. I'll say a quick 'hello' to my daughter and we'll move on with the day, OK?"

Melanie nodded. She took a deep breath, like gathering herself back together. He knew his assistent was smart when she wasn't freaking herself out all the time. First jobs were always hard. He remembered his: eighteen years old, wife pregnant with their first. It felt like he would never move from that place. Then suddenly here he was in this big office with some kid too terrified to look at him. It might as well have been magic. Sometimes James wished he could change it all back.

"I'll go get your daughter," Melanie said and scurried back outside the office. James smoothed his shirt. Checked himself in the reflection of the computer screen. God, I'm acting like a nervous teenager.

The door opened and a boundless, bountiful teenager bounced into his office. "Hi Daddy!" Molly exclaimed. She was wearing a plaid skirt and a white dress shirt that, honestly, could barely contain her incredible body. She looked like she was wearing a slutty schoolgirl Halloween costume. My God.

Molly ran around the desk and wrapped her arms around her father, tight. He could feel her prodigious chest on his shoulder. Molly had been in the room for less than a minute and she was already getting him hot in a way he knew he couldn't be at work.

"It's good to see you, Molly," James said, "I'm surprised to see you."

"Sorry," Molly said, not sounding at all sorry, "I was just at home and lonely by myself and I thought, you know I bet my Daddy is all lonely by himself, too."

Melanie left the two of them alone, shutting the door behind her. James wished he could ask her to lock it, but he didn't know how he could frame that request. He looked up at his daughter. His heart pounded at his ribs like a prisoner trying to escape.

As soon as the door clicked shut, Molly leaned forward and kissed him right on the lips. She rolled his chair back and swung herself over James' legs. She gave him a guilty little smile, then kissed him again

"So, I have a meeting in a little bit, but if you're willing to wait, we could have lunch in about an hour or so," James said.

"That's OK, Daddy," Molly said, "I think I'll just grab a snack right here."

Molly sunk down to her knees. She unbuttoned her top, exposing her luscious, larger-than-life breasts, encased in a bright red, lacy bra. Then she opened James' pants.

"I missed you, Daddy," she said, "But I missed this even more."

"Molly," James said. He intended it as a warning, but even to his own ears it sounded encouraging.

What he meant didn't matter to his little girl. She shushed him and reached into his underwear. She pulled out her father's cock, wiggling it in the air triumphantly.

James looked reflexively up at the door. It was still shut tight.

"Don't worry," Molly said, "I'll take good care of him."

James was about to speak again. He was going to make it clear that what his daughter was doing was inappropriate. Then Molly swallowed his dick and he swallowed whatever he'd wanted to say. The words were gone -- poof! -- a lot like the erection that had just disappeared into his daughter's mouth, actually.

Molly did not waste time -- she started sucking with abandon. James sat back and groaned. Let his eyes float shut. Goddamn that girl was amazing.

Molly grunted unhappily. James looked down. The blonde girl seemed upset about something. She reached over and grabbed his hands. She put one on her stupendous chest, the other behind her own head.

God DAMN that girl was amazing.

"That's better," Molly said and went back to working her Daddy's dick. She dragged her tongue along the underside of the shaft, ran her lips up and back. She tasted and tickled. Stroked and teased. The room was filled with wet sloshing noises as James' baby girl milked his cock with abandon.

"God, baby, that feels so good," James said.

"I'm glad, Daddy," Molly said, "Just let me know when you're going to go. I want to make sure I swallow it all."

BEEP!

James' eyes shot over to the phone on his desk. The intercom opened unbidden. "Your meeting, Mr. Campbell?" Melanie asked. Her voice was harsh and overloud through the phone. James reached to turn down the volume, but the mouth around his dick held him in place.

Slurp. Slurp. Slurp.

"Yes, Molly and I are, um, finishing something up. Be out in a second." How had fifteen minutes passed so quickly? James looked over at his screen. Twenty minutes! He was already late.

"I'll let the team know you're behind," Melanie said.

Slurp. Slurp. Slurp. Molly wasn't stopping. Not even slowing. And her happy little grunts seemed to be getting louder. Was his baby girl really going to do this to him?

"He's almost there," Molly called out from under the desk. She cupped her father's balls as she said it, as if checking to confirm her prediction. Then she went right back to sucking. She wrapped her fist around her father's shaft, but she didn't stroke with it. Instead she held the skin back and taut, holding back his climax while she bathed his cockhead with her saliva.

The intercom clicked, like Melanie had hung up. James reached over to switch off the phone, to prevent his assistant from accidentally listening in, but instead he knocked the whole apparatus onto the floor. It tumbled with a loud crash. Molly didn't even look up.

There was a firm knock on the door. "Mr. Campbell? You OK in there?" The door cracked open. Molly loosened her grip on James' dick. One stroke. Two.

"Oh!" James couldn't contain the gasp as, just like that, his cock spewed out.

At the same moment, as James dumped his pleasure down his baby girl's throat, Melanie stepped fully into the room.

"Phone... dropped..." James said, the words barely coherent. He lay back in the chair. The orgasm was still racing through him.

"Where's Molly?" Melanie asked, confused. The buxom blonde popped up from under the desk like a happy little jackrabbit.

"Got it!" she said. James looked up and saw his daughter was holding the phone in the air like a dirty Statue of Liberty. Her hair was mussed to heck and her blouse was still too open by about three buttons. For the first time, James was happy his office was always a bit on the dark side.

"They cancelled the meeting," Melanie said, "I told them your daughter was here and they pushed it back to next week."

"Oh. OK," James said. Molly put the phone back on his desk and ran her fingers through her hair. James realized his pants were still down around his knees. His thighs were cold. His penis hung limply in the open air. God, this wasn't going to get better, was it?

"You have something on your chin," Melanie said, pointing at Molly. Nope not better at all.

"Oh!" Molly exclaimed. She reached up and pulled the remains of her father's spend into her mouth with a naughty little grin. "I had a glazed donut earlier and I must have missed some."

"Uh huh," Melanie said.

James sat a little straighter. But not too straight. This was so bad! "Anyway," he said, trying to keep his voice deep, "Meeting's cancelled. So that means we can go get lunch, right?"

"I'll update your calendar," Melanie said.

"Block out the next two hours," James said, "I want to spend as much with my daughter as I can. That is, spend as much time with her. Lord, what is wrong with me today?"

The three of them all laughed nervously. Melanie nodded and tapped at her phone. She walked out of James' office, pulling the door closed behind her.

"God, that was close," James said.

"She's super cute," Molly said, staring after Melanie. "I don't have any competition here do I?"

"I don't think she'd be into that," James said, "To her, I'm just a strange, scary, old man."

"Oh, I doubt that," Molly said, "Everyone loves my super sexy Daddy. Besides, you didn't see the way she was looking at us before."

"You mean with cum dripping out of your mouth and your bare breasts hanging out of your shirt?" James asked.

Molly looked down and seemed to notice her open blouse for the first time. "Oops!" she said and quickly buttoned up. "So, you said you wanted to get lunch?"

"One meal wasn't enough for you?" James asked.

"I am a growing little girl," Molly said. She sat down on the desk and winked at her father. Her butt bumped against the picture of herself in that chorus outfit. When did that innocent little girl in the picture transform into the minx sitting on his desk?

"Actually, I was thinking we should order in." James said, wrapping his arm around Molly's waist and pulling her close to him. "That way I can eat... out."

"Oh Daddy!" Molly said a bit too loudly. James couldn't hear, his head was already buried between his blonde baby girl's thick thighs.

*

Another day, another far too busy service. Austin found himself not just prepping salads but also having to help out on the line. On the one hand, this was great. A sign that the restaurant was succeeding. The better the place did, the more opportunity it meant for Austin. On the other hand, he was falling asleep on his feet.

One slow day -- that was all he wanted. The last time he'd had a day off, he'd ended up spending his time at dinner with Lexi. That had been a ton of fun, but also exhausting in its own way.

Austin missed his family. It wasn't homesickness. Not like when he went to summer camp at age 12 and had felt oddly melancholy for a week. No this was more like when his first real girlfriend had gone away for spring break and Austin had felt empty. Like a piece of him was missing.

He'd been embarrassed then, acting like a lovesick teenager. Now, in his twenties, missing his Mom and sisters the same way? Embarrassing wasn't the word for it. There was no word for pining for your family. Actually, he was pretty sure the word was illegal. But it didn't stop his heart from feeling that way. Stupid, useless heart.

Austin felt a tap on his shoulder and looked over. It was one of the servers, Jane. She was a skinny girl with light brown hair and green eyes. When he'd started at the restaurant a year before, he'd thought Jane was sort of Lexi-like and they'd dated a couple of times. God, even then I was into my sister, Austin thought. Had the pills actually changed him, Austin wondered. Or had they simply opened the door to his already existing desires?

He pulled himself back to the present. "What's up?" he asked. The servers rarely bothered him unless something was horribly wrong. Jane, in particular, tended to keep her distance. The relationship hadn't ended badly, but they didn't have lot to say to each other either

The bony brunette was all smiles that night though. Austin knew the extra business had led to some serious tips for the servers. It helped buoy them over the heavy flow of constant guests.

"You've got visitors on table 7," Jane said. Austin looked down at the plates in front of him. He had about six orders in various states of progress. And he was already falling behind. "Ummm, I'll come check on them in a bit?"

"You want me to tell your family to fuck off?" Jane asked. She raised her eyebrow at him, dubious. He'd always thought she looked so sexy when she did that. Of course, now he realized he liked it cause the face sort of reminded him of his older sister. I'm so fucked up.

"No, of course not," Austin said.

"I've got it," Ken, one of the line cooks gently shoved Austin aside. "It's family man, this stuff comes second."

"You're sure?" Austin asked. Ken and Jane looked at each other knowingly.

"Just say 'hi' and come back," Ken said.

Austin knew better than to waste more time. He jaunted out of the kitchen, ducked past another server, and went over to table 7. He recognized both of them immediately. His heart soared.

"Hey," Austin said. Christine and Lexi looked up at him. When Jane had said 'family,' Austin assumed he was getting the whole crew. But it was only his older sister and mother. He couldn't have been more pleased. He'd been expecting a family visit, an encouraging pat on the back. This was something far different: a pat on a way more exciting part of his body.

Christine and Lexi leered at him, then eyed him oddly. Austin looked down. He hadn't thought about his appearance. His apron looked like he was cutting through harsh jungle, not preparing salads. "Sorry," he said, and blushed, "It's been a busy day. Week. Lifetime." He slid his hands down his side, unsure of where to put them.

"Oh, don't be," Christine said, "I like a man in uniform."

"Yes, looking like you work hard is sexy," Lexi agreed. Austin wasn't sure his Mom and sister should be saying those things in public. But he didn't enjoy them any less.

"Anyway, what are you doing here?" Austin asked. He didn't want to sound rude, but he was legitimately curious.

"We'd heard about this hot new place we had to try," Christine said.

"And the hot dudes who work there," Lexi added.

Both women were dressed for a night on the town. Lexi was wearing a shiny, green dress and had those diamond earrings in again. Austin could see the little gold cross dipping between the top of her cleavage and blushed. That little 't' brought back some naughty memories.

Christine was wearing a white blouse and a black skirt. She had in gold hoop earrings, as well. Both women had done their makeup and styled their hair. They looked like two women out on the prowl: not a mother and daughter having a nice, family meal.

"I don't suppose you have time to join us?" Christine asked.

"Mom, he's clearly too busy," Lexi said. Austin nodded. He didn't want to admit it, but Lexi was right. He could already feel the hand of responsibility reaching around the back of his neck.

"I could, ummm, meet up after the shift is over. We could get dessert?" Austin said.

"Oh, I'd love some dessert," Lexi said. She reached out and grabbed at Austin's member through his slacks. He jumped back.

"Lexi!"

"Well I think dessert sounds lovely," Christine said. Austin couldn't stop the smile from spreading across his face, thinking about what that meant.

He nodded and dragged himself back into the kitchen. He tried to stay focused on his job, but he couldn't. It was not his best performance. A few things got sent back and, overall, he was sloppy. Austin's mind was elsewhere, still standing by the booth with his Mom and sister. He did not get a congratulatory pat on the back from Chef Paul. He didn't stand outside and have a post-service smoke. He didn't want to hear about his mistakes from his co-workers. Besides, Austin had better things to do.

Austin got a text from Lexi that she and Christine had headed across the street to the big Irish pub. It was late, but the place was still jumping. There was a loud, live band at one end. The bar area was quite full: they had three bartenders going and all seemed overworked. Between the pounding music and the roar of conversation, Austin's ears were vibrating as he looked for his mom and sister. He found them, both with drinks in their hands, sitting at a high top back against the wall.



"Hiiii Austin!" Christine said when she saw her son. She leaned over on her stool and gave him a hug. "We got these from those boys over there." She held up a half-empty glass. She pointed out where two guys were standing, obviously upset that their purchase was lubricating some other guy's girls.

Austin was shocked. He'd never seen his mother drunk before. Hell, he'd never even seen her drink alcohol. Christine had made no secret of the fact that recreational drinking wasn't for her. She let her children drink, but she, herself? Never.

For her to be there, glass in hand and already at least two sheets to the wind? Austin would have been less surprised if she'd been holding a polar bear in her arms, nursing it from her teats, while singing Irish folk music.

Lexi raised her glass at Austin. "Mom's kind of drunk," she said.

"Hell yes!" Christine said. She tried to kiss Austin on the lips, but he pulled away. Too many people in this bar might know who they were.

"How are you?" Austin asked Lexi.

"I'm doing OK" she said. She slid off her stool and stumbled a little. Then she recovered and gave Austin a hug. "OK, maybe not completely OK."

"Let's have fun!" Christine said, "My baby boy is here and we're going to have fun!"

Austin gave Lexi a worried look.

"It's fine," Lexi said, "We're not as think as you bad we are."

Austin raised his eyebrow at his sister. Damned. He'd spent all night looking forward to this, but now both women seemed too sloshed for much of anything. Years of trying to get girls drunk enough to hook up with him and now he found himself wishing his conquests could be a bit more sober.

Worse, these weren't two sluts he'd picked up at a bar. This was his Mom and sister. No, only trouble could come of this. He stuffed his disappointment down. After all, what had he thought was going to happen? They'd trade blowjobs out by the dumpster? All try to stuff themselves in the backseat of the car? No, Austin realized he'd been like a little boy at Christmas -- naively expecting a motorcycle where even the most basic common sense said he was getting sweaters.

Besides, his need to take care of his girls overruled any other instincts. "Come on, I'll drive you home," Austin said.

"Ooooo. We're going back to your place," Christine said, too loudly, "Someone's getting laid!"

Lexi tried to shush her mother, but they both began giggling.

"How much did you guys have?" Austin said. He was practically slinging his mother over his shoulder rather than helping her off her stool.

"Well, we had a couple ourselves," Lexi said, she was slurring her words pretty badly, but Austin could parse her for the most part, "And then these guys bought us a bunch of drinks."

"Yeah, Mom showed me."

"No, not them," Lexi said. "Other guys."

Jesus, how many men had those two been leading on?

"We look goooood," Christine said. She had her arms wrapped around her son. Austin could smell the liquor on her breath. Yet he had to admit, both women did look hot. He'd have bought them drinks, too. Lexi, tall and striking. Her dress took her already incredible legs up to a whole new level. And his mom, Christine, she could easily have passed for mid-twenties in that outfit. The two of them looked like supermodels, slumming it in a local bar when they could have any guy they wanted. Apparently, though, they only had eyes for Austin. He could find no small comfort in that.

Lexi put Christine's other arm around her shoulders and the siblings managed to lead her out of the bar. Once they got outside, the sudden silence was deafening. The rest of the world was fast asleep. The sidewalks were empty. Even the parked cars seemed more still than usual.

Austin let go of his mother and let her stand on her own. She stumbled, but then was OK again. She ogled both her children.

"Well, that was fun," Christine said, "Now, you said something about taking us girls back to your place?"

Austin didn't think that was such a good idea. Fooling around with his mother and sister within earshot of his roommates was like looking for disaster. They were easygoing guys, sure, but no one was that understanding.

"I'm going to drive you home," Austin said as he led the girls down the street.

"Yes!" Christine said.

"Our home," Austin said, "Your home. You guys need to sleep it off."

"Awww, Austin's no fun," Christine said. She got all pouty.

"I think he's right, Mom," Lexi said. She gave her brother a knowing look. She'd sussed it all out without him needing to explain. "Let's go home."

"Oh OK," Christine said, still acting like a whiny ten-year old, "But I wanted our Austin's incredible cock inside me."

"I know, Mom," Lexi said.

"Another time, I promise," Austin said.

"Of course, you don't care," Christine said to Lexi, "He fucked you silly last week."

Austin and Lexi shared another look.

"Did you like that Austin? Did you like fucking your big sister stupid in the car? Oh, I bet you did. Her tight pussy wrapped around your massive cock so perfectly. I want that too, Austin. Mommy needs her little boy's big dick in her right now. You put it in there, young man, like a good boy. Give Mommy all your nasty little spermies while sissy watches us."

"Jesus, Mom," Lexi said.

"Let's get her to the car before it gets worse," Austin said.

"Give me cock!" Christine chanted loudly, her voice echoing off the empty shops. "Give me cock!"

Lexi raised her eyebrow at Austin as they walked. It was the look that Jane had given him earlier, the one that turned him on so much. "We're parked down here," she told him.

They'd brought Lexi's little sedan. Austin loaded Christine into the backseat. Lexi handed her brother the keys. She was doing a good job of acting sober. Austin had to remind himself that his older sister wasn't in much better shape than their mom.

Lexi got in the passenger seat and Austin fired up the engine. The radio came on way too loud and Austin quickly switched it off. Lexi put her hand on his thigh. It wasn't too long ago that they'd both been sitting in that car. Been half-naked in her back seat. Had said some things that they could never take back. That Austin was terrified not to take back.

"Lexi, you drive so Austin can fuck his mother back here," Christine said, "About time we Christened this car."

"Too late, Mom," Lexi said, "Remember? I told you me and Austin already did that."

"Well, it doesn't count unless he does it with a real woman," Christine said, then quickly corrected herself, "Not that you aren't a real woman, honey. It's just, when you get older and you learn some things... Well, you'll see." There was a loud zipping noise and Austin glanced back to see that his mother was slipping out of her skirt

"Mom!" Lexi exclaimed, "Put that back on."

"But..."

"Now," Lexi said. Her commanding voice was a little slurry, but it was still effective, "I'm too drunk to drive and you're too smashed for... well, anything. Austin's taking us home. Understand?"

Christine pulled her skirt up. She sat back in the seat and crossed her arms.

"Seatbelt?" Lexi asked. Christine glared and reached over for the belt.

Austin pulled out of the parking space and started to drive them home. It was farther than going back to his apartment (he could walk to his apartment). The roads were fairly empty, but they were dark and so Austin took his time heading back.

Christine slowly seemed to sober up. She sat up straighter in the backseat.

"I really am sorry for what I said before," Christine said, "You are a real woman Lexi. I'm really super proud of you."

"Thanks Mom," Lexi said, a twinge of disbelief in her voice. Of all the things Austin thought his mother should be apologizing for that night, her rude comment to Lexi wasn't even in the top ten. But he wasn't in a position to demand anything. And it did seem to make Lexi feel a little better.

"You're doing so well in school," Christine rambled on, "You're in such good shape. Your long legs and tight, hot body. Your sexy breasts and cute little ass..."

OK, so maybe Christine wasn't sobering up at all, Austin thought. He turned down another road. They were still about twenty minutes from the house.

"And Austin, you too. You've got a great chest and I love your calves. That ass. And that cock. Oh my God you've got such a massive monster between your legs. You're so much bigger, and thicker than... Wait! Stop here stop here stop here!"

Austin looked back. Did his Mom need to throw up? He quickly parked the car on the side of the road. They were in front of a small children's playground. He'd seen it a bunch of times before in his daily travels. It was pretty tiny -- a little climbing area with a couple of slides and a row of swings. At this time of night, it was totally deserted and Austin thought it looked more creepy than inviting.

Christine jumped out of the backseat as soon as the car was stopped. Austin waited to hear the sounds of his mother losing her lunch, but there was nothing. Then she popped up in Lexi's window.

"What are you waiting for, come on!"

Lexi cocked her eyebrow again. Warily, the siblings got out of the car. They found their mother sitting on the swing, completely naked. Her clothes were strewn across the faux-woodchip ground over by the monkey bars. She had her legs wide open and she was moving back and forth, like humping the open air. She was singing to herself softly.

Christine saw her son and daughter walking up to her and smiled.

"Why don't we play on the swings," she said, "This time, you can push me." She laughed at her own joke. "Well don't just stand there, get him ready for me."

Lexi didn't look happy about it, but she dutifully bent down and undid Austin's jeans. As his penis popped free, Lexi stole a little suck. Austin gasped at the touch of his older sister's tongue.

"Come on now, that's no fair," Christine said, "You got to fuck him last time."

"And you got to blow him," Lexi retorted. Christine shrugged as if to say that sounded reasonable after all. Austin clearly had no vote in this. He stepped out of his pants. He still had his shirt on. The summer air was warm on his naked backside. He looked around at the playground. Was this a criminal offense? Fucking your naked Mom in a kids' park had to be an offense, right?

Then Lexi wrapped her mouth around his member and Austin's mind went blank. Sllllluuuuuurrrrp. His sexy sister made a show of tasting his cock.

"That looks so good," Christine said, "Oh baby don't take too long. Please put it in me I want it so bad."

"You want to fuck your son?" Lexi asked her mother, enjoying the tease. "You're going to let your baby boy put his big dick in you?"

"Oh fuck yes," Christine said.

Lexi let Austin's penis slip out of her mouth. She gripped it tightly and pulled him forward.

"Stay here," she told Austin. She adjusted him so he was pointing his cock forward. Then she ran around the back of the swings and began pushing her upward.

"When I said I wanted to be pushed this wasn't what I meant, dear," Christine said.

"Shut up, slut," Lexi said. She had a big dumb grin on her face as she said it. Lexi kept pushing their Mom up on the swing. Till Christine's pussy was at the exact right height of her son's dick. She and Austin shared a dirty grin. "Hurry up, dummy, I can't hold her here forever."

"Dummy. Slut. Such language," Christine said, "Clearly I'm failing as a parent."

"But you're kicking ass as a fuck hole," Lexi said.

"I can live with that," Christine said. She giggled to herself again.

Austin stepped forward and placed his cock in his mother's gaping snatch. Then he wrapped his arm around her bare back to hold her in place. Lexi let go. Austin plunged into his Mom's pussy.

Mother and son both gasped as they became one. The swing slid out from under Christine. It didn't matter. Austin held his mother up. She wrapped her legs tightly around his waist. Arms around his neck. Head buried in his shoulder. Completely in her son's control. They'd been this way once before, in the shower back at the campground.

"I've got you Mom," Austin said.

"I know, baby," Christine whispered back.

Austin began moving his Mom's tight ass back and forth on his cock. The urge to fuck overwhelming his instincts to stand. It was hard to do it this way. Amazing, but also a real physical challenge. Slowly, not stopping his pistoning, Austin walked them over to the slide. Gingerly, he laid his Mom down.

"Noooo," she groaned as they broke the connection. She lay back. Her legs splayed out. Pussy dark and dripping. Her little breasts barely off her chest.

"You're so amazing, Mom," Austin said.

"Show me," Christine said, "Show Mommy."

Austin lay on top of his mother and slipped his penis back inside her. Back where it belonged. A son goes in his mother's womb, after all. Austin drew back, then began fucking his mother with abandon.

It wasn't at all comfortable. The slide was too small on either side. The metal was cold. The structure creaked and groaned with every push. It didn't matter. Austin drove into his mother like she was the source of his life. Which she was.

"Give it to Mom," Lexi said. Austin looked up and saw her standing over them. "Do her good."

"You like that?" Austin asked.

"Fuck yes," both women responded at the same time. Christine cheering enthusiastic. Lexi low and breathy.

"Give it to me. My son. Fucking me. So good," Christine babbled.

"Fuck your Mother with that massive dick," Lexi said. Austin saw his sister had her dress up over her waist. Her hand was down her panties and she was rubbing furiously. "Fuck yes, that looks so hot."

It was uncomfortable but it didn't matter. Being in his mother felt too good. Too right. But Austin wanted her to cum and he knew that his dick wasn't going to be enough on its own. The slide was too tight for him to reach down.

Austin slowly pulled out. He stood over his mother as she groaned in frustration. He turned to Lexi, "Help her out."

Christine groaned. Lexi knelt over her, dipped her hand in his mother's sex. Austin's older sister didn't say a word. She just went to work, like changing a tire. Filling a hole. Lexi moved like an expert. She slid her hand back and forth on their mother's clit and both of them groaned in unison.

Austin watched, entranced. He felt a warm hand wrap around his dick. Lexi gripped him tightly. His older sister was rubbing their mother with one hand, stroking her brother with the other. Austin knelt down to return the favor for his sister. The siblings were both sloppy and slow on each other, neither really pushing the other to pleasure. Just feeling, watching, as their mother writhed back and forth on the slide. In a playground she'd probably taken them to as kids. They'd pretended to be pirates. Superheroes saving the day. Knights off on a grand adventure.

The kids were playing together while their Mom watched again. But in a whole different way. The three of them reaching the ultimate, incestuous pleasure.

"The two of you look so good together," Christine said, looking up as the siblings stroked each other over her. "So hot."

"You look good, too, Mom," Lexi said.

"Come on Mom," Austin said, "Get there. Cum. I want to put it back in you so badly, but you have to cum first. Don't you want me to fill you up? Come on. Cum for me. Cum for us."

Lexi took her hand off Austin's cock and now worked her mother with both. Christine responded immediately. Two fingers inside now. Rubbing her clit even faster.

"Huh... Ah... Huh huh," she gasped. Her chest flushed. Legs cinched upwards, trembling. "ohfuck... OhFUCK!" Christine threw her head back and her whole body shook, then fell back still.

Christine lifted her head and looked at the siblings. Panting.

"Still want it?" Lexi asked.

"Oh fuck yes," Christine said.

Austin looked at his sister. Lexi shrugged. "Like she said, I got to fuck you last time. Don't worry, I'm a big girl. I can take care of myself."

Austin pulled himself from his sister's grasp. He lined himself up with his Mom, practically fell on top of her. The orgasm had cinched her pussy shut. Sliding back in was work. One push. Another. Already he could feel the orgasm building in his balls.

"Mom, I..."

"I know, baby," Christine said, "You've been such a good boy. Making sure I cum like that."

Austin was all the way in his mother's pussy now. He pulled back and slammed forward.

"Come on, baby," Christine said, "Give Mommy what she needs."

"Mom, I'm... Getting close," Austin said.

"Hold on," Christine said, "Just a... a little longer. Mommy's almost there, too."

Austin slowed, but he couldn't slow. His mother was squeezing his ass, urging him on, like a prized racehorse coming down the final stretch. He felt the whip at his flank.

"Come on Austin. Come on, baby..." Austin felt his mother start to tremble around him and he couldn't stop himself.

The first burst rocketed up his shaft. The ecstasy overcame him.

"OH!" Christine gasped as she felt her son explode inside her. "Ohhhhhhh!" She squeezed him tightly as the orgasm ripped through her. As Austin's orgasm emptied into her. Austin could barely breathe. His muscles burned. All he cared about was each salvo of sperm as he filled his mother's waiting snatch.

"Fucking... fuck," he gasped, "Oh fuck you feel so good, Mom."

"That's my boy," Christine said, "Oh yes. So good. My baby boy is filling me so good."

Austin pulled back from his mother. She lay still on the slide like she'd been pinned there. A stream of white liquid leaked out of her pussy and ran down to her little brown star.

"Now what am I going to do?" Lexi asked. She stood over both of them. Still rubbing herself.

Austin grabbed Lexi and tipped her over till he was carrying her, fireman style. They'd been in this position before, too. When Lexi's ankle was twisted, and she couldn't get down the mountain. Austin carried his big sister over to the swing and sat her down on it.

It wasn't the right height for fucking, but it was perfect for other things. Austin knelt between his big sister's legs and drove his tongue right into her sex. She tasted so tangy and sweet. You could put that flavor on toast, he thought to himself, it was so nice. He curled his tongue in her tight hole and licked around her clit. Battered it back and forth.

He felt his sister's hands knot in his hair. Heard her little whimpers and cries. He felt her thighs close around him, a little squirt of girl juice, and he knew he'd done his work well. Lexi gasped and groaned, almost falling backward off the swing. She snickered, a post-sex giggle, then fell forward instead, sprawling out on the bouncy ground. Austin heard his mother chuckling on the slide, in sympathy with her daughter.

"Did my son do good for you?" Christine asked.

"Not as good as his cock, but yeah," Lexi said.

"Sorry, baby, he'll get you next time," Christine said.

"We really need him to grow two of those things," Lexi said.

"Sorry, hon, I made him how I made him," Christine said.

"Well you did damn fine work," Lexi said.

Austin stood on the playground half naked and watched as his sister and mother talked about how good he was at giving them both orgasms. Finally, he gathered them both up and corralled them in the car. He went back and got all of Christine's clothes and tossed them on top of her in the back seat.

Austin got dressed, himself, and started the car. He looked back at the playground. It's a miracle no one called the cops, he thought.

"You know, I think I might be a little drunk," Christine said from the back.

"You don't say," Lexi said.

"I hope I didn't do anything too embarrassing," Christine said.

"You mean like fuck your son and daughter in the middle of a playground?" Lexi asked. The two women started laughing again.



They didn't stop until Austin pulled into the driveway leading up to the house. He was so tired, he left Lexi's car there, and followed his mother and sister inside. He ended the evening passed out on the couch.

*

James woke up before the alarm. The day hadn't even started, but he was already apprehensive. His wife was passed out next to him. Snoring and drooling. She still had her dress on from the night before. She'd said she was going with Lexi to visit Austin at the restaurant and had come back at some ungodly hour, stinking of alcohol.

James was too asleep then, and too smart now, to ask his wife what had happened. No more secrets was fine in theory -- unflinchingly, brutal honesty was asking for another thing altogether. James got out of bed and took a shower. When he got out, Christine was still asleep. They were going to be late, so he shook her shoulder slightly.

The beautiful blonde woman groaned and rolled over. But she blinked her eyes open.

"How was last night?" James asked.

"Our son is awesome!" Christine said. Then she frowned, guiltily. "I may have had too much to drink."

"That's OK."

"I may still be a little drunk now," Christine said.

"I'll let you explain it to Dr. Stevens," James said. He pulled on a pair of jeans and a polo shirt. He wasn't going to work, it was Saturday, so he wanted to stay casual. But he thought he should look good for their appointment.

"Oh fuck!" Christine said. She popped out of bed. "How late are we?"

"Slow down," James said kindly, "We're fine."

Christine hurried to take a shower and get dressed. She put on a nice pair of jeans and a blouse. Not nearly as well-dressed as she was the night before to see Austin, James thought ruefully, but perfectly appropriate for what they were doing. They got into the SUV, the orgy-mobile as Molly had named it, and drove into town.

To her credit, Christine had immediately agreed when James said they ought to try seeing a couples' counselor. He'd thought he would get a huge argument from her -- for a doctor, Christine really hated to see the doctor. He'd steeled himself, then reinforced that with strong, rational arguments, and then presented the idea with an iron will.

But Christine had agreed right away. All that preparation for nothing. James was almost disappointed he didn't get to make his points.

"No, you're right, we need to do this," Christine had said.

"I love you so much and I don't want to see us..."

"I agree," Christine had said, "It's important. Just tell me when."

James had pulled a few strings and gotten them a meeting for that Saturday. They drove into town together. It felt weird to be in the car and not even thinking about pulling over for a blowjob.

"Before I forget, I spoke to my brother this morning," Christine said, breaking the semi-awkward silence.

"Oh?" James stayed focused on the road. "Is Jack good with the later date for the annual bi-family barbecue?"

"He'll make it work," Christine said, "The whole family will be there: Kelly and both the kids."

"It'll be good to see them again," James said. He turned the car and parked it in the garage. They both walked over to the office.

The waiting room was a small place, cozy, with pictures of cats on the walls and fake flowers in real vases. They were playing a smooth jazz radio station that seemed to have never gotten over the blazing talent that was Kenny G.

An older woman gave the couple some paperwork to fill out, then led them back to a small room that wasn't much different than the front: more cats, more flowers, though thankfully no Kenny G. James and Christine sat down on a leather couch. There was another chair facing them and, behind that, an office desk.

A few moments later, Dr. Stevens entered the room. She was a thin, older woman, with oval glasses and long, silver hair tied back in a ponytail. She had on a yellow sweater over a light pink blouse and a pair of tan slacks. She nodded at them and smiled warmly.

"So, why have you decided to come talk to me today?" Dr. Stevens asked as she sat down in the chair facing them. She had a little notebook in front of her, but she kept it closed and simply folded her arms in her lap.

"Well, we've been having some problems lately," James said. He and Christine had agreed beforehand on their story. They would talk honestly about their feelings and what was going on. But no 'details.' i.e., it was perfectly fine for James to say that he felt distant from Christine (which he did and which he said), but there was no need to say that he felt distant from Christine because she was fucking their son and he was doing their daughter. That went into a pile of 'need to know' information and Dr. Stevens didn't need to know.

Even with that caveat, though, James found it harder to talk about things than he'd thought. Especially with Christine sitting there watching him. Still he did his best to discuss where he thought the marriage was at.

Christine also spoke candidly, and James was impressed. She truly did want to work at this, he realized. He didn't know why he kept painting her as the bad guy. It wasn't fair.

After they were done talking, Dr. Stevens leaned back in her chair. "Well," she said, "I think this is a very strong start. You're good at sharing your feelings with each other and that's better than a lot of couples I see. I can tell there are some trouble areas and I'd like to work with you on that, both individually and as a couple.

"I can tell that you're both feeling removed from each other in some way. That you feel like the passion in your marriage has dwindled. That's natural. A long-married couple is a different relationship. It's easy to feel like you're in a rut. But there's also a level of intimacy that a young couple can never hope to accomplish. We can work to help you cherish that while still reigniting that passion you feel like you've lost. Let me ask you both a very direct question, how often are you having sex?"

James and Christine eyed each other. James felt a giggle burbling up his chest and he held it back. He saw Christine do the same.

"Well I can see by your response that the answer is you're not doing it at all," Dr. Stevens said, "Listen, if there's one thing I can recommend to you both, right at the beginning of this process before anything else, you should be having sex. You may not always be in the mood, but I recommend you try to have sex as frequently as possible. It's such a key part of the relationship. The more you can be intimate, the better."

"Sex," Christine said.

"As much as possible," James said.

"Exactly," Dr. Stevens said. She nodded at them both and beamed.

"Well that was a complete fucking waste of time," Christine said as they walked back to the car.

"Seriously," James said, "More sex? Please, that's the least of our problems."

*

Austin got into work late. Driving from home instead of the apartment took longer than he'd anticipated. He missed only about ten minutes of prep, but it was enough. Everything was off rhythm, like the drums in a band playing a quarter-beat too fast. Austin simply couldn't keep up. He tried to ignore the glares of his co-workers as he stumbled through mistake after mistake.

First, he prepped the wrong order. Then he got the right one, but it was missing dressing. The one after that was over-dressed. And round and round he went.

It didn't help that the whole kitchen was having a bad day. No one could cook fish right, apparently, and Chef Paul was in a particularly foul mood. Twice, food got sent back from the dining room. At the end of the evening, they all seemed like a battle-worn platoon rather than a kitchen brigade.

Once everything was cleaned, Austin went out back for his smoke.

"God tonight sucked," he said as he puffed. Everyone except Chef Paul was back there: dishwashers, line cooks, even a couple of the servers. No one looked at Austin when he spoke.

"You would know," Ramon, one of the line cooks, said.

"You're right, I had a bad night," Austin said.

"A bad week, more like," Ramon said, "A bad month." Everyone else snickered.

"I'm trying my best," Austin said.

"Guys, cool down," Jane said. Boy, if his ex was defending him, things must really be bad. "It was one of those days."

"It's been 'one of those days' every day for your boy here," Ramon said.

"He's not 'my boy,'" Jane said.

"It's salad for fuck's sake. You're not even cooking that shit, man," Ramon said. The other cooks grumbled in agreement. James felt the anger rise in his chest. He backed it off.

"That's fair," James said, though it burned him to do it, "I'm sorry, OK? I'll work to get better."

Ramon glared at him. He dropped his cigarette and ground it under his foot, looking Austin down. He started to walk back into the kitchen, past where Austin was standing. And when he got so close that Austin could smell his breath, he leaned right in.

"Go fuck your mother," Ramon said.

"What?" Austin asked, shocked.

Ramon said it again, louder. "You heard me, bro. Go fuck your mother."

Austin didn't think rationally about what Ramon had said. He didn't take the time to consider that some random line cook would be totally oblivious to what was going on in Austin's personal life. He didn't reason through the very many ways that this man might simply say a string of nasty, angry words. Austin just got scared. Then he got angry.

Then Austin snapped.

They had to pull him off Ramon, both of them bruised and bloody. Austin didn't know where the last ten minutes had gone. Couldn't remember anything between those whispered words and the moment where his arms were pinned behind his back. His legs kicking in the air. No one needed to tell him what had happened, though. He could put it all together his own damned self. He limped back to his apartment; arms wrapped around his chest.

The next morning, he got the call. He knew what it was, but he held hope tight as he walked back to the restaurant. Stepped into Chef Paul's office. The older man eyed Austin with sympathy. For a moment, Austin believed he might get one last chance.

"Ramon's not going to press charges," Chef Paul said, "But I can't keep you on. You know that. I'm sorry."

Austin's heart fell, but he'd already expected it. Even he had to admit, there was simply too much stupid for Chef Paul to ignore. In the over-bright morning light, Austin knew that he'd overreacted. Hell, he kind of knew it in the moment. But Ramon's words had pushed Austin into such a dark place, he couldn't see right from wrong. There was nothing to do about it now.

Austin got his stuff from the restaurant and walked back to his apartment. On his way there, he realized that if he wasn't earning money, he couldn't stay at his place, either. It really was all over.

He walked up the steps and unlocked the door. It was still early morning and his roommates were getting ready for work. Austin walked straight back to his bedroom, gathered his stuff, and threw it into suitcases. Kind of like he had that day back at the campsite, not even caring where things went.

Up and down the steps, Austin loaded up his car as much as he could. Then he wrote his roommates a check for his share of the next month's rent and said goodbye. They shook hands. Austin drove off.

The emotions washed over him on the drive. Embarrassment. Guilt. Fear. He ran the argument with Ramon through his mind. He wondered if he could have argued Chef Paul into one last chance. But no. Austin knew it was over.

There was a point, maybe a month ago, where he'd have blamed it all on other things. On his asshole coworkers. On his family for constantly interrupting him at work. On those damned pills that had taken over his life. But Austin couldn't make excuses anymore.

He'd made these choices. And as much as he hated where they'd taken him, he knew that they were his. Yet there was something else in it, as well.

Because, as he drove in damning silence, Austin realized he felt content. Happy. This wasn't a setback, but a chance to reorient his life. An opportunity to really, truly make things better. Why worry about what had happened when his future could be so bright? This wasn't a good result. But it wasn't a bad one either. The world was still full of wonderful possibilities, Austin could feel it in his heart.

After all, he was coming home.

Next: The final chapter (for real this time)!


Fucked Up Family Pt. 05

This is it! For reals this time -- the final chapter of Fucked up Family. Enjoy!

Last Time: The Campbell family decided they were all OK with the ongoing family orgy, as long as they were honest with each other about what they were doing. They went back to their daily lives, but their uncontrollable, incestuous urges came with them. And the consequences weren't far behind. Austin has already lost his job, but surely nothing else could go wrong. Right?

*

When Molly came downstairs that morning, she found her older brother passed out on the living room couch. He was wearing his clothes from the night before, jeans and a t-shirt, and he was snoring. With the bright sun of morning dripping over him, he looked a bit like a cat, curled up under a sunbeam. A giant, smelly, drooling cat that was probably still drunk from the night before. But still.

She'd heard what had happened. Austin had gotten in a fight at work, over what Molly couldn't imagine. He'd lost his job and come straight home. The family had all whispered about it the night before, but everyone agreed to leave him be for the moment. Molly decided it was best to continue that policy.

The buxom blonde girl went into the kitchen and made breakfast, doing her best to stay quiet. But after she made eggs, ate them, and cleaned up, Austin remained unconscious. He hadn't even rolled over.

Molly went back into the living room and eyed her brother. Sleeping beauty this was not. Still, sometimes she understood what Lexi saw in Austin. He had a nice smile and warm eyes. His body was tight -- cute butt, great abs, all that good stuff. She got a 'he's like Dad but younger and in better shape' vibe from her older sibling. He was hot, Molly couldn't deny that.

But they'd never gotten along or been particularly close. Even in the bad-old Lexi days when they should have had a natural alliance against their bitchy sister, it had been every sibling for themselves. They were just two very different people. Molly was quiet, reserved. She didn't have confidence in herself and she didn't like to show off. Austin was -- quite literally with that gilded mop on his head -- the golden boy who could do no wrong.

Maybe that was the problem: Austin was hot, and he knew it. Some girls go in for cocky, Molly knew. Her mother and older sister definitely did. But Molly wanted someone who could be warm and loving. Who could laugh at themselves sometimes. James was good looking, too, but he never acted like he was better than everyone else. Maybe Austin would grow up the same way, eventually. Molly wasn't patient enough to wait and see.

Regardless, sometimes Molly regretted the relationship she had with Austin. She knew other girls had older brothers that stood up for them, who protected them. She knew girls who worshipped the ground their older brothers walked on, who probably would fuck them if they could. Ironic, then, that Molly was the one who'd actually done it.

The family had all been having sex since the incident at the lake when their mother had given them pills that turned them fucking crazy in every sense of that phrase. They'd come home, seen doctors, changed everything. Yet the incest orgy rolled on. Molly had been with her Dad, her older sister, and even her Mom (a relationship so distant it made Molly and Austin seem like BFFs). But somehow, she'd missed sex with her older brother.

Then Lexi showed up at her door and hooked the siblings up. Screwing Austin wasn't something the blonde girl had ever thought about or really wanted, but there she was -- naked on the living room floor with her brother's bare cock in her unprotected pussy. And she'd liked it. A lot. More than she ever thought she would

It was different, of course. Her father was commanding, directive. Austin was more supportive. Encouraging. Was it possible that the man Molly wanted her brother to be only existed when they were having sex? God that was a strange thought.

Molly didn't hate her brother and she didn't want to start, either. They'd been apathetic most of their lives and it never occurred to her that that might change. A lot of what had happened that summer had been a surprise. Perhaps the feelings most of all. Molly found she cared for Austin, worried about him. If he'd lost his job, if he'd returned to live at home, that meant things had gone badly. Molly didn't know what her brother wanted from life, but she assumed happiness had to be a part of it. Maybe, like a good sister, there was a way Molly could make Austin feel a bit better.

Molly reached over and shook Austin's shoulder. He grunted but didn't wake. She shoved him again. His eyes blinked open. He saw his sister and a look of confusion passed over his face.

"Hey Molly. What are you doing here?" he asked.

"I live here, dingus," Molly said, "At least for a little while longer anyway." School, that thing she'd been racing towards, it hung over her like a shadow now. Molly kept telling herself she was leaving forever. Worse, she kept insisting to herself that she was excited about the idea. It wasn't sticking.

"You know you have a bed upstairs," Molly told her brother, "You don't have to crash on the couch like a vagrant."

"At the time, the stairs seemed a bit too forbidding," Austin said. He grinned and rubbed his head, sheepishly.

"I'm sure someone would have helped you, if you'd asked," Molly said.

"Speaking of which, where is everyone?" Austin asked. Molly caught the implication and was a little hurt. She stuffed it back. You're better than this, she reminded herself.

"Lexi's out running," Molly said. The siblings shared a knowing look. "And Mom and Dad are both at work."

"Boy, I really slept in, huh?" Austin rolled over and stretched. The movement lifted his t-shirt, revealing his sculpted abs. Even when he wasn't trying, he was a turn on.

"I'm sorry," Molly said, "For what happened with your job. I know it wasn't your fault."

"Oh, it was totally my fault," Austin said with a rueful smile, "But thanks. It means a lot coming from you. I know we haven't been the closest."

"I'm glad I can be here for you," Molly said, "I know if it was reversed, you'd totally be here for me, too."

Austin looked at Molly again, like seeing her for the first time. She was dressed pretty casually: a t-shirt and a pair of jeans. Molly knew though that even in clothes like that (sometimes especially in clothes like that) her massive breasts and ample ass stood out in a way that could break a boy. Once upon a time, the thought of a guy checking her out would have sent her screaming to her room. Now, she enjoyed the attention. That's right, I'm sexy and no one can stop me.

For a moment, Molly thought about teasing her brother a little more. But Austin, abs aside, was not looking his best in the moment.

"You need a shower, bro," Molly said.

Austin looked down and sniffed himself, like he needed to verify his sister's story. "No kidding," he said, finally, "I think all my clean clothes are still in my car."

"You could probably borrow something of Dad's if you had to," Molly said.

"Sure," Austin said, "Some things, anyway. Not sure how I feel about wearing Dad's underwear."

"Yeah, good call," Molly said, "That would be weird."

Austin got off the couch and limped up the stairs. Molly followed, not even trying to hide what she was up to.

Austin went into his bedroom and found some old clothes that he'd left behind from the last time he'd left the house. He held them up triumphantly to Molly, like a trophy he'd just won. Then he went across the hall to the shower. Molly leaned against the door jamb and watched him.

"Hey, are you OK?" Austin asked.

"Fine," Molly said. She smirked. But she didn't move.

"Well, I'm going to get in the shower now," Austin said.

"Yup."

"So, I guess I'll just, you know, take off my clothes."

Molly didn't say a word.

"OK then," Austin said. He took a deep breath, like he was about to jump off a very high diving board. The blond older brother reached down and pulled his shirt over his head, revealing those delicious abs again. He had a thin line of golden curls that went down the center of his pecs, growing gradually thicker as it headed down his treasure trail.

Austin looked right at his sister again. The implication was clear, but Molly pretended not to notice. Her brother shrugged and unsnapped his jeans next. He pushed them to the floor, then stepped out of his boxer-briefs. Totally naked, Austin stood on display for his baby sister.

OK, so maybe he had a reason to be so smug all the time. Molly ran her eyes up and down his body. She thought of the old meme: Dat ass tho! And those legs! And, again, that chest! Was he her father? No, he was not. But sometimes you don't feel like filet mignon. Sometimes you just want a cheeseburger. And Austin looked fucking tasty.

"Getting in the shower," Austin said, still strangely nervous. Maybe that was part of it too. Molly wasn't used to this side of her brother. This vulnerability.

Austin turned on the water. It choked and hissed. He stood there naked, waiting for it to steam while his sister watched him. Molly didn't do anything. Didn't speak or blink or even breathe. She watched like a jungle cat watches its prey. And got ready to pounce.

Very deliberately, Molly lifted her shirt over her head. She shook her blonde curls loose, which had the added benefit of making her giant tits shake as well. Maybe Austin had a thing for skinny chicks like Lexi or their Mom. But that didn't stop him from staring, gaping, at his little sister's big boobies.

Molly reached down and unsnapped her own jeans. She exaggerated how much they stuck to her full hips. She was wearing nothing but tiny pink panties now. Austin had forgotten completely about his shower.

"Water's getting cold," Molly said. She pointed him back.

"Yes," Austin said. His eyes never left his sister's pink, full body. Finally, he stepped into the shower. He swung the frosted glass door closed behind him.

Molly stood there for a moment. Then she giggled, tossed her panties aside, and hopped into the shower with her brother. She didn't wait to get used to the water or even let Austin react. Molly just jumped him, wrapping herself around her brother, almost tackling the two of them to the ground.

She pressed her lips to his. Wrapped her thigh around his waist. His sparse chest hair tickled at her nipples. Her sex spread against his own.

"Fuck, Molly," Austin gasped.

"That's the idea, yes," Molly said. She closed his mouth with her own. If there was one thing she knew about her brother, more touching and less talking was the way to go.

The hot water was burning her back, so she turned them around, letting Austin take the brunt of it. She traced her hands over her brother. The strength of his arms and chest. She felt herself getting wetter by the second.

Austin did the same to his baby sister, covering the usual areas of breasts and butt. He moved his mouth over and found her earlobe, sucking and biting. Molly gasped -- she didn't even realize she was sensitive there. It was almost as electric as if he'd been licking her nipples. Which was where her brother went next, after a quick stop at the nape of her neck. God, if there was a map to her body online, then Austin had clearly downloaded the PDF. How did he know her body better than she did, herself?

For her own part, Molly tired of touching her brother's impressive body and moved on to the good stuff. One hand on his buttcheek, the other on his cock. God, he felt so big in her hand. Maybe not longer than her Dad's but thicker. Molly wasn't a size queen. She'd figured out that the person attached to the penis mattered a hell of a lot more than length or girth. But she couldn't stop her knees from weakening at the thought of having that monster inside of her.

Molly started to kneel down, to take her brother into her mouth like she did with her Daddy. But she stopped herself. With James, she'd suck him off, then bend over, pliant, and let him have his way with her.

Here she wanted something different. She felt his fingers at her furrow and spread her legs wide as she could give him access.

"Not exactly getting clean here, are we?" Austin said.

"This is way better," Molly said. She used her own hand to press Austin's digits inside of her. He complied with vigor, two full fingers right up her dripping chute. Her body welcomed the invaders with ease. Molly ran her hands down to her clit and began working it at the same pace as her brother's manual pumping. It was good. But she wanted more.

Molly pushed Austin's fingers away and reached for his cock.

"No," he said, showing remarkable self-control. "You first. Then me."

Molly wasn't used to hearing that. Wasn't anticipating her brother's focus on her pleasure. With her father, James just took her -- the orgasm was assumed. Its arrival was like a Japanese commuter train, inevitable. Austin treated Molly's cum more like a persnickety guest that had to be coddled before it would consider visiting.

Well, she wanted different. Molly kept rubbing her clit. She stepped back to give her brother a better view. He smiled at her warmly.

"Yes, Molly. Show me," he said, "Show your big brother how you get off."

Molly dipped her own finger inside herself, much more gently than her brother had. She found her g-spot and worked herself up and back. Watched her brother lazily stroke his own cock, clearly more for her enjoyment than for his.

Molly's body bucked. She slowed her grip and suddenly there it was. Not a massive orgasm. A little cum: a blip, not a blast. But a nice little rush of endorphins that left her leaning back against the shower wall and panting.

"That's a good girl," Austin said, watching his sister's pleasure run through her. Brothers weren't supposed to see their sisters cum. They weren't supposed to know how their little sis stroked her pussy. The way her lip quivered as the orgasm rushed through her. The gasps and moans of sisterly ecstasy.

But then, there were lots of things the siblings shared that they weren't supposed to.

"Your turn," Molly said with a saucy smirk. She turned around and put her hands on the wall of the shower, like she was about to be frisked. Which, she was in a way. She pushed her butt backward, presented her sex to her brother. She looked back over her shoulder. She could see Austin's hungry grin. God, that looked good.

She felt his hardness push at her pleasure center. She flashed back to the last time they'd done this, the way it had felt to have her brother inside her. The way he'd almost... Molly was pretty sure her brother wouldn't impregnate her. She'd thought it through multiple times, and she was almost positive he'd have pulled out if their parents hadn't walked in on them.

Pretty sure. Almost. Was Molly ready to risk that with her unprotected pussy?

"Hey Austin?" Molly felt her brother pause right at the point of attack. The head of his cock barely spearing her nether lips. "You know I'm not, like, safe, right?"

"...Yes," Austin said. That little hesitation made Molly feel good about hesitating. She knew herself, her body, by now. If she didn't trust her brother a little, she didn't trust herself a lot. Molly had begged for her father's cum. She'd wanted it inside her so bad she didn't care about the consequences. If James kicked down the door right then and demanded she take his seed, Molly knew she'd do it. Willingly. Happily.

But Austin wasn't forcing anything. Molly liked that about her brother, intellectually. Sexually, though, it meant she was able to make smarter, though perhaps less pleasurable, choices.

"I think, maybe, we shouldn't put it in," Molly said, "My pussy, I mean."

Austin stepped back. He tried to keep it quiet, but Molly could hear his sigh of frustration. She couldn't blame him. After all, she was the one who'd forced her way into the shower; had jilled herself off right in front of him. If this were Daddy... Molly shivered a little despite herself.

"Don't worry, big bro, there are plenty of other places to put that perfect penis of yours."

"You mean, like, you'll suck me off?" Austin asked. I really must be bad at blowjobs, Molly thought to herself, for a boy to sound that disheartened about a dick lick.

"No, silly," Molly said, "You're staring at it right now." Molly looked back over her shoulder. Her brother gazed down at her, his mouth slightly agape. God, he could be so stupid sometimes. Even Mom admitted that in her private moments. "My butt, silly. Stick it in my big, slutty backside."

"Molly are you sure?" Austin asked. Stupid but sweet, it wasn't the worst combination.

Molly rolled her hips back and forth, shaking her ample ass at her brother. "Don't you want to fuck me in the butt, big bro? Come on, I want it -- need it -- so bad."

That seemed to do the trick. Austin reached back for the body wash. He squirted it all over his cock, then on his sister's butt. He spread it over her brown star, even pushed some in with his finger. Molly felt herself tighten back there, reflexively.

For a moment, the buxom blonde began to rethink her decision. Yes, she'd done anal once before and had liked it, sort of. It had been different, that was for sure. She didn't mind doing it again. But Austin, well, she knew he was even bigger than her Daddy.

She felt her brother's cock head push at her rear entry then... Pop, his head slipped inside.

Oh fuck.

"G... go slow, Aus," Molly gasped.

"Uhn. Uh huh," Austin said. He gripped Molly's ass cheeks like they were the safety bars on the world's scariest ride. "God, you feel so good."

"I know, just... Just be careful, OK?"

Molly felt that familiar 'topple-over' feeling in her head as her brother's dick inched deeper into her ass. She reached back with her hand and started to tease at her pussy again. Her clit was still sensitive from rubbing it out earlier. In fact, her whole system was going haywire. Like her own senses couldn't separate the shocks of pleasure from the stabs of pain. He had to be halfway in now. God, what if he wasn't?

Austin slowly drew back from his baby sister's bum and Molly sighed. She squeezed her sphincter down, trying to increase Austin's pleasure. He groaned, letting her know it was working all too well.

When he got to just the head, Austin slid forward again. Deeper this time. Even more. Was his dick going to slide up her intestines in a second?

"Ohhhhhh," Molly groaned, low and feral. She hadn't even expected the sound to come out.

"That's it, I'm all the way in," Austin said, "I'm balls deep in your butt, little sis." He said it proudly, like he'd climbed a mountain or won a tournament. Molly almost laughed for a moment, picturing the 'fucked my sister in the ass' trophy. Then it was gone and her head tipped forward, overwhelmed by it all.

Austin was still sliding slowly -- taking his time, savoring every sensation. Every push in, Molly felt like the whole world was going to roll over. Every inch elicited those low, animal groans. Maybe anal's not my thing, she thought to herself. But it was too late to change course now. She worked her clit faster. There was a battle inside her between ecstasy and agony. Her brother pushed one end into her ass, while Molly drove the other. A tug of war where both siblings would be winners.

Austin felt the velocity of his sister's fingers increase and took the hint. He began plumbing her ass faster.

"God, Molly," he said. He kept spitting out those little nonsense phrases. "Your ass. So good. Little sister."

Molly wished he'd reach down and grab her tits, like Daddy did, but the position didn't allow for it. And Austin was too focused on the job at hand. Her brother was battering her big butt now. The shower echoed with loud slapping noises as Austin's hips slammed against hers.



Molly closed her eyes and drowned in the sensations. The blonde baby sister rubbed her pussy with abandon. Her brother had started to tremble with each thrust. He was getting close, she could tell. She squeezed her bowels tight and her brother groaned like it was the greatest thing in the universe.

Molly understood, now, what Lexi had said about the sexiness of being in control. Austin was so big and strong, but he was putty in her hands. Well, ass. But still. It made Molly feel powerful, alive. She'd spent her life a scared mouse, but here in the shower she was a goddess of sex. And her big, strong, older brother was a supplicant to her superiority. All the pussy rubbing in the world couldn't feel as good as that sensation as it washed over her.

"G... getting close, Mol," Austin said. His voice wavered the same as his body. Little paroxysms of pleasure rippled through both of them: the promise of what was to come.

"Kay," Molly said, barely able to get more than single syllables out. "In my ass. Cum. OK?"

"Yeah," Austin said.

Molly dropped her hand from her pussy. She didn't need it anymore. The pleasure was building on its own, with every plunge from her brother's splendid penis. He was pushing her over the edge. Molly couldn't even imagine what this was going to be like, the coming orgasm felt like a freight train.

BANG

The bathroom door flew open. Molly's head shot around like it was on a spring. Her heart leapt into her chest. Austin's fucking faltered.

"Oh, hey Lexi," Austin said.

"There you guys are," Lexi said, "I've been looking all over the house."

"Just -- ohfuck that feels good -- taking a shower," Austin said. He practically fell over as Molly squeezed his cock again. She couldn't help herself.

"Austin's doing my ass," Molly said. The pause in pressure had let her get her words back. At least for the moment.

"I can see that," Lexi said. She'd opened the shower door and was studying brother and sister like they were a new art installation. "Anything I can do to help?"

"No, I think we're good," Molly said. Austin drew back, then plunged forward. Molly's brain fritzed out again. Through the haze of it, she saw Lexi staring back at her. Her big sister was sitting on the ledge of the tub, looking up at Molly while their brother plowed her posterior.

Molly worked to keep the world in focus, but it was hard. That pounding, pulsing rhythm. Molly found her clit again and she put herself back on track. Her body reacted to the sense of her brother's impending release. She kept the one hand on her cunt and rested the other on the shower wall. She could barely hold herself up.

"Our brother's really close," Lexi said. She put her hand over Molly's. Held it tight. Like sharing her strength. "He's going to cum in your ass."

"Uh huh," Molly said. It came out like a whine. Needy and scared.

Lexi leaned even further into the shower and took her sister's massive breast into her mouth. Molly was assaulted from everywhere. Her ass, her tits, her hot little pussy.

Austin's hands, impossibly, got even tighter on Molly's backside.

"Oh, Molly I hope you're close baby cause I can't hold back," Austin said it like it was one long word. A stream of consciousness. A last second effort to be a good man and get her off.

"It's OK," Molly said. Each word was an incredible effort. "I'm close. I'm there. I'm OK I'm there."

"Ohgod," Austin groaned and froze in place, "Here it... COMES!"

The first spurt splashed hot against the back of Molly's rectum. Just like that, her orgasm overwhelmed her as well. It wasn't the normal explosion of pleasure, but a strange rush of release that sent the same message in a new language.

Molly's teeth clenched, her eyes rolled back, her butt cinched tight around Austin's cock. Her brother burst inside her again.

"Ahhhhhhhh my brother's cumming in MEEEEEEEE," Molly cried. Everything dropped away and it was only pleasure arcing through her. Her brother filling her ass. Her body. Tight and strong and glorious.

Molly opened her eyes. She was lying in the fetal position at the bottom of the shower. The water ran over her lukewarm. Her big brother stood over her. Her older sister rubbed her shoulder.

"You OK, buddy?" Austin asked.

"Yuh-huh," Molly said, but it came out more like a question. Together, the siblings helped their baby sister stand. Molly's legs were so wobbly, she nearly tumbled right out of the shower. But Lexi and Austin lifted her out. They wrapped her in a towel, practically swaddled her.

"Molly that was amazing," Austin said.

"You too," Molly said. Not even caring at the nonsense of it all. Austin and Lexi dried Molly off, then led her back to her bedroom. They laid her down on the bed. Austin climbed in and curled up next to her. His skin was warm from the shower, but dry. His muscles so hard, body so soft.

Molly wrapped around him and rested her head on his chest. She felt Lexi crawl in on the other side, pressing her body tight against her little sister's back. The siblings all sighed as one, deep and content.

Molly's whole body ached. Sleep overcame her anyway. She felt Austin slip away at one point, but it was distant. She woke up in bed, naked, with her sister. The sun was low in the sky.

"Hi, sleepyhead," Lexi said, and kissed Molly lightly on the nose.

"Hey," Molly said, "I think we kind of slept the day away."

"You did," Lexi said, "I've been in and out."

"That's hot," Molly said, "Especially cause we're naked."

"It was fun to be naked in the house," Lexi said, "You should try it. Naked laundry, naked sandwich-making, naked TV."

Molly giggled as she pictured it. She sat up and stretched. Her whole body still hurt, especially her pesky posterior. Pooping was going to be a problem.

"So, Austin, huh?" Lexi asked.

"Just having fun," Molly said.

"I could see that," Lexi said, "I'm glad. I like having fun with Austin, too. But we've never done, ummm, that before."

"Figured it was safer," Molly said.

Lexi started to laugh. "I can't believe I'm going to say this but it's true: I'm proud of you for letting our brother fuck you in the ass."

And Molly laughed, too, feeling closer to her older sister than she had in a very long time. She knew in her heart that the both of them couldn't be happier.

*

Lexi turned the treadmill up on high and ran. No TV, no music, just the pumping pressure of legs on moving land. Most days now, Lexi went outside to run. She preferred the fresh air and it was nice to enjoy the warm weather while she could. Most of all, running on the treadmill was boring. Miles seemed to drag on with nothing for her to look at but bad television or a concrete wall.

But when Lexi felt like punishing herself, there was no better place to be than that basement. She upped the velocity again. Sweat ran in rivulets down her body. Her legs throbbed. She would not let herself slow down.

Lexi tried to pretend she didn't understand why she was so upset. She told herself that she was fine, that she was stressed for no reason at all. But deep-down Lexi knew exactly what was bothering her: she was jealous.

It was all so stupid. Lexi was the one who'd encouraged Austin and Molly to fuck in the first place. How could she be mad that they did it again? Besides, she'd shared Austin plenty of times already, it's not like he wasn't sleeping with their Mom every chance he got. Nor was Lexi any more loyal, what with her trips to the library and their Dad's den. Her and Austin were a lot of things: siblings, lovers, each other's greatest supporters. But exclusive? Please.

All the rationality in the world didn't matter: Lexi was jealous so Lexi was jealous. She'd tried to be casual about it when she caught them in the shower. Her eyes were naturally green, but she hoped her envy didn't show through the frosted glass. She'd held her sister afterward, warm and loving, secretly hating the blonde girl. Which only made Lexi feel worse about feeling so bad.

So, she got on the treadmill and ran to fucking daylight. But the pain stayed right on her trail. All Lexi could think about was a way to get balance. She could let Austin fuck her in the ass, that would certainly even things up. But she'd always be second to her baby sister in that and besides, she knew Austin would see right through it. Also, Lexi had less than zero interest in anal. Just touching her asshole, grazing it, during sex was enough to shut her down.

Could she do something with Mom? Lexi knew Molly feared Christine and, honestly, she could see why. Their mother was tough on all of them, but she seemed to have a special distaste set aside for her youngest daughter. It wasn't something that Lexi ever understood. Christine loved all three of them, obviously. Clearly. But maybe she didn't like Molly so much?

Anyway, it seemed like a nice idea in theory but how that worked in practice was less clear. What was she going to do, tell on Molly to their mother? It was a waste.

No, there was only one real option here. It wasn't rational. It wasn't going to hurt Molly, really. But Lexi knew doing it would make herself feel better. She shut off the treadmill, slapping it hard for good measure. Then she went upstairs to go take a shower and get dressed. It was time to go to war.

*

It wasn't a particularly long drive, especially at midday when the traffic was low. Lexi felt the anticipation of it in her chest. Excitement and guilt. Thrill and worry. At least the roads were clear enough to let her concentrate on other things.

Once Lexi had settled on the idea, it seemed to make so much sense. After the lake, Lexi's relationships with her family had all changed. She gained a loving relationship with her brother and a new closeness with her sister. Lexi found that she even got on with her mother in a way she never had before. But everything with her father was... Fine? Everything was fine.

They'd had sex a few times and it was good. But it wasn't the passion with Austin or the playfulness with Molly or the catharsis with Christine. Lexi loved her father, but she wasn't a Daddy's girl and didn't intend on becoming one. How did fucking her father, a taboo on about twenty different levels, become rote?

Lexi assumed, once again, it was the Molly thing. James loved Lexi. Of course he did. But he loved Molly. Maybe a few years ago that would have hurt Lexi's feelings, to find out her father felt that way. Lord knew, it had clearly broken Christine in some basic way to find out her husband preferred the fruit of their loins. But for Lexi it was more like discovering that she was out of bread. It was problematic, frustrating, but easily solved.

So no, Lexi didn't usually obsess about the sex with James and she didn't crave it like crazy. Except, on this one occasion. As she drove to his office, her decision made, Lexi found she really was yearning for some Daddy dick.

She drove to James' office, parked in the visitor's garage, and marched up to the lobby. The place was impressive -- a massive atrium made mostly of marble, brightly lit, with huge windows. Several posters hung on the walls, all espousing the philosophy of helping others instead of earning money. Like printing a philosophy on 11 x 17 foam core ever made it true.

Lexi found the security desk and an older, obese guard called upstairs. A young woman answered. She sounded flustered.

"OK, hang on," Lexi heard the woman say over the phone. There was more back and forth between the woman and the guard. Lexi did her best to stare at the blank wall.

"You're good," the security guard said, and handed Lexi a small temporary badge. It said, 'Alexis Campbell' on it. Fucking hell.

The woman on the other end of the phone, her father's assistant, was waiting for Lexi when the elevator opened to James' floor. She had pixie-short blonde hair and was quite cute with a taut little body. Though you could hardly tell by how she was buried under her clothes. The assistant had on some sort of women's business suit, but it looked at least a couple sizes too large for her.

The woman, already looking harried, appeared surprised when Lexi introduced herself.

"I was expecting the other one," the woman said.

"You mean Molly?" Lexi asked, "She's my younger sister. We don't look very much alike do we?"

"Not at all," the woman agreed. She introduced herself as Melanie, then led Lexi through a sea of desks, back towards James' office. As they went, the young assistant kept glancing back at Lexi. A few months ago, Lexi would have taken this to mean that Melanie thought Lexi was strange looking -- tall and gangly. Or, she would have assumed that Melanie was comparing Lexi to her younger sister, or her Mom.

But now Lexi had seen this enough times now to recognize it right away: Melanie was into her. She flashed the tiny blonde a flirty smile when she looked back.

"Is my Dad busy?" Lexi said, "I didn't exactly call ahead to let him know I was coming."

"That seems to be a running thing with your family," Melanie said.

"Oh really?"

"Yes, the other one."

"Molly?"

"Yes, she's come by unannounced a few times in the last couple weeks."

"That must be so frustrating for my father," Lexi said, trying not to giggle. They got to the corner office, but Melanie stopped at her desk. It wasn't even a cube -- just a sad little laptop on a tiny desk with an old, beat up desk chair. The only decorations were a few pictures of Melanie with an older couple who had to be her parents. No boyfriend pics, Lexi noticed.

"Actually, before you go in, I wanted to ask you about something," Melanie said, "Have you noticed anything, um, odd between your sister and your Dad?"

Lexi almost laughed again, but she stopped herself in time. "What do you mean?" she asked, trying to sound as innocent as possible.

"Well, I mean, it's probably nothing. I've just. That is. Sometimes it seems like when your sister visits, they maybe are, I dunno. It's nothing. I'm sure it's nothing."

Lexi stood there and watched while the girl, only a few years older than herself, spun herself into a tizzy trying not to say what she was trying to say. Lexi was willing to bet that Melanie had had one serious boyfriend in her whole life, if that, and probably didn't realize there were positions other than missionary. She seemed the type to still titter when someone said the word 'penis.' It sure was fun to watch Melanie squirm though, and Lexi wondered if the tiny blonde would do the same dancing on her tongue.

"Dad and Molly have a weird relationship, no doubt," Lexi said, finally extricating Melanie from the trap she'd created for herself. "They're more like friends than father and daughter."

"Oh," Melanie said, "I guess that kind of explains it? Sort of."

She looked at Lexi for a long time. This girl was hot to trot, but at the same time, if Melanie had been with a woman before, she'd been on Mars. No, it was more than likely that Melanie herself had no idea what was coursing through her veins at that moment.

"I'll let Mr. Campbell know you're here," Melanie said and turned, breaking the spell.

Lexi nodded. She knew the moment was slipping away and she decided to go for it. "I don't want to be too forward," she said, "But would you want to hang out sometime? I hope that's not weird. You seem like someone I'd like to get to know better."

The blonde assistant wasn't able to contain her excitement. "That would be awesome!" she said. "Sorry, I recently moved to the area. My boyfriend and I... well, ex-boyfriend now. Anyway, long story. I don't know anyone here and, yeah, I mean -- I feel it too. Like we could be good friends or something?"

Friends, suuuure. Lexi chuckled. Oh, she was going to have so much fun with this girl, she could already tell. I wonder if Kim would want to help, Lexi thought to herself, then pushed it away. I don't know if I like this person I'm becoming, but it sure does lead to some interesting situations.

James' office door popped open, and he stepped out. Lexi couldn't deny her Dad was a handsome man. He had on a pair of slate slacks and a white dress shirt. He'd rolled the sleeves halfway to his elbows. With his slowly silvering hair and toned body, he looked like an escapee from one of those Viagra ads (not that her father needed a little blue pill, no sir).

Lexi looked and saw, immediately, that Melanie seemed almost entranced by James' arrival. The blonde assistant's face went pink, she got this wide smile, and her eyes went dreamy. Lexi half-expected her to swoon like someone in an old cartoon. Apparently, it wasn't only Lexi that got the girl going, but her father as well. Something in the family genes she supposed. Did Molly get a similar reaction when she was there?

Melanie quickly collected herself and announced Lexi's arrival, as if James couldn't see his daughter for himself.

"Hi Alexis," James said, dragging out her little girl name in a way designed to make her upset. The cocky bastard had already figured out what she was there for. Well, if he was used to regular molestings of Molly, why shouldn't he expect a little Lexi loving alongside?

"Daddy," Lexi put on her best pouting voice, almost like she was doing a Molly impression. Which, based on experience, was a good thing when it came to her father. "You know I like to be called Lexi."

"Sorry, dear," James said. He gave Melanie a knowing wink at his daughter's exasperation. God, he was so smooth. If James wanted, he could have that girl eating the cum right out of his...

Hmmm. That gave Lexi an idea. She'd been right about a team-up, but maybe she'd been considering the wrong co-conspirator. Oooh, yes, fucking James would be way more satisfying if she could turn his sexy secretary, too. That would certainly shake off the Austin/Molly blues.

"I only have a few minutes before my next meeting, hon," James said. Lexi had clearly been off in her own world again.

"Oh, yes, sorry Dad," Lexi said. "I mean, Daddy. I wanted to talk to you about one little thing. Shouldn't take too long."

"Why don't I clear your calendar, Mr. Campbell?" Melanie said. Mr. Campbell?! Holy crap this girl was adorable. "You know, in case." She gave both father and daughter a knowing look. This was standard procedure, apparently.

"I can't skip out of this finance meeting," James said, "Not again." He couldn't keep the disappointment out of his voice.

"Tell you what," Lexi said, "This shouldn't be long. Melanie, why don't you come get us after five minutes. That way we don't miss anything."

"Are you sure?" both Melanie and James asked at the same time. They eyed each other. Did Melanie have more than just suspicions about what went on between father and daughter behind closed doors?

"I mean, I wouldn't want to intrude on, umm, family stuff," Melanie said.

"We could be discussing something private," James said.

"Whatever it is we're doing in there, it'll be fine," Lexi said, "I promise."

James looked at both women, then shook his head. He gestured for Lexi to follow him inside his office. It was actually a pretty large space with thick carpeting, an imposing desk, and a tall executive chair. There was a fish tank on one side and a couple of windows in the far corner.

As soon as James clicked the door shut behind him, Lexi tackled him, thumping her Dad against the door.

"Lexi," he gasped in surprise. The lithe brunette wasted no time. She dropped to her knees and dragged her Dad's pants down.

"Lexi," James said again, more of a warning.

Lexi grabbed her Dad by the waist and spun him around. She pushed him back against his desk. His massive Daddy cock stuck out stiff under his shirt tails and Lexi slurped it right up.

"Lexi," James moaned and then sighed. His daughter licked around his shaft, then began sucking back and forth. Another man fell victim to Lexi's magic mouth. She wondered if she should start using her powers for good. Maybe peace in the Middle East was only a few strategically placed blowjobs away.



Lexi made to worship at her father's cock, but she knew he was the one venerating her. She put on the works: testing, tasting, teasing. She imagined Molly was watching, seeing how much better her older sister was at oral. Feeling the pain of her inadequacy deep in her heart. Jeez I really am getting dark here, Lexi thought to herself.

James ran his fingers through his daughter's hair while she sucked him off. Lexi felt the pressure at the back of her skull. She decided to let him feel like he was in control, for the moment. Knowing at any time she could flip the switch and take it all back. She even let her father pump her mouth a bit.

"God. So good."

"Mmmhm," Lexi said, mouth full of Dad dick. She wasn't sure if she wanted him to blow in her mouth, her tasty treat, or put it all in her pussy. She was definitely feeling the need for seed, and the thought of being inseminated by the man whose cum had created her seemed really appealing in the moment. Also, coincidentally, it was another thing Molly couldn't do for her precious Daddy. Not that that was on Lexi's mind. Not at all.

Maybe I'll let him do both, she thought to herself, I'm sure Dad can give me two loads for the price of one.

Lexi focused even harder on her task. She wrapped her fist around the base of her father's cock and began stroking back and forth. Like pumping him into her mouth. She loved the feel of his hot hardness on her tongue. His masculine scent in her nose. She reached back for her father's balls, to coax out that magical, life-giving liquid.

The door flew open behind them and Lexi nearly fell over. She felt her father's dick go semi-soft in her mouth, like the poor thing had been shot. In all the excitement of the oral, Lexi had forgotten completely about Melanie. But there the petite blonde girl was, eyes locked on father and daughter. Jaw on the floor.

"Oh I..." Melanie stuttered. The words spilled out of her and Lexi only caught a few of them as they fell. "Come back. That is. Sorry."

"Shut the door." Lexi said it with a command she didn't feel. She'd taken an incredible risk. Pushed all her chips in the middle and then added in everything else she'd ever owned. All for this one moment. It wasn't a bluff exactly, but the outcome was unclear. This was it; this was her life. And for what? Lexi wasn't sure anymore.

If Melanie did leave where did that leave Lexi and her father? Their whole lives could be ruined by one impulsive decision made by a bitter girl too stupid to ignore her own aching cunt. The whole family had spent incredible effort trying to avoid this exact scenario. And here Lexi was intentionally making it happen.

Everyone froze. Seconds stretched out. Lexi felt her heart bursting to escape and leave the rest of her behind. Finally, to her great relief, Lexi heard the door slide closed with a click.

The athletic brunette looked back and saw little Melanie. She had her back against the wall. Arms behind her. She gave Lexi a nervous grin.

"Good girl," Lexi said, "We're working on this project and we could use a little help to get it finished." She curled her fingers at Melanie. She wasn't worried any more -- this woman was hers now. Well, hers and James'. Surprising considering how all this had started, Lexi was more than willing to share.

Lexi help up her father's cock like evidence in a hearing. It hung a little limply. She looked up at James. His eyes were wide. He looked more shocked than little Melanie did. "I've got this," Lexi mouthed to her father. He nodded, but his pupils didn't un-dilate. His dick didn't spring back to life. Too much blood to the brain and heart, Lexi thought. Not nearly enough where she needed it.

"Come here, Sweetie," Lexi said again. The tiny blonde tiptoed over. Her pants suit swished as she walked. Lexi stood up, leaving her Dad to lean against the desk, bottomless. She put her hands on Melanie's shoulders. Lexi knew she was taller, but damn she practically towered over this girl. She felt like Shaquille O'Neal meeting Jose Altuve, though probably the difference was mostly in her mind.

Melanie looked up at Lexi, searchingly. She started to speak, but the tall brunette leaned down and kissed her quiet. Lexi felt Melanie gasp in her mouth as their lips met.

Lexi pulled back and looked her in the eyes. Melanie appeared even more frightened now. But there was something else in her face, as well. Want. Need. And an almost reflexive willingness to obey. "I know," Lexi said, "I know. But this will be so good, I promise." She kissed the girl again and felt Melanie's body respond in a rising sigh. Lexi shifted her tone slightly.

"I know how much you want this. Want us."

Melanie nodded powerlessly.

Lexi slid the jacket off Melanie's shoulders. She undid the belt at her waist. Slowly she unwrapped her present, like revealing a matryoshka doll -- peeling layer after layer back to discover that, yes indeed, great things came in small packages. Just by kissing and stripping, Lexi got little Melanie down to her bra and panties. The woman was truly fantastic.

She had an incredibly tight, tiny body combined with prominent tits and jutting hips that screamed woman. Melanie's bra-covered breasts were probably a C-cup at most, but on this girl's build they might as well have been quadruple-Es. Sensing Lexi eye-fucking her, Melanie looked down at her own body, like only noticing her semi-nudity for the first time. She blushed from head to toe. Adorable didn't even begin to describe her.

"Oh, we are going to have so much fun together," Lexi said. The tiny blonde could only nod. They both looked over at the boy standing to their side. James was leaning back against the desk. His erection had returned in full force. He looked at his daughter and his co-worker and smiled, cocksure. What a perfectly appropriate word that was.

"So, back to this project we were working on," Lexi said. The three of them giggled a little. Lexi began to kneel down and gestured for Melanie to do the same. Melanie stared back at her, deer-in-headlights. Lexi stood again and pushed down on the little blonde's shoulders, forcing her down to her knees. Then Lexi followed suit.

"Guess I'm a little overdressed for this," Lexi said. She made sure Melanie was watching, then slowly unbuttoned her top. She'd put on the standard bright colored blouse/skirt combo which she now thought of as her 'hunting gear.' It had done so well for her before.

Melanie watched intently as Lexi undid her shirt and pulled it off, revealing her pert, little breasts encased in a black lace bra she barely even needed.

Melanie gasped. "Your body's incredible," she said.

"I think yours is pretty awesome, itself," Lexi said, and the girl went all pink all over again.

"You're both fucking amazing," James said.

Lexi wanted to continue exploring Melanie, but she knew she needed to get her father involved before he ran out of patience. She reached up and slowly started to stroke her Dad's dick. Just enough to keep his attention without going much further.

"Does your... Do you like doing that for your father?" Melanie asked. Lexi realized that the blonde girl was clearly into her and was desperately into James. But the third part of the triad, the incest between father and daughter, was a step too far for the little assistant. She was only willing to ignore it in order to achieve the two things she was actually interested in. Lexi decided it was best to drive straight into Melanie's desires and swerve around everything else.

"I bet he'd like you doing it even more," Lexi said. She held her father's cock out, offering it to the blonde woman.

Melanie took a good look at that pendulous, purple penis and visibly gulped. Lexi could tell Melanie hadn't seen many cocks, let alone had much practice with them. Had certainly never kissed a girl or so deeply desired one. But the more she was exposed to it, the easier it was to push her forward.

"Here, we'll do it together," Lexi said.

"You mean, um, touching it?" Melanie asked.

"All of it," Lexi said.

Melanie nodded slowly. She put her fist next to Lexi's.

"He's... wow. That's really, um, bigger than I..." Melanie was at a loss. Lexi let go of her Dad's dick and let the tiny blonde start stroking back and forth on her own. She did so, entranced. She was so focused on Lexi's father's phallus, Melanie barely noticed as Lexi reached around and unsnapped her bra, letting her gorgeous breasts spill free.

"Look at her tits," Lexi said.

"They're fantastic," James said. There they were: daughter in a bra and skirt kneeling on the ground while her father's personal assistant knelt next to her, down to just sheer blue panties, stroking his cock. Yet they were talking about the blonde girl's boobs like discussing a Netflix show they'd both enjoyed.

"They're almost as nice as Molly's," Lexi said. She couldn't help but twist the knife a little.

"She, umm, does this, too?" Melanie asked, but she smiled naughtily when she said it. Again, Lexi wondered if the innocent blonde understood way more than she'd been letting on.

"Oh, Molly does a lot more than that," Lexi said. She caught James smiling hungrily, clearly thinking about all the things that Molly did with him. Then she saw the troubled look on Melanie's face. Quickly she leaned in and kissed the girl, hard. She had to remember to steer away from the incest skid, or all of them would crash and burn. Yes, ironically, it was the good old, wholesome girl-girl-guy threesome that Melanie was most comfortable with.

As Lexi explored her mouth with her tongue, Melanie's stroking on James' dick started to speed up. She sat forward, breasts proudly jutting outward. Lexi dragged her tongue down Melanie's chest and kissed at her tits. The blonde and the man she was stroking both groaned at the same time as Lexi took a pink nipple into her mouth and suckled.

"Very... sensitive..." Melanie said in a way that could be taken as warning or encouragement.

"Suck him," Lexi said, mouth full of nipple, "Suck him like I'm sucking on you."

Melanie seemed to falter at that, but she quickly recovered. She turned her head and gave James' penis a tentative lick. God, was being bad at blowjobs a blonde thing or something? Lexi did her best to hide her disdain, sucking on a perfectly shaped breast instead.

Melanie did have amazing boobs, full and firm with neat little nipples that poked out oh so wonderfully at the slightest bit of attention. Even better, best as Lexi could tell, they were directly wired to the petite blonde's pussy. She rocked her hips back and forth every time Lexi tickled them.

Melanie made a choking noise and Lexi saw that her father had taken charge. He'd forced her mouth all the way down his shaft and, holding her head in place, was now pumping her face like a pussy. Drool trailed down her chin and onto her chest.

"He's not hurting you, is he?" Lexi asked, genuinely concerned. Melanie made a noise that she couldn't read either way. James, in his utmost generosity, let Melanie off his dick so she could speak.

"It hurts but it's awesome," Melanie said, panting. James shoved his dick right back down her throat. The blonde choked and coughed. A tear ran down her cheek. But she looked so happy to be sucking that cock. Lexi had never seen someone so submissive.

The tall brunette crawled behind Melanie and her by the hips. Now the blonde was on all fours, cock in her mouth, backside ready for even better things. Lexi kissed the small of her back, right by the tailbone. Then she pulled Melanie's sheer panties down. The girl mewled as Lexi did it, but she dutifully lifted her knees one by one to let herself be stripped naked.

Melanie was completely bare now. She had a cute, apple-shaped ass. Her snatch was surprisingly hairy. Blonde curls covered every inch of her sex and even spread to her inner thighs a bit. It was like seeing the inner deviant hidden by the outer ingenue. A lot like Melanie herself: so quiet and innocent, yet secretly a slave to sex.

Lexi heard the wet noises of her father fucking Melanie's mouth. She kissed her way up Melanie's legs to her inner thighs. The tiny blonde spread open eagerly. Lexi tongued a trail inward. The supposedly sinless girl arched her pussy as Lexi came close, her puffy nether lips pleading for contact.

Finally, Lexi gave in and gave a light peck right on Melanie's sex. The girl bucked and screamed around James' dick. Her whole body clenched, she let the dick drop out of her mouth. Holy fuck this girl was hot to trot. She'd already cum hard and Lexi had barely brushed her.

"S... sorry," Melanie said. She seemed legitimately ashamed of how easily she'd tipped over into ecstasy.

"Cumming without permission," Lexi said, "What a bad little girl." She tutted her tongue. "Next time, you have to ask or there'll be punishment. Understood?"

Melanie nodded. Her eyes small and scared. Lexi wasn't used to talking this way. In fact, she felt a bit silly saying the words. But then she saw the look on Melanie's face and that was all Lexi needed to keep going. She pinched the tiny assistant's ass, hard.

Lexi kissed her way back to the blonde's hairy puss. If she came that hard from a little touch, Lexi could only imagine what would happen when her clit became involved. The girl might explode all over the office carpeting.

Lexi kissed Melanie's sex again. She groaned but didn't cum this time, lesson learned. Lexi explored even further. Tasted at Melanie's dripping hole. Lapped upwards to her magic button. Every movement brought a longer, louder squeal.

Lexi knew she was good at oral, but this was beyond. Like telling a joke to a drunk girl who laughed at everything, it was so easy to get a reaction that it almost took the fun out of it.

Lexi heard her father groan in frustration, and she paused to look up. Melanie was trying to go back to sucking James' cock, but she could no longer concentrate. She idly stroked at his stem, all out of rhythm. James leaned against the desk, clearly trying his best to be patient, but he wasn't doing a very good job of it.

"Here, let's switch," Lexi said. She almost said 'Daddy' but stopped herself. The less references to the 'I'-word the better, she reminded herself.

Melanie stayed on all fours, gasping for breath. Head lolled down. James looked at his daughter and raised an eyebrow, as if to ask, 'are you sure?'

Lexi's own mind was suffering the same confusion. That's the wrong pussy, you stupid slut. You came here to fuck your Dad, not help him plow someone else. But Lexi was having too much fun taking this innocent girl and turning her nasty. Besides, if she really wanted some Daddy dick, she could always get some at home. No, this was way too good to stop now.

Lexi nodded at her father and they both stood up. Neither of them even spoke to Melanie, let alone asked her if this was something she wanted. Her assistance was assumed. Lexi stripped off her pants and underwear and sat up on her father's work desk. Her bare butt felt cold on the wood, the monitor pressed uncomfortably into her back.

James lifted Melanie up, keeping her bent forward and her ass in the right place. The girl let herself be posed, placing her hands on the desk. Her head right between Lexi's lithe legs. James spread Melanie's thighs outward slightly, then stood behind her. Cock in hand.

Melanie looked up into Lexi's eyes, like a pleading puppy dog. Lexi watched the blonde's face contort as James' penis began to penetrate her. Her eyes and mouth both widening at the pressure as her pussy gave way. She gasped as Lexi's father filled her.

"Ohfuck," she said, "He's in me bare, I've never. I mean, I'm not..."

"I don't remember giving you permission to complain," Lexi said, arching her eyebrow.

"Yes. Sorry. It's OK. Just... Just pull out. Please promise." Melanie said. Neither father nor daughter said anything of the sort, but Melanie didn't stop taking James' dick in her twat. In fact, she seemed to already be trying to make him fuck her, twisting her bottom as best as she could.

Gently, Lexi lifted Melanie's head and pulled her forward. The blonde girl got the hint and immediately began to lick where she'd been placed. She grunted as James pulled back and then slammed home inside her.

Lexi's expectations were low. She'd seen the blowjob, after all. How good was this girl going to be? Then Melanie's tongue made contact and... Holy Fuck! Maybe Melanie had never gone down on a girl before, but she certainly knew how to please one. She found Lexi's clit right off and tongued her happy hole, driving the tall brunette right to the edge of orgasm. All the while Melanie's body was being plundered by the man behind her.

"God, Melanie," James said, "So tight."

"Oh, Mr. Campbell," Melanie said, "So big."

Lexi could see her father was about to correct the girl, but she caught his eye. There was something sexy about how she still called him that. Her submission so endemic to herself.

Lexi wasn't regretting her decision to let James fuck Melanie one bit. She writhed under the tiny blonde's talented tongue. Watching her father dominate his assistant made everything feel even sharper. She felt her orgasm come on and she squeezed Melanie's head, holding her in place while the pleasure washed over her. That sense of control, Lexi understood why her father liked it so much.

When Lexi's eyes fluttered back open, she saw James staring at her. Apparently, watching his daughter dominate Melanie was a turn-on for him, too. She could tell he was about to cum. He started to draw back, but Lexi shook her head.

"He's getting close," Lexi told the blonde girl.

"Uhn. M... me too," she said, "Oh God. I want it so bad. I don't want him to stop, but... "Oh, Mr. Campbell, I..."

James groaned. Lexi giggled. "You're going to have the biggest orgasm of your life," Lexi said, but not until I tell you."

"Uh huh..." Melanie said.

James moved faster. Building. His hips slapped against Melanie's. The tiny blonde's whole body shook, her beautiful breasts most of all. She was trembling and Lexi cradled her head, looked her right in the eyes. Melanie stared back, face washed over with pleasure.

"Oh, Melanie, I'm going to..." James said. He threw back his head and shouted. The tiny blonde's eyes went wide as she felt her boss's semen splash against her cervix. Her face turned so red it seemed to glow. She was trying so hard to hold it back. She really was adorable. Lexi patted Melanie's head lovingly. She nodded, once.

"It's OK now," Lexi said, "Cum for me, little slut. Cum for us."

"Oh FUCK!" Melanie cried. Her head dropped forward, her eyes crossed. Her whole body shivered. "Oh, thank YOUUUU. He's doing it IN me and I can't stop. So warm. Splashing right in my... ffffffFUCK I'm cumming. Oh I'm fucking cumming. I'm cuMMMMIIIING!"

Lexi stroked the blonde girl's hair. She bent down and kissed her head. She looked further back and saw her father, smiling at her.

"That was lovely," he said, casual as if he was talking to the waiter at a restaurant. He pulled out and Melanie dropped to the ground. She was still trembling from her ecstasy. Lying there on the carpet, naked.

Lexi reached down and helped Melanie stand. The poor girl nearly fell over, but Lexi guided her up and gathered her clothes.

"I was good, right?" Melanie asked, "I did good for you?"

"So much better than good," James said. He took Melanie from Lexi and kissed her face and lips.

"Thank you," Melanie said. Shyly, she dressed in front of them, back to acting demure. She stumbled out of the office. James and Lexi, father and daughter, looked at each other and grinned.

"Well that was nice," Lexi said.

"Oh yes," James agreed, "We should do it again sometime soon."



On the way out, Lexi passed by Melanie's desk again. The girl was still flushed, her blonde hair stuck out at odd angles. She gave Lexi a shy little wave.

"You OK?" Lexi asked. She leaned in close to Melanie's desk. She loved everything they'd done, and she was sure her father's assistant felt the same. But Lexi couldn't help but feel guilty, too. Maybe this girl liked to be used, but that didn't mean it was right to use her.

Melanie looked up at her with big, shy eyes. A wicked little smile started to form on her face. "I'm fine," the little blonde said, "In fact, well, if I'm being honest? I've kind of wanted that to happen for a long time. Today, when I heard Mr. Campbell's daughter was here, I..."

"You thought I was Molly," Lexi said.

"Yes," Melanie said, "I'm not stupid. I know what's going on in there. I decided, the next time, I wasn't going to be left out."

"But I'm not Molly."

"Right, so I got a little nervous about my plan. But then, well..." Melanie leaned over her desk, so her lips were almost touching Lexi's. "I'm glad you weren't Molly. In the end, I mean."

"Me too," Lexi said, "I still want to hang out, I mean, if you want to. Like actually hang out. Not dirty stuff. Though also that? God, I don't know why I get so awkward sometimes."

"That's OK," Melanie said, "Believe me I know from awkward. But, I was kind of hoping you could play a different role. Like you did in there. You know as part of my whole, um, thing?"

"Like say, 'Melanie you're my friend now?'" Lexi asked. Melanie nodded slowly. Lexi leaned over the desk and whispered, "Melanie you're my slut now."

The blonde assistant's eyes rolled back and Lexi was sure she'd just orgasmed from the words alone.

"Understood," Lexi said.

She went all the way down to the garage with a smile on her face. As Lexi pulled out onto the highway, she realized she didn't feel jealous anymore. In fact, she resolved, she was done resenting anyone for what (or who) they did. In fact, the more she shared, the better she felt. Lexi hit the gas pedal and laughed.

She played her music loud, singing along the whole drive home.

*

Austin woke up in his old bedroom, disoriented for a moment. Why wasn't he in his apartment? He tried to roll out of bed, but his body rebelled. He felt like he'd been in a fight, except...

Fuck. It all came flooding back to him.

Austin knew he was supposed to feel guilty about what had happened. He was aware that giving up on his dream job to run home to an endless incest extravaganza was, on a basic level, so very deeply wrong. But he didn't feel that way at all.

He was tired of holding himself to a standard that didn't even make sense. Lexi wanted to be with him. His baby sister had seduced him. His mother begged him for sex. This was pleasure, pure and simple, with no consequences. Why, exactly, was he beating himself up over it?

And sure, the job thing was a downer. No doubt. But there were other restaurants in this world. Heck, just in that little town. He'd had a taste of it to be sure this career was what he wanted. Great. Now he knew. He could start at some other place or even go to culinary school. Who stayed forever at their first job?

As for the family -- for all the handwringing and teeth-gnashing they all put themselves

through -- the family was fine. Better than fine, in fact. The family was fucking great. And Austin was going to enjoy it.

And then Austin made his decision.

The blond boy didn't bother with a shower. He pulled a t-shirt and jeans off the floor, sniffing to make sure they were clean. He checked himself in the mirror, his stubble wasn't so bad, and pulled his fingers through his hair. Eh, good enough. For better or worse, this was ultimate Austin, and he was proud of it.

Austin jogged went downstairs. He could smell bacon frying. The light conversation of his mother and sister. This house was so comfortable, so welcoming. Why did he miss living in that old apartment with his weirdo roommates exactly?

Austin found his mother and older sister in the kitchen. Christine stood over the stovetop, making breakfast. Lexi sat at the table nearby, checking her phone. Austin waved at his sister and smiled. She gestured back, absently.

"What are you playing?" he asked.

"Some dumb match-3 thing," Lexi said. She seemed pretty engrossed for something that was 'dumb.'

"Honey, how are you feeling?" Christine asked, not turning away from her cooking.

"I'm doing good," Austin said, "Glad to be home."

"We're happy to have you back here, too," Christine said.

Austin stepped behind his mother. His kissed her on the back of the neck, then slid his hands down to her hips. He found the edge of her waistband and started to slide it down her skinny hips.

"Oh, Austin, honey, I'd love to," Christine said, "But I'm kind of busy here."

"You can keep cooking," Austin said. He nibbled on his mother's ear.

"You said that the last time," Christine said, "I don't want to burn breakfast. And then I have a bunch of patient files to get to."

"Moooom," Austin whined. He slid his hands off her hips to cup her tiny, titillating tits.

"Stop it," Christine said. She shimmied her body free of her son's caresses. "Your sister's right there, you know."

"Moooom." Now it was Lexi's turn to whine.

"Oh, you can't tell me you don't want your brother's incredible cock," Christine said.

"It's just, I'm in the middle of something here," Lexi said.

"You can keep playing your game," Austin said.

"Fine," Lexi said. She stood up from her chair and leaned forward on the kitchen table, pushing her backside outward. Presenting it to her younger sibling.

Austin walked behind Lexi and casually pulled down her yoga pants and underwear, revealing her toned ass and, beneath that, her pink, shaved pussy. Austin dragged his finger through his sister's slot and found it already dripping.

Without pausing, Austin pushed his own pants down to his knees. He grabbed himself, aimed, and slid home. Lexi groaned, but she didn't look up from her phone.

"Almost... to level 49," she said.

"Nice," Austin said. He drew back and started to slowly fuck his big sister.

"Hey, I keep forgetting to ask," Christine said, "Lexi, have you registered for classes yet?"

"Uhm... Yeah. Oh yes. I did it -- fuck -- um, last week," Lexi said. She had to speak up over the slapping sounds of her brother driving his dick into her, deep.

"God, you feel so good, Lexi," Austin said, "Really super tight."

"It's that big brother dick," Lexi said, "You'd make the 99 tunnel feel, uhn, tight."

The smell of their sex mingled with the scent of frying bacon. Austin couldn't imagine anything better.

Christine turned, one hand still on the spatula, and looked at her children fucking on the table. "You guys both look so good like that."

"Thanks Mom," the siblings chorused.

"Is your baby brother doing a good job on your little pussy, Lexi?" Christine asked.

"Oh yes," Lexi said, "Your son is such a fantastic fuck. Thanks for giving me a brother who gives it to me so -- fuckyeah -- good."

"Well, Austin's also lucky have a sister who's such a sexy girl," Christine said.

"Oh fuck," Austin said, "Oh yes."

He sped up his thrusts. Lexi's pussy cinched itself even tighter around his cock. Her head dipped and she groaned.

"Fuck," she said, "Hang on. Almost there."

"I thought you just got there," Austin said.

"I mean in the game," Lexi said. She was struggling to keep her eyes on the screen while her brother plowed her. Austin gripped Lexi's incredible ass tight, pumping back and forth. Looking down at Lexi's backside, he thought about what he'd done with Molly. How awesome would it be to take Lexi's beautiful butt, as well? And God, wasn't it like him to be fucking his sister's cunt and wishing he could be in her ass, instead? One thing at a time, dummy, Austin told himself.

"OK, there we go," Lexi said. She put her phone down and started to move with her brother's thrusts.

"Oh God, Lex," Austin said, "That's, fuck, that's really good."

"Sounds like your brother's about to cum," Christine said, "Do me a favor. Be a good girl and let him put it all in your pussy. I don't want to have to wipe splooge off the kitchen table again."

"No... problem..." Lexi said.

Austin slid his hands down to Lexi's muscular hips. The siblings moved together. Their bodies fit perfectly.

"You two really do look so cute," Christine said, "I should take a picture for later."

Austin couldn't tell if his mother was kidding or not. He was too far gone to care. He felt the tingling trigger at the base of his cock.

"L...Lexi, I'm..."

"I know," Lexi said.

"But have you? I mean, will you?"

"Oh, that's so sweet, making sure your sister cums, too," Christine said.

"Oh yes," Lexi said, "I've already, uhn, cum twice. You're gonna... You're gonna fill me up and when you do, I'm gonna go a third time. Promise."

"Fuck yes," Austin said. He drew back, pumped in quickly, and the bliss rose right up his dick, bursting into his sister's dripping snatch.

"Ha AH!" Lexi said, gasping. She stood almost straight up. Put her hands on Austin's hips, holding him inside her. Austin didn't need the encouragement. All he could focus on was emptying himself into his sister as the ecstasy grabbed hold of him. His hands trembled on her hips.

Lexi flopped forward onto the table with a loud bang. Austin stayed attached, pumping his load into his sister's womb. Finally, he felt himself come down. He stepped back. His cock left its happy place with a squelch.

"That was really nice, you two," Christine said, "I'm glad my babies go so good together."

"Thanks Mom," Austin said. It seemed weird to him to be complimented on how well he fucked his sister, but also strangely right.

"You were great, Austin," Lexi said, "I'm glad I was able to be here for you."

"Me too," Austin said, "Did you get there?"

"How many times do I have to tell you -- I came like three times at least. Not like, super big ones, but definitely three solid cums, OK?"

"I meant your game," Austin said.

"Oh yes," Lexi said, "I crushed it."

Christine chuckled and lovingly patted her son on the back. "Now clean up so I can serve breakfast. I'm going to go wake up your father."

Austin helped lift his big sister up to her feet. Lexi pulled her pants up again and Austin did the same. He went and got a sponge to wipe down the table. He might have put his load in Lexi, but that didn't mean other juices hadn't dripped down.

"Thanks for letting me cum in you," Austin said. His sister looked at him and raised her eyebrow in that super sexy way.

"You always cum in me," she said.

"No, I know," Austin said, "I just like that you let me do it."

"I like that you want to," Lexi said. "Is it weird that I kind of wish...?"

"What?"

"Nevermind. It's a stupid thought."

Austin grabbed his sister by the shoulders and looked her straight in the eyes. "What?"

"OK, it's... Please don't freak out."

"I won't," Austin said.

"I had this thought before, when you were like, filling me. And then I thought about it again just now. I know it's totally perverted and gross and really, truly fucked up."

"Lexi," Austin squeezed her shoulders tight.

"It's just that sometimes, sometimes, I wish it wasn't safe. Like, you could inseminate me for real."

Austin couldn't hide the surprise from his face.

"OK, I know. I'm totally broken," Lexi said.

"No!" Austin said, "You're not. Not at all. Trust me. There are times I wish it, too."

Lexi hugged her brother tightly and kissed him on the cheek. "I'm not going off the pill or anything. It's only in the moment. You know?"

"I get it," Austin said, "Does it help to know that thought turns me on, too?"

"Totally," Lexi said. She rubbed her nose against his, playfully.

Their mother and father both came down the stairs and the siblings broke apart. They shared a little smile to seal their secret.

"Oh, hey Mom," Austin said, "I almost forgot. I was hoping to come by your office later. Now that I've got some free time. My, um, eyes are bothering me?"

"Oh, that sounds like fun," Lexi said, "My eyes are also bothering me. So bad."

Christine shook her head. James sat at the table and opened his iPad.

"You two can just say you're going over to fuck your mother, you know," James said.

"Seriously," Christine said, "Don't be so childish about it."

She set out plates and put breakfast out for everyone. Molly joined soon after and the kitchen filled with the sounds of a good meal, a fun conversation, and a warm, loving family.

*

James opened his closet, looking for his lucky tie. They were finally going to have that finance meeting they'd been putting off and at this point he figured he needed all the mojo he could get. He went row by row but couldn't find it anywhere. He sighed, exasperated.

"Hey Christine? I can't find my good tie," James called out, "You know the green and blue one?"

"I'm a little, uhn, busy right now," Christine called back. She was bent over the bed, her only son fucking her from behind. "Did you check the closet?"

"I'm checking it right now," James said.

"Fuck, OK," Christine said. There was a wet sound as she separated from her son. She walked over to her husband, pulled the tie out from behind two others as if by magic, then marched back to the bed with an exasperated sigh.

"Now put that big dick back in Mommy," Christine said. She groaned as her son filled her fuck hole once again. "Ohhhh, that's so nice, Austin."

*

Lexi jammed her tongue into Molly's snatch and the blonde girl shrieked with pleasure. They writhed against each other on the couch

"Could you two keep it down, I'm trying to work," Christine said from where she was seated at the kitchen table.

"Mom's just mad cause I'm licking you and not her," Lexi said. She went back between her sister's legs and Molly groaned again.

"God, sis, your tongue is fucking magic," Molly said.

"Well maybe if you practiced more," Lexi said.

"Seriously, you two," Christine said. She stared into her laptop, making a very serious face.

"Oh fine," Lexi said. She climbed up from the couch, then crawled under the table. Christine was wearing a skirt, so Lexi simply spread her mother's legs.

"Not sure... that's helping," Christine said. "Oh FUCK! OK, that's totally helping."

"Guess now's my time to practice," Molly said. She got under the table and pulled her sister's legs apart.

"That's a good little sister," Lexi said, then went back to pleasuring her Mom.

*

"James there's a call for you," Christine called up from the kitchen. "Your cell phone is buzzing."

"Can you bring it up here?" James asked. Christine grabbed his phone and scampered up the stairs. Her husband was standing in the hallway. His pants were around his ankles and his baby girl was feasting on his cock.

"You sure you don't want to wait till Molly's done?" Christine asked.

"Mmmhm?" Molly asked, slurping up and down.

"Nah, I got it," James said and answered his phone. By the time he was done talking to Simmons about the sales force bonuses, he was cumming down his daughter's throat

*

Austin, James, and Christine all sat at the table eating dinner. The boys leaned back in their chairs.

"Come on you two, we've talked about this," Christine said. Both men groaned. Lexi and Molly popped up from under the table, looking disappointed. "No blowjobs at the table."

"I was giving Austin a handjob, Mom," Molly said.

"The rule still applies," Christine said.

"Fine," Lexi said and flopped into her seat. She picked up her fork and started to eat. Molly did the same.

"You can wait till after dinner," Christine said.

"Maybe you can," James said, and he winked at his oldest daughter.

"Molly, you eat that broccoli or no eating your brother," Christine said.

The busty blonde whined about it, but she ate every green on her plate.

*

"But Mooooom, it's not fair," Molly said. She stamped her foot on the ground.

"Ask your father," Christine said, the frustration leaking into her voice.

"He's at work," Molly said.

"Look, your brother's fucking me right now. I don't know what you want him to do about it," Christine said. She bounced up and down on Austin's dick, riding him for all she was worth. Austin groaned as his mother's cunt milked him.

"I'm sorry... sis. I'll come... find you. In a little bit," Austin said.

"Why not wait for your Dad?" Christine said, "I'm sure he'll be home soon."

"I want it now," Molly said.

"You can suck on my tits," Christine said, "Or rub my clit if you'd like. Here, I know. Why don't we both rub each other right now?"

"Yeah, sis," Austin said, "That would be great."

Molly shook her head, petulant. "You already fucked Mom once today. And Lexi too."

"So, it'll be your turn next," Christine said. She flexed her hips up and down. Her little breasts jiggled. Austin's bed springs squeaked in rhythm.

"I'll be in my room," Molly said, "But I expect a big cum load of my own when you get there."

"That sperm better not be going in your pussy, young lady," Christine said.

"Don't worry, Mom," Austin said, "I always jizz on Molly's giant tits, instead."

*

"Oh FUCK, Austin that feels so fucking gooooood," Lexi said.

"I'm... ohfuck... I'm fucking cummmING!" Molly cried.

"Can you three please keep it down," James said, "I'm trying to watch a movie here."

He and Christine sat on the couch while their children all rolled around the living room floor. Austin fucked his older sister while she ate out Molly in one long chain.

"How can you pay attention through all this?" James asked his wife. Christine shrugged.

"He's... I'm... We're almost there, Dad," Lexi said.

"Well get it over with, so I can watch my movie," James said. He turned up the volume on the TV.

The detective on screen looked around at the room full of suspects. "So that would mean the killer is..."

"Oh YES I'm CUUMMMING!" Lexi cried out.

James dropped the remote on the couch and stood. "I'm going to watch this upstairs," he said, as his son filled his daughter full of fertile sperm.

*

Lexi was on all fours, her brother plowing her from behind. Molly was next to her in the identical position, getting it from her father the same way. The blonde girl turned and gave her sister a kiss on the lips while both of them took their respective cocks.

"I don't know Dad, Lexi feels pretty amazing," Austin said.

"I'm sure she does," James said, "But our little Molly's pretty -- uhn -- fantastic herself."

"Boys, stop arguing who has the better pussy and fuck us, would you?" Lexi said. Her younger sister reached over and squeezed her hand, tightly. Molly's face went red and she groaned. Apparently, James was doing fine, arguing and screwing at the same time.

"We could switch," Austin said, "Do a comparison?"

"Nope," James said, "I'm good." He slapped Molly's ass and she gasped.

"Daddy!" Molly said.

Austin did the same thing to his older sister. Lexi glared back at him. At least the boy had the good sense to look ashamed.

Lexi turned away and watched her sister's incredible tits swing back and forth. It was so hot to see her that way. The girls were still holding hands. Lexi felt Molly's grip tighten again.

"Oh God," the blonde girl said. Lexi kissed her sister, feeling her body tremble with post-orgasmic pleasure.

"I think you need to cum, Dad," Lexi said, "I don't know how much more of this Molly can take."

"What about you, sis?" Austin asked, "You had enough yet?"

"Oh fuck no," Lexi said, "You keep sticking me with that amazing dick."

"Guys, dinner!" Christine called from the kitchen.

"Almost there!" James called back. He whipped his dick out of his daughter's pussy, gave it two good strokes and spewed his cum all over the blonde girl's back.



"Ohhhhh, that's it," he said.

"Wow Dad, you practically hit the wall from here," Austin said. He took his own dong out of Lexi, despite her protests. He jerked himself quickly and his own orgasm overtook him. The tall brunette felt her back spattered warm with her brother's seed.

"Oh man, I wasn't even halfway to where you got," Austin said.

"But look at how much more you made," James said, "you practically painted our little Lexi."

Both men reached down to help the girls stand. Everyone started getting dressed.

"That was awesome, Daddy," Molly said. She kissed his cheek and skipped off to the kitchen.

"You owe me another load," Lexi said, "In the right place next time." She kissed her brother's cheek and followed her younger sister out.

Both men pulled up their pants. James put his hand on Austin's shoulder.

"It's a good life isn't it, son?" he said. Austin had to agree that it was.

*

Lexi and Austin lay naked together in his tiny single bed. There wasn't much room, and they were wrapped around each other. It had become a new tradition for them, ever since they'd cuddled after anal sex with Molly in the shower. They didn't do anything dirty (not always in any case), they just enjoyed the feeling of being this close, this intimate. Austin had tried doing the same with his Mom, but she'd been totally uninterested.

There was a knock on the door and Molly came in. She was completely bare, as well. Huge white spatters ran across her ample chest. Her face was flushed, and she was grinning dopily.

"Mom doesn't like it when I stay with them," Molly said, "Room for one more in here?"

"On this tiny bed?" Lexi asked.

"And covered in Dad's stuff?" Austin asked.

"Lexi likes his stuff," Molly said, "Also my bed is big enough for all three of us."

The three siblings decamped to Molly's room and climbed on top of her covers. Austin on one side, Molly on the other, Lexi in the middle. The tall brunette took turns running her hands down Austin's defined chest, then switching to Molly's massive breasts.

"Are we going to hell?" Molly asked out of nowhere.

"Wait, what?" Austin asked. He rolled over to his side so he could answer his younger sibling properly.

"What we're doing. Fucking each other. It's wrong, right?" Molly asked.

"Are you having fun?" Lexi asked.

"Fuck yeah," Molly said.

"Is anyone getting hurt? Is anything going wrong because of what we're doing?" Lexi asked. She started stroking her sister's hair, lovingly.

"Well, Austin lost his job," Molly said.

"I keep telling you that was my own doing," Austin said, "Trust me. What Lexi's saying is, are there any direct consequences from us all having sex?"

"No," Molly said, "I don't think so."

"Then it's not wrong," Lexi said.

"But the bible says that we're not supposed to do this," Molly said, "Incest, I mean."

"I'm pretty sure the bible says we're not supposed to have sex, period," Austin said.

"Or use the bathroom," Lexi said.

"Seriously guys," Molly said. She sat up. Brother and sister stared at her massive chest, still covered with crusty cum. "I mean it. Even with consent and no consequences, what we're all doing is wrong, right? It's like, morally twisted. What happens if we really do get punished for this. Like, am I going to have to explain to the Almighty why I had sex with my Dad? My brother and sister?"

"You're giving other people pleasure," Austin said, "I don't think God's going to be angry at you for doing that."

"But it's still wrong, Austin," Molly said, "If the police came here tomorrow, I mean... Maybe it's not illegal? But it's certainly a sin. Right?"

"No," Lexi said, "Maybe. I don't know. I don't think anyone knows. That's the point. We try to be our best selves, what more can we be? We're doing something we love; that we're passionate about. That makes other people happy. It's a weird, twisted happiness, but still. I mean, there are billion-dollar movies about killing people. Is that really so much worse than sex?"

"Maybe if we stop sometime in the future it'll be OK," Molly said, "Just wipe out everything we're doing here and make it OK. Or maybe God will understand. Like, we didn't want to start this and maybe God gets it and forgives us."

"Or maybe there is no God," Lexi said, "No eternal judgement. And life keeps moving on without us."

"I'd rather go to hell than have nothing," Austin said. "The thought of everything ending? My consciousness gone forever? That scares the crap out of me. I'll take infinite burning fire over that."

"That's messed up," Lexi said.

"I worry that everything we're doing is wrong," Molly said, "That it's breaking us in ways we can't see. And someday, something will happen, and I'll spend the rest of my life regretting this choice. Wishing I could go back and undo it all."

"So, you're going to stop having sex with us?" Lexi asked.

"No," Molly said, pouty. "I don't want it to stop. I want to keep doing this. Maybe forever. But sometimes I wonder if I need to stop. There are plenty of people with drinking problems who ought to quit but are planning on doing it forever. Plenty of rapists and murderers who think that what they did was right."

"You're not doing those things," Lexi said.

"No," Molly said, "But sometimes I feel like I'm doing something just as bad, only in a more insidious way. That my whole life will be taken away because I couldn't stop doing something that in my heart, I know is wrong. That I need to go out and find a normal boyfriend and have a normal life with a normal family."

"But you won't," Austin said.

"Probably not," Molly said, "I like this too much. And so, sometimes, I wonder if that means I'm going to hell."

"I don't know," Lexi said.

"Maybe," Austin said. He shrugged.

"You guys suck," Molly said. Her siblings sat up and hugged her, tightly. Lexi kissed her cheek. Austin cupped her boob. He knew it wasn't supportive, but he didn't care.

"Maybe you're right," Lexi said, "We have to try to be our best selves. And if that includes what we're doing now, then I guess that's the stain on our souls. I still think there are worse ones. No one gets out of this life without taking a hit. Everyone gets scars. Pretending that we have to be perfect is silly. I don't know -- I think I'd rather be flawed and happy than 'good.' At least that's what I'm going with right now."

Lexi, Molly, and Austin lay back, holding each other tight. The three of them locked together. The bed was warm, the house was cozy. The rest of the world felt right.

"I still think I'm going to hell," Molly said, "But I'm not stopping this, either, so I guess I'm OK with it."

"Or maybe nothing happens at all and we just become nothing," Lexi said.

"Great, I guess I won't be sleeping tonight," Austin said, "Thanks for that, sis."

"If you're not going to sleep, we could all have sex," Molly said.

She smiled wickedly.

*

Christine woke up that morning like coming out of a haze. It felt like a long time since she'd stepped back and looked at her life. Every day now, her family fucked and sucked. They became one, in an incestuous tangle of cunts and cocks. Penises and pussies. Father and daughter. Mother and son. Brother and sisters. Together in every way they could think of.

United as one in every possible sense.

Christine had fought it for so long. She didn't want to be that family. It felt like weakness. Yet she couldn't stop submitting. And at a certain point she'd come to accept it. She told herself that what they were doing wasn't dirty or wrong. She reminded herself that this was what she wanted.

It wasn't perfect -- nothing ever was. She loved fucking Austin, yes. And being with Lexi had become a neat little treat. But it would be nice if her husband would stop dicking their youngest daughter. Or, at lease, pretended to notice her lying next to him in bed. Both James and Molly were so frustrating sometimes. But that's what families did, right? They let each other down. That didn't mean they stopped loving each other.

Christine was used to disappointment with Molly, honestly. The blonde girl was always such a let down. While Christine was pushing the family to constantly compete, Molly was the one who lagged behind. The fact that James now encouraged that behavior, practically glorified in it, well it made Christine wonder what she was doing with him, as well.

Of course she loved her husband. It was just... After the camping trip, everything was different. Christine saw James in a different light. She'd always thought he was on her side, a supporter to everything she accomplished. Now she knew he was one of them: the people who thought that life was about being good enough instead of being great.

Well, Christine lay in bed that morning feeling great. About her life, her children, and especially herself. Not a problem in the whole world.

In fact, she felt so good, she considered cancelling that morning's appointment with Dr. Pulisic. It was hard to believe how much time had passed since the family had raced right from the campsite to his office. The good doctor had tried so hard for all of them. And in the end, where did it lead them? Back into each other's beds (and a few other places, as well).

So, after all that time, what was she going to tell him? And even if she did speak the truth -- divulge every incident in excruciating, ecstatic detail -- what would he do about it? He'd found nothing wrong with them, physically. Would he sit there and repeat the mantra that they had to work a little harder? Please. If Christine couldn't stop, then no one could. This was simply their lives now. They were just lucky that nothing could go worse than it already had.

But Christine knew the family ought to go to the appointment, if anything just for appearances. So that morning she gathered everyone up, got them all in the orgy-mobile, and drove down to see Dr. Pulisic once again.

The good doctor looked the same as she remembered him, with his rumpled dress shirt and thinning hair. He smiled broadly when he saw the family, like they were all old friends. One-by-one, he brought each family member into his office and spoke to them. Christine didn't need to hear them talk to know what her family was saying. They'd all agreed on the drive over.

"No more urges," James said.

"We're totally over it," Molly said.

"I don't even like looking at my brother," Lexi said.

"We're doing great," Austin said.

"Thank you, Josip," Christine said, "You've helped us all so much."

Dr. Pulisic eyed Christine hesitantly. She was his final interview; the rest of the family was sitting outside in the waiting room. Christine perched up on the exam table. She gave Dr. Pulisic the same nervous look back.

"There's one more thing we need to discuss," he said. He stared down at the floor and kicked his foot. Like pushing a little, invisible pebble. "About your blood tests."

"Oh my God, did you find what's causing... I mean, what caused the, um, incident?"

"No, I'm sorry to say I've hit a dead end. Even the small leads I originally had have simply melted away. You're perfectly normal. All of you. Except, well..."

Fuck. The look in his eye. The tests had been comprehensive. Had Dr. Pulisic found a different kind of abnormality? Christine knew cancer ran in the family. Her mother had died from a metastasized breast tumor when Christine was in her twenties. She had an Uncle who died of glioblastoma, as well.

Christine ran every possible horrific result through her mind in a matter of seconds. Every nightmare diagnosis. Cancers, of course. Probably too young for Parkinson's, but she was right in the sweet spot for MS. All kinds of autoimmune disorders. God, she'd taken such good care of herself. What could possibly be wrong with her?

"You're pregnant," Dr. Pulisic said.

Christine nearly fell off the exam table. "That's not possible," she said, "I mean, I can't. The test must be wrong."

"I've run it three times," Dr. Pulisic said, "That's why I waited to see you last. I'm sorry, Christine. Is there any chance it could be... I mean, it's almost certainly your husband's, yes?"

Christine stared at the floor. No, it almost certainly wasn't. She hadn't had sex with James since the campsite. And only that one time. Since then it had been a steady diet of her son. Her little boy had put his own baby in his Mommy. His own sibling was now waiting in her womb. Of all the nightmares Christine had foreseen, this one simply hadn't occurred to her. Oh God. She shook her head slowly.

"There's more," Dr. Pulisic said, gravely, "Your daughter is pregnant, too."

"Molly?!" Christine screamed. She was going to kill James. Fucking murder him. All the times she'd told him to keep his dick out of his unprotected, little girl. Of course he didn't listen. Goddamn it. Goddamn both of them. How could they be so fucking stupid?!

"No, Molly is actually the only one of you who isn't with child," Dr. Pulisic said. He put his hand on Christine's leg. A warm, comforting gesture. "I know Lexi's old enough to hear it herself, but I thought it would be easier if it came from her mother rather than me."

"I don't understand," Christine said. All she could hear was her heartbeat. The pulsing pounding of blood as it rushed through her system. She was overwhelmed by the sickly, antiseptic stench of the exam room. The too hot touch of Dr. Pulisic's hand on her knee. How could this have happened? How was any of this possible?

"Post-tubal ligation pregnancies are rare, but they do occur. And I know your oldest daughter is on the pill, but there's a reason we always say 99% effective. 1% may not seem like much, but in the context of billions of women, it's still common enough. I'm sorry. I don't know what else to say except that I know this must be very traumatic for you.

Christine thought about the jokes she used to share with James about his unusually potent, extremely persistent sperm. After all, they'd been safe in high school, too. And it had led to three children. So, Christine was almost too familiar with this talk from a doctor when it came to her husband's cum.

Except it wasn't her husband this time, was it?

"I don't want to presume anything," Dr. Pulisic said, "Evaluating the progression of th pregnancies, I can say that both were almost certainly conceived around when your family visited me the first time. Based on everything else you've told me, I have to assume these babies are unfortunate. On a number of levels."

Christine put her hands on her middle. On her womb. She knew what it was like to carry life within her. She'd done this three times already. And now that she knew what she was looking for, she swore she could feel it there. Which was ludicrous. At most it was a clump of cells, nothing more. Call it mother's intuition, a lifetime of experience, whatever. Christine knew what she was carrying. And she knew it wasn't her husband's.

Fucking Austin. Apparently unusually potent, particularly persistent sperm ran in the family.

Christine felt the tears well up and she didn't bother to hold them back. She felt Dr. Pulisic hug her. How would she tell James? Oh fuck, how would she tell Lexi?! How was she going to tell anyone?

"As a fellow doctor, I don't have to tell you the risks involved with carrying your son's child to term," Dr. Pulisic said, "If your daughter is pregnant by her father, by her brother? You aren't so far along. You still have options."

Christine stiffened. She slipped out of Dr. Pulisic's hug. Wiped the tears from her cheek and sniffled them back. This display wasn't doing anything. Wasn't helping at all. She slid off the exam table and stood.

"I need to think about that," she said, "We all need to think about it."

"Of course," Dr. Pulisic said, but he looked surprised, "Talk to your family. No one will blame you for such a choice."

But Christine did blame herself. For all of it. This whole disaster had been on her hands from the beginning. She had given the family the pills. She'd begged Austin to stick his cock inside her. She'd watched, silent, as James fucked Molly, as well. Hell, even Austin and Lexi -- the two siblings had been completely responsible until she, their own mother, encouraged Austin to inseminate his sister.

She was the one who'd taken them to this doctor, who of course had done nothing. Christine had kept fucking her son, her daughter. Would James have stopped if she'd been able to control herself? She couldn't say for sure. But it certainly contributed that she continued the behavior.

And then, when it had all come out. When the family admitted they'd stopped trying to stop boinking each other and was now only aiming to get in each other's pants? It had been Christine who'd come up with that ridiculous rule: no more secrets. She'd seen it as a stopgap in the moment. A temporary hold. She recognized what it was now: implicit permission for illicit acts amongst the family.

And now that they were here? Now that they all had actual, unavoidable consequences growing in their wombs, what could she do? There was no time machine. No undo button. This is what they were.

For a moment, Christine entertained the fantasy: this would finally stop them. This outcome, this miserable inescapable result of their perverse natures, would finally be the end of the family fucking.

Christine knew it was a lie. They were in this now, forever. Tied to it, anchored. And like that metaphorical object, they would all sink, inexorably, to the bottom. Nor would drowning in this misery even grant them the peaceful reward of death. The Campbell family was going to have to live this life they'd created, breath by excruciating breath. There were no outs anymore. No escapes.

Christine left Dr. Pulisic's office, robotic. She found the family in the waiting room. They smiled up at her warmly. Even Molly looked on her mom with a loving kindness. It only made Christine feel worse.

They all piled into the car and drove home. The kids were singing some pop tune in the back. James joined in, as well. The family SUV jaunted along past palatial homes and perfectly manicured lawns. The safe haven of suburbia that Christine had bought into so fully.

Before the camping trip, Christine fully believed that she lived in a good place with a fair God who loved her. Not because she was one of His flock, His children. But because she deserved God's love. Earned it.

Christine worked hard. She went to school, raised a family, made good money. She lived in a big house in a good neighborhood. She built her body into a monument to perfection. She ate right, worked out, and never did drugs or even drank alcohol.

The family took wholesome vacations to Yellowstone and Disney. She voted with her conscience, gave to charity, volunteered at the kids' schools. Raised smart children with good morals. Paid for them to go to college and start wholesome lives of their own.

In other words, Christine followed the rules. She lived the way everyone said to. So, of course, she would win.

Only now, as she watched the world roll by, she realized it was all a lie.

You could be a criminal and still be a CEO. You could rape and murder and win humanitarian awards. You could cheat and steal and live in one of those white picket-fenced homes. None of it fucking mattered. There was no eternal reward. You would not reap what you sowed. You could do everything right and end up with a pile of shit.

You could be the best person possible, and then take one stupid pill and wake up pregnant with your own grandson. With your daughter knocked up by her own brother. With your whole world fucking shattered. And for what?

Fate had taken a giant crap on Christine's head. God had abandoned her. The universe had screwed her over. She lived life exactly right and life had turned around and told her to fuck off.



Christine stared at her own distorted reflection in the window. When she'd woken up that morning feeling so 'content' she'd been lying to herself. Christine wasn't happy with things the way they were. Not really. She tried to think back to when she'd ever truly been happy and came up empty.

She'd been a lonely kid growing up. Her parents were both very rational, emotionally distant people. When Christine came home with skinned knees, they'd nod absently and hand her a band-aid. When she cried because her first boyfriend had broken her heart, her mother's big piece of advice was 'get over it.'

For a time, Christine had her older brother, Jack. Especially in middle school they'd been close. God, she looked up to her big brother so much. But then Jack went off to his own adventures in college and Christine was back in that empty house. She called it The Refrigerator, her childhood home.

Then she'd met James and he was so handsome and affectionate. In a way that reminded Christine of her big brother. She'd been happy with James, she knew. But then they'd gotten pregnant with Alexis and the world went a-tumble all over again.

Getting through college with one, two, three kids had been almost impossible. Getting through medical school had been even harder. Then, one day, Christine woke up and found a thirty-year-old woman staring back at her in the mirror. And she realized she hated everything about that person.

She started working out. Going to the gym. Building her body into something perfect, something that no one could ever stop loving. That was her new solution. That's how things had gone in her life. When her brother failed her, she found a husband. When he failed, she found school. When that didn't work: exercise.

Only she wasn't happy then, either. Oh, sure she told herself it was happiness. She showed herself her washboard abs and sculpted arms and said, See, you're happy now. You could bounce a quarter off your perfect butt -- that's what winners feel like.

God she'd been so delusional. So naive and stupid. And now she was in the passenger seat, next to her husband and children, driving home with an incest baby in her womb. Quite literally fucked up.

She'd spent all that time resenting Molly for being soft. When it was Christine who was broken. She hated James for being weak. When it was Christine who lacked the strength to do what was right. She'd taught her children awful things about life: about who to be and how to act. She'd been cold like her parents and worse. Judgmental, haughty, selfish.

She thought back on some of the things she'd told Lexi, horrible things, to a girl who worked harder than anyone she'd ever met in her life. The stuff she'd done to Molly -- a sweet, naturally happy girl who loved her mother so deeply. And all Christine had given her back was disdain. It was a miracle Austin could bear to look at her, some of the things she'd said to him over the years.

And James.

God, Christine couldn't believe how horrid she'd been to her husband. Treating him like dirt when all he'd ever done was care for her. She'd resented his love for Molly so much, but what did Christine ever offer him in exchange? How could she be so sanctimonious with her own son's cock pressing at her cervix?

If the family was fucked up, Christine was the one who'd done it. She'd taken these healthy beings and twisted them. Perverted their growth. She'd been an iron dictator who'd bent them all to her will and then laughed at how they limped and simpered in their strange, useless shapes.

The car pulled into the garage. The family piled out in one huge mob. Christine stayed in the car. Numb. She could see happiness through the still-open garage door. She could hear it, stomping and giggling through the rooms above her. She wanted more than anything to be one of them.

She looked down at her belly. Put her hands where she knew her unborn child was already waiting. "Don't worry, baby," she whispered, "Mommy's going to fix everything."

*

James came home feeling beat down. He opened the door, kicked off his shoes, and flopped on the couch. He sat there and gazed at the wall, like waiting for it to give him an answer. He knew none was coming. Things had already been bad enough before he went to work. When he woke up that morning, he couldn't imagine how life could get any worse.

Well, now he knew.

It had started the night before. After the doctor's appointment, Christine had told him about... He couldn't even think the word, let alone say it. He'd gone to bed and stared up at the ceiling, unable to sleep.

When James woke up, he tried to start a fight with Christine about it, but she just nodded and agreed with everything he said. It was a new, infuriating tactic and it only made James madder. Eventually, he gave up and stormed off to work. And that's when things really dropped down the drain.

"What happened?" Christine came into the living room, still dressed in her pajamas. She sat on the couch next to James and held his hand. She was acting so affectionate, but James was too distraught to be confused by his wife's behavior.

"I got called into Jean's office this morning," James said, "Apparently there were some improprieties. That was the word they used anyway."

"I don't understand." Christine said, "Jean's your supervisor, right?" She kept stroking her husband's hand. She looked at him with warm, caring eyes.

"Yes. Well he was. The short of it is I'm fired," James said.

"What? They can't let you go," Christine said. Her angry reaction to his treatment was already making him feel better.

"They're not," James said, "Not exactly. They brought up a whole bunch of stuff. Everything that's happened since the camping trip, basically. Missing so much work and then coming back and being, well, I guess I can admit I haven't been the most diligent employee lately. There was some other stuff, too."

Christine arched her eyebrow. James almost smiled despite himself. He'd seen both his daughters make the same exact face.

"Well, there was that whole thing with my assistant, Melanie," James said, "They let her go, too, by the way. Also, they said I was bringing prostitutes into the office."

"Oh God," Christine said. She tried to stifle the laugh but couldn't.

"It's not funny, Christine," James said, "I started to tell them it was my daughters, except... Well, I realized that would make things way worse."

"Poor Lexi and Molly," Christine said.

"Poor them? What about me?" James said.

"Of course, dear. I'm sorry," Christine said, "I wasn't trying to make you feel bad. It's just, if those girls knew? They'd be mortified."

"In any case, after they threw all that stuff in my face, they gave me a choice. I could voluntarily resign and get a healthy retirement package, or they were going to make it all public and drag me through the mud."

"What did you say?" Christine asked.

"What choice did I have?" James said, "They've already sent out a staff-wide e-mail. They're going to ship all my office stuff back here. It's over."

"Was the package generous, at least?"

"It's fine, considering. Won't be paying the mortgage but it's not nothing," James said.

"We've got my job," Christine said, "It'll be tight, but we can make it work."

"I know. I guess I should be worried about all those things, but I'm not. Christine, what you told me last night..."

"Shhh," Christine said. She kissed her husband lightly on the lips. He startled. It had been so long since she'd shared that kind of affection with him. "Everything's going to be fine. I told you, I've got it all figured out."

"Guess I better start putting my resume out there," James said. He knew how his wife worked -- even a little bit of relaxation was cause for a full investigation.

"Don't rush," Christine said, "Take your time. For one, you need to let this cool down. But, honestly, after everything you've been through, I want you to have a break. See where you are in six months, even a year. People in your position? There's always another job waiting. For now, you've got the package from work and I'm still earning. It'll all work out, I promise."

James stared at his wife, trying to figure out when the alien being had taken over her mind. He didn't remember her being this way the last time she was pregnant, but if this was the result, he was going to have to find a way to keep her knocked up forever.

"Now, I have a special surprise for you," Christine said. She stood up. "Something that's going to make you feel a whole lot better about everything."

James started to stand. "I don't know how much I feel like a surprise," he said.

Christine shushed him again and gently pushed him back onto the couch. "Oh, I think you're going to want this one," she said. "Trust me. I'm a little behind because I wasn't expecting you home so soon but stay right here and I'll sort everything out."

Once James was safely ensconced in the cushions, Christine sauntered out of the living room. She came back holding two glasses filled about halfway with scotch. James was running out of ways to express his surprise. His wife almost never touched alcohol (although there was that time she'd come home from her date with Lexi and Austin, so who could say at this point). While she didn't actively discourage her husband, the implication of alcoholic abstinence was clear. Sure, James had a drink every now and again when out with co-workers. But otherwise he was almost always dry.

Christine handed him his glass, then clinked it with her own.

"This is good stuff," James said, after taking a sip.

"The guy at the store said it was the best," Christine said. James didn't want to think about how much 'the best' cost. Being out of work seemed to put dollar signs on everything.

Christine took a sip, then coughed.

"Are you sure you should be..." James couldn't even complete the question.

"It's just a little to keep you company," Christine said, "I promise I won't go overboard."

They sat on the couch, not really talking. James finished his own drink, then finished Christine's for her. When he was done, his wife got up and poured another two glasses. She handed him his but held onto the other.

"My dear, are you trying to take advantage of me?" James asked. He was already feeling warm. He wasn't used to this much consumption.

"Maybe," Christine said, smiling playfully, "Sort of."

"You know you don't need to get me drunk to take me to bed," James said.

"Maybe not, but it makes it a whole lot more fun," Christine said.

He felt weird, his wife in her pajamas while he was in a suit. He loosened his tie and took off his coat. He was too buzzed to care about the clothes and tossed them on the cushions next to him. He noticed that Christine was still standing over him, holding that glass of scotch, unsipped.

"You've got another one just waiting for me?" James asked.

"Oh no, this isn't for you," Christine said.

James heard footsteps on the stairs. He turned around and saw Molly walking towards them. His eyes nearly popped out of his head.

She was wearing a bright red, silk camisole with black, lacy edges around her cleavage. It hung to right below her sex. She looked amazing in it. The crimson shiny against her skin. The way her incredible chest looked ready to burst out of the stitching. How every step seemed to lift the bottom of the camisole to alllmmmmooooost expose her pussy. She was not wearing underwear. She wasn't wearing anything, just that camisole that looked so good on her that it had to come off as soon as possible.

"Hi Daddy," Molly said. She smiled shyly and blushed. The red of her cheeks further brought forward by her deep red clothing.

"Fuck me," James breathed. He hoped his wife didn't hear. James felt his cock stiffen in his pants. Goddamn, what was Christine trying to do to him?

Molly walked slowly over to the couch. She took the glass of scotch from her mother and took a sip. She made a very funny 'yuck' face, like she would when she was little. She drank it again, though.

"Do you like my outfit?" Molly asked, "Mommy bought it for me, special."

"It's, ummm, very nice," James said. Christine looked down at her husband and winked.

"Molly, dear, why don't you take your drink upstairs," Christine said, with (again) surprising affection. "I need to talk to your Dad for a second."

"OK," Molly said. She gave her father a big, exaggerated wink, then pranced back up the stairs.

James watched her go the whole way, every best part of his baby girl bouncing hypnotically as she went. Finally, he dragged his eyes away from his daughter and looked over at his wife. He expected to see an angry glare, but there was none there.

"Christine, what's going on?" James asked.

"I think it's time we get everything out in the open," she said, "I want us to speak honestly about what's happened, what's going on now, and -- most importantly -- what we're going to do about it going forward."

*

"Are you crazy?!" James shouted.

Molly could hear her father's voice echoing all the way upstairs, through the shut door, and into her parents' bedroom, where she was now sitting on the bed.

The buxom blonde felt ridiculous wearing that little camisole. Every part of her seemed to be busting out -- her oversized boobs, her too wide hips, her ample ass. It reminded her of nightmares she'd had, going to school without clothes on. Trying to cover every exposed asset and knowing it was impossible.

She took a deep breath. Her Mom said she looked good and that was something. Molly wasn't used to getting compliments from her mother on, well, anything, but especially not her body. Molly didn't know how to take it when Christine said she looked sexy. Was she being ironic? Molly was legitimately unsure.

But then she saw how her father looked at her and, wow, OK she was clearly looking good. She took another drink of the scotch. God, it was terrible. How did people drink this stuff? Every sip though, made her feel a little stronger. Gave her a bit more courage.

That's probably why her mother had suggested she have some. It made her tummy feel warm in a funny way. Made her sex tingle, too. OK, so maybe the taste wasn't exactly the attraction.

Molly sat on the bed and tried to hear what her parents were saying, but after James' shout they'd gotten quiet. It was dark in her parents' bedroom, but Molly left the light off. Another of her mother's requests. It was weird, Christine had been strangely supportive all day. Molly was pretty sure this was her mother's evil (good?) clone or something. Nothing else made sense.

The blonde girl posed a few times, but ended up lying on her side, head propped up. It was the best combination of alluring and comfortable. She smoothed the camisole and resisted the urge to rub her little cunny, even though it was clearly crying out for some attention. She waited.

It took so long, he wondered if her parents had forgotten about her. What if they were both doing it, right there on the couch? That would make more sense, a married couple having sex, than what Molly was awaiting. She could barely contain the butterflies in her stomach. Again, the alcohol helped.

There was a soft knock on the door. Then it creaked open. James was standing there. He was wearing his light blue dress shirt, unbuttoned about halfway. He had on navy slacks, but he'd kicked his shoes off. He looked at his daughter, hungrily. Like devouring every inch of her body with his eyes.

James stepped inside the room. Christine came in behind him. Molly's Mom was wearing a pair of long pajama pants and a cute, little white t-shirt. Her blonde hair, usually so perfectly straight, hung askew.

James sat down on the bed, on one side of Molly. Christine joined on the other. Both parents took one of Molly's hands and squeezed it tight.

"Molly, honey," James said, "Mommy told me what she's planning to do. What you both are planning. Are you sure about this? If you're not, it's OK. I won't be mad or disappointed or anything."

Molly looked at her mother. Christine mouthed the words 'go for it.'

"Yes, Daddy, I'm sure," Molly said, "I've wanted this for a long time."

"Yes, but honey, we're already..." James faltered. The words were so hard to say. Probably because speaking them made it all seem so much more real. "That is, I still don't see how doing this fixes anything."

"Of course it does, Daddy," Molly said, "It makes everything even. Between you and Mommy. You and Austin. Me and Lexi. No one can be mad at anyone if we've all done the same thing."

"But honey," James said, "it's going to ruin your life. I mean, what about school?"

"I want this more than anything," Molly said, "How does getting what I want ruin my life? Besides, I never wanted to go away to school in the first place. I'm happy here, with my family. Mom already got me set up at State. Lexi and I can go together, it'll be great."

James squeezed his daughter's hand even harder. Molly could see that no matter how much she explained, he was never going to accept it. So, she made the decision for him. The young blonde leaned over and kissed her father on the lips.

Molly was never going to get over how much she loved kissing her Daddy. The slight scratch of his stubble on her cheeks. The way he felt like a man and how that made her feel very much like a woman. The smell of scotch on his breath only compounded it. Molly felt her father's arms wrap tight around her. She started to lean back, pulling James down to the bed. Bringing her Daddy to rest right on top of her. His chest on her breasts. His pant-covered penis already pressing against her sex.

Molly moaned. Her father slipped his tongue into her mouth. He ground down against her. He was hers, now. She knew.

"Here, let me help you both get ready," Christine said. Molly had been hoping that once things got started, her mother would leave them both be. But, apparently, she intended on being an active participant.

Christine reached around them and pulled James' dress shirt over his head. She slid her hands down to her husband's waist and deftly undid his belt. Then Christine pulled his pants and underwear off. James lifted slightly to help her along, but that was all. When he lowered himself back down, it was his bare cock grinding against Molly's moist furrow.

James kissed down his daughter's neck he ran his hands down her flank, cupped her massive breasts, then settled on squeezing her ample ass. The two of them rubbed against each other like horny teenagers. Which, Molly supposed, was appropriate considering that's exactly what she was.

James pulled up for air. He looked at his daughter, his eyes filled with so much love they seemed to overflow with it. He dragged his hands around and gripped the bottom of her camisole.

"You look so good in this, baby girl," James said.

"Then why are you trying to take it off?" Molly asked, playfully.

"That's how you know you've got good lingerie, dear," Christine said, "It doesn't stay on you for very long."

Molly sat up and let her Daddy lift the silky outfit over her head. He tossed it to the side and then looked at his daughter again, appreciating her in a way that made her feel so special.

Molly had always hated her body. She wanted to look lithe and muscular like her mother and sister. Now though, in her father's eyes, she couldn't imagine wanting to be any other way. She was maximum Molly, and she glorified in it. Plus, for the first time in her life, for reasons Molly would never understand, it seemed like her mother felt the same way.

"You look so gorgeous, Honey," Christine said, "Your body is incredible. Doesn't she look fantastic, dear?"

"Uh huh," James said. Molly could have sworn she saw drool slip out the side of her father's mouth. He looked at her, dumbfounded.



"I love your huge tits and those wide hips," Christine said, "It's so feminine -- you're like our little blonde Venus."

"Moooom," Molly said. She felt the blush creeping up her chest.

"Well, don't just stare at her James," Christine said, "Your little girl's been waiting for this for a long time.

"Uh huh," James said.

"Come here, Daddy," Molly said. She kissed her father then pulled him back down on top of her. James responded suitably. He slipped his tongue into Molly's mouth. His hot hardness pressed against her leg. His hands found her butt again. Then her boobs.

"God, I love your body," James said. Molly giggled, it made her so happy when her Daddy talked to her that way. She felt someone patting her head and she looked up to see her mother stroking her hair, lovingly.

"You're going to be such a good fuck for your Daddy, I know," she said. "Are you ready? Or do you want him to lick you a little first?"

"Put it in me, pleeeeaaase," Molly whined, "I want him so much and I'm ready right now." She was surprised to find it was true. Molly usually needed a bit of buildup before her little pussy was ready to take her Daddy's big, wonderful dick. But the alcohol had really lubricated her. That and all of her father's kisses. The excitement of the moment. She felt like James could try to slip a telephone pole into her and it would slide inside.

"Here let me do it," Christine said. She clapped her hands excitedly, then popped off the bed. "Let me put his cock in you."

James stood up and Molly slid herself to the end of the bed. Christine grabbed her husband's member and gave it a couple of cursory strokes.

"God, that's so good," Christine said, "Look at that massive Daddy dick, Molly. That's the cock that put you in my womb. And now it's going to go into your unprotected, tight, little pussy."

"I know. So hot," Molly said. She groaned.

"Are you going to be able to take your father's massive cock in your tiny, teenaged twat?" Christine asked.

"Yes, Mommy," Molly said, "I promise I'll be good."

"And when Daddy's ready? You'll take all of his devious little sperms inside you? Even though you aren't safe? There's nothing to stop your Daddy's fertile friends from firing right through your cervix and into your waiting, wanting womb."

"Oh God, yes," Molly said.

"I checked, Molly," Christine said, "You're so fucking fertile right now."

Christine squeezed her husband's cock as she said the word 'fertile' and he groaned with desire. "You're ovulating aren't you? I can see it: your little girl grool is clear as glass. You could probably get pregnant just standing next to your Daddy, let alone when he puts his bare, unprotected penis inside you."

Boy, Christine was totally getting off on this, Molly thought. But the buxom blonde couldn't judge -- all this talk was turning her on, too.

"Your Daddy's going to make you a Mommy now," Christine said. She dragged James forward by his cock. Placed his purple, raging head right at Molly's quim. "Are you ready for him to give you a baby brother or sister?"

"Oh yes, Mommy," Molly shimmied her body down, desperate to get her father's cock inside her. "Please."

She felt the head of her Daddy's dick push inside of her. Her vaginal walls strrrreeeeeetched to accommodate the thick, pulsing invader. If anything, her father felt even bigger than usual. His cock slid halfway in. Father and daughter both groaned together.

James pulled back, pressed inside, and now he was almost completely buried. Somehow deeper than he'd ever gone before. Molly felt so full. She knew there was more to come. James drew back one last time, then stuffed his daughter to the hilt. Molly, to her amazement, felt her pussy cinch around his dick. A tiny orgasm rolled through her.

"Oh God," she said, and her eyes rolled back.

"Did you just cum, little girl?" Christine asked.

"Uhn. Uh huh," Molly said.

"Look at our little slut, already cumming on her Daddy's cock," Christine said.

"Such a good girl," James said. He reached up and tousled Molly's hair. He couldn't resist squeezing her boob afterwards. "Ready, baby girl?"

"Oh yes, Daddy," Molly said, "Make me cum again. I know I can do better for you. Let me show you. Let me show you how your little girl can cum so BIG."

James started pumping his daughter's pussy. Short, sharp strokes. Long drawn out teases. He felt her body respond, then shifted rhythms, leaving her unable to keep up. The pleasure rose in orgasmic crescendos. A little cum. Then a bigger one. Then even bigger than that. Always building, building towards the next explosion.

Molly gasped for air. She shouted and screamed. Mewled and whimpered. "Oh God. Oh Daddy. Making me. FUCK! Oh yes. I'm fucking my father and it feels so good. Oh Daddy can you feel it? My pussy. Made just for you. The pussy you made with that gorgeous, giant cock. You're in it right now. You're making it -- oh god -- CUUUMMMMMM!

Christine, now back by her daughter's head, leaned over and kissed Molly right on the mouth. The blonde girl wasn't sure if her Mom was trying to show her affection or just shut her up, but it amplified her pleasure, so she went with it. The sensations of her mother's mouth on hers, mixed with her father's pounding pressure, it took Molly to another level entirely. Everything drained back to sensations. Wants. Needs.

Molly reached her arms up and found her mother's bare chest. At some point Christine had stripped down as naked as her husband and daughter. Molly felt her mother's little breasts in her hands. The sharp nipples scratched at her palms. She felt so naughty, squeezing them.

"You always used to like Mommy's tits," Christine said, "You couldn't get enough of them."

"I think... fuck. I think I like them for a different reason now," Molly said, "They're so sexy."

"Oh, thank you dear," Christine said, "I always wanted to have big knockers like yours. I can tell your father loves them so much."

Far be it from James to ignore that reminder, he reached over and squeezed at his daughter's massive melons. It messed up his tempo, but Molly hardly cared as her Daddy worshipped at her tits with his hands.

"You know our little girl's gigantic boobs are only going to get bigger once you give her a baby, James," Christine said. Her husband groaned and his grip tightened on Molly's mammaries. "Have fucked our daughter's titties yet?"

"Not yet," Molly said.

"Oh James, you really need to do a better job caring for our baby girl. Those boobs are begging to have your big cock between them."

"Next time," James said, "Promise."

He was clearly having trouble speaking. His grip began to falter. His backside moved more erratically.

"OOoooo, I think your Daddy's getting close," Christine said. She stood up and walked over to stand next to her husband. "Are you ready, baby? Are you going to cum with your father?"

Oh God. Cum? Molly couldn't stop cumming. She'd had so much illicit pleasure. All the sex they'd shared. Molly thought she'd seen all of what it had to offer her. And yet, she saw something in the distance. Felt it. A rumble of thunder echoing across a valley. A sense of something headed her way. Getting ever closer.

"Mol...? Molly?" James voice wavered while he spoke. "Daddy's getting... I'm getting close, baby. I can feel it. God, you feel so good and I can't hold back."

Molly grunted, tried to push words out of her mouth, but it came out only as meaningless sound. She felt her mother squeeze her hand, tightly.

"Tell your Daddy what you want," Christine said.

"Oh, Daddy. I... "

"Use your words," Christine said.

"Please Daddy, I want your cum so bad," Molly said. Now that she was finally able to talk, the words streamed out of her. The way her father's cum was about to stream into her wanting womb. "Give me your baby. Breed me. Please Daddy I'm going to cum so good and I need you to fill me up.

"Are you sure, baby?" James asked. "I can still, ungh, I can pull out. Cover your tremendous titties. I'll put it in your mouth. In your -- ohgod -- in your tight little bum."

"No Daddy put it insiiiiiide me," Molly said, "Give it to me. Put your baby in your baby girl. I want your load in my cunt. Your seed in my womb. Your baby in my belly. I want to be round and full and look at you and know you did that to me. I want you to feel my big tummy and know it's yours."

"Give it to her James," Christine said. She leaned up against her husband. She kissed his cheek. Then she reached down and carefully cupped his balls. "Feel that? It's all going inside your daughter."

"Oh God," James said. Molly reached down and found her clitty. She started rubbing it for all it was worth. The storm -- that massive, roiling cum -- was getting closer. Gaining speed at an almost alarming rate.

Molly worked herself so hard, she was practically slapping her pussy. She could feel her father's dick driving into her, slipping past the tips of her fingers.

"Oh. Oh baby girl," James said. His whole body began to shake. "It's... I can't... Oh god YES!"

Time slowed. Molly's father froze in place. His hands squeezing her hips so hard it hurt. Her backside slowly lifted into the air. Arching upwards. Her pussy practically sparked as she crested. Her hands dropped to her sides. She went stiff as a board. Then limp.

Already ensconced in ecstasy, the first hot splash of her father's cum ricocheted past Molly's cervix and sent her to another world entirely. The bliss exploded out of her pussy. Blasted through her arms, to her fingers. Her feet down to her toes. Her fucking hair was fucking cumming and Molly really thought she might be dying, the ecstasy was so incredible.

"Oh god, DAAAADDDDY!" she screamed. Her whole body shook uncontrollable. Her massive breasts flopped and floundered. Her ass trembled and her pussy, impossibly, clamped down so hard she was afraid it might rip her Daddy's dick right off.

The next spurt filled her pussy and Molly went even higher now. Each injection of fertile sperm took her further past what she'd truly believed was the limits of human pleasure.

"CuMMMMMING!" Molly didn't even realize the words were coming out of her. "Oh, I'm cuummmming on my Daddy's cock. He's filling me up so GOOOOD. Putting his baby in me. Oh OH OHHHHHHH OH OOOOOoooooh!"

"Oh yes, Molly. Oh God. That's a good girl. Take it. Take it allllll," James rambled onwards. Father and daughter found each other there, in the heaven they'd created. Molly felt her Dad embrace her. She wrapped her arms and legs around him. Like holding on to a life preserver while she dropped down a waterfall.

Her father's next ejaculation felt a little weaker. The next weaker still. Instead of a great firing cannon, James' cock became more like a faucet, leaking cum into his daughter's spasming cunt. Molly's pussy flexed and tightened, driving to draw out every bit of her father's spend. Each another orgasmic burst of bliss, growing ever smaller.

As the ecstasy slowly released its grip on her, Molly felt an odd sense of relief. She'd never known how pleasure could almost overtake you. How frightening it could be in all that wonder. But she'd survived it. Somehow.

Her consciousness floated back down to the bed, like a feather in an updraft. She felt her father's body pressed against hers. Both of them dripping with sweat and far other, less appropriate, liquids. She could smell her tangy pussy mixed with her father's salty cum. The spice of the scotch lingered in her nose and tongue.

She heard her father panting. "Oh Molly. Oh, my baby girl. You did so good. Oh, God I love you so much, Molly."

She heard herself talking, too. "Did I? Oh, did I do good for you Daddy? I tried so hard. God, I feel so full. So full of you. Your salty, sexy stuff. I took it all, Daddy. Did you see? Your little girl took your big, thick cock and all that incredible cum. Your massive load is in my tiny pussy Daddy, can you see?"

Molly spread her legs. Her father's cock slipped out, soft. A big warm glob of white liquid ran out with it, right down to her asshole.

"Naughty sperms," Christine said. Molly watched, still in shock, as her mother reached down and pushed her husband's semen back into her daughter's fertile snatch. "Stay in there where you belong."

"Did I do good, Mommy?" Molly asked.

"Oh, honey you were the best," Christine said, "You did so good for your Daddy. I'm super proud of both of you. My perfect, wonderful family."

James rolled over and kissed his wife. Christine wrapped her arms around him. It was the most loving Molly could remember her parents acting in a long time. She smiled, seeing her father's cock leave a little white drip down his wife's bare thigh. Christine barely noticed.

"Not me, you dope," she said, not unkindly, "Go be with your daughter."

"I love you both so much," James said. He lay down on the bed, rested his head right on Molly's huge tit. Molly kissed the top of his head lovingly. She felt her mother curl up on her other side. The three of them started to drift off.

"Mommy, do you want me to do, you know, anything for you?" Molly asked, barely conscious.

"Oh Honey, you're so sweet," Christine said, "I already came before. When you and your Daddy were fucking, I rubbed myself freaking silly. But it's very kind of you to ask."

"We have an amazing daughter," James said, mumbling.

"We have an amazing family," Molly said.

"Damn straight," Christine agreed. Molly didn't remember falling asleep. She woke up sometime way later in the day, naked, still wrapped in both her parent's arms.

*

Once again, Lexi found herself laying back in bed, staring up at nothing. She could hear her parents and Molly. Her baby sister was screaming bloody murder, and Lexi didn't need to be a detective to figure out her father's weapon of choice.

"My Daddy's fucking me so good!" the blonde girl's voice echoed throughout the house.

Lexi wasn't upset in the least. If anything, she was happy for her little sister. It was Lexi, herself, who wasn't so sure she wanted the package she was currently carrying.

OK, that was a lie too.

I have to stop doing this, she told herself, making myself feel the way I think I ought to, instead of experiencing the actual emotions. It was safer the other way, she supposed, though not nearly as healthy in the long term.

When her mother had told her she was pregnant, Lexi freaked out. She felt literal insanity tug at the back of her brain. She wanted to run through the kitchen glass doors, out across the back yad, and sprint across the continent till her legs fell off. Anything but actually consider what she'd just been told.

When Lexi finally calmed down, though. When rational thinking reentered her brain, Lexi looked at herself and realized that she wasn't all that upset, actually. Oh sure, in the moment, it had been horrifying beyond conception. But the reality was...

Well, she had kind of wished this into being, hadn't she? And then she remembered why she'd felt that way in the first place. Her body wasn't hosting an alien being, a destroyer of worlds. It was the physical representation of her love for Austin. And that? Well it was kind of awesome, actually.

Lexi saw some movement by her door. She looked up and saw Austin, himself, standing there, staring at her with nothing but adoration.

"You're so fucking beautiful, you know that," Austin said.

"If you give me a speech about my pregnant glow, I'll cut your cock off and shove it up your own ass," Lexi snarled.

"Holy fuck, sis," Austin said, stepping back out of the door frame, "I thought we were done with this 'hating each other' stuff."

"You're right," Lexi said. She sat up and patted the bed for Austin to sit next to her. "Sorry. Old habits."

Austin sat next to his sister. He put his arm around her shoulders. "For what it's worth I really am sorry," he said, "If I'd had any idea that we were going to... That I might put, well, that in you? I mean, we always talked about being out of control. But in my heart, I believe I'd have found a way to stop. I swear."

"I know," Lexi said. She rested her head on Austin's shoulder. God, he felt so strong. She loved being surrounded by him. "You're a good brother."

"And you're a fantastic sister," Austin said. He leaned over to kiss her on the lips.

"My Daddy's cumming in meeeeeeee!" Molly shouted from the other room.

"Apparently, Dad's cumming in our baby sister," Austin said.

"That's the rumor I'd heard," Lexi said.

"Are you upset?" Austin asked. "I mean, obviously you're upset. But about Molly, I mean. I guess, that is, do you wish that was you in there right now?"

"Oh, my poor stupid, silly baby brother," Lexi said. She kissed him on the top of his head.

"Hey, Lexi?" Austin sat up. He looked very seriously into his older sister's eyes. "I know, ummm, well we've kind of danced around it until now. I just want to make sure, you know. I mean, that is..."

"Get to the point, brother," Lexi said. She tousled her brother's blond hair. She thought she knew what he was going to say. She had no idea what was coming.

"Right. Sorry," Austin said. "I love you, Lexi."

"Yes, I know, you're my brother," Lexi said, "You were kind of born that way."

"No, not like that," Austin said, "I mean, yes of course like that. But also no. I mean I love you love you. In a way that I'd never imagined before the campsite. In a way that I still didn't feel after all that fucking. But at some point, after the workouts and that time you surprised me at my apartment and that crazy night in the playground with Mom... I fell in love with you. I'm sorry I was such a coward and couldn't say it before."

Lexi searched her brother's eyes. She felt tears begin to well and she sniffled them back. He really meant it, the big dope.

"I love you, Austin," Lexi said, "I'm sorry I was too stupid to say it before." She leaned up and kissed her brother lightly on the lips. The cheeks. "But so what? We love each other. Great. We're not going to get married. We're not even going to stop having sex with other people, are we?"

"No, I imagine I'll always want Mom and Molly," Austin said, looking away like he might actually feel guilty. "What about you? Are you going to stop?"

"I don't think so, no," Lexi said. There was the family, of course. But there was also the promise of everything with Kim and Cole. Even Melanie. Lexi knew now she'd never cease. Couldn't. Her love for Austin was more than she could imagine, but she knew the shape of it, and it didn't fit a traditional life. It wasn't built for something so expected and boring.

"So we're agreed," Austin said, "But you should know that I am yours. Truly. Like you said, I can't marry you. But I would if I could. Everything else aside, I choose you. Not Molly or even Mom. You're first in my heart and in my life. It's not what I ever imagined I'd have. Honestly, it's so so much better. And that's never going to change. Even if you don't feel the same about me."

"I do," Lexi said, "First in my heart. First in my life. I must be crazy, cause I'm totally in love with my beautiful baby brother.

There was that word again. Baby. Austin picked up on it too. "Is that you being clever?" he asked, "Baby brother?"

"Not funny," Lexi said. She took a pillow and shoved it in her brother's face. He playfully pushed it away.

"Wasn't trying to be," Austin said, "So, my long-time sister love, have you decided what you're going to do about our little bundle of joy?"

"Yup," Lexi said. She smiled at her brother, coyly.

"You're not going to tell me? The father of your child?" Austin seemed legitimately distraught.

"I think you already know," Lexi said.

"You're going to be an amazing Mom," Austin said. He kissed his sister hard, pushing her back into the bed. He was already reaching for the bottom of her shirt. The hem of her pants. Like he didn't know where to start, just wanted all of it gone. "Time to start working on baby number two," he said as he kissed her.



"That's not how it works, dum-dum," Lexi said.

"That's Daddy dum-dum to you," Austin said.

Later, when they were both naked, Austin's body shining with sweat. His dick dripping with his sister's juices. Lexi screamed out, "My brother is fucking me so good!"

"Yay!" she heard Molly call out faintly.

"Give it to her good!" Christine said.

Lexi laughed at herself, at her family. Then she howled in pleasure as her brother came inside her.

Just like she'd always wanted.

*

James scrambled around, doing everything he could to get the house clean. The place was already in good shape. Now that potential buyers might be coming at any time, they had to keep it in viewable condition. But with Christine's family arriving for the yearly barbecue, James held himself to a higher standard.

The house bustled with activity as everyone did the same. Christine was outside, lighting the grill. James thought he could see a little bump in her belly, but he was pretty sure it was his imagination. Austin had told him that he thought he saw the same thing on Lexi, but they agreed it was wishful thinking. Molly had a few months before she'd even start to show, James knew, but he couldn't wait for it all the same. He kept resting his hands on her stomach, but she always made him squeeze her massive tits, instead.

Christine came inside the house, a massive grill spatula in one hand. "Are they here yet?" she asked.

"They just texted," James said, "They're about five minutes away."

Christine walked over to her husband and wrapped her arm around his waist. He kissed the top of her head, lovingly.

"You excited to see your big brother?" James asked.

"Like you wouldn't believe," Christine said. Then she called up the stairs. "Kids! Your cousins will be here any minute!"

The three siblings rumbled down into the family room. They were all dressed nicer than usual: a polo and jeans for Austin and sleeveless blouses with slacks on the girls. Once again, James marveled at how, even in similar outfits, his two daughters looked completely different.

"Hey Dad, I just got off the phone with Melanie," Lexi said, "She says she wants to come by and visit sometime next week."

"That sounds lovely," James said. "Just for dinner, right?"

"Sure," Molly said, "Dinner." Then the two sisters started laughing. James didn't want to smile, but he did anyway. He was trying to be more responsible about things. But then he pictured the submissive, skinny blonde spit roasted between him and Lexi. This was never going to end, was it? At least they were keeping it amongst themselves these days. Mostly.

"Who's Melanie?" Austin asked.

"Oh, you're going to love her," Lexi said, with an exaggerated wink.

"Speaking of which," James said, using his best stern father voice, "I expect all of you to behave in front of your cousins. You understand what I mean by that, yes?"

"Oh, you bet we will," Molly said. James glared back at his daughter. She wilted. "Yes, Daddy."

"We'll be on our best behavior," Christine said, but she was smiling oddly as she said it. "Promise."

There was a knock on the door and the family ran up to answer it. Everyone shouted as they were reunited. The families had always been close. James sometimes forgot that fact over the year when they didn't see each other. But whenever they met up, they all slipped right back into it. It was nice, James thought. Easy.

Jack, Christine's older brother, came up and said hello first. He had always been a big man -- taller than James, even -- and he'd put on weight over the years, giving him a bit of a gut. He was balding on top, too, and what hair he had was more salt than pepper. He shook James' hand, hard, and slapped his back. It was hard to hate Jack, it really was. He was such a good guy.

Next, Jack's wife stepped up and gave James a hug. Kelly was a petite woman, about Christine's height. But that was about all Kelly shared with her sister-in-law. She had dark brown hair that ran in ringlets down past her shoulders. Brown eyes and a cute, little upturned nose. But that wasn't what James noticed most. Kelly had huge breasts and wide hips, almost as impressive as Molly's. James had always had a crush on the woman, though he tried not to show it. He thought she was absolutely gorgeous.

Jack's two kids, Jessie and Eric, stood back and waved. They were still in those awkward years where they weren't comfortable hugging adults. Jessie was the older sibling, about Lexi's age. She had blonde hair like her Aunt Christine's, but a body that was looking more and more like her own mother's.

Eric was Molly's age: eighteen. He was tall like his Dad, with broad shoulders and none of the paunch. He had a mop of curly, dark hair and deep brown, soulful eyes.

The families both stared at each other through the doorway, a strange awkward moment.

"We're going to hang out in the backyard," Molly said, and started leading her cousins around the side of the house. The rest of the family followed.

The summer was over, the trees were already changing colors, but the afternoon was warm enough for short sleeves. The backyard smelled of burning propane and fresh cut grass. The kids all found lawn chairs and sat in a circle, talking about their lives.

That ought to be an interesting conversation, James thought. He knew Jessie and Eric were both at school somewhere out east. Meanwhile, Molly and Lexi had both started classes at State, while Austin was looking for work. Very different than where they'd been only a few weeks before.

James went to get a beer (they had beer in the house now!) and overheard Christine talking to Jack and Kelly.

"I can't believe they let you go," Kelly said, "That doesn't seem right."

"Well, I've been having some health issues and the other partners wanted to move in another direction," Christine said. "There was some other stuff going on, too. I'm not allowed to talk about it, legally."

James smiled to himself at how his wife implied they were the partners' issues and not her own. He was pretty sure it wasn't Dr. Ng who'd been caught riding his son under the phoropter.

"So, you'll be looking for work?" Jack asked.

"Eventually," Christine said.

James looked around the backyard. It was weird, thinking that this would be the last barbecue they hosted at the house. With all the changes life had brought, the place was simply more than they could afford. They'd found a duplex to rent on the far side of town. As soon as the house sold, they'd move over there.

Austin paired his iPhone to a Bluetooth speaker, and started blasting the tunes. James stood over the grill and made hot dogs and hamburgers. The families all joked and ate. The kids played cornhole and the adults chatted. James smiled at the world around him. With everything in their lives lately, it was good to have something go right for once.

Christine touched his shoulder. "Can you go in and set up dessert?" she asked. "There's a bunch of stuff to take out of the fridge and the watermelon needs chopped up."

"Sure thing," James said. He and Christine were doing OK. They'd found another marriage counselor and this one seemed to be working out way better. Both husband and wife had some unresolved emotional issues to work out. They didn't mention their other familial activities, it didn't seem to matter.

They slept in the same bed and both of them tried to have sex together at least once every couple of days. It wasn't mind blowing, but it worked. After months of doing his daughters, sex with his wife was actually a nice change of pace. James felt closer to Christine than he had in a long time. She said she felt the same. If a rebuilt marriage could be built out of the ashes of everything else, then maybe this really was working out for the best.

James went into the kitchen and opened the fridge. Christine hadn't properly prepared him for everything she'd purchased. There was a twelve-pack of butterscotch pudding right up front and a tray of chocolate cupcakes on the shelf below it. He took those out and placed them one by one on a plate.

As if that wasn't enough, there were also fresh-baked brownies sitting on the counter. James took a small knife and cut those into squares. He found another plate and stacked them up into a gooey, chocolate pyramid.

Finally, James dug back into the fridge and rolled out the watermelon. He took the chef's knife out of the drawer, sharpened it, and placed the fruit on a cutting board. He cut it in half, then halved it again. He sliced all that into chunks and filled a large bowl with pink fruit.

He took all the dishes and piled them into the sink, did a quick wash, then loaded everything into the dishwasher. He laid out the plates of sweets, planning on how to get all this food to the backyard without dropping anything.

Then James remembered that Christine had bought a dessert wine for everyone to try. So, he dug that out of a cabinet and poured nine glasses. He figured the kids were all old enough to partake. Now everything was collected. James figured it would take at least two trips to bring it all outside. Suddenly, he realized he had to pee.

He chuckled to himself, thinking of that time not so long ago when they'd been at the campground. He'd felt that incredible urge to piss and then... Well that was how it had all started. He found it was a happy memory, now. The start of the family becoming something more. Something better.

Well, James had to go again, but not the raging firehose he'd experienced at the campsite. He went upstairs to the master bathroom, mostly on instinct more than anything else. The sheets on the bed were still mussed from him and Molly 'waking up' that morning. He quickly straightened it, then went into the bathroom. He didn't even bother to close the door behind him. The house was totally empty.

James lifted the toilet lid, unzipped his jeans, and took out his dick. He let out a long, languid stream of urine. He sighed, relaxed. No prostate problems yet, old man.

Out of the corner of his eye, James noticed something in the trash next to the toilet. The mesh basket was completely empty except for something that looked a lot like an empty pill bottle. He didn't remember anyone taking any medication. Maybe they were pre-natal pills?

When he was done peeing, James zipped himself back up and flushed. He couldn't control his curiosity, so he knelt down on the floor and looked in the trash. He pulled the little plastic container out. He recognized it immediately.

It was the bottle of 'pep' pills Christine had given them. The ones they'd taken right before the camping trip had gone completely crazy. He hadn't seen the container since that fateful day. James' heart pounded. His stomach wrapped in knots. The bottle was completely empty.

Oh no.

James turned to look out the window, practically ripping the blinds off in his haste. But the bathroom looked out to the side of the house. James couldn't see anything from there.

Oh no. Oh no. Oh no.

James dropped the container on the tile and sprinted out of the bathroom. He took the steps down two at a time. He skidded through the kitchen, right up to the glass, sliding doors.

And froze.

James' jaw dropped. His heart went from practically bursting out of his chest to flat out dead. Austin was standing up by the picnic table, pants around his ankles. His cousin, the very sexy Jessie, was completely naked. She was on her knees, sucking his cock like it was the tastiest treat she'd ever experienced. Lying on her back under her, Lexi was licking at her cousin's cunt. The three of them rocked back and forth in pleasure.

Next to them, rolling in the grass, Molly and Eric were wrapped around each other. The cousins had their heads in each other's crotches. Molly was working the tall boy's dick while his face was buried in her snatch. Both of them seemed to be struggling between pleasing each other while experiencing their own ecstasy.

Over on the patio, Jack was completely naked and lying on his back. His sister, James' wife -- so tiny next to her brother's massive frame -- was riding up and down on his cock. James could hear the two of them through the glass.

"My... brother... feels... so... fucking... GOOD!" Christine panted. Jack reached up and squeezed his sister's tiny breasts while she rode him. The siblings humped each other with abandon.

The only person James couldn't see was Kelly. Where was his sister-in-law? He reached for the sliding glass, desperate. Maybe it wasn't too late. If he shouted, he could stop them. He could save Jack's family from the same fate that his own had succumbed to.

"There you are!"

James spun around. His sister-in-law stepped into the kitchen, completely naked. He'd always had a thing for Kelly. Seeing her now, he realized he'd underestimated her. The brunette's body was incredible. Her breasts were full and surprisingly perky considering their size and age. She had pink, puffy nipples and they pointed outward. Her thick dark bush covered a tidy little pussy. Her feminine hips arched outwards. This was a woman built for fucking. She smiled at him, sexily.

"I've been looking everywhere for you," Kelly said. Her country twang came out particularly strong.

"Oh," James said. He felt stupid with desire. Kelly slithered over to him. She undid his belt and bared his dick. It was hard as heck and pointing straight out. Of course it was. James' cock was never the brains of the operation, despite how many decisions it made.

"Oooo, I always knew you'd have a big one!" Kelly said. She clapped with glee, making her body shake in incredible ways. "I want you so bad, brother-in-law. I know you want me too. I see the way you watch me. How you stare at my big titties. You like looking at my ass now? Oh, boy you should feel it while you fuck me."

"Kelly, I don't know if we should."

Kelly put her finger over James' lips and shushed him. "It's OK," she said, "More than OK. Besides, if Jacky gets to do his baby sister, then I'm damn sure going to get some of that big, juicy, brother-in-law dick for myself."

She bent over the kitchen table, presenting her pussy to James. It was already engorged and open. "Come on big guy, give it to me," Kelly said, wiggling her butt, "Just don't put any of your stuff in me, OK? Jack's had a vasectomy, so I stopped taking the pill. You can cum anywhere else you want. My tits, my face, my ass. Heck, let's do all three."

James stood behind his sister-in-law. His dick, once again in charge, slipped into her cunt with ease. At first, he was disappointed with how open she felt. But then her vaginal muscles clamped down on him and it was like nothing he'd ever experienced. It was as if Kelly had Christine's old exercise regimen, but only with her kegels. She could probably pick up a plunger using only her pussy if she so desired.

"Fucking hell, Kelly," James groaned.

"Oh fuck yeah, give it to me good," Kelly said, "Fuck that married pussy. Show her who's really in charge!"

From where he stood, James could see out through the glass to what was going on in his backyard. Austin had Jessie up against the house, her butt in his hands, fucking her for all he was worth. Next to them, in almost the exact same position, were Eric and Lexi, matching their cousins stroke-for-stroke.

Jack was still plowing his sister, but they'd moved to the picnic table. Christine was on her back, her brother jamming his dick into her with abandon. His gut hung over her lewdly as the siblings shared their pleasure. Meanwhile, Molly was sitting on her Mom's face, wriggling and writhing.

As Eric and Austin orgasmed into their cousins, Jack filled his sister with cum, and Molly shook through her own ecstasy, James unloaded his own fertility into his sister-in-law's unprotected pussy without a second thought. All of them crying out together in incredible, uncontrollable pleasure.

And just as everything seemed to end, it began all over again.
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I Don't Think I Can Do This

"I don't think I can do this," my sister said to herself. But she knew that she would.

Alicia stood on the wooden platform, eyeing the lake below her like it was lava. Holding the thick swing rope in her hands. I was already in the water -- deep and cold. People around me were swimming laps, wrestling, splashing each other. Doing the things that teenagers do when surrounded by water on a sweltering day.

I only saw my sister. Her fingers white from squeezing the rope. Her pretty, glowing face as she peered over the edge. It wasn't hard, what she wanted to do. Just a long swing over the water then... Drop! I'd done it enough times my nerves hardly trembled from the fall. But this was Alicia's first try with the rope swing. Her general nature of nervousness held her back. Fortunately, my sister's need to be seen as a confident, courageous adult -- and her brother's watchful eye -- were all pushing hard in the other direction.

"You can do it, Alicia!" I called to the shore.

My sister leapt forward. Hung limp off the rope. Hands taut. Her pink body stark against the blue sky. And then SPLASH into the water nearby. She popped up a moment later, blonde hair dark from the water. Already enormous blue eyes wide, sparkling like the liquid she was now immersed in. The rope swung back limply to the shore.

I swam over and grabbed my little sister in a tight hug. Her warm body slick in my hands. Before I could think about what I was doing, I pressed my lips to hers. I was so proud. Alicia gasped and pulled back. She searched my face for a moment, then smiled and swam away to join her friends.

*

We hiked the long hill back up to the camp. The path was hard and studded with roots. A summer of chasing campers around had put me in the best shape of my life -- the rise was still steep enough to make me struggle for breath. As a counselor, I led the way, kids of all ages trailed behind me like a tail. My sister was somewhere at the back.

Finally, we reached the top of the hill and the dirt turned to a soft carpet of bright green grass. The campers streamed past me. Devon, my co-counselor, caught up and let me know that our boys (we had the ten-year-olds that year) were going back to the cabin to get changed for dinner. My sister went past with a bunch of girls her age. Pointedly stared at somewhere I wasn't.

"Dude, Alicia is hot," Devon said, eyeing the way my baby sister's little bottom bounced with every step.

"Dude, that's a camper. And my sister," I said.

"So? She's eighteen. I'm just saying, man."

I looked Devon down like a dog and then loped off to clean up. The showers were a set of tumbledown wooden shacks sat back amongst the trees behind the boys' cabins. They had thin doors and a disturbing number of spiders, but it was better than trying to sweat my way clean.

Once I closed the door behind me, I stripped down and turned on the water. It spit out cold, but I didn't care. Everywhere I touched I found new little cuts -- I wasn't even sure where most of them came from. I'd always been lean, but a summer of constant exercise and a camp food diet had left me almost stringy. Muscle tight on broad bone.

I got out and dried, then walked across the meadow to my cabin to get changed. The cabins were large and wooden, built around a sprawling grass field. The boys had already run off and the cabin was empty. It was one large communal room with bunk beds on every wall and screened-in windows. Fortunately, Devon and I got our own little space off to the side. I still had to share a bunk with my co-counselor, but at least we had a separate room from the kids.

The dinner bell started to ring just as I finished getting dressed. As I strode across the meadow towards the dining hall, I bumped into Alicia. My sister was walking with that same bunch of girlfriends, laughing and talking loudly. But when she saw me, Alicia held back so we could walk together alone.

She was about to start college, but Alicia looked more like a high school freshman. She was nearly a foot shorter than my own six feet and everything about her was petite. Little hands and skinny legs. She had a cherubic face with rosy cheeks and big blue eyes that seemed set in a constant smile.

"What was that about?" Alicia asked straight out. "Before." My sister had her blonde hair tied back in a ponytail that hung down to the middle of her back. She was wearing a rainbow-striped tank top and a pair of tan shorts that were barely enough to cover her butt.

"Come on, Nate," Alicia said.

I told her I didn't know why I'd kissed her, which was true. Alicia and I were linked in a way that was deeper than siblings and tighter than friends. We're not shut ins -- I have plenty of friends and have had plenty of girlfriends. I didn't think Alicia dated all that much, but I knew she was popular in high school. I'd never thought of my sister that way. I'd never sketched it out in my mind, let alone filled in the entire picture.

Yet while everyone else bitched about their brothers and sisters, we cherished each other. Maybe it was Dad dying when we were young, or Mom being Mom. It was far too easy to feel alone. Even easier, then, for us to be together. Alicia was my cheerleader, my sympathetic ear, and my best friend, all rolled into one. I was her coach, her confidant, her champion.

So, when she was up on the platform, getting ready to swing, I felt like a part of me was there with her. Scared to jump. Afraid of not jumping. But then I was also in the water at the same time -- the expectant older brother, eager to be impressed as always.

"I guess the emotion of it all just grabbed me," I said, "I'm sorry."

"Don't be," Alicia said. She stretched up and smooched me on the cheek. Held my hand the whole way down to the mess hall.

*

After dinner, the sun crackled like an ember on the edge of a charcoal sky. Devon led our ten-year-olds back to their cabin, but I followed the older campers through the forest. Unlike the cabins, the teenagers all slept in tents laid out in a circle in the middle of a forest clearing. Not the little pups you're probably picturing, but large wooden platforms, draped in heavy canvas, that slept four to a space. Boys and girls were in separate tents, but beyond that there was no separation of the sexes.

In the middle of the tents, there was a massive fire pit. Big enough that fifty or so campers plus a bunch of counselors could all sit around it. Someone had already gotten the fire going and we all squatted on felled logs, watching the flames lick thirstily at the sea-dark sky.

Bruce, an older guy who'd toured with the Dead in another life, got out his guitar and a few of us sang along. I felt a warm body press against mine -- my sister had joined me by the fire. Alicia leaned back and rested her head against my chest. I was four years older than her and I often felt like I was twice her size -- for someone like my little sister I was comfortable as any couch.

We'd both gone to Camp Loantaka (conveniently located just 15 miles south of the White Mountains, as it says in the brochure) since before we were teens. Later, when I grew out of it, I took a counselor's job so we could both still go together. But Alicia was heading to college in the fall while I was graduating from the same and we'd both come to an unspoken agreement: this was the last summer. It cast a melancholy pall over everything, like we weren't just letting go of camp, or childhood, but each other.

Our closeness had survived everything up till now. While I didn't think we would break apart, I couldn't see how we could stay together either. Loantaka was our last bastion. I had a job lined up in Boston. Alicia was headed to Wash U in St. Louis. Neither of us was coming back next summer. No matter how much we might wish to in the moment.

Alicia and I cuddled quietly by the campfire. Her eyes smoldered up at me. I ran my fingers through her cool, blonde hair. My little sister shifted back against me, tight. Our fears and regrets echoed against the emptiness. The stars shone above us, undaunted.

*

I felt a hand shove at my shoulder, and I popped awake. My sister hovered over me, her face lit orange by a little flashlight. Alicia was grinning, giddy. She held a finger to her lips and gestured me out of bed. Devon snored loudly from the upper bunk.

My little sister grabbed my hands and dragged me under the moonlight. The meadow grass was dewy and cool. I was in shorts and a t-shirt. Alicia had on that same rainbow tank top and a pair of long pajama pants. The moon and stars made it easy enough to see.

"This is a bad idea," Alicia said. My little sister leaned up and pressed her thin, pink mouth to mine. I felt her tongue play at my lips, and I let it slip past. Alicia teased at my teeth and tongue. We separated suddenly, chests heaving like we'd run circles around each other. Then we intertwined again.

Alicia's arms were tight against my back. Her body was surprisingly soft. The warm wetness of her breath mixed with mine. She smelled sweet, with a hint of berry and fresh cut grass. Her hair tickled at my cheeks.

We broke again. Eyes searching each other's. I tried to speak, but the electricity of the kiss shocked me tight. Alicia was gasping. A guilty smile played across her lips.

Then she scampered into the darkness.

*

At breakfast, the mess hall was over full of noisy campers and coffee-starved counselors, so I took my tray of food outside. There was a large wooden deck out there, leading from the hall to the administration building -- an old, Victorian-style house that had been converted into working offices.

I sat on the steps in the wan, New England sunrise. Stared out dumbly as my oatmeal went lukewarm. The heat of the nighttime kiss burned everything else from my mind. What we'd done, it was beyond wrong. Half my job was keeping the kids separate from their hormones. And as a counselor, being with a camper -- even an 18-year-old one -- could get me fired or even worse. The fact that the camper was also my sister...

All I could think about was kissing her again.

I felt Alicia slide down next me. Her own bowl of oatmeal similarly untouched. She reached over and squeezed my hand. We didn't say anything. Even after Alicia walked away, I had to sit on the deck, covering my groin with my tray, hoping no one would notice until I calmed down. It was a long wait.

*

I was running swim lessons for the ten-year-olds down at the lake. I stood on the long, metal dock while the kids did their best to flounder through the backstroke. Some of the older campers were also there on their own time, swimming out deeper where the water slipped from brownish green to sort of bluish. Alicia was out there with them. She had on a navy one-piece, nothing special. I struggled to keep an eye on my campers.

Kerry, a tall brunette who was about my age, tapped me on the shoulder. A horde of eleven-year-old girls waited behind her. I stepped forward to give her room to pass me, but she just stayed there and smiled.

"Looking good out there," Kerry said. I'd never heard a California accent before, but she sure had one. It made everything she said sound like a question. Looking good out there?

I tried to come back with a smart response, but she'd caught me spacing and I couldn't trace my way back down to Earth. Kerry was wearing a bright red one piece that demanded better attention than I'd provided. I knew a lot of the counselors (male and female) had a thing for her and she clearly expected no less of me.

Kerry saw the look of confusion on my face, then smiled and pointed down to the boys. As if that explained anything. "They're really improving -- you're a great teacher." She winked at me and led her campers to the other side of the lakeshore. I stared after her, no closer to coherence than before.

I felt a hard bump at the dock. When I looked down, I saw Alicia pulling herself out of the water. Droplets glistened on her pale skin. My sister had the face and body of a little girl, but she was definitely a woman with pointing breasts and wide hips. They were all just little, like the rest of her.

"She likes you," Alicia said, slapping me casually on the thigh.

"Who?" I asked.

"Who," Alicia repeated and sighed.

"Doesn't matter," I said.

We stood there together, not talking or even looking at each other. I swore I felt Alicia's fingers tickle at mine for a moment. Then the dock shook as my sister leapt back into the lake.

*

After the boys were in bed, I snuck out to the tents. I told myself that I was doing my sister a favor: she could get in trouble wandering around after bedtime. As a counselor, I was allowed -- even expected sometimes -- to be up and about at that hour. The truth was, I just couldn't bear the thought of lying in my bunkbed, waiting for Alicia to come get me.

I found my sister's tent near the back of the clearing and snuck under the flap. This on the other hand, was absolutely not allowed. I didn't even notice the three other girls sleeping there -- I went straight to my sister. She was already wide awake, smiling at me.

The clearing here was way too public, so instead we tiptoed back behind the tents and into the thick of the forest. The heavy smell of pine wafted over us. Crickets sang our arrival.

"We shouldn't be doing this," my sister said. We did it anyway.

In seconds we were wrapped in each other. Arms hands lips. Tongues. I kissed down my little sister's neck. Licked at the hollow of her shoulder. Lifted her tiny, dark t-shirt over her head. Alicia kept kissing me.

I reached down and cupped my sister's little tits in my hands. Not even a handful. Nipples stiff against my palm. I trailed my mouth down and took her peachy breast past my lips. My sister gasped. Her arms tightened around me.

I felt her own hands trace down my flanks to my shorts. She squeezed at my hardness through the cloth. Rubbed it up and back. I groaned over her nipple but didn't stop suckling. The wet smacks of lips on flesh. Heavy, hungry panting. The rustle of clothes. There was no other sound but us.

Later, I limped back to the cabins. My erection stuck out like it was leading the way. I lightly smacked my lips against each other, chapped from all our kissing. I replayed every memory, trying to embed them in my brain like fossils in amber.

*

Alicia and I perched on the steps outside the mess hall again, eating our breakfasts in silence. The morning rose cool and we were both bundled up in hoodies and long pants.

Bruce, the older guitar guy counselor, came over and pointedly sat between us. He was wearing a red t-shirt that had faded to pink. His long dark beard and oversized aviator sunglasses did their best to hide his sunburned cheeks. He smelled of old cigarettes and freshly smoked pot.

We made small talk for a bit -- is that an oriole or a robin? -- then Alicia skipped off to the soccer fields. Bruce stayed seated right next to me.

"You need to watch yourself," he said, still staring off somewhere distant. His voice rumbled and scorched. "You're a counselor. She's a camper."

"She's my sister," I said, threading the shock into my voice. It was becoming a tired argument.

"Uh huh," Bruce said. He got up and walked away.

*

We were out on the softball field, letting the kids hit. Devon was pitching -- laying in fat, slow meatballs and letting the ten-year-olds take huge rips at them. I hung back in left, mostly just watching the campers chase flies.

The sun was beating down and I could barely see through my sweat. That's how it goes in New Hampshire summers: so cold in the morning you could wear winter clothes, so hot in the afternoon you'd streak naked.

Then Devon threw a particularly juicy one to a particularly huge kid (he had the beginnings of a mustache; I'm not even joking) and he launched it to the moon. The ball arced high over my head, right past the tree line, and landed somewhere beyond. I watched it go, hands on my knees, and shook my head. We only had three balls. We'd be missing that one the rest of the summer if I didn't chase it down.

"I've got it," I called to Devon. He waved his thanks and started pitching to the next kid.

The high grass scratched at my calves as I walked off the softball field, avoiding the older kids playing soccer the next field over. The ball had clearly gone past the trees that marked the edge of the grounds, so I went past those.

I found myself on a tiny maintenance trail. I could see the small shack where they kept all the mowing equipment about a quarter of a mile down the road. Even though the far side of the trees was filled with screaming kids, here it was eerily quiet.

The road was hard packed dirt and sharp, gray stones. The white softball stood out easily, leaning against a shock of green grass. I bent down to pick it up, half expecting to find a dent on one side. I felt a hand grab my ass.

I stood up and spun around. There was Alicia, smiling demurely. Hands crossed behind her back. How was it that she kept popping up everywhere I went?

"I saw you from the soccer field," my sister said, still grinning all innocent. "Thought you could use the help."

I held up the softball like I'd gotten the golden idol. Alicia shoved my hands away, then pushed her lips to mine. Just that touch, I felt like I could sink into my sister. Like she could surround me, safe. Complete.

I reached down and squeezed Alicia's tight, little buns. Pulled her groin up to rub against mine. My sister pressed her mound against my hardness. We shared the same ache. Kissing, grinding, both of us edging forward despite the heat, the layers of clothes, the physical impossibility that came with doing this while standing. It didn't matter. Only my sister mattered.

The bell gonged in the distance. End of the period. We reluctantly pulled apart, both too close to really stop. Too far to go much further, at least not on a road that was only a few thin trees away from reality.

I stumbled back out onto the softball field, red faced and sweaty, missing softball in hand.

"Geez, where did you go?" Devon asked me as I approached, "We've been calling after you forever."

"That ball... was really hard... to find," I said, still gasping for the breath my sister had stolen from me.

"You look like you were chasing a bear," Devon said.

"It wasn't a bear," I said.

*

During the day, we only rarely slipped off like that. But every night, Alicia and I met in the forest behind the tents. Every time the stars came out, I slipped out of my cabin and searched for my little sis.

"This is so wrong," Alicia said. We kept walking, deeper this time, to where trees were all I could see.

We picked up like we'd never paused. My sister shirtless. Her little, pink plums in my palms. Her arms were around my head. Nose buried in my hair. I kissed a meandering line back up to my sister's lips, still holding her breasts like I'd drown without them.

CRUNCH

I spun my head around. It sounded like a boot on dry leaves. Did I hear a twig snap? I looked frantically for the source of what I swore was a footstep. I listened for another sound. Nothing.

Then I felt my sister dip her hands under my shorts and it was all forgotten. We groaned together as her cool little hands slipped around my burning, bare cock for the first time. No tentative, teasing touch -- Alicia rubbed me back and forth. Pumping and stroking. Clumsy but how could I care?

Whatever I'd worried about before was long gone. Holding one breast in hand, I slid my other down Alicia's flat, bare stomach and past her own bottoms. I felt a small patch of wiry hair and then nothing but seeping warm wetness. I found her little nubbin -- God, it wasn't hard to find -- and started rubbing hard. Matched my sister's urgency.



Alicia pulled one hand off my dick and undid my belt. She shoved my shorts and boxers to the ground. Then she started working me again. Sparkly purple nail polish discordant against my dark, ruddy cock.

I took my hand off Alicia's breast and wrapped it around her fingers. I slowed her frantic movements on my dick, not without effort, and slid her hand up and down careful till she had it perfect.

Alicia began working me with fervor. Her little tongue poked at the corner of her mouth. I pulled at my sister's pj pants and let them pool at her feet next to mine. Ran a finger through her slit and bent the tip into her waiting, wanting pussy. Moved my other hand on her clit. Faster now. We were kissing again, sloppy but not stopping even to breathe.

I was the first to go. I buckled as I splattered my sister's chest with my searing essence. Pleasure overwhelmed me. Alicia cinched and trembled. She bit down hard on my shoulder. I slowed my touch on my sister's pussy as she thrummed with ecstasy, but I didn't stop. Unwilling to let go of her precious center.

Reluctantly, we untangled ourselves and started to pull up our bottoms. I could smell my little sister on my fingers. She dragged her digits across her sperm-covered chest. When she rubbed a little into her nipple, I almost came all over again.

We walked back toward the tents, hand in sticky hand. When we got to the edge, as the yellow glow of artificial light leaked over us, we turned and faced each other. Alicia gave me a light little kiss on the lips.

"I love you," I said. My sister's eyes went wide. Everything we'd done on our evening excursions; we'd never spoken beyond Alicia's opening remonstrations. Let alone said... that.

Alicia opened her mouth to say something, then snapped it shut. Before I could even breathe again, she ripped her hands out from mine and sprinted back to her tent.

I stood there, staring dumbly. Waiting foolishly for her to come back. Eventually I trudged to my cabin. Little pieces of my heart spilled behind with every step.

*

I waited outside the mess hall for my sister the next morning, but she never showed. I tried to track her down during soccer, but she wouldn't let me get close. I didn't even bother leaving the cabin that night. Just lay there on the bunk bed, covered in cold sweat, and stared up at the slats as Devon snored above me.

"You OK, Nate?" Mason asked me. He was one of the smaller boys in our group and oddly attuned to adult stuff. We were standing out on the softball field, but my mind was nowhere near it. Mason grabbed my hand and pulled at it.

"I'm fine," I said, "Fine."

He looked back up at me, dubious. "Feelings are hard enough to handle when you don't also have to hide them," he said, then he walked off. I stared after him, dumbstruck.

*

I ate dinner in the mess hall, surrounded by noisy ten-year-old boys who ate like camp had turned them feral. It had been a week since my confession and I'd settled into a nice easy rut of eating by myself, moping through the day, and then not sleeping till morning.

I'd seen Alicia a few times, but we'd done nothing more than give each other a chin jut and sometimes not even that. One time, I overheard some of the girls say that they'd heard sobbing coming from one of the tents. I told myself it was Alicia. It made me feel so much better and so much worse.

I felt a hand on my shoulder and looked up from my meatloaf, hopeful. It was Kerry, the swim instructor with long brown hair. Was it me, or did everyone look her way when she entered a room?

"A bunch of us are going down to the lake tonight after the kids are down," she said in her sing-song-y way. "Maybe you'd like to hang out."

I was about to turn her down. Then I looked up and saw Devon talking to my sister over by the coffee machine. She was laughing about something he said. His hand rested on top of hers.

*

The party was already well and going by the time I arrived. They'd strung the boathouse up with popcorn lights and hooked up a Bluetooth speaker. Bottles of clinking alcohol contributed their own percussion. There had to be at least twenty counselors down there. It was a good thing that the lake was so far down the hill from the rest of the camp or for sure we'd have woken half the kids up.

I saw Kerry standing off to one side, holding a beer and talking with the other swim counselors. I was about to go over when I looked out on the lake. A singular shadow sat on the edge of the dock, staring out at the low, orange-bright moon.

I walked up the dock, careful not to shake it too much, and sat on the wet metal next to my sister. I doubted the other counselors would be happy to find a camper down at the lake, but they seemed too involved with each other to care.

Alicia kicked her legs against the water, and I joined her. The music faded back behind us. The too loud laughs, the ringing of broken glass. It all drifted away on the ripples we made.

My sister reached over and grabbed my hand. I squeezed it back. My heart tightened in time with her grip.

"Swinging into the lake, a few weeks ago. It opened something in me," Alicia said.

"It made you confident," I said, "Fearless."

"Oh God no. I was still so afraid. I just wasn't going to let that hold me back anymore. Not from what I wanted."

"What did you want?" I asked, the hope so full in me I could barely hold it.

I heard a loud splash. A few of the counselors had made their way to the water. They were still far away enough -- it was dark enough; they were distracted enough -- that they couldn't see me and my sister sitting there.

"I'm sorry," Alicia said. It was more like a whisper. A confession -- from the heart to the lungs to the world.

"I'm not," I said, and I felt my sister squeeze my hand even tighter.

"Kissing. The other stuff we did. Like with swinging on the rope, I was fine because it kind of felt like flying," Alicia said, "Then you said those words and I started to fall. Crash. I didn't know what to say or do so I ran."

"I'm sorry I scared you," I said. The words came out hot, but I wanted them to burn.

"That's the thing, Nate," Alicia said, "You've always been my bravery. Whenever things were scary? You made them safe."

"Only because you always did the same for me," I said, "You make yourself sound like some shrinking violet. You never needed me."

"But I wanted you, just the same," Alicia said.

"Not Devon?" I asked.

"Ewww," Alicia said, "He tried to touch my hand earlier today and I had to fight the urge to cut the damn thing off. What about you? Kerry's kind of amazing and I know she's into you."

"She's nothing compared to my sister," I said. Alicia stared back at me with those blue, doe eyes. She leaned forward. I felt her lips start to tickle against mine.

"WOOOOO! I'm so fucking drunk!"

I glanced back to the party. The group was getting rowdy. It was only a matter of time before someone got us in trouble.

"We need to get you to bed before someone finds you," I said.

Alicia nodded. "I've already been found."

*

Back at the tents I tried to pull my sister to the forest with me, but she wouldn't go. I swear my aching dick was trying to drag her over itself, but Alicia stood firm.

"Not here," she said, "Not yet."

My sister let me give her a quick peck on the lips, then she stepped into her tent.

"The dance is tomorrow," she said, letting the flap close behind her.

*

Every year, Loantaka had an end of summer dance for all the campers. They took the drama building, emptied everything out, and decorated it with disco balls and glow-in-the-dark stars. They played goofy 80s music, and everyone swayed. The room smelled like smoke machine and flop sweat.

I stood on the far side, playing the chaperone, blinking away the little spotlights as they drifted lazily over the campers. All of them rocking back and forth as chastely as they dared. Tiny boats on a stormy, hormone-filled ocean. Eagerly terrified to be swallowed by the swells.

They started playing something slow and my sister came up to me. Somehow, I hadn't seen her till then, though Lord I was looking. Alicia was wearing a blue, sleeveless dress that brought out the color of her eyes, even in the semi-darkness. She gave a little curtsey and smiled.

I looked around, nervous. The whole room was counselors and campers. We were already shouting so much in our secrecy. Alicia grunted in frustration, then grabbed my hands and pulled me into the center of the room. Wrapped her arms tight around my waist and rested her head on my shoulder.

We made the smallest back and forth we could. Mostly just hugging. Holding on tight. There were other couples bumping us constantly, but they were ghosts. The only real person in that whole place was in my arms. The songs rolled into each other. We stayed still.

"You love me," Alicia said. No question.

"And you?" I asked. The words came out choked. I could barely speak for all we were saying. What it meant to hold on. To let go.

"Feelings are hard enough when you don't have to hide them," Alicia said.

"Wait, where did you hear that?" I asked. My sister shrugged and stepped back from me. She pulled at my hands, leading me through the crowd. Right out of the dance hall. A couple of other counselors were out there, keeping the kids from doing the very thing we were about to.

"My sister's not feeling well," I said. Alicia made a passable effort at choking back her dinner. "I'm going to walk her back up to the tents."

*

The clearing was empty. Everyone was there at the dance. I let my sister lead me to where she slept. As if I didn't know. We pulled back the flaps and slid inside. Alicia lay back on her bed Pink sheets and frilly pillows. I sat next to her. We kissed like we'd been holding our breaths since the last time.

We took turns, peeling each other back. My shirt and shorts. Alicia's dress. Layer by layer. Till we were both down to nothing. I wondered at my little sister's rosy thighs. The way her blonde hair hung over her little breasts. Alicia pulled me forward. Our lips traced each other's bodies like learning them.

My sister's breasts in my hands. My mouth. Her tongue on my neck. Nails on my chest. We searched each other's arms and shoulders. Legs and flanks. Finding every little giggle and groan.

Alicia pushed me away and lay back. I looked down at her perfect little body. She devoured mine. My baby sister spread her legs open. Her sex dark and dripping. Mine much the same, looming over her. Alicia looked up at me eager and fearful. I knelt between her legs. She reached forward and squeezed my hardness. Dragged me forward. Her thighs slick against my sides. The iron head of my cock nestled against her soft, warm opening. Alicia lifted her little butt. Slotted me in place. Skin to bare skin.

Both of us held there. On the precipice. Eyeing the future in front of us like it was lava. Alicia still held my thickness in her tiny hands. I swore I could hear the music from the dance, thin and trickling. I only saw my sister. Her pretty face flushed from all that we'd done. Peering down to where we were almost connected.

It wasn't hard, what she wanted to do. Just a long slow thrust and then... Drop! I'd done it a few times, but never like this. And I knew it was Alicia's first time, too. Her general nature of nervousness held her back. Fortunately, my sister's need to be seen as a confident, courageous woman -- and her brother's loving eyes -- were all pushing hard in the other direction.

"I don't think I can do this," my sister said to herself, quietly.

But she knew that she would.
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I'm Coming! I'm Coming!

You know what to expect by now. So, let's gooooooooo! Everyone here is over the age of 18.

"I'm coming! I'm coming!" my younger sister, Quinn, yelled down the stairs.

I stood in the living room, arms crossed, barely holding back my rage as it rolled through my stomach, raced up my chest, and bloomed across my face.

"We have to go!" I hollered up the stairs at her. Dammit. Quinn was going to ruin everything.

"Just hang on, Zack, I'm almost there!" Quinn said. Her shout was followed by a loud crash. It sounded like she'd tipped over something heavy and dumped out all its contents. I was too upset about the time to worry if my sister was OK.

For what felt like the hundredth time, I looked down at my phone. We were already an hour behind schedule. One hour. An hour ago, we were supposed to be getting into Mom's SUV. 40 minutes ago, we were supposed to have picked up our friends at their respective houses and hit the road. Twenty minutes ago, we were supposed to be well on our way to our destination.

In fact, at this very moment, we were supposed to be pulling up to the parking lot at the Renaissance Faire, getting out of our car, and making our way towards a place of mystery, magic, adventure, and a fuck ton of alcohol.

And then I would finally have my shot with the girl of my dreams, Julia, and we would... Well, it didn't matter what Julia and I would be doing because my sister, Quinn, couldn't even get down the stairs let alone get out of the fucking house!

"I'm sorry, I'm trying my hardest," Quinn said, "It's just, ugh, complicated." I saw a flash of a green dress as my younger sibling raced across the upstairs hallway from her bedroom to the bathroom.

I looked down at my own outfit. I'd put on a dark blue tunic with white stitching in a vaguely Celtic pattern. It hung loosely over my broad frame. I also had on a pair of simple, tan slacks, tied with a rope around the waist, and dark brown (thankfully modern) hiking boots. Instead of a wallet, I'd tied a little pouch around my neck with my credit card and ID. I was wearing a perfectly acceptable, mostly-period correct costume, and it had taken me all of five minutes to put it on. What could possibly be taking Quinn so long?

"If you don't hurry up, I'm going to go without you," I said, not the first time I'd made this empty threat.

"Don't you dare, Z!" Quinn said, her voice echoey from the bathroom.

My sister had always been this way. Always. According to Mom, Quinn had missed her own due date by over a week, and that was just the beginning. It wasn't that my little sister was lazy -- far from it. Quinn was a constantly bounding bundle of boundless energy. But that was the problem. She was so spirited she didn't know where to keep it all, bouncing off everything around her till she crashed into her next momentary distraction.

I don't know why I thought, now that Quinn was an 18-year-old college freshman, that she'd change. I'd spent my entire elementary, middle, and high school years standing in that very spot at the base of the stairs, waiting for my sister to get ready. I'd missed whole chunks of classes, birthday parties (including my own), movies -- you name it. All because Quinn was constitutionally incapable of being on time.

Usually, these days, I didn't let it bother me. I was out of the house now, a Junior at college, and able to be as punctual as I preferred. Besides, despite her constitutionally crappy timing, I truly did like my sister. Quinn was sweet and caring, so full of life that it was hard not to feel happy when she was around. Like a little bowlful of endorphins. But in that moment, I couldn't focus on any of that, because we were So. Fucking. Late.

I grabbed the keys out of my pocket. This was it. I was going. Quinn could walk for all I cared. Julia was waiting and I wasn't going to miss out.

"Ready!" Quinn said, rumbling down the stairs.

I froze. Gawped. The car keys clattered as they hit the floor. Suddenly, I understood why Quinn had taken so long.

"What?" she asked, freezing in place on the staircase

"Wow." It was the only word I could conjure.

Quinn was wearing a pair of knee-high, leather boots with silver buckles running up her shins. Her forest green leather skirt hung to about mid-thigh. She had a brown belt with a large silver buckle hanging over her hip with a thin scabbard to one side.

Above that, Quinn's tight, matching bustier bared her belly button and pushed up her chest, prominently displaying her petite, perfect, pinkish globes. Her arms were bare, but she'd painted the right from shoulder to wrist with a sparkling turquoise and pink pattern of whirling feathers and whorling fire. In her hand, she was holding a sculped wooden staff of twisting branches that was about a foot taller than her.

Quinn had made up her face just as meticulously. Her lips were full and red, her cheeks rosy, and her eyes darkened. She'd taken her long, honey brown hair up in a bun at the back, but left two full, winding braids in the front, hanging down to her shoulders. She had on a set of small, pointed, elf ears. On her forehead, the final piece, was a thin, ringlet crown of brambles.

My God.

My cute, pixie sister had morphed from a five-foot three, petite college freshman into a completely convincing, gaspingly gorgeous, passionately powerful elven warrior. Incongruously now standing casually in our house. And I had to concede, she looked sexy as hell.

"You look incredible, Q," I said, finally able to form the words. "How did you?"

"Some of my drama friends helped out," Quinn said, "Does it look OK?"

"It looks... wow," I said. Again, losing the ability to speak.

"I'm supposed to be Eilonwy, my elf character," Quinn said, "You know from D&D?"

"Oh," I said. It took me a moment to remember. I'd DM'd a huge campaign in high school for my friends. My sister had joined our party as an Elven ranger my senior year. I'd never realized until that moment how much she'd gotten into her character.

"Well don't just stand there, slack jawed, Z," Quinn said, "We're running late!"

"Right," I said. I was so entranced by her outfit, I'd forgotten to be angry.

I grabbed the car keys off the floor, and we raced outside. But the SUV wasn't sitting in the driveway.

"Oh shit," I said, looking at the empty space. My brain couldn't comprehend what had happened. Like when your dog sees you move the couch across the room. My whole conception of reality was snapped right in front of me.

I grabbed my phone and called Mom. My voice strangled with despair.

"I needed to run some errands and saw it was still here," Mom said, "I figured you'd decided to do something else."

"Quinn was running late," I said.

"That makes sense," Mom said, "Well, I'll be back in a couple of hours if you need my car."

"We're already running late," I said, as if my mother could do anything about that now.

"We'll take, Pokey," Quinn said, loud enough to be heard on the mic.

"Sounds good, talk to you soon!" Mom said, clicking off before I could argue further.

I turned to my sister. "Q, we can't."

But she was already racing down the driveway before I could stop her. Quinn punched in the code to open the garage. The door screeched and roared like we'd been keeping a pet Wookie inside.

But instead of a giant, furry bear-man, the garage door peeled back to reveal a perfectly serviceable, early-90s-era Ford Explorer with over 200,000 miles on the odometer and the kind of patina that's usually reserved for copper bowls discovered in dig sites from classic antiquity.

My parents had bought Pokey for me when I first got my license. After I'd left for school, I'd handed him off to Quinn to use for the same purpose. At this point, I was starting to believe we'd be passing him down to our grandchildren someday. That car was a survivor.

""We can't take Pokey," I said, running my hand through my short, brown hair. The urge to rip it out with my fingers was getting stronger.

"He's running fine," Quinn said, "I took him yesterday. What's the problem?"

"Well, for one thing we won't all fit," I said.

Quinn counted us off on her fingers. "You, me, Jacob, Cody, Wes, Julia... Oh shit."

"Yes, I know," I said.

This was why I'd been planning on taking Mom's new Pilot. With six of my old high school friends coming along -- my old D&D group intact for the first time since high school -- that extra row was going to be a necessity.

"We'll just have to squeeze," Quinn said. Then she did a little flounce as the idea occurred to her. "Or maybe Julia could sit on your lap."

My little sister knew about my not-so-little crush, of course. She used to tease me all the time about it. For a moment, the image of buxom blonde Julia perched on my thigh was enough to make me think that this might work out for the best, after all.

"Wait, really?" Quinn said, her green eyes going wide, "You still have feelings for Julia!?"

I looked away. Julia had been my it-girl in high school. That wasn't the kind of thing that melted away when you went to college.

"I know, but, three years, Z," Quinn said, "Weren't you dating that other chick for a while?"

"Melissa and I broke up," I said.

"And you were thinking that a trip to the Ren Faire might be the moment to finally make the move on your epic crush girl?" Quinn asked. Despite my sister's playful banter, she didn't sound teasing, which I appreciated.

"Something like that," I said, staring at the sun-washed pavement. "It's not the stupidest idea ever, right?"

Quinn twisted one of her sienna braids, looking at me on angle. "No, it's not the worst idea," she conceded.

"Anyway, let me text the team and see what they want to do," I said.

A moment later I got a terse response from Jacob. "Already on the road."

What!?

I called him before I could freak out any further.

He picked up without even a hello. "We got tired of waiting for you, dude," Jacob said over the low rumble of road noise.

"Hi Zack!" Julia shouted from somewhere distant. My heart warmed just hearing her voice.

"We took Cody's new car," Jacob said, "Some sorta Toyota thing."

"It's super awesome!" Julia said, adding her color commentary to the conversation.

"It's whatever," Jacob said.

"We're heading out now," I said, "We'll meet you at the Faire?"

"Sounds good," Jacob said.

I was already racing over to Pokey as I hung up.

"What's going on?" Quinn asked, idly following me to the car like we had all the time in the world.

"You're killing me, Q," I said.

*

"Seriously, what's the deal with you and Julia?" Quinn asked.

We were on Route 17, headed north. Finally. The tiny road was clogged with traffic, as if I needed any more complications. Pokey whined and moaned every time I hit the gas, but he continued on, gamely.

"I don't know, I just like her," I said, "I always have. You know that."

"I guess I kinda don't see it," Quinn said, "I mean, she's nice and all. But like, OK, she's got big tits. So what?"

"It's not her ch... Jeez Quinn," I said, "I'm not talking about this with my sister."

"OK, fine," Quinn said. She paused, like considering her options. "Look, you know I love you and support you and all that. I want you to be happy. But you've been drooling after this girl for forever and nothing's happened. So, like?"

"I've never told her how I feel," I said.

Back in high school, I'd been awkward. Shy. Julia was this incredibly attractive, yet also totally sweet girl. The kind of high school unicorn who was both extremely cool and yet also exceptionally dorky. Practically perfect.

And while I had been more than capable of telling a girl that three murderous orcs were about to cut her head off with an axe (I was our dungeon master, after all), I felt far less comfortable telling her I thought she was the goddess made real on Earth.

Going to college changed all that. I dated a few times, lost my virginity, and even met my first serious girlfriend. But now that Melissa and I had broken up (for real this time, I swore), I knew that I had to take my shot with Julia. I wouldn't ever forgive myself if I didn't.

"What about you?" I asked, quickly changing the subject. "That outfit is pretty racy. Trying to pick up someone in particular?"

"No," Quinn said a bit too quickly.

My younger sister wrapped one of her braids around her finger. Again, I marveled at what she'd created of herself. Not only the intricacy of her outfit, the complexity of the character she was inhabiting, but the way it showed off her body. Her firm tummy and impertinent breasts. She was still the girl I'd grown up with, but also this mysterious, exotic being -- beautiful and alluring and somehow transported to the passenger seat of an ancient SUV.

"I don't know, I always just liked the idea of her," Quinn said, "My character, I mean. And when I showed some of my drama friends my sketches, they offered to help me out. It looks pretty good, don't you think?"

"Amazing," I agreed.

"Worth the wait, right?"

I risked looking away from the road to glare at my sister.

"No," I lied.

Quinn cackled and grinned, twisting her braid. She kicked her legs up to the dashboard. I struggled to stay focused on the road and stop staring at the captivating shadows my sister had barely hidden beneath her skirt.

*

We parked out in the middle of a meadow, over rolling hills of grass, backed up against a surprisingly thick forest. The parking lot seemed endless, infinitely filled with cars, and we were clearly at the very back of it. I pulled into a quiet and shady spot that would have been bucolic if it wasn't for the fact that we were surrounded by rows of overheated vehicles, and the clouds of sandy brown dirt that they'd kicked up to get there.

"I didn't realize the lot went back this far," Quinn said, stretching by the side of the car. Again, I forced my eyes elsewhere as my sister's stunning body was exposed to the sun. Her long, lithe arms and surprisingly prominent, perky chest and butt.

"We're definitely out in the boonies," I said, "I could murder you here and no one would know."

"Mom would be suspicious if you came home alone," Quinn said.

"I'd just tell her you were running late," I said.

Quinn's green eyes flashed fire, but she didn't respond.

We hiked through the overbaked lot and made our way back to the front of the Faire. Already, I was glad that I'd chosen to wear period-incorrect, perfectly comfortable boots. As we walked, I texted Julia to see where she was at, but she didn't write back.

"They're probably inside the Faire somewhere," Quinn said, like this was deep wisdom. "Don't worry, we'll find them."

"This wouldn't be a problem if we'd been on time," I said.

"Worth it," Quinn sang, gesturing at her outfit. She did a little spin, then started to skip through the parking lot.

That was the other problem with my sister. She was so buoyant and bubbly, it made you feel like the asshole for ever being mad at her. Even when Quinn was clearly the one who was clearly at fault -- I often found myself fighting back the urge to strangle my sister, only to accidentally hug her, instead.

We crossed the street from the parking lot to the Ren Faire and hiked up a slight, grassy hill before we came to a hut where they sold the tickets. I leaned in the window and paid for myself and Quinn, then we went over to the entrance.

We approached a surprisingly tall set of stone towers with a wooden bridge at the second story spanning the two, creating a gateway into the Faire. A man in a jester's outfit leaned over the edge of the bridge, calling down to people as they walked under him.

"Why do you associate with such a pauper, fine elf?" the foole called down. "I'm certain you could search out a much finer companion than he."

I quickly realized he was talking to Quinn. My sister made a show of turning and evaluating me. I wasn't in bad shape -- my build had always been stocky -- broad in the chest and shoulders with naturally well-defined thighs and calves. You'd say I had the starting linebacker starter kit, except I was only 5'9" and less coordinated than an inebriated sea lion on skates.

I'd started working out after Melissa and I split and now you could barely even see my stomach in my blue tunic. In other words, I thought I was looking pretty good, all things considered. The jester's comment, and Quinn's evaluating eye, made me doubt myself way more than it should have.

"This one amuses me," Quinn told the jester with a shrug

"Well, if humor's what you want, I have a way better offer," he replied.

Again, Quinn looked my way, thoughtfully resting her chin on her hand.

"No, I think I'll keep him," she said finally, "He's way too cute." Quinn grabbed my hand, pulling me into the Faire.

It was like stepping into another world. Not a real Renaissance, per se, but also far from the suburbs we'd left too late that morning. In the distance was an open field spotted with small, wooden shacks. Men walked by wearing leather armor, while the women had bright colored dresses and costume jewelry. Many of the people we passed were holding turkey legs and steins of beer. A man pushed a pickle barrel nearby, making bawdy jokes about his wares. There was light, string music and loud, off-key singing. Long, multicolored ribbons hung from everything.

Despite all the distractions, I couldn't take my mind off what Quinn had just said.

"I'm cute, huh?" I asked.

"Definitely," Quinn said. She stopped herself. "I mean, for an older brother anyway."

"Thanks," I said, "That means a lot to me, actually."

"What about me? Am I adorable?" Quinn asked, preening. "You know, for a younger sister?"

I looked at Quinn in her incredible elf costume. Adorable was not the word I would use to describe my little sister in that moment. More like fucking hot.

"You look good," I said, trying to be diplomatic. But then I worried that my faint praise would only hurt Quinn's feelings. Instead, my pretty brunette sister blushed right up to her pointy ears.

"Thanks," she said, pulling nervously at her braid. I became very aware of the fact that my sister was still holding my hand. And that my tan trousers were not at all good at covering up an inappropriate, sibling-induced erection.

I quickly changed the subject.

"So, where to?" I asked.

"I suppose we should hunt down the rest of our party," Quinn said.

Reflexively, I glanced down at my phone. I saw that Jacob had texted me.

"At a show," he said. As if that was at all helpful.

"Which one?" I texted back. No response.

"Well, standing here won't solve anything," Quinn said. She closed her eyes and crinkled her nose. She looked quite cute doing it. "My heightened elven senses say... that way!"

Quinn giggled at herself, then dragged me off to the right, towards a row of little storefronts. They had the usual Faire wares -- 'magic' crystals, hand-sewn costumes, and dragon puppets. Quinn ping-ponged from one shop to the other, completely entranced with everything and yet totally distracted by anything at the same time. She may have been dressed like an elf but keeping track of my sister felt more like trying to follow one of the Fae.

I looked idly at some objects, but mostly I just accompanied my sister. College life had given me many things, but money wasn't one of them. My limited budget for this trip was reserved for beer and with that in mind, even a $10 necklace that promised eternal love seemed too dear.

"Thinking about trying to enchant a certain young lady?" Quinn asked, leaning over my shoulder. I hadn't even felt her sneak up on me as I stared intently at that pink stone. I felt my face flush.

"I get that I'm a little infatuated," I said, "But this isn't some dumb high school crush, or whatever."



Quinn shook her head at me and flitted off to another store. I felt my thigh vibrate and grabbed my phone. Jacob had finally texted me back.

"Some dumb cat acrobat thing. Over now. Meet by the food in five?"

I sent him a thumb's up, then grabbed Quinn. We'd been handed a map when we came in, and I saw that there was a medieval-style food court a short walk from where we were. For some reason, my sister grabbed my hand again, and we made our way down the dirt paths.

We went around a corner and walked into a large, open area, mostly ground down to dirt by the many feet that pounded across it. Tufts of grass stuck out, defiantly, here and there, like tiny green traps. On one side, picnic tables were lined up like they were readying for a charge. On the other, no less anxious for battle, was a long row of stalls offering all kinds of Faire food.

The place was busy, filled with revelers, and I thought we'd have a tough time finding our friends. But I noticed her immediately.

Julia looked as beautiful as I remembered with full lips, a heart shaped face, and striking blue eyes. Her blonde hair had gotten longer since I'd seen her, and she'd done it up with two floral pigtails. She had on a simple, peasant dress with an off-white chemise and covered with an overdress of baby blue. Her massive chest looked particularly impressive in the outfit.

As soon as I saw Julia, sitting with the other guys at one of the picnic tables, I dropped Quinn's hand and rushed over.

"There he is!" Wes crowed as he saw me come over. As a Black man, Wes particularly stood out from the homogenous flock at the Ren Faire. He was dressed as a knight, his ample belly extending his leather armor out in a way that looked painful both for it and the man who was wearing it.

"Took you long enough," Jacob said, grumbling. The thin, pale boy looked no different than if we were back in high school, clad all in black with eyes set permanently sullen. I could tell he was about to launch into an epic monologue about how we'd betrayed the group by being late, when he saw my sister and froze.

Both Jacob and Wes knew Quinn. We'd all played D&D together back when she was a sophomore in high school. Both of them now stared at her as though they'd never seen her before. Like she was a vision of beauty from some strange, mystical beyond. Hell, even Julia seemed transfixed.

"Whoa," Jacob said.

"Quinn?" Wes said.

"Nice outfit, girl!" Julia said.

Quinn, suddenly shy, gave a slight wave and sat down at the table, resting her staff against the bench. "Hey guys," she said.

"Where's Cody?" I asked, trying to take some of the pressure off my sister.

"Huh?" Jacob startled like I'd woken him up from a dream. "Oh, he went to get us all beers."

As if we'd summoned him, my tall friend appeared, holding a tray of plastic cups filled with foaming, golden liquid. Cody, always a bit of a beanstalk, had turned into an oak tree since I'd last seen him. His shock of brown, curly hair only added to his height. He was easily 6'5", maybe more. But he wasn't just tall anymore. His body had filled out, making him truly imposing. He gave all of us his usual, goofy smile as he put the beers down on the table. Like our gawky friend was still hiding in there somewhere.

"I got one for Quinn," Cody said, "I hope that's OK."

Before I could respond, he handed my little sister one of the cups. I didn't think my 18-year-old sister should be drinking, but I didn't stop Cody. After feeling so left out by my friends so far, my pleasure at being included in the beer run overrode any other concerns I might have.

When everyone had their drink, Wes raised his glass to the center of the table.

"To the Guild of Heroes!" he said. We all touched our plastic cups. "May we always fight on together."

"Here, here," we said, and drank. The beer was cold, quite a luxury in this increasingly sultry day.

I glanced around the table. To my dismay, I saw that Cody had taken a seat concerningly close to Julia on the other side of the table. I chastised myself -- why hadn't I grabbed that spot myself? Instead, I was squished between Wes and my kid sister. Dammit.

"So, what's the plan?" I asked.

"You're looking at it," Jacob said. He finished his beer with a flourish. "Next round is on Prince Prompt."

I shook my head. All the usual warm emotions of hanging out with my friends were there, but so were the familiar frustrations, too. Jacob's constant Eeyore act. Wes' exaggerated cheer. Cody being all Cody-ish next to Julia. Instead of enjoying everyone's company now that we were finally together, I found myself feeling annoyed.

I stood up to get more beers. "Anyone want to keep me company?" I asked, looking right at Julia's bright blue eyes and hoping she'd get the hint. But no one, not even my sister, offered to go. I sighed and set off.

When I got back, after braving the extremely long line, I found that not much had changed. But the little differences were greatly disturbing. Julia and Cody were so locked in conversation, they barely noticed me come back. The two of them were sitting even closer than before, with Julia practically on his lap. Her arm rested next to his.

At the same time, Jacob and Quinn were sitting almost as closely, equally caught up in conversation. Jacob clearly only had eyes for my sister's tits and was patiently explaining to them about how 'nobody gets my poetry because it's, like, too deep.' To which my sister, who should have known better, nodded along like Jacob was telling her the secrets of life.

Only Wes greeted me when I sat down, giving me a hearty pat on the back. I drowned my miseries in my beer. If only we'd gotten out on time, I told myself, none of this would have happened.

We stayed at that table for a while, taking turns being sent off to get alcohol and food. Finally, I'd had enough, and stood. My knees were surprisingly wobbly under me.

"Come on, we can sit and drink anywhere," I said, "Let's go enjoy the Faire."

"Yeah, yeah, yeah," Jacob said, "Let's go, Rhymin' Simon."

We got up, all of us a bit stumbly, and started to wander around. We ended up pawing through the same stores that Quinn had dragged me through before. Finally, with everyone browsing, I was able to get Julia by herself as she sifted through a stack of leather purses.

"So, how have you been?" I asked.

"OK," she said, "You?"

"I broke up with Melissa," I said, "The girl I was seeing."

"Oh, I'm sorry to hear that," Julia said.

"What about you?" I asked.

"Huh?"

"Are you seeing anyone?"

"Not really," Julia said.

"Listen, Julia I..."

"We're going to the mid-day joust," Jacob said, breaking between the two of us. Cody, Wes, and Quinn were all standing behind him. "Come on, let's go."

I looked past my friend to Julia. If we were all sitting together at a show, I couldn't talk to her. I needed her alone, dammit. I tried to catch her eye, again.

"I think I'd rather wander around a bit," I said, "We've been sitting for so long."

I waited for Julia to say something. To understand my meaning. We were destined, right? Meant to be? I was sure, given the chance, that she'd want to continue catching up. Julia didn't say a word. Instead, my signal must have been crossed because Wes spoke up, instead.

"I agree with Z. There's a lot of stuff I want to go check out."

"Suit yourselves," Jacob said.

"Don't split the party!" Cody said, and we all laughed at the familiar refrain.

"We'll meet up in an hour," I said, "By the Fairie Forest."

Everyone agreed. I was so busy looking longingly after Julia, I didn't notice that Quinn was doing the same to me.

*

As I walked around the Faire with Wes, I made my decision. I was done being subtle. As soon as we regrouped, I was going to grab Julia, pull her aside, and tell her how I felt. I'd already let too much time pass, I knew.

At about ten minutest to the hour, we went over to the Fairie Forest. It was a little copse of trees along the dirt trail. A slight uphill climb led to a kid's play area, peopled with actresses pretending to be fairies. Their makeup and costumes were the best I'd seen at the show -- intricate and beautiful. It made me think of Quinn's outfit. Her work was so good, it put some of the professional fairies to shame. For a moment, I felt bad about leaving my sister with the group. I hoped she was having fun, at least.

About a minute after the hour, the group came around the corner, like a band of triumphant warriors. Julia, Cody, and Jacob were all smiling and laughing. My heart lightened. In a mere moment, I'd get my chance to talk to Julia. I ran my speech through my mind to make sure I had it all down.

That's when I realized something was wrong. Quinn wasn't with them. My stomach went tight, a bad combination with all the beer.

"How was the show?" Wes asked.

"Great!" Cody said.

"The fights were so fake," Jacob said, "Totally dumb."

"Where's Q?" I asked.

"I don't know," Jacob said, "She wandered off at some point."

"Seriously?!"

"Dude, I'm not her babysitter," Jacob said. He gave my shoulder a playful shove and I fought the urge to slug him back.

"She said she wanted to look at some perfumes or something, I think?" Cody said.

"I'm sure she's fine, Z," Julia said, "She's a big girl. And she knows where to meet us."

"Right," I said, feeling my breath come back to me. "Of course."

But five minutes passed, and Quinn was nowhere to be seen. Ten minutes. Fifteen.

"The human chess game is starting," Jacob said.

I gave him the dirtiest look I could muster.

"You have a cell phone, right?" Julia said, "So Q can find us."

For a moment I thought about it. Julia was right. Quinn was my younger sister, but she wasn't a kid. She was perfectly capable of texting, calling, whatever. Hell, she could even just go find me by Pokey at the end of the day if it came to that. Quinn was a college freshman for God's sake. She certainly didn't need her older brother to stand and wait for her.

And yet.

"Come have fun with us," Julia said. She grabbed my arm and, I swear, it was like lightning shooting up to my shoulder, all the little light hairs on my arm stood at attention.

I should have been locked into that moment. The girl I'd lusted after for forever was pulling me forward like a message from my fantasy future. Instead, all I could think about was my adorable sister, showing up at this corner by herself and feeling abandoned.

"I need to wait for Q," I said. I felt sick about saying it, but I'd already vomited the words.

The group eyed me dubiously and I understood why. Quinn was always doing this to me. Showing up late. Ruining everything. This was ridiculous. But something kept my feet rooted to the spot.

"I'll catch up," I said.

Julia dropped my arm, giving me a wistful grin. "Laters," she said.

The group waved and walked off. I found a rock by the thicket of trees and waited for my sister. What had I done? As soon as my friends were gone, I knew I'd made a horrible mistake. Instead of practicing my declaration of love to Julia, I sat there and had imaginary arguments with my sister. I let my anger fully manifest, and I gnawed on it like a mangy dog, squeezing out every bit of vitriol I could find.

A group of fairies did a little circle dance past me. A family walked by, carrying a crying child. Thirty minutes passed. Forty. Then finally, I caught a glimpse of a lithe, leather-clad woman heading my way.

Quinn was bouncing on the balls of her feet, every bit the happy elf. She had a bright smile on her face and seemed to be amazed by everything going past her. This time, though, even Quinn's good mood couldn't keep me back.

I leapt to my feet, raced over, and grabbed my sister's elbow, roughly pulling her to the side of the pathway.

"What. The. Fuck," I said.

Quinn ripped her arm away and glared at me. "What?" she said. Her green eyes flashed frustration.

"We were supposed to meet up here at 2," I said.

"So?"

"So, it's 2:40," I said.

"Oh," Quinn said. It came up small. She looked down at her phone like I might have been making it up. I saw her face fall as the clock confirmed my claim.

Maybe my sister truly was another one of those fairies that had been floating around me all this time. So free and fanciful. Silly and strange. After all, what else could explain how she was so unaware of the world around her?

I didn't care anymore. It wasn't fair and I wasn't going to stand for it.

"Seriously, Quinn, what the fuck?" I said, "You had one simple thing to do, and you screwed it up."

"I'm sorry, Z," Quinn said, "I guess I just got caught up in stuff."

"Caught up?"

"Yes, like, we were watching the joust. But then I realized I'd left my Staff of Power back at the benches by the food."

"Staff of Power," I said.

"Yes, this thing?" Quinn said, waving her tall stick at me. "Anyway, so by the time I got it back, I figured the show was probably over and I went to go look at some other stuff while I waited. There were these dancers with poles, I think it's called Morris dancing? And I saw a woman blowing glass and it was so bright and warm sparkly. But watching her made me thirsty so I went back to get a drink. There was this super nice girl by the booth, and she loved my outfit and we started talking and she bought me a beer. Oh! And then I saw this huge, orange butterfly so I followed it for a bit. But then I looked up at the sun and realized I needed to get back to you. So here I am."

I was so dizzy from having to live in my sister's brain that I stumbled back. I found a big stone and sat down on it, holding my head.

"You OK?" Quinn asked, looking concerned. "Did you have too much to drink?"

"I'm fine," I said, inebriated from a very different source.

"I think I had too much to drink," Quinn said. She hiccupped and it was almost too perfect. A caricature that had become all too real. "I don't drink a lot. Or ever. Beer tastes funny but I think I like it."

"Good for you," I said.

Quinn didn't sense the anger in my words. Or maybe she didn't care. Instead, she sat down next to me and leaned against my shoulder. I saw a spot on her arm where her intricate designs had smudged a bit. For some reason it made me sad.

"Where is everyone?" Quinn asked.

"They got tired of waiting and left," I said.

"Oh," Quinn said. Again, that little gasp of realization. "Did you get to talk to Julia?"

"No!" I shouted, "I couldn't because I was waiting for you!"

Quinn cast her eyes down, but I couldn't tell if she was embarrassed for herself or for me.

"Julia asked me to leave with her, but I had to wait for my sister because she was late. You're always doing this to me! Do you know how much stuff I missed -- important stuff! -- because you couldn't be bothered to show up on time? I missed homeroom my entire Junior year in high school! Remember my eighth birthday where Mom got us a magician? Of course you don't because by the time we got there the guy was already gone! You're always getting dressed, or watching a show, or... Or chasing a Goddammed butterfly!"

"I can't help who I am," Quinn said, plaintively. "I want to be there for stuff. I try to time it out but..."

"But nothing," I said, breaking her off. I didn't care that my sister's face was red. That her eyes looked wet with tears. That about twenty other people had pulled away from the nearby minstrels to stare at my own personal performance there on the side of the road.

"The truth is you don't do it because you don't care," I continued, "You don't give a shit about me, or my feelings or any of it."

"That's not true," Quinn said. It sounded like a little sob.

"Then why are you always late?!"

"I don't know," Quinn said, "I feel awful that I've made you miss all that stuff. I guess I assumed that if you really needed to be somewhere you'd leave me behind."

"No, wouldn't," I said. Even I was surprised by the forcefulness of my words. "You're my sister. I'm not abandoning you. Ever."

A small smile snuck across Quinn's face. She sniffled. Her makeup, slightly smeared, somehow made her look even prettier. Damn it.

"I won't leave you behind," I said.

Quinn gave me a soft, doleful look and hugged me tight. "Even when I ruin your life?"

"You're not ruining my life," I said. The anger drained out of me. "I'm sorry I yelled. I got angry at you, but it wasn't right."

"It's OK," Quinn said, "You have every right to be mad."

"I still shouldn't have shouted at you," I said, "I know you're trying. I don't expect you to be perfect. But you need to do better, OK?"

"Yeah," Quinn said. She stared up at me like I was the most amazing person in the world. Though I can't imagine why. "Yes. You're right. I promise to be on time, every time from now on."

"No one is always on time," I said.

"No, I know," Quinn said, "But I'll work at it, OK? I promise. If I know you'll always be there waiting for me, I'll be sure to show up. I'm certain of it. OK?"

"OK," I said.

Quinn took a deep breath. She let go of me and straightened herself out. Even smudged and slightly out of sorts, she looked spectacular.

I stood up and looked my sister straight in the eyes. "I'll be better, too."

We stood in the middle of the road, just looking at each other, no doubt looking supremely stupid.

"I guess we should go find the group," I said.

Quinn took a deep breath. "I'm sure they're not far," she said, then squinted her eyes and pressed her palms together. "My elven senses say... thataway!"

I shook my head with disdain at her antics, but I followed where my sister led me.

We made our way over to the human chess board, but it was empty. The show had already ended. At some point, we switched from searching the Faire to wandering around and enjoying it.

The day was starting to cool down and a light breeze played through the rainbow of ribbons. The air smelled clean and good. Everywhere we went, a light tinkling tune seemed to follow us.

We found that weird animal show that Jacob had dismissed earlier. There was a cat and a rat who were trained to do tricks. It was actually pretty funny, the part we watched. The cat wouldn't do what the trainer said, and Quinn giggled, genuinely. The sun played on her face. There was something so enchanting about it. Like the whole world was happy just because she was.

I wasn't angry anymore. Or upset about anything, honestly. My friends, Julia, all of it faded until they were nothing but mist in my mind. It was just me and Quinn, having a fun time. It was wonderful. Magical in a sense beyond what they pretended at the Faire.

"What?" Quinn said, when she caught me staring. We were sitting on a bench, watching a silly Shakespeare play.

"The outfit was worth the wait," I said.

Quinn nodded, knowingly.

You were worth the wait. I didn't need to say the words for my sister to understand.

She pulled me forward. "Come on," Quinn said, "There's something I want you to see."

My elfin sister led me deep past the tents, her brown braids waving behind her as she went. We walked deeper into the park, to a place where the Faire grew far more forested. I could hear the rush of a river, the wind playing in the trees. It was peaceful.

In the distance was a small, wooden suspension bridge. Multicolored banners were hanging off either side. It looked beautiful and otherworldly. A sign by the side said, Kissing Bridge.

"Come on," Quinn said, dragging me along.

"Where are we going?" I asked.

"Trust me," Quinn said, starting to titter.

"I'm not going on the kissing bridge with my sister," I said.

"Why not?" Quinn asked, laughing playfully.

"Because you're my sister?"

"Stop being a big baby."

Both of us froze. We'd reached the front of the bridge. Standing in the middle, embraced, with their lips pressed tight against each other, were Cody and Julia. Watching the two of them -- Cody so tall and Julia so short -- it was like seeing a giant make out with a gnome. A gasp escaped my lips.



"Oh, hey guys," Cody said, turning to look at us. "We were, um, just looking for you."

Julia shuffled her feet, her face going red. "Hi," she said, clearly uncomfortable.

Quinn looked over at me. I could see the apprehension in her eyes. But instead of feeling angry or upset like I thought I should, I felt, oddly, numb. This should have been devastating. Heart shattering. My crush and my friend caught making out right in front of us. Instead, I found that I really, truly, didn't care. If anything, it was kind of funny. I fought back the urge to laugh.

"Sorry to interrupt," I said, picking up Quinn's hand. "Come on, let's give them some privacy."

*

"Wow," Quinn said, chortling as we walked down the dirt path, "I mean, that was..."

"Crazy, right?" I said. We were walking towards the front of the Faire, back to all the shops.

"I mean, he's so tall and she's so, like..."

"Not tall," I said.

"Yeah!" Quinn said, "Did you know they were?"

"I had no idea," I said.

"Me neither," Quinn said, then slowed as if the situation had dawned on her. "Shit Z, I'm sorry. It must have been sucky to see that."

"You want to hear something weird?" I said, "I'm actually, totally fine."

"Really?"

"Yes, really. I thought I'd be all upset. But in the moment, it meant nothing to me. I guess, I don't know, maybe I talked myself into something that wasn't true? Or it was true then, but it isn't now? I don't know. I'm not doing a good job of explaining myself."

"That's OK," Quinn said. She was beaming and I couldn't figure out what had her so happy. Something about her smile warmed me from my head to my feet.

Suddenly, an older woman, impossibly skinny and dressed all in black, pushed her way between us. She was carrying a basket on one arm, stacked with silk, red roses.

"A flower for the young lovers?" she asked, shoving one of her wares in my face.

I started to explain that we were siblings, but I stopped myself. Instead, I reached into my little neck pouch and paid for the flower. I waited for Quinn to question me, or to at least be confused. Instead, she looked truly, epically thrilled as I handed her the rose.

The old woman smiled at both of us and skittered off.

"Today turned out OK, you know?" I said to my sister as I gave her the gift.

Quinn looked down at the flower, then up at me. She started to say something, but stopped, twisting the silk flower in her hands.

Something flashed in her eyes and before I knew it, Quinn's lips were pressed to mine. I was too shocked to react. The warmth of my sister's mouth spread down my neck, over my chest, and settled into my stomach like a glass of good brandy.

Surprise shifted to desire. And arousal.

Quinn stepped back a second later, her face flushed. "Sorry," she said, "I was just..."

I quieted her with another kiss.

Quinn leaned into me. Her tongue danced, dexterous against my own. Her thin arms wrapped around my back. Her perky chest pressed into mine. The shape of her so perfect against my body. Like two halves of a whole.

Quinn's hands went to my chest. She pushed us apart. The reality of where we were, what we were doing, flooded over me.

"Remember what I said before?" Quinn said, "About being drunk? I think I'm really drunk."

"Of course," I said. My body went stiff. Oh God. I'd kissed my sister. Not a little peck or even an accidental smooch. We'd gone full-on and there was no way we could take it back. And worse, she was embarrassed. Regretful. Blaming it all on the booze that, of course, had caused this awful, public, incestuous error.

"That's not what I mean," Quinn said, recognizing my remorse. "Sorry. The word thing isn't working for me right now. I had a lot to drink, and I think I would be happier not here. Like maybe back at the car?"

"What's at the car?" I asked stupidly.

"I'm saying I'm feeling off," Quinn said, "And I really need my big brother. To take care of me."

"You don't want to see the final joust?" I asked, still stumbling through the fog of my own obliviousness.

"Oh, I do," Quinn said, "I want to see it very badly. But not this one here at the Faire. You know what I mean?" She smirked at me saucily.

And suddenly I realized what my sister was actually saying.

"You're right," I said, "We need to go. Now."

*

We raced, hand-in-hand, out of the Faire, across the street, and back towards our car. Again, I thanked the gods that my sister had been late that day, forcing us to park in the very back of the lot. Sure enough, Pokey was there waiting for us, close by the trees, without another soul nearby.

Quinn tackled me as soon as we got to the car, slamming us both into the door panels so hard, I swore I heard rust flake off.

"We shouldn't be doing this," I said, gasping between kisses.

"I know," Quinn said.

"It's so wrong," I said.

"It is," Quinn said.

Somehow, despite my sister's tongue stabbing my mouth and her hands crushing my ass, I managed to get the car keys out of my pocket and unlock Pokey.

We fell into the front seat. Slithered into the back. Our lips pressed together like they'd been glued that way. Our hands running over each other's bodies like starving creatures searching desperately for crumbs. You'd think it would be uncomfortable to make out in the backseat, but in that moment, it felt like a luxurious amount of space.

We didn't say a word to each other. We spoke volumes with every movement. Each touch and caress. A novel's-worth of barely contained emotions broke forth. Like a story told through interpretive make-out.

I didn't think about love. Or consequences. Only the urgency of our actions. The need and want uncontrollable as my sister and I reached for an intimacy so expressly forbidden yet implicitly desired.

Before I could reach for Quinn's top, she pulled it off for me. If there'd been a bra to her outfit, she'd ripped it off as well. I stared in awe at my sister's bare, tiny pink tits. So perfectly formed. She saw my reaction and gave them a playful little shake, just to see my eyes goggle.

I hefted her breasts in my hands. Put my mouth to her nipple and sucked, ravenous. I was so entranced by Quinn's boobs, I barely moved as she reached down to untie my rope belt. My pants and underwear were down to my ankles before I realized what my sister had done.

Quinn wrapped her hands around my aching erection; her touch was slightly cold but no less wonderful. I gasped into Quinn's mouth, and she snickered. I knew how to shut her up, though. I reached for the leather skirt and tried to pull. Nothing happened.

"Just lift it," Quinn said. I did as I as commanded, shoving the tight material up to her tummy. I tossed her panties into the same pile as my own bottoms.

My fingers found Quinn's warm furrow. Her pussy was small. Barely there. Just two tiny, chubby, coral lips gaping over the vertical bump of her clitoral hood. It made finding her hotspot oh so easy.

Now it was Quinn's turn to gasp. Her grip faltered on my dick. I forced her back against the door so I could watch my little sister react as I stroked her pussy. The design on her arm was nothing but a blue-green smear. Her makeup was a mess. Her braids were still intact, but her bun unfurled, and her brown hair splayed out like a halo.

Quinn moaned as I rubbed her. The acrid smell of her sex filled my nose. Her little titties, so wonderful, jiggled in perfect harmony. Her hips arced to meet my touch. Her chest flushed up to her neck.

I kissed my sister with abandon. Our poor car whined as it rocked back and forth on the grassy hill. If anyone did happen to come back here, there'd be no doubt about what we were doing inside.

Quinn spread her legs so wide, her one foot was up by my ear. She pushed my hand away from her. For a moment I faltered. Then she grabbed me by the dick and pulled me forward.

We kissed as our genitals touched. Ground against each other. Savoring the moment before that precious penetration. My cock nestled easily against Quinn's slot. Her dark pubic hair tickled at my tummy. I reached up for Quinn's tits again and she forced her chest forward. I felt the heat of her pussy, welcoming me. Begging me to slip inside like a warm shelter in a rainstorm.

My cockhead brushed Quinn's opening. Her hand shot down and grabbed my shaft, so tight I almost cried out in orgasm and pain all at once.

"Condom," she said. That one word shocked me out of my reverie. An ice bath in a warm bed.

Condoms, of course I had condoms. I kept a whole strip of them in my wallet which was currently right in my... dresser. At home. Dammit.

But that was OK because I also kept condoms in the glove compartment of my car which was... In a spot back at college. Waiting for me to come back from summer break.

Fuck!

"You don't?" I asked.

Quinn shook her head emphatically.

"But you're on the pill, right?" I asked.

"Sorta?" Quinn said, biting her lip.

"What the heck does 'sorta' mean?" I asked. Were there women in the 21st century who weren't taking birth control? I couldn't imagine that was the case.

"I'm on the pill," Quinn said, emphatically. "I have a prescription and everything. It's just... I haven't been able to find them? That's why I was running behind this morning. I was looking for my stuff."

"Well, that's OK," I said, "One day shouldn't make that much of a difference."

Quinn sucked in her lips but didn't say anything.

"Two days? Longer?"

"Two weeks," Quinn said. She saw my eyes go wide. "I know! I know! I got through my last period but when it was time start the new pack, I couldn't find it. I've been looking everywhere I swear. I'm starting to think I left them back at school."

Two weeks. Fuck. Even a lunkhead like me could figure out where that put us in my sister's cycle.

"I'm sorry," Quinn said. I swear she looked like she was about to cry again.

"It's fine," I said, "Not a big deal. There's lots of other things we can do." I kissed Quinn's neck. Down the center of her chest. Leaving a wet trail down to her pussy.

"I think it'll be OK," Quinn said. She pushed my head back and reached possessively for my cock.

"Quinn, no," I said.

"It'll be fine," Quinn said, "It should still be fine."

"Quinn."

"Seriously. I'm sure I'm safe."

We stared at each other for a moment. As if daring each other to do something dumb. As usual, I was the one to crack.

"I'll pull out," I said.

"Of course," Quinn said.

Look, I knew it was stupid. But my sexy sister was tugging on my dick, and I swear I could feel the heat of her desire drowning me. I was an arrow, already cocked and ready. And the target was right there.

We shifted ourselves. I rolled onto my back. Quinn climbed on top of me. The whole time, she kept my cock in her grip. Like she was afraid it might escape otherwise.

It was a bit of a contortionist act on that little bench in the backseat, but we were so motivated, we'd have found our way around an obstacle course if we thought it would get us laid faster. It helped that my sister was so tiny and lithe

Quinn sat over me. She'd kept her pointy ears and the bramble crown had stayed on her forehead. Her little tits hung over me begging to be sucked. The sexiest elf I'd ever seen.

It was like I'd been pulled into a fantasy place. An unreality. I was with this otherworldly being, the elven Eilonwy I'd only known from stories till now. Beautiful and powerful all at once.

She ran her fingers through my chest hair. I didn't remember when I'd lost my shirt, but it was long gone. She dragged my cock over her clit and wiggled her tiny butt. She giggled a bit to herself.

"What?" I asked.

"My brother's going to poke me in Pokey," Quinn said.

And the woman on top of me immediately shifted back to being my sister in an elf costume. I had to laugh. Is it weird that I preferred the reality of intimate, incestuous contact with my sister?

Quinn waggled her eyebrows. She lifted herself up at the knees. Placed my dick at her entrance. Slotted the head into place. Her eyes hardened. Her mouth thinned. My once-flighty sister became focused in a way that I'd never seen her. Determined.

She lowered herself down.

Slowly, inexorably, my bare cock slid into my sister's body. Her most intimate place. Something a brother was never supposed to see, let alone enter.

Yet we fit together like we'd been stitched that way. Created for that sole purpose. My sister's pussy just that little bit too small, surrounding me in only the most sensuous ways.

"fffffFFFFFFFUCK!" Quinn said, like letting out a long, slow burst of steam.

"You feel so good, Q," I whined.

"I know."

My cockhead had only barely slipped in. I held onto my sister's tiny hips, gasping for air. Overcome.

Maybe it was the lack of a condom. I'd never done it without one before. Or maybe it was the inherent wrong and right of our incestuous connection. Brother and sister together so perfectly broken. Or maybe my sister's pussy was fucking magic.

But I'd never felt anything like this. Wet heat swallowed my cock. Gripping, slipping ecstasy in one long, languid slide as my sibling and I became one.

Halfway down. Riling. Roiling.

"fuckthat'sbig," Quinn breathed. Rambling on to herself. "Slow. Go slow."

"Am I hurting you?" I asked.

"Little bit," Quinn said. She gave me a wide grin. Like she'd suddenly remembered I was there. "Good hurt. Just... getting. Used."

Quinn's breath caught. Her eyes rolled back in her head. Cute little mouth hung open. I felt her fingers tremble against my chest, like suffering a tiny seizure. Impossibly, my movements began to match hers. Our connection deeper than we could have imagined. Down to the nerves. The two of us began to shake in concert. Shudder.

Finally, my sister stilled. She grinned at me again.

"See, all good," Quinn said. She lifted her body up slightly, then started slowly settling again. Breathing heavy and squeezing hard.

All the way down.

The lips of my sister's little pussy kissed at the bottom of my shaft. My cock was gone, like the world's best magic trick. Except I knew exactly where it had gone. Could feel every centimeter of sensitive skin where my sister's snatch writhed around it.

Quinn leaned down and pressed her lips to mine. Ran her fingers through my hair. Her breasts pressed soft into my chest. She smelled like strawberries and fresh cut grass. The desirous driving pheromones of a woman mixed with the strangely familiar scent of my sister.

"It's all the way," Quinn said, "Inside me."

"Yeah," I said.

"You feel so good," Quinn said, "So right."

"You too," I said.

"Have you done this before?" Quinn asked.

"Yes," I said, "Few times." More than a few, but I wasn't going to start talking about other girls while I was buried in my sister.

"Is it always like this?" Quinn asked. "So sensitive? Sparkly? Raw?"

"No." I shook my head. It was never anything like this.

We stayed in place, connected. I waited for Quinn to start pumping up and down, but she held herself close to me, rocking her hips slightly. Gaining in speed. My sister rolled forward, pressing her clit against my pubic bone. It felt OK for me, even a bit painful from that angle. But for Quinn, it was clearly bliss.

My beautiful, brunette sister broke from our kisses, gasping. Her head lolled back. Tits pointed to the sky. Her nipples so taut they were like pink pinpricks. Her pussy rippled up and down my shaft.

The air filled her lungs, loudly. Then she steadied, still rumbling against me.

"You're fucking your sister," Quinn said, singsong, "You're fucking your sister."

"You're fucking your brother," I said.

"Are not!"

"Am too!" I looked pointedly to where our bodies were connected.

Quinn grinned at me, wickedly, sticking out her tongue.

"This feels really good, Z," Quinn said.

"I know," I said.

"Like, really really good. I'm a little scared. I'm not going to want to stop."

"It'll stop," I said, sort of a warning. I was still very much aware that I remained very much bareback in my sister's very much unprotected twat.

"Yes, but..." Quinn twisted at her braid, "Then we can go again? Right?"

"Sure," I said.

"At least a couple of times," Quinn said, "Till we get tired of it."

"I don't think I'm ever getting tired of this," I told her.

"Me neither. That's what I'm worried about."

"We'll figure it out," I said. As if that was something that could happen. Like there was a solution to the fact that I was committing to sex with my sister.

Quinn grinned. She started rocking back and forth on me.

"Fuck that feels nice," she said. She rose up, back straight. Her brown hair even wilder. Those pointy ears and that bramble crown. Tiny breasts dappled with pink marks where I'd kissed and squeezed. "You feel amazing."

I could only stare, agape, as my sister undulated over me. She reached down for her clit and started to rub it with her fingers. Weirdly, jealous, I pushed her hand away and felt for her clit, myself. I found the little nub and stroked back and forth with my thumb.

"My brother's dick feels so big inside me," Quinn continued, "Fuck. Like it fits there. My sibling's super stiff cock. In the back seat. Our car. We were back here when Dad drove us to Disney, remember?"

"Yes."

"And now we're in the backseat. Again. You and me. Totally different. Kinda the same."

Quinn writhed on my dick. It seemed the more I rubbed my sister's clitty, the more she spoke.

"There's so many people out there. Our friends. All of them could come by at any second. Catch us. See. But we're not stopping. I'm not stopping. God, it feels so good! I didn't think it would feel this good."

Again, I fell into the intoxication of following my sister's thoughts. Tumbling deep and dizzy.

Quinn made a loud hiss like she'd burned herself on the stovetop. Her body stiffened. Her hand shot down and covered mine, holding me against her slot. She shook, then fell forward. Giggled.

"So good," she whispered. Her lips brushed mine. Hair covered us both like a curtain. I ran my free hand up her flank, feeling that oh-so-feminine curve of waist to shoulder. A perfect mathematical arch. We were doing something wrong. Sinful. And yet the perfection of my sister's body made me truly believe in God.

Quinn stayed frozen over me. Elbows locked and legs stiff.

"I keep... cumming," she said. Eyes rolled back. Lips trembling. She sucked in her breath and bore down. I felt a warm gush trickle down my balls.

Finally, Quinn fell forward.

"All done," she said, then made a little gasp as another orgasm snuck up on her. "OK. OK. All done this time. Swear it."

"You alright?" I asked, only slightly teasing.

"Oh yeaaaaaah," Quinn said. She giggled as she picked herself up. "Want more."

"You sure?" I asked.

"You haven't, you know? Gone?"

"No," I said, "Trust me, you'd know it if I did." Honestly for all Quinn's ministrations I was feeling fine.

"Hold on a little more," Quinn said, "I can feel a big one. Building. Just stay with me. K?"

I nodded. Quinn sat up. She started to roll her body again, but she fell forward. Exhaustion overwhelming her. She made a frustrated whine. I knew, in that moment, what she needed.

I grabbed my sister by the shoulders. Flipped us both over, roughly. Her head smacked against the door. She grunted in pain but didn't complain.

Now I was on top of my sister. Her legs spread lewdly around my waist. Her eyes this wonderful mixture of worry and hunger. I waited for her to say something, to grumble about my taking control. Instead, Quinn just nodded at me. Knowing.

I pumped her, hard. Long, powerful strokes from tip to root. Glorifying in every glorious bit of my sister's tight, slippery snatch. Her little body beneath mine.

Quinn gasped. She grunted with every thrust. It was all so perfectly wonderful. Fucking with an abandon I'd never experienced. Making love in a way that made it clear I'd never made love before. Not truly.



But flipping us over was like flipping a switch. I'd gone from quite comfortably far away from my peak to feeling like my next stroke was soon to be my last. My sister's pussy was like sparks shooting up my shaft. Every push electric.

"Getting close," I told Quinn.

"Not yet!" she cried out. "Fuck, I'm almost there."

"You already came," I said.

"I know," Quinn said, "But not. Not like this. It's... fuck. Gonna be huge."

"Quinn," I said, warning. I needed to finish outside of her, or all kinds of issues would occur. Sex with my sister was wrong but it wasn't the wrongest thing in the world. So long as we were safe. Getting her pregnant, though, would be beyond disastrous. I was probably on safer ground if I stabbed her instead of knocking her up.

"No, I know," Quinn said, "I'm almost there. Don't pull out. Please. Not yet."

I did my best to listen to my sister. I struggled to slow my strokes, though she urged me on. I tried to think of other, less sexy, things, but my mind kept shifting back to Quinn's little mewls and cries. I focused on my other body parts -- my hands, my legs -- but I was inexorably drawn to the sensations in my cock as my sister's pussy squeezed so hard.

"So. Close," Quinn repeated it like a mantra.

"If you don't hurry up, I'm going to go without you," I said. It was not an empty threat.

"Don't you dare, Z!" Quinn said, her voice echoey in the small backseat.

Still, we moved against each other. So coordinated. Like we'd done it a million times. Our bodies two parts of the same whole. A machine made only for each other.

"I'm not going to be able to hold on," I said, "I need to pull out. Please!"

"I'm sorry, I'm trying my hardest," Quinn said, "It's just, ugh, complicated."

"Is it, really?" I asked.

"No, but kinda," Quinn said, "You need to go faster. Harder. I'll get there if you do that. I know I will."

"If I go harder and faster, I'll cum for sure," I said.

"See? Complicated," Quinn said, strangely matter-of-fact.

"Look, I'll finish with you with my fingers," I said.

"No," Quinn whined.

"I'll cum on your chest and we'll start again."

"Don't," Quinn simpered, "Just. Just wait. You promised you would always wait. Just a little longer. I'm almost..."

I lost track of the moment. I drew back as much as my sister's legs would let me. I thrust into her as hard as I could, hoping that, somehow, the timing of things would all work out.

"Quinn I have to..."

"I'm cumming! I'm cumming!" my younger sister cried out.

But, like always, it was already too late. My sister's pussy clenched down with her climax, and, at that exact moment, my orgasm arrived.

Right on time.

My body's biological urge thrust me deep and I fired an impossibly thick, incredibly heavy burst of sperm straight to my sister's cervix in one incredible, incestuous, inseminating instant.

As soon as my cum crashed into her unprotected pussy, I was sure my sister would shove me back. Instead, she hugged her arms and legs around me tighter. Even her pussy seemed to cinch me tighter.

I came again, maybe even more this time. Whatever conscious thought I had left quickly drowned in my fertile flow as I filled my sister with semen. I was only aware of the ecstasy as it exploded through me. Burst after blissful burst like a sperm-filled fireworks show.

I was dimly aware of my sister wrapped around me. Her cries and sobs as both of us endured an impossibly intense incestuous orgasm. We gasped for breath. Grasped for each other. Held on like we were in a hurricane, rather than fucking in the back seat of an ancient SUV.

It was, by far the worst thing I'd ever done. It was the best thing I'd ever experienced. My body shook from the aftershocks as I pumped my sister's waiting womb full of brotherly baby batter.

Finally, I came back to Earth, feeling sticky and warm. My sweat and semen mixed with my sister's own slippery stuff and stuck us together like slowly stiffening glue. The once-expansive backseat of the car now felt tight, confining. Quinn's glorious body suddenly far too hot to hold.

We separated. My cock slipped out of Quinn with a squelch. She looked down and giggled. I saw her tummy go taut and a huge glob of white goo slipped out of her pussy, slid over her brown star, and settled on the tan seat.

She should have been horrified, seeing her brother's cum coming out of her. Instead, she just grinned and forced more out, like it was the coolest thing she'd ever seen.

"You came in me," Quinn said.

"I'm sorry Q," I said, meaning it.

"It's not your fault," Quinn said, "I was running behind."

"I tried to wait for you," I said.

"You were right on time," Quinn said.

*

We found a roll of paper towels in the trunk, and we did our best to clean up the backseat. The car stank of sex and there was nothing we could do about that. I found about ten messages on my phone from my friends back in the Faire. I didn't bother to respond.

"I guess we can go back," Quinn said. She was sitting on the grass by the car, staring wistful up at the sun. She'd done her best to put herself back together. Instead of an elven warrior, however, she looked like an elf that had gotten fucked. Hard. Which wasn't far from the truth.

"We could," I said.

"Or, if you're over it, we could go home," Quinn said.

"Sure."

I sat next to my sister on the ground. I tilted her head towards mine. I kissed her as hard as I could. Practically poured my soul into her.

"Or we could stay here," Quinn said, between kisses. "You know, just hang out."

"We should try the trunk this time," I said.

I didn't bother to pretend at propriety. What was done was done. I fucked Quinn like a crazed animal. Barely caring about her pleasure. She came anyway, as I twisted her little pink nipples between my fingers. And when I finally felt that inescapable urge, I buried my bare prick as deep as it would go.

"Fuck, yes!" she yelped as I inseminated her for a second time. "That! I fucking love that!"

*

Eventually we did drive home. Eventually.

Our new relationship followed us back from the Faire, of course. We spent the whole summer, sneaking from room to room and fucking each other silly. Both of us in awe of each other.

I think our parents suspected something was up. How could they not? My guess is, they decided it was better to ignore it and hope it'd go away rather than acknowledge what was happening and have to accept it.

When it was time to go back to school, Quinn and I had a tough parting. We'd become so attached to each other. My excitement to go back school, Quinn's enthusiasm for college, all of it was muted by what we had to let go of to get there.

I had been at school for less than a week when I got a call from Quinn letting me know that she wanted to visit me up in Connecticut. I agreed, of course, though I wondered what had her so worked up. My sister was a horny little minx, but I assumed she could hold out for a little longer than that.

Quinn decided to take the train down from Vermont, so I drove out to the station. It was a beautiful fall day, and I stood by the side of the rails, waiting patiently in the crisp air. I anticipated I'd be there for a while. She'd told me noon, but I was positive she'd miss that first train and maybe the next one, too. I didn't mind. Quinn was worth the wait.

To my shock, when the first train pulled up, my cute sister stepped right out onto the platform. Quinn smiled at me, prettily, as she tucked her long brown hair behind her ear. My sister looked even better than I'd remembered.

For the first time in her life, my younger sister was right on time. Unfortunately, however (as she told me once we were back at my apartment), her period was woefully late.
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Interstellar Impregnation Pt. 00

Interstellar Impregnation

High school seniors must repopulate the species

Category craziness! This will be a sci-fi/fantasy, non-consent/reluctance, incest/taboo, fetish, first time, romance(?!), loving wives, BDSM, humor, exhibitionist/voyeur story that includes impregnation (duh), humiliation, cheating, love, forced orgasms, friendship, betrayal and much, much more!

Only one thing can be said for sure: everyone involved is over the age of 18.

Quick Warning: this prologue chapter is setup only (aka, no sex). The fun times get fully started with Part One.

Sixty high school seniors and two teachers found themselves lying in a strange, antiseptic room. All of them were sprawled on the cold, hard ground as if they'd been discarded there. Their bodies were stiff and aching. They covered their eyes with their arms as they faced the harsh lights above them. Some groaned as they tried to move.

The senior class of West North-Central High School had been in their bus, on their way to a field trip at the Metro Museum. The bus was about to enter a tunnel when, suddenly, they all blacked out. A blink later, they woke up here: in this bright, bare metal room. It felt cavernous enough to house their entire high school. Small enough to still feel like a cage.

The room was barren. The walls, floors, and ceiling were all the same grey, featureless metal. There were no seams or supports. No windows or obvious ways out.

"What happened?" someone asked.

Adam Everett, one of the teachers chaperoning the trip, stood up slowly. He scanned the room, absently fixing his glasses and pulling down his sweater vest. He found his colleague, Natalie Collins, standing nearby.

"Where are we?" he asked her. The dark-haired woman shook her head. Her dress hung awkwardly off her bony body. Her normally perfect bun was bursting apart.

The two of them were the youngest teachers in the high school, both in their first years of teaching. It had built a bond between them, learning the careers together. For Adam, despite Nat's disheveled appearance, seeing her face was at least somewhat reassuring.

"I have no idea where we are or how we got here," Natalie said. Surprisingly, she was able to keep her consistent, controlled tone intact.

Both Adam and Natalie looked around the room for the other teachers. There had been two more on the trip, both older women only a few years away from retiring, but neither was in the room. In fact, now that Adam looked around, he noticed that about half the senior class seemed to be missing entirely.

As he mentally ticked off the students he saw, he became aware of a persistent hum -- a subtle buzzing noise. A sort of dull vibration that ran through the walls and floors. It reminded Adam a bit of being on a cruise ship. That distant sense of motion in a massive vehicle. Besides the echoes of everyone's voices as they talked, that odd hum was the only thing he could hear.

"I want to go home," Scarlett, a chubby, dark-haired girl, said.

"I feel sick," Lucas, a small, scrawny kid said as he slowly straightened his t-shirt and jeans.

"Where the fuck are we?" Sienna, a busty brunette girl in a too revealing top asked.

"I better get some answers or I'm busting heads," Evan, a muscular boy with a permanently pinched face said.

"I'm really scared," Sarah said, cuddling into the arms of her jock boyfriend Owen.

"I'll keep you safe," Owen replied, stroking her golden blonde hair. "I promise."

Adam didn't know where to begin with his students. He glanced around for his briefcase and found it was gone. At least we got to keep our clothes, he thought ruefully.

The room had a slight, chilly breeze. The only smells were of each other. The cheap perfumes of high school girls. The boys' deodorant. The subtle stench of body odor and the constant pheromones that all people release whether they realize it or not.

Everything felt foreign and off. Unnatural and wrong. The senior class could have been buried miles below the Earth or floating somewhere out at sea. There was simply no way to know.

A loud squawk of static startled everyone. Then a bodiless voice, high pitched and unnatural, echoed through the room.

"I am sorry to report that you have been victims of a terrible tragedy," the voice said. It sounded a bit like Elmo after a hit of helium. Everyone looked around, frantically searching for the source of the sound. It seemed to come from everywhere and nowhere at once.

"There's going to be an even more terrible one in a minute," Evan said, shaking his fist ineffectually at the air.

"We are truly, deeply sorry," the high voice said, "there is no easy way for us to convey this information."

Another voice, monotone and deep, cut in. It sounded a bit like Squidward, shot through a subwoofer. "Your home, the planet you call Earth, has been destroyed."

A gasp rippled throughout the room.

"You were the only members of your species we could save before the accident," the high voice said.

"Bullshit," the busty Sienna said.

"It does sound awfully convenient," the nerdy Lucas said.

"We could show you visual evidence," the high voice said.

"But there's no way you would believe it," the monotone voice said, "You would claim we altered the imagery."

"You will simply have to trust us," the high voice said.

"And who are you, exactly?" Adam asked, slipping into teacher mode. He smoothed his ever-present sweater vest.

"We are another sentient species," the monotone voice said, "Not so removed from your own."

"You're aliens," Natalie said, her calm voice dripping with disdain. The teachers were taking the lead in conversation, apparently.

"A crude term," the monotone voice said, "yet not inaccurate."

"Is that where we are now?" Adam asked, "Aboard your alien spaceship?"

The voices did not respond. The students all began to grumble amongst themselves. Even the geekier ones, who might be willing to believe that aliens could be real, were struggling to believe this story.

"Perhaps you could come in here, show us your faces," Adam said, trying a different tack, "It would go a long way towards building trust."

"We cannot do that," the monotone voice said.

"Our species is particularly susceptible to infection," the high voice said, "Your many microbes would quickly overwhelm our immune systems."

"This whole setup stinks," Owen said, holding Sarah close to his chest.

"We happened upon the danger your planet was in," the high voice said, "But were unable to help in time."

"It is fortunate for your species that we arrived," the monotone voice said, "and were able to save some of you."

Again, the crowd of students muttered to themselves. None of this made sense. That this was some elaborate prank, a trick or a trap of some kind, seemed so much more likely.

"Your acceptance does not matter," the monotone voice said, "The reality will not alter."

"Where are you taking us?" Scarlett asked, nervously. She fixed her glasses on her nose.

"We have managed to locate another planet that will be habitable for your species," the monotone voice said, "We are taking you there now."

"A fresh start," the high voice said.

It all sounded so impossible. The students all looked at each other, searching for answers. Some were still in disbelief. Others shared a grim fatalism. Most flitted between both, unsure what to think. None of this made sense. The only truth that was inarguable was the fact that they were all in this strange place. In that way, they had evidence enough.

"You will be provided necessary accommodations shortly," the high voice said, "Nutrients, liquids, and facilities to evacuate waste."

"However, there is one other necessity," the monotone voice said, "You are the last of your kind. In order to successfully survive, to thrive, on your new home world, you must begin to repopulate your species."

"Of course," Adam said. He was surprised to find a remarkably rational response in his mind. "Assuming everything you say is true, I'm sure that once we arrive on this new planet, after a time, people will pair off and produce offspring."

"No." The monotone voice was abruptly not very monotone at all. In fact, it sounded quite angry. "You must begin now. Today. The journey to the new planet is not long. You will need to begin the process of inseminating your females immediately in order to prepare for the new environment."

There were a few nervous giggles. A couple of angry curse words. Mostly though, the room was hit with a heavy silence.

"Humans don't work that way," Natalie said. She shared a look with Adam, her fellow teacher, as if searching for reassurance.

"We have already gone to the trouble of ensuring that everyone we preserved was an adult according to the customs of your culture," the monotone voice said, "There should be no other biological or philosophical barriers to your act of reproduction."

"While we appreciate the fact that everyone here is over the age of 18, that is not enough," Natalie said, "Perhaps it would be enough for your own people. But humans don't simply do that at the drop of a hat. Certainly not on some stranger's say-so."

"Inconvenient," the voice said, back to being monotone. "Yet not insurmountable. You must alter your cultural procedures immediately for the sake of your species."

"Good luck with that," Sienna said, with a snort.

"We will provide three days for adequate societal modification," the voice said.

Everything went silent.

A few minutes later, the ceiling slid open, and several strange looking drones buzzed in, carrying small containers. Inside each were neat stacks of wrapped, brown cubes. They looked a bit like candy bars and tasted a lot like granola mixed with jerky.

The group didn't realize how hungry they were. The natural caution that they ordinarily would have employed was quickly forgotten and they all wolfed down the food. Later, the drones brought clear bottles filled with water. The group quickly gulped those down, as well.

Finally, about an hour after the meal was completed, a panel slid open to reveal a row of booths. Each contained a toilet-like device. Everyone took turns using them. With everything cared for in the moment, many of the students agreed that this wasn't so bad. Sort of.

Soon, the lights in the room dimmed, signifying a kind of nightfall. Everyone lay down on the ground. It was not at all comfortable, but they were too tired to care.

Sarah snuggled up against Owen. Ordinarily, she'd have relished the chance to sleep with her boyfriend. But not like this. She thought about what the alien voices had said. She could see having a baby with her boyfriend. Not forced while on some strange spaceship, but still.

Oliver, a gangly ginger boy, found his twin sister, Olivia, and they both reassured each other that everything would turn out alright.

Evan paced the room like a caged tiger, snapping at everyone who came near him. Eventually, though, even he wore out and curled up in a corner like a kitty.

Natalie wandered around the room, making sure the students were all doing alright. The serious woman wasn't used to having a bedside manner, but she did her best. When Scarlett, the chubby dark-haired girl, began to cry, Natalie gently patted her on the back.

"What are we going to do, Ms. Collins?" Scarlett asked between sobs.

"It will be OK," Natalie said, though she didn't believe a word of it.

Most of the students formed small groups. The usual cliques, yes, but even the outcasts found comfort with each other. It felt like everyone was bonding together. Human nature showing its best face when shown such adversity.

Adam was laying down to sleep, his sweater under his head for a makeshift pillow, when he saw Sienna stand up and march his way. Her brown hair and busty body bounced alluringly as she walked.

"What's wrong, Sienna?" Adam asked, sitting up to stare at her.

"I'm worried, Mr. Everett," Sienna said. She tossed her hair. Adam imagined it was supposed to look flirty, but on a high school girl it just seemed clumsy and awkward. "What's going to happen to us?

"Try to sleep," Adam said. He lay back down, then rolled over. His message, he hoped, was clear. "I'm sure we'll figure things out soon enough."

*

Three day/night cycles passed without a word from their captors.

Food was delivered when they woke up and before bed. The same, strange brown bars. The toilet facilities were also provided at regular intervals. Beyond that, nothing changed. The room where they were being kept was still off-putting, but it began to take on a more lived-in feel.

The reality of their situation sunk in. Some people cried. Others got angry. Twice, Adam had to break up a fist fight before it got ugly. Everyone reacted differently, but with nothing else to do, there was bound to be trouble.

The mix of fear, resignation, and rage made for a dangerous mix. Adam knew that something was going to break if things didn't change. A few students were ruminating on a plan to capture one of the drones. Another group believed they could use the plumbing systems from the toilets to damage the ship. Most concerning, however, were the students who did none of these things. Who began to look at Adam with empty eyes, bereft of hope.

Then, right before the third night cycle of their journey, the voices returned.

"Your allotted time has elapsed," the monotone voice said. The room all startled. "You may initiate your procreative processes."

"We already told you, that's not going to happen," Adam said, his voice stern.

"You were unable to alter your reproductive matrices?" the high voice asked. It sounded astonished.

"There's nothing to change," Natalie said, "We are what we are."

"You'll simply have to be patient," Adam said, "Over time, it will certainly happen."

"You will not cooperate," the monotone voice said.

"You mean, just drop to the floor and start fuc... er, copulating with each other?" Natalie said, "No."

"Unfortunate," the monotone voice said.

The room went pitch dark.

*

The senior class woke up in a completely different place.

This room was also large, but it was nothing like the one they'd reluctantly grown used to. The space was bisected by a large central cylindrical pole that ran from one end to the other. Under the cylinder, extending equally on either side, was a long metal table. Every three feet, the cylinder and table were broken up by perpendicular, shoulder-high walls. This created identical rows of fifteen stalls, each facing the other. A total of thirty slots for sixty people.

The women woke up to find themselves all bent over at the waist, their upper chests and shoulders resting on the metal table. Their hands were lashed to the bar by some strange, unseen force. Their backsides were thrust outward. Their feet hung limply above the ground. Each woman was facing another on the other side in the same position. All of them were completely naked.

Behind each of them, sharing their stall, was one of the boys. They, too, had been stripped of their clothes. However, they had not been bound in any way. They stood behind the girls, but they had freedom of movement. Somewhat. Whenever one of them tried to leave his assigned stall, he was immediately pushed back into place. Like bouncing against an invisible wall.

It didn't take much intuition to figure out what was going on. What their captors were now insisting would happen. The reality of the situation, the horror, settled in swiftly.

Someone screamed. A few people started openly weeping. There was shouting and curses. Threats. Nothing happened.

Worse, as they slowly accepted the reality of their positions, the students and teachers discovered yet another indignity: who they'd been paired with. Sarah, the young blonde cheerleader, found herself not in a stall with her longtime boyfriend, but rather a boy she knew very well and despised even more: Reese, the local lothario.

The love of Sarah's life, her soulmate Owen, was instead in the stall across from her standing behind Sarah's best friend, Clair. The tiny girl with pixie-cut light brown hair stared straight at her best friend and gave her a weak, sad-looking head shake.

There were other mismatches. Nerdy Lucas had been paired with the popular brunette, Beth. Pale, proper Sophie was bent over in front of the stoner, free spirit Dylan. Artsy Grayson was standing behind his best friend's girlfriend, Emma, while her actual boyfriend was in a different stall with shy, recluse Riley.

Neither of the teachers had been placed with their age-appropriate partner, either. Both Adam and Natalie had been stuck with students nearly ten years their junior. Both adults did their best to avert their eyes appropriately, but everywhere they looked was only more naked, teenaged flesh.

But while many of the setups were bad, everyone would have agreed that the worst, by far was in the stall at the far corner of the room. There, poor Oliver was stuck standing naked behind his own twin sister, Olivia. Her pussy presented to him as lewdly as anyone else's. The two gingers eyed each other warily. Both of them trapped between wanting to provide supportive affection and desperately hoping to somehow escape this fate.

It felt to everyone as if the pairings had been chosen with cruelty in mind, rather than compatibility.

Even those who might have been attracted to each other, who could have been willing to work together in a different circumstance, were overcome by the awfulness of the situation. Being forced into this act was something humans simply weren't wired to accept.

But no matter how hard they tried, the girls couldn't move themselves out of that vulnerable position. The boys, too, were unable to do anything but stand next to their assigned partners, staring around anxiously. The system ensured everyone stayed exactly as their captors wished.

The cacophony of misery and mortification reached a peak, then slowly settled. The teens and teachers all hung limply, like they'd been wrung out.

Finally, the odd, echo-y voices returned.

"You will now begin the procedure," the monotone voice said.

"Like fuck we will," Owen shouted out. Claire, next to him, winced. She knew he wasn't her boyfriend (his actual girlfriend, her own best friend, was staring right at her from across the stall), but it still hurt to be rejected so emphatically.

"We anticipated your continued rebellion," the monotone voice said, "You will find that we are far more patient than you. And we have taken the necessary precautions."

"You each have been given chemical treatments to, ah, assist in your reproductive act," the high voice said.

"You drugged us," Natalie said. She tried to maintain her professional, teacher voice. But even she could hear herself quavering.

"We boosted your own natural processes," the monotone voice said, "In order to ease your burden. Several of your females had been on regimens designed to limit the possibility of reproduction. We removed their deleterious effects. Your males have also been given supplements to aid in fertility."

The boys all looked down. It was tough to say what, exactly, had been done to them, but they all realized that they were uncomfortably, incongruously erect. The girls, too, discovered that their bodies were in the process of betraying them. Many felt the slow, warm honey of arousal slipping out of their sex. Their nipples hard and aching.

In all the stress of what they'd experienced, no one had noticed it until that moment. But when the fear burned away and the anger went cold, no one could deny that they were massively, exceptionally, near-uncontrollably horny.

"OK, we see we have no choice," Sarah said. She blew her blonde hair out of her eyes. "We can cooperate as requested. We will. But you at least have to let us choose our partners." She looked meaningfully over at Owen.



"Each of you has been paired for optimal genetic compatibility," the high voice said.

"You stuck me with my sister!" Oliver shouted, "How is that compatible? You can't make me have sex with my own twin, let alone get her pregnant."

"Our analysis indicates you are more than well-suited for reproductive purposes," the monotone voice said.

Oliver groaned and slid to the ground. Almost immediately, he popped back up again like he'd been shocked. Whatever was holding their positions wanted him upright.

"You will stay in the stalls until you complete your responsibilities," the monotone voice said.

"Once it is complete," the high voice said, "You'll be moved to more comfortable quarters where you can rest, enjoy nutrients, and enact any procedures you feel are biologically necessary in order to ensure the healthy futures of you and your progeny."

"I don't care how you make it sound, this is disgusting," Sophie, said, primly. A tall, thin girl with auburn hair, she'd somehow managed to keep her glasses despite losing everything else. "Despicable."

"It is necessary," the monotone voice said.

Of course, the sixty students and two teachers told themselves that they would resist. That no offer of food or comfort could convince them to do this awful thing.

Yet the factors conspired against them. The very air, laden with hormones both natural and manufactured, filled their brains. The chemicals raced through their veins, thick as their blood. Biological need overwhelmed rational requests.

The boys all stared down at the naked girls offered up so alluringly. They supped on the scents and signs of arousal. They reveled in the driving need that seemed to radiate out of their dicks.

The girls, too, sensed the heat of their partner's sex so nearby. They became consumed by their own sudden, damning desire. Their aching need compounded by the strong, virile men they shared their stalls with.

Later, some would make excuses for their actions. A few retained their righteous anger. But most simply accepted that this had always been inevitable. No matter how they justified it afterwards, in the moment, their defenses crumbled.

And slowly, each couple succumbed.


Interstellar Impregnation Pt. 01

Everyone in this story is over the age of 18.

Chloe looked back at the naked boy standing behind her. Seeing the familiar visage of her best friend, Noah, should have been a comfort. Instead, it only made Chloe's heart break harder.

Noah saw her staring. His face a mask of sadness and remorse. He reached down and touched Chloe's bare flank, lightly stroking her naked side. He was clearly trying to be calming, caring, but all it did was remind Chloe of the situation they were both stuck in.

Chloe was very aware of the fact that she was very much naked. The position she was in made her exposure seem even worse. There was no modesty here. She couldn't cover herself up -- her hands were bound to a long metal pole horizontally in front of her. There wasn't any rope or metal bindings holding her there, but she could barely move her hands, regardless. Like they were held down by some invisible force.

Her elbows rested on a metal table that ran parallel to the bar. The rest of her body was free, not that she could move it at all. She was bent over at the waist, her bare backside sticking out. Her breasts hung helplessly under her.

It wasn't just the physical nudity that left Chloe feeling so vulnerable. Chloe thought she looked OK -- she was broad shouldered and short with a bit of weight on her tummy. Her dark brown hair was cut short, above her shoulders. She'd been told she had a pretty face enough times that she was pretty sure she believed it. Her breasts were a little larger than a handful with light brown nipples. Her butt was mostly nonexistent. She didn't hate herself, which, for a girl her age, was quite the accomplishment.

But the deeper, crueler, mental and emotional exposure was what truly tortured her. After all, Chloe wasn't just naked, propped up and presented, on her own. No, her best friend was standing in the stall with her, just as stark. And all around them were another sixty or so people -- their friends and classmates -- all forced into the same position.

Already, Chloe could here the slick sounds of sex fill the air. The lurid moans and lustful groans. She could see them, too. The couples on either side of her stall. The girl across from her, staring her right in the eyes -- Riley, a skinny, shy, blonde girl who hadn't said more than two words in the four years Chloe had known her -- mirrored in the same position as Chloe, her face already a rictus of pleasure.

Chloe saw the cute blonde and she ached. Not with regret or shame. But with desire. Not for the girl, but for that same experience. She tried to force it down, but she couldn't. The aliens had told them they'd been drugged. Chloe had a lot of suspicions about everything they had said (even their existence as aliens), but she didn't doubt that part.

Chloe was hyperaware of her own biology. As if she could count every blood cell in her veins, racing and pumping. Her pussy ached in a way she'd never experienced before. More than an itch or a slight need. More like a raging conflagration.

Again, she looked back at Noah. He was still watching her empathetically, but Chloe could tell he was slowly losing control to his lust, as well. It seemed Noah couldn't stand still. He just kept pacing back and forth like a starving tiger. And Chloe had no doubt what he was hungry for.

It was strange seeing her friend completely naked. They were so close, shared everything, but his bare body was a completely new experience. Noah was thin, but not skeletal. Lithe but not overly muscular. Again, Chloe was hit by the toxic mix of complete familiarity and utter unknown.

Chloe had been friends with Noah ever since he transferred in their freshman year. She remembered, vividly, him coming into their English class first period. He was tall and skinny, with dark hair that hung rakishly over his even darker eyes. But it was the way he smiled at the class, like he didn't have a care in the world, that she remembered most. A normal kid would have been nervous as hell on a day like that. Not Noah, though. He was excited for a new adventure.

Chloe made a point of being paired with him in Chemistry as her lab partner. She was so taken by his confidence. It turned out that Noah was a great guy. He was funny, smart, and they both liked a lot of the same things. In a way, their friendship felt foreordained. Chloe couldn't imagine it ever being any different.

But despite what her friends (and their families, and the teachers, and the majority of the mainstream media) had all insisted, Chloe had never had even the slightest romantic thought about Noah. He was handsome (Chloe could concede that). He made her laugh, and they enjoyed each other's company immensely. But in the end, they had a closeness that Chloe couldn't imagine ever sharing with a boyfriend. I know him too well, she would say. And Chloe knew that Noah felt the same way. They were best friends, but nothing more.

And now none of that mattered. They might as well have been strangers. In fact, Chloe thought, that might have made all of this so much easier.

Noah reached out and touched Chloe's side again. He said her name, like trying to wake her from a deep sleep. Chloe didn't know how long she'd been lost in her own mind. She'd been trying to shut it all out, she realized. The aching need of her own body. The driving desire of everything going on around her.

Even Noah himself. Despite the deliberate nature of his touch, Chloe could see her best friend's body trembling as he tried to hold in his own, desperate urges. He was completely naked, and Chloe had to concede he looked really good. His dick stuck outward, long and thin, and Chloe had to suppress a giggle. Not because there was anything wrong with his cock, it was quite nice, actually. But it was so strange to be seeing it. Noah's penis. How weird was that?

"Are you OK?" Noah asked her, his voice surprisingly steady.

Chloe bit off her smart response. OK? She was trussed up and presented for breeding like an animal. The fact that she was there with her best friend made it all so much worse. But, at the same time, maybe also a bit better? God, she was a mess.

She and Noah had shared everything together. When she had her first kiss, she texted him right after. When his first girlfriend dumped him, he cried on her shoulder. They knew every intricate intimacy of each other, despite never sharing the act, itself.

Chloe ran through all the horrible alternate possibilities. Paired with one of the teachers would have been gross. Matched to an ex-boyfriend would be awkward. Grouped with one of the jocks, egotistical and cruel, well that would have been awful.

But stuck in the stall with Noah was equally awkward in an opposite way. To be forced to fuck someone so close, to carry their baby... For a moment, Chloe's mind went to her friend, Liv, currently caged with her own brother, Ollie a few stalls over. OK, compared to them, Chloe and Noah had it easy.

Chloe forced herself to focus. She could barely process her own predicament, let alone everyone else's.

"I'm sorry about this," Noah said, and she could tell that he meant it.

"I'm not," Chloe said.

She heard her best friend gasp behind her. Even Chloe was surprised to hear herself say it. But she realized, in that moment, it was true. This was awkward as hell. Miserable in most ways. But if she'd been forced to choose her fate, she'd have chosen Noah anyway. At least she was going to be with someone who cared for her -- who knew her in his heart.

Their baby, and she had no doubt that was what they were about to create, would at least be formed in love. Not romantic love, no, but a kind of love that, for Chloe, often felt deeper and truer than any she'd ever experienced with one of her boyfriends.

Noah touched her bare side again and a laugh escaped her.

"This is so strange," she said, "You and me being like this. I mean, you're Noah. You farted so loud during Thor: Ragnarok that people actually shushed you in the theater.

"I know," Noah said, "You're Chloe. I once saw you laugh so hard, chocolate ice cream came out of your nose."

"But you're also Noah, the boy that held me for hours after my mom died," Chloe said.

"And you're Chloe, the girl who kicked Evan Samuels in the balls after he tried to take my

Jell-O square at lunch."

"Yeah," Chloe said, distant. She did her best to look back at Noah. His body was nearly hairless, with little brown nipples that were so small, it was like they were embarrassed to exist. His penis, rapier thin, jutted out lewdly.

"Does it hurt?" Chloe asked, clearly looking at her best friend's cock.

"I can't say it's not uncomfortable," Noah said, "You?"

"Oh, I'm great," Chloe said, "It's so relaxing to be bent over like this in a tiny metal stall, I think I'm going to set up my college dorm room this way."

They both laughed. Around them, the sounds of sex got louder. There had been reluctance at first, when the aliens had announced their intentions. But whatever doubts had existed before had clearly been destroyed. The cavernous room sounded like an orgy. Riley, the cute, quiet blonde facing Chloe, gasped and mewled. Her ice blue eyes rolled back in her head.

"I'm not going to do it," Noah said, suddenly. His voice tremulous despite the firmness of his words. "I won't do this to you. To us."

"Of course you will," Chloe said, shaking her head.

Her skin was so sensitive, even Noah's little touches sparked straight to her sex. Her nipples were so hard, they hurt. Even now, just talking with her friend, Chloe was doing her best to rub her legs and give herself some kind of stimulation.

Noah's nobility was sweet, sort of, but it was wasted. The fact that he'd held off even this long, while impressive, was more of a torture than a reward.

"It's strange to see you naked," Noah said, looking down at her.

"Jeez, that bad, huh?" Chloe said.

"You're gorgeous," Noah said, immediately. Something about the way he said it made her believe him. "Can I touch you? More, I mean."

Chloe bit back another sharp response. Snark wasn't going to save them any more than softness would. And it would be easier for both of them if she could be kind.

Chloe did her best to look back at Noah and nod her head. He smiled at her, a wide grin, and put his hand on her butt. A tentative touch. Chloe's body reacted like nothing she'd ever felt before. Her whole being perked up. Just that hand on her backside and she was already fighting not to beg for more. The rush of adrenaline almost made her ill.

"This is nice," Noah said.

"What, my ass?" Chloe asked. She wasn't doing too well with her new 'no snark' policy, she realized.

"No," Noah said, "Us. Like this. I mean, what you said before? You were right. If I had to be forced into this, I'm glad it was with you."

"Not with Katie?" Chloe asked, bringing up one of Noah's ex-girlfriends.

"Oh, fuck no," Noah said, "She'd have bitten my dick off just for touching her."

"Well, there's time, yet," Chloe said, and she made a show of snapping her jaw.

"I mean it Clo," Noah said, the sweetness of his words belied by the way he was fondling her backside. She could feel his fingers inching towards her pussy and it was all she could do not to cry out and demand he touch her there. "In a weird way, I'm glad it's you. Us."

Noah took his hand away and Chloe groaned in frustration. Her best friend started touching other places. Her arms. Her shoulders. Like he was tracing her into his memory with his fingers. As he reached over, his cock brushed her thigh, and Chloe nearly had a seizure.

"Sorry," he said. Still so kind.

"It's OK," Chloe said.

"Your body is amazing," Noah said, "I guess I never saw you this way before. Or thought to look, anyway. I can't believe I almost missed out on this. On you. I just wish it wasn't like this."

Chloe's head perked up. That sounded like more than the duty of friendship right there. As if Noah was admitting to something else.

"Liv and Mia will have a field day with this," Chloe said, naming her two female friends. "They were always going on about our 'secret love.'"

"Oh yeah, and don't tell Daphne," Noah said, "That's the whole reason she dumped me, you know? She was convinced that you and I were going on behind her back."

"Oh my God, why didn't you tell me?"

"I didn't want you to feel bad," Noah said, "Besides, that was her problem, not mine."

Noah grew bolder. He reached down and cupped her breast. It was tentative but nice.

"Noah?" Chloe asked.

"Yes, Chloe?" Noah asked, the call and response so easy.

Would they still be friends after this? Or were they lovers? Parents? (Chloe's stomach twisted when that last word slipped into her mind). She didn't know.

But if Noah didn't stop dicking around and get to dicking her soon, she was going to fucking kill him like a goddammed praying mantis post-mating.

"Sorry," Noah said, snapping his hand back,

Whoops, didn't mean to say that out loud.

"You're right. Yes. We should, um, start. Sorry," Noah said.

"How are you...? I mean. Is this not affecting you?" Chloe asked, trying to get her voice under control. She was panting now. Her body flexing and cinching, like trying to make her cum on its own.

"Oh no, this is driving me crazy," Noah said. "But I won't hurt you, Chloe. I swear it."

"You want to know what's really hurting me right now?" Chloe said. Her patience, finally, was at an end. "Is that you won't fucking fuck me with that hard fucking cock!"

The words now spewing out of her, Chloe felt like someone suffering from sexual Tourette's. The need took control of her basic motor functions. Ego and Superego already long gone. Down to the last shreds of Id.

Noah startled, but he took her words to heart. The kind boy traced her butt again, then slowly slipped his fingers lower. Till they gently parted her vaginal lips.

"I'm touching Chloe's pussy," he said, absently. Like he couldn't process it.

Chloe could no longer respond. Almost as soon as Noah's digits found her sex, her body overwhelmed her. She grunted, far louder and longer than she'd have liked.

Noah was still being gentle. Gradually exploring her pussy. It wasn't nearly enough.

"Not. Fingers," Chloe spat out, "Cock. Put it in me".

"Are you sure, I don't want to..."

"Stick your dick in my hole," Chloe said.

Both of them laughed despite themselves.

"Yes, OK," Noah said, "Got to warn you, don't think I'm going to last that long."

"Me neither," Chloe said.

She felt him fiddling behind her. Grabbing his dick. His crown, hard and hot, nudged into her opening.

Chloe had had sex before. With a couple of her boyfriends and once, stupidly, with a distant cousin when she'd had a little too much to drink at the lake house upstate. She didn't think she was a slut, but she certainly felt like she was a veteran of the coital conflicts. She'd been here. Done this.

So, when Noah's cock slipped into her, she was shocked to discover it felt like nothing she'd ever experienced. The heat of his dick, the size of it as it slotted in; the pleasure raced up her pussy and blew right past her.

"OhhhhhhhhHO!" Chloe cried out. She wasn't even aware that she'd made that noise. Her head felt heavy with pleasure. Like it was overfull of ecstasy.

"Oh, Chloe," Noah said, his voice trembling in time with his body. "You feel so good."

His dick was in her to the hilt. Her pussy squeezed down on him with all its strength. She felt her juices dripping down her thighs. She didn't care. She'd never felt anything like this. Either everything she'd done before wasn't actually sex, or she and Noah had just discovered a new act entirely.

"I want to... do good for you," Noah said, his voice strained, "Don't think I can... hold on."

Chloe tried to grab hold of herself. Her body was still shivering from her friend's penetration. Already, she could feel the edge of an orgasm racing towards her. She had sense for one last monologue and so she made it a good one.

"Noah, your friendship means the world to me," Chloe said, her head lolling down. Brown hair stuck sweaty to her face. "And if I had to live through this moment, I would only ever choose you. I never saw you this way before and I don't know that I ever will, but that's OK. Who knows what this means for us? Just know that I feel your love so deeply and truly in this moment.

"But if you don't fuck me, hard, right this second, I will break off your dick and stab you in the chest with it!"

Noah's eyes went wide. Finally, he gave into what his body had been begging him for. He slammed into Chloe with abandon.

"Oh YES!" Chloe screamed, now too engaged to care who heard. Fuck them. What did it matter? Hers was only one voice in a chorus of cries and cums.

Noah, still too caring for his own good, reached around her thigh and found her clitoris. He began rubbing back and forth.

"Faster," Chloe gasped, "Harder."

"Your pussy? Your clit?"

"All of it."

Noah rubbed her little nub like he was trying to grind it down to nothing. Slammed his hips into her with loud slaps. Despite Chloe's feelings of closeness, they were not making love. Noah was screwing the life out of her. And it was stupendous.

"Getting close," Noah warned. His movements slowed.

"Don't you dare stop," Chloe said. Shocked by her own words.

"Chloe, are you... I mean. Is it OK?"

It was as if Noah had gotten so lost in the act of sex with his friend that he forgot where they were. What they were truly doing. Chloe was on birth control. Had been in any case. She had no doubt the aliens had told them the truth about taking it away. They'd been honest about everything else.

Yet Chloe didn't care that she was almost certainly unprotected. The bliss of being slammed by her best friend was already too much. And she knew, now, that if he came inside her, it would take her right over the top. To some glorious orgasm beyond what she'd ever been able to accomplish before.

"Do it," Chloe said, "Cum. Cum in me!"

Noah drew back like he was going to start pounding her again, but he faltered. He pushed forward as far as he could. And unloaded into Chloe's cunt. She felt the warm splash of his seed on her cervix.

For a moment, there was nothing. Then suddenly there was EVERYTHING.

Chloe's world washed away in a split second. Reality cracked. The breath went out of her body. Her heart stopped. Her brain overloaded and all she could see, feel, was her best friend, emptying his soul into her.

Finally, Chloe was able to regain consciousness. She opened her eyes and saw the shy girl, Riley, staring right at her with something like awe. Chloe felt like she should feel ashamed, but she was too far gone to care.

KA-CHUNK!

Chloe's hands dropped free of the bar. Like her strings had been cut, she toppled down to the cold metal floor. Noah tumbled on top of her. Without a pause, her best friend wrapped his arms around her and held her close.

"I've got you," he said.

"You'd better," Chloe said.

Noah leaned his head up and kissed her hard, on the lips. Chloe flinched, then let his passion wash over her. Everything seemed to fit so neatly in place.

The two of them embraced each other on the ground. The warmth of Noah's body. The soft wetness of his kisses. Idly, Chloe felt his lukewarm spend drip onto her leg. The sounds of all those other copulating couples reverberated around them.

Noah reached back and waved his hand through the entrance to their paddock.

"I think we can leave," he said.

"Do you want to?" Chloe asked.

"Not really, no," Noah said. They started kissing again.

"Noah?" Chloe said, surprised by the neediness in her voice, "I'm thinking. If the goal is to get me pregnant, one time may not be enough."



"You're right," Noah said, "As your friend, I feel like I'd be doing you a disservice if we didn't give this our best shot."

Chloe looked down and saw her lover's cock rising strong. The two friends wrapped around each other as close as they could get.


Interstellar Impregnation Pt. 02

Everyone in this story is over the age of 18.

Evan looked down at the tall, slim teacher bent prone before him and smiled. Finally, something good had come out of this whole stupid situation.

Since Evan woke up on the cold metal floor a few days before, he'd felt one thing: rage. The way they'd dumped him on the ground like trash. The shitty food they provided. That ridiculous story about aliens. All of it only riled him up more.

So, when Evan had found himself standing naked in a stall like some dumb sheep, he was ready to explode. Then he saw who he'd been paired with. And suddenly, for the first time since he'd woken up, the anger flooded out of him. It was replaced by a very different, far more intriguing, emotion.

Ms. Collins, fuck yeah!

Sure, she was a stuck-up bitch. But she was hot as hell. Evan had wanted her since the first time he saw her at school. It was like she'd stepped right out of his fantasies.

Ms. Collins was long and lithe, her light brown hair always up in a perfect bun. She dressed like she was working at a Fortune 500 company instead of some dumb, small town high school. Even the way she walked down the hall, her tiny butt swishing back and forth; what a fucking tease.

Now, naked, Ms. Collins looked even better than what Evan had imagined. Her cute little butt. Her apple-sized tits with tiny pink nipples. That toned, flat tummy. The curve of her calves. Even the little tuft of brown hair on her pussy. She was perfect.

And her face? Fucking hell. Ms. Collins was pretty, yeah, in that upper class, uppity way that made Evan itchy. The way she looked back at him now -- her bright green eyes so wide and wet. Biting her cute, coral lip. Ms. Collins was the perfect mix of turned on and terrified. Oh, FUCK yes.

But that wasn't what put Evan over the top. Oh no. Other women could be that cute. Some might even have a body as banging as hers. But none of them was Ms. Collins -- the teacher who thought she was better than everyone. The way she would talk down to him. Always getting him in trouble because he wouldn't play her games.

This is what you get for following the rules, bitch, Evan thought with a hungry grin, bent over and bared, ready to be fucked.

Evan still thought this whole setup was a stupid trick. A prank or something. Maybe he didn't get good grades or whatever, but Evan's knew that every so-called 'smart' person he'd ever met was also really fucking stupid. They didn't get the basic shit -- not like Evan did. And he knew, knew, that this whole setup was some serious bullshit.

There was no way they were on a spaceship with aliens. You'd have to be an idiot to believe that. But he didn't have to believe it in order to enjoy it. And that's exactly what he was going to do. Because this was simply too awesome to turn down.

"Evan, perhaps we should discuss this," Ms. Collins said, trying to stay all proper while she was bent over a table, buck nude, with her ass in the air. Her voice quavered, slightly. She was clearly trying to keep in control.

As if Evan wasn't already savoring the scent of her clean, captivating cunt as it wafted over him. Like he couldn't see the shiny juices on her inner thighs. As if he would ignore the way she rolled her hips back and forth, like trying to hump the air behind her. His teacher was dying for a dick -- acting otherwise was wasting his time.

"I don't see what talking's going to do right now," Evan said, stroking his cock idly. It stuck out as hard as he'd ever felt it. Almost angry, he thought with a chuckle. "You heard what those assholes said."

The rest of the room had already clearly figured it out. Looking over the tables, around the barriers, Evan could see a surprising amount of action. He saw Jason, his buddy and the one Black guy in school, giving it to some pale blonde chick. The dark of his skin looked like midnight compared to her coloring.

Evan also noticed Owen, the pretty-boy quarterback with the scholarship and the Mercedes his dad bought for his birthday, fucking some little-titted girl who was definitely not his sweetheart. Aw, so sad, stupid prince. He even saw the other teacher, Mr. Everett, railing that big-boobed slut Sierra. Ha, that should give Ms. Collins some inspiration!

Even better than what Evan could see, though, was what he could hear: the sounds and screams of raw sex. Those girls were getting fucked good. For a moment, Evan felt a bit jealous. There was some serious fucking pussy in that room, and he wanted to pound all of it. Then he looked back down at the woman he'd been gifted and remembered that he had the best of all of them. Let the others plow their little high school girls, Evan had a fucking woman with him.

Evan sidled behind Ms. Collins, slowly stretching himself out. Like getting ready for the big game. Evan loved the way his body felt. Every muscle exactly attuned to his will. He wasn't the biggest dude in the room -- not by body or by cock size -- but none of the girls he'd been with before had ever had any cause to complain. Evan knew he had one thing over every single person in this room. Maybe every other person on the planet: focus. Stamina. And the will to do whatever the fuck he wanted.

Everyone was always telling Evan that his anger would be his undoing. What a bunch of fucking liars. Evan's rage was the engine in his belly -- the roiling thing that drove him to success. It was a weapon, a shield. It gave him so much power, no wonder so many people wanted to take it away from him. People like Ms. Collins.

Evan ran his eyes up her body, studying his prize in detail. Her ass was fucking fantastic. Two rounded, perky cheeks and a tight, taut butthole. And below that, her pussy. The lips fat with blood and pulled back, revealing soft pink wetness. Ms. Collins's clit stuck out in a way Evan had never seen before. It looked like a little cherry pit, and he knew, instinctually, that Ms. Collins was mortified by it.

Evan could have spent hours exploring Ms. Collins like that, but his own driving need was undeniable. And there were other ways, much more pleasurable, to continue searching her depths. Evan took his cock and slowly lined it up with the brunette woman's dripping puss. Oh yeah, this was going to be so sweet.

"Evan!" Ms. Collins shouted his name like it meant stop. She took a deep breath. What little was left of the proper woman was peeling away to reveal this raw, rambling mess. "I know we haven't always gotten along. I hope you know I only ever wanted the best for you."

Evan kept his cock notched in Ms. Collins' slot. The crown caressed by her nether lips. Despite the seriousness of her words, the prim teacher's body was reacting very differently. She kept arching her back, like trying to draw his dick into her. She was panting, too, her little titties jiggling with each ramping breath.

"We can't do this," Ms. Collins said, "You have to stop it. Please, Evan."

Evan started to snap back but stopped. Ms. Collins seemed to be trying to raise her right hand off the bar. Whatever invisible force was holding it there wasn't letting her lift it, but she tried. Finally, Evan caught the glint of what was on her finger.

"I'm married, Evan," Ms. Collins said, "Don't you see? Even if it was OK for me to be with a student -- and it's very much not -- we can't do this. Please don't make me break my vows like this. My husband..."

Is probably dead, Evan thought. Of course, if that were true, it meant he believed what the 'aliens' had told them about the Earth blowing up. He wasn't sure about that. The reality was, Ms. Collins' husband wasn't there, in the stall, naked with his wife and hopped up on hormones. So, it didn't fucking matter what reality was.

"I don't know what you want me to do," Evan said.

"Control yourself," Ms. Collins said, "Please." That last word was a whisper.

"I don't think I can," Evan said. His face broke into a wolfish grin. "And I know I don't want to."

Again, Evan lined his dick up to plunder his teacher's pussy. Finally, he was going to...

"Evan, no!" Ms. Collins said, her voice impossibly stern. "For once in your life, can you please show some self-control?"

"Are you fucking serious?" Evan shouted, "Self-control? Please, like you don't have the same shit flowing through your veins right now. Making your body all crazy. You think I don't see you humping the air right now? But, no, it's all my fault, right? Just like everything else."

Ms. Collins let out a long, frustrated sigh. Evan knew that sound all too well. He'd heard it so many times in the past year. Well, for the first time, he had an answer for it.

The muscular boy lined himself up with his teacher's oh-so-precious pussy. He could see her most vulnerable place practically quivering with need. The stench of desire radiating out of her. And she said he was the problem? Her body told him everything he needed to know.

Evan practically cackled as he, finally, rammed his cock right into his teacher's wanting pussy. She was tight, her muscles tensed. But it didn't matter. Ms. Collins cute little cunt slurped up Evan's dick like it was sucking a shake through a straw.

Shlllllluuuup. And Evan was buried to the hilt inside the gorgeous woman's gash.

"Oh!" Ms. Collins gasped in surprise. Her eyes so wide, Evan thought they might pop. Then her head drooped, and he swore he heard a little sob.

Evan drew back and pushed forward. Her pussy gripped him tight, like it couldn't bear the thought of losing his dick for even an instant. He'd never felt anything like it. As if on autopilot, Ms. Collins backside moved and undulated with Evan's thrusts. Yes! This is what it was like to fuck a woman instead of some dumb girl.

"Yeah, that's it, Ms. Collins," Evan said, getting into it, "Take that dick."

"You know. This doesn't exactly. Feel good for me," Ms. Collins said, her head still buried.

"Feels pretty fucking awesome to me," Evan said. He gave Ms. Collins' ass a sharp slap. She gasped again -- that cute little 'oh!' -- and her rump turned a lovely pink. "Why should I care how it is for you?"

"If you took. Two seconds. To think about someone. Other than yourself. You'd know that this is way better. When both people enjoy it," Ms. Collins said, slipping words in between gasps. "You're not supposed. To slam into me. Like I'm an inanimate object."

"Whatever," Evan said, "You didn't want it in the first place. It's not like you're magically going to be all excited now."

"So, I'm supposed to enjoy. Being forced. To cheat on my husband. With my own student? Let him get me pregnant?" She said that last word like it pained her.

Despite the ardor of their argument, the two of them continued to rut against each other in the stall. If anything, the heat of their words seemed to only increase the pace of their fucking.

"You're the one who said she wanted to enjoy it," Evan snapped back.

"I want it. To not hurt. So much," Ms. Collins said.

"Oh, come on," Evan said with a sneer, "You can't pretend you're not having fun. I see how your ass is corkscrewing on my cock."

"My body is. Beyond me right now," Ms. Collins said, "But you're at an angle. That's not comfortable for me. Like your penis is trying to stab through my cervix. Is it really so bad? To have to be with me? You have to hurt me, too?"

"It's not bad," Evan said, pausing mid-plunge. "Is that what you think? That I hate you?"

"Well, you definitely don't like me," Ms. Collins said, finally catching her breath. For a skinny chick, she seemed way out of shape.

"You keep messing with my stuff, getting me in trouble," Evan said.

"You don't listen!"

"Why should I when everything you say is stupid?" Evan asked. The two of them must have looked quite funny, Evan thought, bickering in the stall like this. His dick hanging halfway out of Ms. Collins' cunt. Frozen in mid-fuck.

"I'm trying to help you," Ms. Collins said, "Ugh, this is just like back in class. All I'm asking you to do is stop and think for a minute."

"Are you saying I'm dumb?" Evan asked. He grabbed his teacher's hips, hard, and started slamming into her.

"Oof. Ow. No. Fuck. I know. You're not. Dumb," Ms. Collins said, "That's what makes this so -- ah! -- frustrating. Please at least. Slow down."

"Like you said, bitch, I don't fucking listen," Evan said. He slapped her ass for good measure, her skin blooming in the shape of his hand.

No matter what she might say, Ms. Collins' body was more than happy to take his pounding. Her pussy felt so sloppy wet, it was like jamming himself in a jar of Vaseline. She felt so good, Evan could already feel the pleasure beginning to tingle at the base of his balls.

Evan was torn. On the one hand, he couldn't wait to cum in Ms. Collins' hungry cunt. He could tell he had a big one building. On the other though, he wanted to savor this situation. Make it last for as long as he could. The pressure was building. He felt his cock swell.

Quickly, he pulled out, making a loud, lewd squelching sound. He grabbed the base of his dick to make sure he didn't go over the top. His body strained, almost painful, but he held it back. His balls throbbed and ached. Evan wasn't going to last much longer. All the more reason to take his time with his sexy teacher.

Ms. Collins groaned as Evan exited her sex, a sultry mix of relief and frustration. Her body went limp.

"Don't worry, hotness," Evan said, feeling the curve of her rump. "Just want to give you a little break."

Ms. Collins' head lolled. She was wheezing. Her hair was completely loose. It hung down way longer than Evan had imagined. God, how could Ms. Collins get even hotter?

"Please can we get this over with?" Ms. Collins asked. She looked back at him, pleading. Evan saw her eyes were wet, like she was about to cry.

"Make up your mind," Evan said, "You want me to slow down. You want me to finish it fast."

"You are so. Fucking. Frustrating!" Ms. Collins said. Evan startled. He'd never heard his teacher curse before. He wasn't even sure she knew the words. She was always so reserved. Hearing Ms. Collins cuss was like seeing a mountain crack and crumble. Awe-inspiring and awful to watch something that seemed so permanent collapse.

Ms. Collins glared back at Evan. For a moment, he felt himself shy, like a little boy. But then the anger rose back up in him.

"I'm frustrating?" Evan said, "I didn't put us in this place. I didn't strip you down. Make us do this. You've been nothing but a stuck-up cunt to me since day one. Like I'm some dumb hick who doesn't understand shit cause I didn't go to Boston University."

"College," Ms. Collins said, "I went to Boston College."

"See?" Evan said, "You're so busy being a damn know-it-all that you don't use your brain."

"Oh my God," Ms. Collins said, clearly losing control. The anger, the shame, the terror of what was happening all finally toppled her. "I can't believe I have to make a baby with someone so pig-headed and vulgar. How can this make the universe better, putting another dumb, dickhead Evan in the world?"

Evan felt the rage rise up in him again. Some part of him knew she didn't mean those words. That this awful situation was breaking his teacher. It didn't change how her words burned up his blood.

Evan growled, feral. Who was this fucking bitch to act like she was better than him? He looked down at her perfect bottom, stuck-up of course. And suddenly, he had a thought. After all, she said she didn't want his baby.

"I'll solve that for you Ms. Collins," Evan said, the sneer filling his face. He dragged his thumb down the small of her back, over her tailbone, through her crack, right to her little...

"Um, Evan?" Ms. Collins asked, her voice thin, "What are you...? OH!"

Evan pressed his thumb into Ms. Collins asshole. It slowly, inevitably, stretched around his fat digit.

"Evan, no!" Ms. Collins cried out. "Oh, please. Oh God. Don't do that, Evan, it really hurts. I don't like it."

Evan drove his thumb in further, till her sphincter surrendered itself to him. He got it all the way into the knuckle.

"You said you didn't want my baby," Evan said, "So here's a perfectly good solution."

Ms. Collins was gasping like she was having a heart attack. Her butt desperately tried to escape Evan's invading finger. She had nowhere to go, like a cornered rabbit.

"No Evan," she said, "That's not. It won't. Not even my husband."

"Oh really?" Evan said, "That's just gonna make this even sweeter."

He drew his thumb out with a squelching pop. Holy fuck her ass was tight. Even if she hadn't said it, he had no doubt that nothing had ever been in Ms. Collins rear end. At least, until now.

Evan dipped his cock into Ms. Collins' pussy to gather up her juices. Then he lifted his dick up to her asshole. Already, the little star was looking wider than before. Evan lined the crown of his cock up with Ms. Collins' ass.

"Nooooo," Ms. Collins cried out, but it was too late.

Evan thrust forward. At first, there was no give. He felt his cock bend like he was trying to fuck a flat wall. Then the strength of his pressure combined with the slickness of Ms. Collins' pussy, and he slipped forward into her tight, rear ring.

Ms. Collins let out a low, long groan. Like nothing Evan had ever heard before. A sound he couldn't have imagined another human making. Animal and raw. Desperate and defeated.

"OK, Evan," Ms. Collins said, looking back at him. "You're right. I'm sorry. Just please. Please pull it out of me."

Evan smirked and pushed his dick further. Past the muscle of her sphincter, his thick cock slid easily into Ms. Collins ass. Her jaw dropped wide. Eyes rolled back.

"You like that dick, Ms. Collins?" Evan asked.

A drawn out, high-pitched squeak escaped Ms. Collins' lips. But nothing more.

Evan smiled to himself. Heh. Who knew that the key to shutting Ms. Collins' big dumb mouth was to fill her tight little ass? The fact that it felt incredible was almost a bonus. And he'd thought her pussy gripped him good. Fucking hell.

"Aaaaoow. Oof. Ah," Ms. Collins kept grunting with every thrust. "Please. Evan. Please stop."

"Why the fuck should I?" Evan asked. He rolled his dick back and forth. He'd thought shoving it up her ass would just be to hurt her, but now it felt too good to stop. He looked down at how her asshole stretched obscenely around his dick. He was going to nut in her butt. If that broke Ms. Collins, so much the better. Served her right for being so stuck up and stupid.

Ms. Collins body suddenly went stiff. Her pupils shrank down to nothing.

"Oh. Oh no," Ms. Collins said, the words barely audible. "You've got to be fucking kidding me, I--AH! No. Please..."

Her whole body tensed. Her fingers gripped the bar in front of her. Ms. Collins made a high-pitched keening noise as her body betrayed her. Evan was so shocked, he stopped moving.

Finally, Ms. Collins went limp. Panting.

"Maybe you don't hate this as much as you're letting on," Evan said.

"Oh, you're cruel," Ms. Collins said.

"Cruel?!" Evan started to pump his hot teacher again. "You just came on my cock! And you're the one who said I was stupid. Who doesn't want my baby. Fuck you. Fuck everyone. My whole life people treat me like shit. Teachers acting like it's my problem that I can't spend a second in my house without my old man taking a swing at me. Yes, I'm cruel. You fucking made me that way you skinny, selfish slut."

Silence. Yeah, she didn't have an answer for that one. The stall filled with the slaps of Evan's hips. The rude noises coming from Ms. Collins's ass. Even her grunts of pain got quieter.

"Evan, honey, you have to stop," Ms. Collins said. Her voice abruptly shifted. The shrillness of it, that Evan thought was just part of how she talked, melted away. She sounded almost matronly. Not that Evan truly knew what that would sound like.



His Mom had left him and his dad when he was three. Evan didn't have a single memory of her. When he asked his dad about it, the old man had said simply, 'bitch thought she was better'n me' and took another swig. His fists hit extra sharp that afternoon.

Evan spent his nights praying to his mom to come back and save him. She never did. He knew why. He was no good. He was trash and she knew it. Evan tried to be good enough for his mom. But he never could. And one day he let it go. He was what he was, and nothing was going to change that.

But he knew, in his heart, what a mom should sound like. And, weirdly, that was how Ms. Collins' voice sounded in that moment.

"Evan, honey, you have to stop," she said.

"Fuck you," Evan spat back, "I don't have to do shit."

"No, I know honey," Ms. Collins said, "You're right. You can keep fucking my ass if you want. I know I deserve it."

Evan slowed, despite himself.

"No, it's OK," Ms. Collins continued, "Keep going. You'll cum in my ass and then we can do it again, if you like. Whatever you want. I'm just. I'm sorry. I've been awful to you, I know. If this is my punishment, I'm happy to take it. But, honey, we both know this isn't working. We can fix it. I know we can. But only if we do it together."

Evan's dick dropped out of her butt. He stood behind her, hands on her hips. Stared down. All he'd wanted was to be with this perfect woman. What had he done?

"Oh, sweetie, it's OK," Ms. Collins said. She looked back at him, twisting her body in a way that had to be painful. Fuck she was so beautiful. "What can I do to make this right?"

"You said I was stupid," Evan said, "That you didn't want babies with me 'cause I was too dumb."

"I'm the stupid one," Ms. Collins said, "I shouldn't have said those things. I was freaking out because of everything. But it was wrong and there's no excuse. You're so strong and handsome. I'd be lucky to have your baby."

Evan reached for the anger again, but it slipped through his fingers. He felt his eyes try to well and it hurt to hold them back. The sounds of sex filled his ears. He was having a heart-to-heart in the middle of a full-on orgy. The weirdness of it only made it worse.

"You're going through a lot, too," Ms. Collins said, "I wasn't thinking about that part but that's just me being a dumb bitch."

"You're not dumb," Evan said reflexively.

"I know your body is doing the same crazy stuff that mine is," Ms. Collins said, "Making you want things. Need them. I'm sure it's hard to have to be with an old lady like me instead of one of those, young hot girls."

"You're not old," Evan said, "I think you're beautiful. I always did."

"Oh," Ms. Collins said. He watched her eyes as the reality dawned on her. It was cute, seeing her brain process in real time. "That's very sweet of you, Evan. It means a lot to me. I promise we'll always be special to each other."

"Especially after this," Evan said, gesturing to, well, everything.

"Yes, especially," Ms. Collins said, chuckling. He'd never heard her laugh before, Evan realized. It was musical and perfect.

Evan reached down to grab his dick. It was aching. Yearning.

"The urges are bad," Ms. Collins said, looking at his hand, "I can't stop myself either. If I could reach back, I'd be rubbing myself like crazy."

"I'm sorry," Evan said.

"Oh, honey, why?" Ms. Collins said, "I know you can't control it. If anything, I'm super proud of you that you've done so well to hold back. But we both, uhn, need this. So, let's stop pretending like we don't."

"I'll jerk off," Evan said. He didn't even know why he said it, but in the moment it felt right.

"Please don't do that, sweetie," Ms. Collins said, "I need to get off too, you know?"

"I'll rub you, too," Evan said.

"No, it's OK," Ms. Collins said, "I think we both know that it's putting off the inevitable."

"Inev..."

"It's going to happen no matter how much we try to fight it," Ms. Collins explained, patiently, "So we might as well just do it."

Evan gripped his dick, aiming at his teacher. She looked so hot. "I'm sorry," he said, "About all this. About your husband."

Ms. Collins flinched when he said that last word, but then she visibly steeled herself.

"You know I used to watch you in school, Evan," Ms. Collins said, "Seeing the way you'd strut through the halls. How kids would cower when you glanced their way."

Evan looked away. His cheeks went hot.

"It used to turn me on so much," Ms. Collins said.

Evan' head popped up. He grinned down at his teacher, cocky. He couldn't help himself. "Really?"

"Oh, yeah," Ms. Collins said, her green eyes going all dreamy. I'd go home and rub off, thinking about it."

"So, it's OK if I...?"

"I want it," Ms. Collins said, "Put it in me. And then we'll do it again. OK, sweetie? As many times as you want."

Evan stared down at the sexy teacher. He thought about the first time he'd seen her. Her beauty was shocking -- he felt it stabbing in his chest. So gorgeous it hurt. She talked about being in that stall as some kind of punishment. But for Evan, it was like a dream come true.

He thought she was probably playing him. Her words sounded real, but usually that only meant he was being stupid. Trusting. He'd learned long ago that trust was another word for fool.

But something about what Ms. Collins said, the way she spoke, it made Evan believe her. Or maybe he just wanted to believe so bad he was willing to be tricked. It didn't matter. Let her beguile him. It wouldn't change a thing.

"I think I want to put it in your pussy now, Ms. Collins," Evan said.

"I'd like that."

Evan slid his dick into Ms. Collins' perfect, pink sheath. He went in slowly, savoring every inch of her cunt. The way it slipped and gripped around his cock. The both of them groaned together.

"Fuck, that's nice," Ms. Collins said.

"Am I bigger than your husband?" Evan asked. He couldn't help himself.

For a moment, Ms. Collins paused. "Yes," she said, like confessing to a crime. "Much."

"Cool," Evan said, "I'll go slow. So, you can get used to it."

"Please," Ms. Collins said. Then she startled him. "Please don't. What you're feeling? That driving desire? I have it, too. I need you to fuck me, Evan. Fuck your teacher. Hard. Teach her a lesson." She smiled, playfully, as she said that last part.

"I don't want to hurt you," Evan said, "Like you said. We need to do this together."

"It was the angle before, I think," Ms. Collins said. She shifted her body as best she could, raising her hips. "Help hold me up. Yes, that's it. OK."

Evan kept his hands on her hips, holding her in place. He didn't thrust. He just stayed there, appreciating the connection between them. He was inside Ms. Collins. Sharing in her body. He felt weirdly honored.

He rubbed Ms. Collins' thighs and back, testing the smooth warmth of her skin. She shuddered under his attention.

"That's very nice, sweetie," Ms. Collins said.

"You want me to rub your clit?" Evan asked.

"That's OK, you don't have to," Ms. Collins said, "I know it's, um, weird. Down there."

Evan cocked his eyebrow. "I think your pussy's really awesome."

Ms. Collins giggled, self-conscious, "Thank you, baby. That's sweet. I know my clit is... Well, it's not normal looking."

"It's nice," Evan said, meaning it. He reached down and felt her clitoris press against him, like touching another finger. "I like it."

Ms. Collins shook as he touched her button, like she'd been hooked into a wall socket. "Really?" she asked, her voice straining. "My husband says it's gross."

"Your husband is an idiot," Evan said. He began rubbing her clit faster. It was super sexy, the thickness of it. If this was weird, he never wanted to touch a normal clit again.

Ms. Collins didn't respond. She hung her head. Jaw open. Tongue lolling.

"Oh. Oh. OH!" the proper teacher stiffened. Her head popped up, like she was about to howl at the moon. Her whole body gave a long shiver, from her head to her toes. Then she dropped down, like a damp towel.

"Did you just...?"

Ms. Collins strained to turn her head back and look. Her cheeks were flushed. Her eyes hooded. "Yes," she said, sounding ashamed.

"It was super hot," Evan said.

Ms. Collins' blush deepened. "Evan, honey, I'm sorry to have to say this. Please don't think less of me, sweetie. I know I'm supposed to be your teacher but... I need it. Need you. To pump me."

"Oh!" Evan said. His face broke into a grin. "Oh yes."

Evan drew back. He felt his teacher's pussy grip his dick deliciously. Then he slid forward. The two of them formed a rhythm. Rocking back and forth.

Evan couldn't believe it. He'd thought sex was just sex and it didn't matter how he did it. But Ms. Collins had been right. It actually did feel way better when they did it together.

"See?" Ms. Collins said, looking back at him with that triumphant, know-it-all smile. "I told you."

"Don't be a bitch," Evan said, slapping her ass. But to his surprise, his teacher didn't cower or get angry when he spanked her. Instead, her eyes rolled back like another cum was coursing through her.

"Again," Ms. Collins said.

Evan slapped his teacher's ass. He thrust into her pussy. Going faster. Punishing her. She seemed to love every bit of it. Evan realized that, with her brown hair loose, he could reach it while still fucking her. He grabbed her tresses, yanking back, and Ms. Collins straight out screamed.

"Oh, FUCK!" she cried out, then went silent. She didn't tremble like before; she straight out shook. Like enduring an earthquake. She cried out his name. Like announcing to the world that her student had blown out her brain.

Finally, the orgasm let go of her. She tried to fall forward. "Oh, fuck. Fuck. Evan. Slow, baby. Oh. Sensitive. Just give me a sec."

Evan knew he should listen. But he felt his own cum building in his balls. He couldn't stop now. His aching need wouldn't let him. He kept fucking Ms. Collins. Faster. Harder. Hips slapping. Her words devolved into little gasps.

"Uhn. Oh. Oh. Hm. Oh... OH! Ohhhhhhhhh."

Evan heard himself grunting too. "Oh, fuck that's good. You like that, Ms. Collins?"

"Oh yes," Ms. Collins said, "Cumming. Cumming so hard. On my student's cock."

"Am I better than your husband?" Evan asked, cruelly, "Am I the best you've ever had?"

Ms. Collins didn't even pause this time. "Yes. Oh God, yes."

"Whose pussy is this?"

"Yours," Ms. Collins said. Sobbed. "I'm yours. All yours."

"Getting close," Evan said, "Gonna fill you up. Take your womb. Make it mine."

"Yes! Give me your baby. Please Evan. Fill me UP!"

Evan's body did the rest. He flung himself forward, as far as he could go. The head of his cock hit something. Nestled there. His cum rocketed up his shaft. The pleasure overwhelmed him.

Distant, he heard a long, loud feminine scream. A crying wail. His fingers tight on soft flesh. His knees stiff. The whole world seemed to shift out of focus. Colors. Scents. Sounds. All of it like someone had ripped reality out from under him, recombined it, then plopped it back all broken.

Evan heard a roar in his ears and wondered if he was shouting. Or if it was just his blood rushing. His chest pounded.

A thick, endless stream of his semen shot out into his teacher's womb. It felt like no cum he'd ever produced. Then a second pump. Longer and stronger. A third. For a moment, some distant part of Evan's brain wished he'd pulled out so he could see it all. It seemed like so much, he felt like he'd have covered Ms. Collins plus about five other stalls.

"FUCK!" he cried out. The word shooting out of him like his fertile sperm. Rocketed into the universe. Filling every empty space it could find.

KACHUNK!!

Evan heard the sound like it was in another room. Some part of him realized he was tipping forward, but it wasn't something he was really conscious of, still lost in his orgasmic haze.

When consciousness did float back, Evan found himself lying on the ground. Hanging onto his teacher like flotsam in a flood.

"Evan, honey, you're a little heavy," Ms. Collins said.

"Sorry," he said. He rolled off her and stretched out on the cold metal floor. Some part of him keened as he let go of her. Like releasing something important. "You OK?"

"Oh yes," Ms. Collins said, dreamily.

Evan looked at her, prone on the ground. She was still gasping. Her body slick with sweat. A huge glob of his semen dripped out of her pussy and ran down her leg. Her chest heaved. Her little breasts, nipples so stiff they looked like they could scratch, wobbled lovely. Evan realized, in all that, he hadn't even had the chance to touch her boobs. He quickly fixed that problem.

"Careful," Ms. Collins said, regaining some of her former sharpness, "Sensitive."

"Your tits are awesome," Evan said.

He saw Ms. Collins was looking somewhere else. He followed her eyes to his crotch. Impossibly, he was still hard as a rock.

"Guess we're not done yet," he said. He reached over his teacher and gave her butt a firm slap

"Oh!" Ms. Collins said. She gave him a warm smile. "Now that we're free, maybe I could ride you this time? I've heard it helps with conception."

"There's time to try lots of stuff, I guess," Evan said.

"Well then, come and kiss me," Ms. Collins said, using her best teacher voice.

Evan bent down to press his lips to hers. She tasted like sweat and strawberries. As they kissed, the sexy teacher reached down and greedily grabbed Evan's cock, steering him towards her gaping pussy.

"Now Evan, you know I can't let you leave here until your work is completed," Ms. Collins said.

"Yes, Ms. Collins," Evan said, acting chastised.

"Now get in there and give it to me good."


Interstellar Impregnation Pt. 03

Everyone in this story is over the age of 18.

This is, like, so weird, Beth thought. She glanced over at the skinny, naked geek standing behind her.

Lucas was his name, she was pretty sure. How sad was it that this tiny dude who she'd never date -- wasn't even sure of his actual name -- was about to have sex with her and knock her up? She'd swear she was dreaming, if she'd ever actually had a dream as messed up as this one.

Beth thought his name was Lucas because she remembered being in Chemistry class with him and every time the teachers asked a question it was Lucas whose arm would shoot into the air. That kid knew everything.

Well, at least our baby will be smart, Beth thought to herself. She looked down at her tight, naked, cheerleader body. Smart and sexy. Maybe these dumb aliens are onto something after all.

"Uh, so. How do you want to go about this?" Lucas asked. His voice was nasal. He kept reaching to push his glasses up his nose, but the aliens had taken them from him so he was pushing at nothing. He had light brown hair. His ribs stuck out like he hadn't eaten in months. His arms and legs were like twigs. Beth worried, if he actually ever got around to fucking her, she might break him.

All around her, Beth heard the sounds of her classmates acting upset. Arguing and whining about this situation they'd been stuck in. She didn't see the point in it. Beth was used to being told what to do. Her Daddy. Her teachers. Her boyfriends. They handed out the orders and she followed them. It had worked out perfectly so far. So, the aliens told her to fuck. There were worse fates in this world. Beth didn't see how arguing about it was going to change anything.

"I don't see what the problem is, Lewis," Beth said. She blew her long, dark brown hair out of her eyes.

"My name is Lucas," Lucas said. Right. I knew that. Why did I suddenly think Lewis?

Beth was fairly sure it was all the stuff the aliens had pumped her body full of. She liked sex, usually. But she couldn't imagine being this worked up over a hot guy, let alone the too-smart scarecrow standing behind her. As it was, they were only about a minute in, and she was already humping the air behind her. Her legs were dripping with her own lubrication.

"Look, can you just stick it in me?" Beth asked. She was already impatient. "Let's get this over with."

"I don't want to hurt you," Lucas said. He again tried to fix his nonexistent glasses.

"Oh, don't worry, baby," Beth said, "Your little geek dick isn't going to do a thing to me."

"I don't have a little geek dick," Lucas spat back.

Actually, Beth wasn't able to turn her head enough to see what Lucas was packing. For all she knew, he had a Godzilla cock. But she was pretty sure he didn't. Nerds had small dicks, but they were really good at eating you out. Everyone knew that.

"You know, making fun of me isn't going to make this any easier," Lucas said. He sounded legit unhappy. Around them, most of the other kids had already surrendered to their urges. Beth could hear the grunts and groans of girls getting good and fucked. It reminded her of this one party a few months back where all the football guys had...

Anyway. She was already horny enough without thinking about crazy nights like that one.

"I don't see what's so hard about it," Beth said, "I thought you were smart and stuff."

"I am smart," Lucas said, defensively, "But I don't know what I'm doing. I've never done this before."

"It's pretty easy, babe. Just stick your cock in my pussy," Beth said.

"Sure, just like that," Lucas said, mumbling to himself.

"I don't see what the big deal is," Beth said with a sigh. "The faster you stick it in me, the sooner this will be over. Then I can go back to my friends, and you can go do... Well, whatever the heck it is you do with your free time. I'm guessing play videogames and watch cartoons where cheerleaders get fucked by tentacle monsters."

"I don't watch hentai," Lucas said. Like that was the thing to argue about.

"You don't even have to last long," Beth said, "You can put it in and fill me up. See? Simple."

"And if I told you that, in order to solve a quadratic equation, you merely need to factor the quadratic? Isn't that simple?" Lucas asked.

"The what-what?" Beth asked, "Why are you talking gibberish right now? I asked you to fuck me, not give me a math lesson."

"Well, at least she knows it's math," Lucas said under his breath, like Beth really couldn't hear him in that little stall. "See, it's not that simple."

"Whatever, you don't have to know anything more than 1 plus 1 equals 3," Beth said.

"Wait, what?" Lucas was flabbergasted.

"Because you put your one in my one and we make a baby," Beth said, "I'm being clever."

"Uh huh," Lucas said, "Look, I know that you spread your legs for every guy that asks but I've never done this before. I'm legit freaking out right now."

"Did you just call me a slut?" Beth asked.

Silence. All she could hear were the slaps of thighs and the cries of pleasure coming from the other stalls. Why couldn't that be her instead of being stuck with this loser?

"Look, I'm sorry," Lucas said, "I only meant that you know what you're doing here, and I don't. If they made us all do math or science or chess or whatever, I'd be helping you. I'm relying on the expert here. It's a compliment. Sort of."

"It's so easy," Beth said, "I don't see what the big deal is. Look, see this?" She wiggled her ass in the air. "Why don't you touch it?"

Obediently, Lucas placed his palm on her butt cheek. The heat of his hand almost put Beth over the top. She'd never been this horny in her life. It was breathtaking.

"It's, um, very nice," Lucas said. He gulped.

"Damn straight," Beth said. She'd spent all her free time in the gym, kept a strict diet, the whole thing. All so she could have this amazing bod. OK, she hadn't built it for boys like Lucas, but still. That ass was a monument to over a decade of effort and sacrifice. He'd better appreciate it.

"Now what?" Lucas asked.

Beth rolled her eyes. "Come on, you have a body. Just listen to it. The stuff they put in us is driving me crazy. I'm sure it's doing the same to you. Follow your instincts."

"That's the problem," Lucas whined, "The chemicals have me super worked up but it's making me all jumpy. I can barely stand still. Let alone do, you know. That."

"Oy gevalt," Beth said, repeating something her Dad's accountant always liked to say when things were looking bad. "I thought nerds were supposed to be all smart and that made them good at sex and stuff," Beth said.

"Where did you hear that?" Lucas asked.

"Porn," Beth said.

"Well, porn's not real life," Lucas said.

"I know that now!" Beth snapped back.

"Look, this is hard enough," Lucas said, "You judging me is only making it worse. Hell, even with all the stuff they put in me, everyone having an orgy around us, and the hottest girl in school bent over naked in front of me, I can only keep half a hard-on. You're making me nervous. You've got to help me out here, OK?"

Beth glanced back. Lucas' face looked pained. His chest and neck were red, like he was about to break out in hives. For a moment, she had to admit, she felt sorry for the poor guy. Sort of. He'd said it himself. He'd hit the (literal) fucking jackpot. Who won a trip to Hawaii and then didn't want to go? Lucas, apparently. Good Lord.

Beth knew she needed to do something. The problem was, she was so horny she could barely think. It didn't help that everyone around her was getting fucked, hard. The sounds, the smells, they were overpowering.

The girl in front of her -- a chubby drama chick with huge tits named Scarlett -- had her mouth hanging open in a permanent O-face. In the stall next to Beth was Courtney, one of the other cheerleaders. She was getting railed by a football player, Mason, and just like at cheer practice, she would not shut up.

"Uhhh...Oh! AH! Llllluh. Fuck. FUCK! Oh God. So good. Uhn... uhn... uhn..."

"Courtney, you're being super loud," Beth said, calling over the wall of the stall.

"Ah. Ah fuck. OhFUCK! Oh... Don't stop. Please. Just. Ah AH AH!"

"Courtney, come on. It's like, really distracting."

"Uh-uh-uh. Oh-oh-oh. OH! Oh YES, I'm... Oh GOD. Cuh-cuh-CUMMING!"

"Courtney, shut the fuck up!" Beth screamed. Fortunately, when the mouthy girl finally got over the top it made her go silent. For the moment. Mason was still stuffing her like he'd never stop. How was a girl supposed to concentrate with all that going on?!

Beth made herself take a deep breath.

"OK, Lucas," she said, "We can work through this together."

"Thanks," the geeky guy said. The relief in his voice was so clear, Beth almost felt bad.

"Look, think of it this way," Beth said, "You said you think I'm hot, right?"

"The hottest girl in school," Lucas said, "By far."

"Wait, even hotter than Sarah?" Beth asked, thinking of the skinny blonde with the big round tits who was dating the captain of the football team. The one with the girl-next-door face and the woman-from-another-planet body. Even Beth felt intimidated by that bitch.

"She's not even close," Lucas said.

"Wow," Beth said, "Thank you." She knew it'd be creepy if she found out some nerd had a crush on her back in school. But now, in this weirdest of weird situations, it did make her feel kind of nice.

"That's one of the reasons I'm freaking out," Lucas said, "Honestly."

"It's OK," Beth said, "I'm, like, literally tied to a bar and bent over naked. You can't mess this up."

"Only if I fuck you real fast with my tiny geek dick and cum in two seconds, right?" Lucas said.

Well, when he puts it like that...

"I'm sorry I said those things," Beth said, "I'm really fucking horny right now and it's messing with my mind. OK? We agreed. We're doing this together now, right?"

Lucas nodded vigorously.

"OK, so like, maybe we do a little pretend," Beth said, "Try to help get your mind off things. You're with Dr. Spock on a weird alien planet. And you find this super-hot Jedi chick tied up naked to a rock. And now the Captain is saying you have to fuck her."

"Oh my God," Lucas said.

"This is totally working, right?"

"Not even the littlest bit," Lucas said, "Seriously I'm almost flaccid now. That should be biologically impossible."

Beth groaned. She shook her head.

"OK, new tack," she said. If she was using her dad's sailing words then she was really falling apart. "Let's go back. You've got the hottest girl in school right now, naked, in front of you. Right?"

"Yes," Lucas said.

"Do you like that?" Beth asked.

"I mean, I guess," Lucas said.

"Watch my big titties," Beth said, shaking her chest. Actually, her boobs were barely a C-cup at best, but what did the nerd know? "Look at my perfect ass," Beth wiggled her butt. "Now look close, between my legs. What do you see?"

"Your, um, your vagina," Lucas said.

"My what?"

"Your pussy," Lucas said. His face went bright red.

"See how shiny my thighs are with my juices? See how the lips are so thick and spread open?" Beth asked, "Come on, get a good look in there. Do you see that little nub, poking out, at the top of my pussy? Like near the hole?"

"Your clitoris?" Lucas asked.

"Yeah, my clit," Beth said, "All of that means I'm aroused. Like, super-duper amped up. Just waiting for you to stick your dick in me."

"Really?"

"Oh yes," Beth said, making her voice all husky, "I want it so bad, baby. You're going to stick that big fuckstick in my pussy and I'm going to scream it'll feel so good. You're going to make me cum again and again. Slap my ass. Squeeze my tits. And then, when you've wrung every last bit of pleasure out of me, you're going to dump your huge, fertile load right into my waiting womb."

"Oh God," Lucas said.

"That sound hot? You want that?" Beth asked.

"No. I mean yes. But," Lucas paused, "You reminded me that it's not only sex. We're going to make a baby."

"I know," Beth said, "I know I should be upset about that, but it kind of turns me on. I always wanted lots of babies. You like that, Lukey?"

"Lukey?"

"See the hottest girl in school all swelled up because you came inside her? Watch my tits get full of milk? See our little baby in our arms. That perfect mix of you and me?"

"Our baby will be the two of us," Lucas said.

"I know right? Smart and sexy," Beth said.

"Actually, I was thinking more like ugly and stupid," Lucas said, "I don't think I can do that to a kid." He ran his hand through his hair.

"AAARRRGH!" Beth screamed at the top of her lungs. Even Scarlett and Courtney paused for a second to look.

"God, so loud," she heard Courtney grumble, "Keep it down, slut."

"That is IT!" Beth said, "I've had enough of this. I tried being nice about it, but I can't do it any longer."

"I'm sorry," Lucas said.

"I don't give a fuck what you are," Beth said, "Get your skinny butt over here."

Lucas shuffled up toward Beth's face.

"Show me your dick," Beth said. He held it up in his hands. To her surprise, Lucas' dick was kind of nice, actually. Not the biggest thing she'd seen in the world, but plenty thick and nicely tapered. Kinda perfect, actually.

As he presented his penis to her, like recommending a dessert for the table to share, Beth watched Lucas' dick stiffen. It had been a little soft before, she saw, but now it was filling out nicely.

"This getting you hot?" Beth asked.

"You kind of sound like my mom," Lucas said, "Yelling at me. It's turning me on."

"Oh, sweet baby Jesus," Beth said, "Alright, enough jabbering, it's time to jab me with your stick. Go around back."

Lucas shuffled around till he was behind her. He rested his palms on her backside.

"That's a boy," Beth said, "Now get a good look at my pussy again."

"It's super awesome," Lucas said.

"I'm super glad," Beth said, "You see the open part? You know the one with the big flashing sign that says, 'stick dick in here'? Yeah, do that."

"Right," Lucas said, "OK."

He took his cock in his hands, lined up the head, and slid forward. Nothing. Beth felt his shaft slip harmlessly under her pussy.

"Not that," she said.

Lucas tried again.

"Nope."

He lined it up a third time.

"That's my ass, don't you fucking dare!"

"Sorry."

Fourth time's the charm? Not so much.

"Dammit, Lucas. From this position I can't reach back and help you. So, get it right this time and shove that cock in my cunt or so help me God I will... OH!"

There it was! His cockhead breached her pussy and slipped inside. And FUCK it felt so good!

"That's it, baby," Beth said, "Shove it in there. All the way."

"Holy fuck you feel awesome," Lucas said.

Beth's body rolled forward as she finally felt herself getting filled. Her pussy gripped that thick dick like it was never letting go.

"I know," Beth said, "Better than Star Trek, Star Wars, and Battlestar Galactica combined, right?"

Lucas rolled his eyes at her.

"Fine, whatever," Beth said, "Just keep pushing your dick in me till you can't go any further."

"Oh fuck. Oh yeah. That's... Wow, you're so wet and warm and... Oh God. Oh FUCK! I'm gonna..."

Beth felt Lucas' semen splash warm inside her. As he stuffed her with his sperm, she was filled with remorse. All that work to get to this point, and he hadn't even been able to get his cock completely in her pussy. Let alone make her cum. After everything she went through; she was still totally unsatisfied.

"Dammit, Lucas," Beth said. She let her head loll.

"I told you!" Lucas said, "I knew that was going to happen. But you said it was OK. That I was going to make you cum and cum."

"No, I know." Beth sighed. She rolled her hips. She could still feel Lucas' cock inside her. In fact, it was still hard.

Wait, he was still hard?

"Well, yeah, of course," Lucas said, "I came. I didn't die."

"You can go again?" Beth asked.

"I mean, I think so," Lucas said, "I don't believe it's contraindicated to do it more than once, right?"

"Stop speaking nonsense!"

"Yes, I can totally keep going," Lucas said, "Usually it takes me at least three times. To go. You know. Like when I..."

"Lucas!"

"Right, sorry," Lucas said.

He drew his dick back slightly, then he pushed forward again. It wasn't like Beth needed more lube, but his cum had made her even slipperier. Lucas' dick was definitely still hard, and now it was completely sheathed in her snatch.

The cheerleader and the geek both sighed as they finally connected completely.

"Fuck you feel so good," Lucas said.

"Your dick is actually kind of awesome," Beth said.

"So that's it?" Lucas asked, "You can cum now?"

"What?!" Beth said, "No! You have to fuck me."

"I thought this was fucking you," Lucas said.

"Fucking hell, I swear you're supposed to be smart," Beth said, "What the hell happened to you the day we had sex ed?"

"I was at college bowl," Lucas said.

"Oh my God."

"It's actually pretty awesome," Lucas said, "They set it up like Jeopardy with all these quiz questions and there's a host who isn't nearly as cool as Alex Trebek but it works. It was on TV and everything. My Mom can give you the Blu-Ray, if you want to see."

"Lucas," Beth said.

"Right," Lucas said, "Sorry."

He started thrusting again. Absently, Beth thought of all the cum he'd already shot in her and how his cock was now pushing it even deeper inside. All those dorky little sperm, probably wearing glasses and tripping over their own tails. They'd be asking for directions to the egg and end up inseminating her pancreas. It would be sort of adorable if it wasn't also pretty horrifying.

Dumb and ugly. Well, there was nothing she could do about it now.

Lucas moved slowly, like trying to absorb every inch of her pussy through his dick. It felt nice, sort of, but mostly it was torture. To be so close to orgasm and still be unable to get there.

"Faster Lucas," Beth said.

"But..."

"Lucas. Faster," Beth said.

The boy started speeding up. He might be an idiot, but at least his dick was pretty nice. Beth felt her body building.

"Can I grab your tits?" Lucas asked.

"Only if you don't slow down," Beth said.

Lucas reached forward and hefted her breasts. He pinched her nipples and Beth squeaked. It felt pretty good, actually.

"Back to fucking, Lucas," she said, "Harder."

Lucas let go of her tits. His balls bounced against her clit. His hips slapped her ass. He rested his thumb on her asshole.

"Don't even think about it," Beth said.

Lucas moved his digit back to her butt cheek. He was slamming into her now. Making little grunts as he did.

"God. So. Good," Lucas said.

"Yes, faster," Beth said, "Harder. Come on. Fuck me. Fuck me good. Give it to me. Fuck your little cheerleader."

Cheerleader. Huh. That actually wasn't a bad idea.

"Fuck that slut," Beth said. Repeated it. "Fuck that slut! Fuck that slut! Fuck that slut!"

She pumped her arms. Bounced her ass. She tried to clap, but her hands remained stuck to the pole in front of her. Still, she went through her cheer.

"Fuck that slut. Harder! Fuck that slut. Faster!" Again and again.

Lucas was fully, finally, pounding her. His penis pistoned in and out of Beth's wanting pussy. She felt a tingle start in her vagina, raced up the walls and crash like a lightning storm over her clit. She shifted her hips, slightly, so that the tip of Lucas' dick was rubbing the right spot and...

"Oh! Oh fuck. I'm... Oh God. Finally. I'm gonna..."

Beth's body stiffened. The pleasure arced up from her sex, spread across her belly. Ripped across her arms and down her legs. It was heading right for her head when it started to slow.

So close...

"Oh, Beth I'm gonna blow!" Lucas cried out.



She felt a warm burst in her pussy as Lucas' cum fired out, bathing Beth's womb with his batter. Her pleasure immediately redoubled, bursting right through the top of her skull. Both of them howled, wordless, as the orgasms overcame them.

Beth's mind blanked.

KA-CHUNK!

When Beth came to, she was lying on the ground. She heard Lucas' nasal panting behind her. He was still wrapped around her on the cold, metal floor. Both of them were slippery with sweat.

"How. Was that?" Lucas asked.

"Not bad," Beth said. He looked kinda cute all sprawled out like that on the ground. He still hadn't let go of her and Beth realized she didn't want him to.

"I think. I need. My inhaler," Lucas said.

"I'm pretty sure that's long gone," Beth said. She reached over to his dick and found, to her pleasure, that Lucas was still somehow hard. This was a magic trick that was never going to get old.

"Lucas, you think you can go again?" Beth asked. She was so full of his semen, she felt it in her gut. Now that she'd cum though, she kind of wanted to give it another go. That orgasm had been pretty nice. And it wasn't like there was anything else for her to do.

"I just need. To catch my breath," Lucas said.

"You can do that after you fuck me," Beth said.

"Yes," Lucas said, "OK. Sorry."

Eventually, the poor boy passed out. But Beth came another three times and got two more loads of Lucas-cum before that happened.


Interstellar Impregnation Pt. 04

Everyone in this story is over the age of 18.

Sarah's situation couldn't get any worse.

The gorgeous blonde girl was completely on display, naked, in front of the entire school. Sarah was proud of her body (as a busty blonde with a flat tummy and slim hips, she was well aware of how others saw her), but that didn't mean she wanted every single person she knew (and some she didn't) to see her displayed like this.

Worse, she was bent over for breeding like a crazed beast. Her tits hung down, her pussy and ass stuck up. This was beyond humiliating. Sarah had sex -- sometimes she even liked it. But being trussed up like a slut made her skin crawl.

And, of course, she'd been shot up with hormones, aphrodisiacs and who knew what else to make her fertile as fuck. So, she wasn't just getting violated publicly, the aliens (or whatever they were) had ensured that she was about to be impregnated against her will in front of everyone as well.

But all of that would have been OK. Sarah could have lived with the exposure, the embarrassment, and the insemination if not for two intertwined issues.

First, her beloved boyfriend, Owen -- the man she'd already decided to marry -- was not in the stall with her. In a cruel bit of luck, they'd paired Sarah's soulmate with her best friend, Clair. Worse, Owen and Clair were setup right across from Sarah. So not only was the love of her life about to have sex with her petite, brunette BFF, Sarah was going to have to watch the whole thing happen. Clair's brown eyes staring right back at her.

That inevitably led to the second problem: the boy they'd placed in Sarah's stall instead of Owen: Reese. Reese was somewhat attractive -- Sarah could concede that -- except for that stuck-up grin he was always wearing. He had short, curly brown hair, and bright, green eyes that always seemed to be smiling about a secret joke. He was tall and trim, though not athletic like Owen. Reese was fine, aesthetically. His looks weren't his defining feature, anyway.

It was his personality that put him in Sarah's bad books. To put it simply, Reese was a sludge dumpster. He was well known throughout the school as someone who took advantage of girls whenever possible. He ran through women like tissue paper, an apt metaphor since most of his conquests needed boxes of them when Reese moved on.

Sarah didn't like to judge. She found that most people were perfectly nice once you got to know them. Even weirdos like Lucas or potheads like Gabe could be good guys if you gave them time. But Sarah knew that Reese was unforgivable.

A boy like Sarah's boyfriend Owen -- kind and caring, handsome and strong -- was rare. Unique. Reese, on the other hand, was easy to find. He was the fuckboy doing your sister, or your best friend, or some other girl he'd just met. And then tossing them to the side when the next girl came along.

Sarah didn't know what made her feel sicker to her stomach. That she was about to be carrying that creature's offspring, or that her best friend was about to be the recipient of a child from her own Owen at the same time.

Well, at least I know things can't get any worse, Sarah thought to herself.

Sarah glanced behind her. Reese, that cocky, self-centered, misogynistic asshole was standing right next to her, also completely naked, appreciating the view that should have been reserved for Sarah's soulmate. He was grinning like a lunatic, clearly enjoying every aspect of her abject humiliation.

But Sarah had bigger things in mind than her own situation. Her boyfriend and her best friend were right across from her, and she knew she needed to be there for both of them. While Reese slowly surveyed his prize, Sarah looked up and locked eyes with Clair. The cute brunette stared back, looking puppy dog sad.

"It's not your fault," Sarah said.

"I know," Clair said, "But it feels so wrong."

She did look legitimately remorseful; Sarah couldn't argue that. But she also couldn't miss the little sparkle in Clair's eyes whenever she glanced over at Owen. Sarah's soulmate was standing back, completely silent. He seemed unable to look at Clair and unwilling to look at Sarah. Equally torn and horrified.

"Owen will take good care of you," Sarah whispered, "I promise." The thought made her feel weirdly good. Almost proud. Like Owen's kindness with another woman reflected well on Sarah, herself.

"I know," Clair said, but she didn't seem all that comforted.

Sarah decided that she needed to prove her point. She did her best to lift her head up and called out to her boyfriend. "Right, Owen? You'll be there for our little Clair-bear?"

Owen grimaced. Even as he responded, he wouldn't meet Sarah's eye. "I mean. Of course, babe. I just... Is now really the time for this?"

Sarah smiled to herself, ruefully. Her big, tough, football boyfriend was clearly upset. It was cute, but not necessary.

Sarah had been friends with Clair since middle school when Clair's mother had taken her out of Catholic Regional. As soon as they met, the two of them had bonded immediately. Clair was probably the nicest person Sarah had ever met. She was like the sister Sarah had always wanted (unlike her actual sister, LeeAnn, who was a total bitch).

When Sarah started dating Owen freshman year, she hadn't wanted Clair to feel left out, so she'd tried setting up her best friend with other guys. It never stuck. Clair's religious upbringing made her quiet and shy. She was afraid of her own body, let alone boys. But instead of getting jealous or feeling left out, Clair became a vital part of their relationship. She wasn't the third wheel at all, more like the third leg of a stool -- providing necessary support to the couple whenever they needed it. Things might be (literally) fucked up now, but that didn't change how Sarah felt about either of the two people she loved the most in this world.

"Owen, Clair, we didn't choose this," Sarah said, "I know it's terrible but together we'll get through it. Owen, you're still the love of my life. Clair, you're still my best friend. Nothing can change that. I promise."

Clair and Owen shared a look. Then they turned and nodded at Sarah.

"Thank you for being such a good friend," Clair said.

"I love you so much, babe," Owen said.

"We're going to be OK," Sarah said, "We'll get through it and it'll all go back to the way things were. Like it never happened."

"Right," Owen said.

"Of course," Clair said.

Seeing them both reassured made Sarah feel better already. Clair in particular. The poor girl had always been a bundle of anxiety. Even when she wasn't being forced to have unprotected sex with her best friend's boyfriend.

Sarah felt something near her and startled. She'd been so involved in helping her friends, she hadn't noticed Reese walking up to her. The reality of having a naked man standing beside her own prone body became very real.

Worse, Reese was holding his erect penis in his hand. Like offering her a piece of fruit. To her mortification, Sarah found herself staring at him. At it.

Reese's dick was about as long as Owen's, but way thicker. Sarah didn't like constantly comparing Reese to her boyfriend. But Owen's was the only one she'd seen in real life and so it was her only point of comparison.

Despite her lack of personal experience, Sarah knew that penises came in lots of different sizes. Something about Reese, though, shocked her. He had so much more girth than her boyfriend. Thicker than anything she'd ever imagined. Sarah's brain struggled to accept the fact that he wasn't lazily fondling a piece of plastic. As she continued to gawk, Reese's penis seemed to be grinning at her -- as if it was giving her the same cocksure smile that Reese, himself, had on.

"I love you so much, babe," Reese said, in a reasonable approximation of Owen's own deep voice.

"Shut up," Sarah said, "Love is one big joke to you, isn't it?"

Reese didn't respond. Instead, he turned his attention to the stall across from them.

"Nice get, dude," Reese said to Owen, holding out his hand for a high-five. "Shame she's got no tits. But I bet her tiny snatch will snap your dick right off."

Clair turned bright red. She lowered her head as far as she could. Sarah's heart went out to her friend. How horrifying.

"Shut up, man," Owen said, "That's not cool."

Sarah's boyfriend knelt next to Clair. He whispered in her ear, like the so-sweet-soul Sarah had fallen for.

Unbidden, Sarah felt a bit of jealousy rise up in her. Why wasn't Owen kneeling next to her, saying sweet things to calm her down? Sure, they were in different stalls, but couldn't he say something supportive, at least let her know that she was going to be OK? Sarah tried to tamp it down. She didn't want to be so selfish.

Reese, so in tune with Sarah's moment of distress, chose that moment to reach over and grab Sara's breast, roughly. Her ample titflesh spilled over his palms.

"Nice," he said to her, "You've got some great titties. Real big but nice and firm. Full but not, like, fake full, y'know? I bet your boy over there loves to fuck 'em."

Sarah didn't know what to say to that. She and Owen had never done any such thing. They did very standard, wholesome stuff. Like lovers should, Sarah thought confidently. The high school sweethearts had given each other their virginities on Sarah's eighteenth birthday. It had been wonderful. Loving and affectionate. Almost everything Sarah dreamt of.

The things that Reese was talking about? That was for sluts. Someone who loved her and respected her wasn't going to put their penis between her tits and... Why would they? Sarah told herself that she was perfectly satisfied with her sex life, and she knew Owen was, as well.

Reese continued to heft and pull at Sarah's breasts, like testing a new mattress. It tickled and hurt. Sarah wanted to make Reese stop molesting her, but in that trapped position she couldn't push him away. Instead, she had to hang there and let him fondle her. It made her want to scream.

"Will you get this over with already?!" Sarah said.

She was so upset, the words had slipped out of her. She felt embarrassed -- the last thing she wanted was to let her emotions overcome her. Not like this.

"Hold your horses, darling," Reese said, "I know you're feeling all excited about your chance for a piece of the Reese. But if we don't get you warmed up, you won't enjoy this one bit."

Sarah groaned in frustration. His groping at her chest was annoying, not arousing. And no matter what Reese did, she wasn't going to enjoy it. She didn't want to. She just needed this whole thing to end. The sooner the better.

And in any case, Sarah didn't need any more stimulation. Her vagina felt almost hot, like it would burn her hand if she touched it. And yet it was also so slippery she had to keep reminding herself she hadn't peed.

Sarah didn't remember ever feeling this aroused. She knew it was the drugs, but still. A part of her was mortified to be looking this way in front of Reese. In front of Owen and Clair, too. She only hoped that her boyfriend wouldn't notice and think she was somehow more turned on for Reese than she was for him.

Reese kept rubbing her breast, but the nature of his touching changed. Instead of pinching and pulling, he was stroking and massaging. It felt nice. Tingly. Where before he'd been rough, he now seemed to know exactly what her body wanted -- only moving to her nipples after they felt needy for his hand. And even then, he gave them the exact right amount of attention. Just enough to send a little spark through her center.

Sarah took a deep breath. She felt her body relax. Her muscles untwined. The world went soft around her. The constant cacophony of grunts and groans from the couples around her faded away. Sarah's world shrunk down to sensations. The building warmth of what Reese was coaxing out of her.

And then he had to go and ruin it.

Sarah felt something warm and fleshy pressed against her lips. She opened her eyes and saw that Reese was trying to shove his penis in her mouth. Sarah wanted to shout in protest, but she knew she couldn't risk opening her jaw because Reese would shove himself inside. Instead, she pursed her lips and shook her head, vehemently.

"You're going to want to wet me up," Reese said, "Trust me." But he pulled back a bit.

"I don't do that," Sarah said.

Reese startled. "Seriously?"

"We don't do that," Sarah said, "It's gross. Owen thinks so too."

Reese chuckled. "Yes, I bet he tells you that. But deep inside, he wants his dick sucked like every other guy. Right, big man?"

They both turned to the other stall. Owen was standing next to Clair. He was running his hands up and down her tiny body. They looked so affectionate, and again Sarah felt her stomach twist.

Reese repeated his question, but Owen refused to respond. Instead, he focused on massaging Clair, cooing at her.

OK, isn't this a little much? Sarah thought. She was all for tenderness, but they needed to remember who was dating who. They were supposed to be getting it over with, not savoring every second.

Reese seemed to realize that Owen wasn't going to engage, so he turned back to Sarah. "Well, I feel sorry for that boy, but I'm going to feel sorry for me." Again, he stuck his penis in her face. Sarah could smell it. Meaty and masculine. It made her stomach turn a little.

"Can't you get this over with?" Sarah asked. She could hear the pleading in her voice, and she was embarrassed by it.

"OK, I know you need it bad," Reese said with a nasty grin, "But if you want me to go back there, you need to suck it. This is for you, hotness. Trust me."

"I won't," Sarah said, "I can't. Not tied up like this."

"You can turn your head, darling," Reese said, "Look, I know you're gonna find this hard to believe but I don't want to hurt you. You're used to little football boy over there. But this here is a man-cock. Your teeny blondie pussy ain't gonna like it one bit unless you give her a little help. You want me lubed up. Trust me."

Sarah shook her head. She felt plenty 'lubed up' already. She was about to argue it further when she heard a sharp, feminine squeak.

Srah looked over and saw Clair's face, looking shocked. Her eyes and mouth were wide open. Sarah didn't need to see any further to know that Owen was touching her friend's most private place.

Just like that, something grabbed hold of Sarah. It wasn't anything she could rationally explain. One moment she was watching her boyfriend finger her best friend. The next, her mouth was wide open and wrapped around Reese's dick.

Sarah surprised herself. She'd never had a penis in her mouth before. The salty, testosterone taste. The thickness stretching her jaw so much it hurt. Feeling the weight of him on her tongue. She told herself she couldn't like it, but some weird part of her did. Immediately she thought about Owen and hoped to God he wasn't watching this. Please be too focused on fingering Clair to notice what I'm doing right now. It was such an odd wish; it broke Sarah's brain a bit.

"There you go," Reese said, "Slurp it up and back some."

Sarah couldn't slide her head too well facing sideways, but Reese moved his penis for her. Again, despite how aggressive he acted, his movements were surprisingly gentle. He didn't ram himself into her mouth or make her choke. He just glided across her tongue lightly. He reached down and stroked her cheek.

"That's a good girl," he said, "So gorgeous. You look so hot with that dick in your mouth. A natural-born cocksucker."

Hearing his words, Sarah felt proud. And that made her feel stupid. She knew how Reese treated girls and she always told herself that she'd never be so simple. Yet here she was, fawning because he'd praised her fellatio.

Fortunately, before she could get lost in herself any further, Reese slipped his penis out of Sarah's mouth with a loud, lewd plop.

"I think that's enough to get started," he said.

He knelt down to her level. For the first time since this started, Sarah looked right at Reese, eye to eye. He was handsome, everyone knew that. His dark hair and ever-present half smile. Those bright green eyes that seemed to swallow your soul. Sarah couldn't understand what he was doing. Then she realized. He was about to kiss her.

"No," she said. More of a groan.

And to her surprise, Reese jumped back. He gave her a hurt look. Then quickly wiped it away, replacing it with his usual brash smirk.

"I have penis breath," Sarah said, covering for herself.

"I don't care about that, darling," Reese said.

For a moment, Sarah regretted not letting Reese kiss her. He began tracing her body again. Running his fingers up her arms, through her hair, over her breasts.

"Still need to warm you up some more," he said.

Sarah looked away, instinctively, and found herself staring right at her best friend. For a moment, she startled. Clair's head was lolled. Her hair mussed. Suddenly, she popped up, staring right back at Sarah. But her eyes were empty. Like she couldn't see anything at all.

"Careful..." Clair panted, "Slllooooww..."

Sarah tried to look behind Clair, but she didn't need to see. She'd snapped to her friend at the exact moment that Owen, her own soulmate, was penetrating the petite girl for the first time. The love of her life was taking her best friend's virginity and Sarah was witnessing it live and up close.

Clair's eyes, still vacant, were wet and filled with fear. Her mouth hung open and a long string of drool dripped down. Instinctively, Sarah tried to reach out and reassure her friend. But her hands were still stuck to her own bar. If the gesture meant anything to the tiny brunette girl, she didn't show it. Clair's breaths came out in short, sharp gasps.

Sarah looked around Clair's head and, for a moment, her eyes met with Owen's. He stared back at her without a hint of remorse or regret. He was so locked into unlocking Clair's pussy, Sarah didn't think he even realized she was seeing him. The love of her life was lost in some other place, inside some other woman.

Sarah had been distracted before. The oral and Reese's almost-kiss had kept her attention elsewhere. She realized what a kindness that was now. The idea of seeing her soulmate and her best friend together hadn't been so bad. Seeing it for real was far more awful than she'd conceived.

"He's going to give it to her good," Reese whispered in her ear. His breath felt warm on her cheek. Sarah hadn't even noticed him coming so close. "That little virgin's gonna cum hard. She won't be able to see straight after this."

"Shut up," Sarah said, "They didn't have a choice."

"Sure looks like they're enjoying it though," Reese said, like he was mulling it over in his mind.

"It's fine. It's mechanical. She doesn't love him."

"Oh, honey, when you're with a hot chick like that? Stuff like love don't matter."

"You're wrong," Sarah said, "It's literally called making love."

"Naw," Reese said, "What they're doing is called fucking. And that's a whole other thing."

Sarah stared over at the other couple. Clair's head had dropped down. She was moaning and grunting. Owen was clearly sliding himself slowly inside her. That didn't look like fucking, Sarah thought. Maybe it wasn't making love, but it was something beyond the physical act. More than she ever wanted to imagine, let alone see.

"Please," Sarah said, "I want this to be over with."

"Right-o. One proper Reese-ing coming your way," Reese said. He strutted around behind her. Sarah braced herself for the inevitable. She felt him rest his hand on her backside. Despite the drippiness of her sex, some part of her squirmed at the thought of being stuck with Reese's thick penis. She tensed her muscles. Waiting for him to strike.



"Well, ain't that the prettiest little peach you ever saw?" Reese said.

Sarah glanced behind herself, trying to see what he was up to. He wasn't standing behind her at all. He was kneeling. Oh God. Sarah realized what he was about to do.

"Reese, no." Sarah begged. Rambled. "Please don't do that. It's not clean back there. I'm not clean. I don't want it. Really. It doesn't feel good. It's icky and I... OH!"

Reese took a long lap of Sarah's sex. His tongue, wet and warm, slipped right up Sarah's labia. It was a completely sexual, weird and slippery, totally pleasurable feeling.

One lick like that was already more than enough, but no. Reese pressed his mouth to her vagina and slowly -- like making out with her nether lips -- begin kissing and licking at her sex.

At first it felt nice, if a bit weird. Then it felt relaxing. Like slipping into a warm bath. Reese gradually played with Sarah's pussy. Used his tongue and lips expertly without ever pushing too far. This wasn't dirty. It was almost art.

Reese's mouth moved lower. He curled his tongue and slipped it inside. She felt his finger probe at some spot below there. She couldn't understand what he was doing, but some part of her brain urged his finger on. Higher. Higher. Till it reached this bundle of nerves that some part of Sarah's mind had instinctually known about but never consciously announced.

It felt like Reese had found Sarah's secret switch. She gasped, louder than she'd wanted to. A little burst of pleasure shot across her vagina. Her legs cinched and her eyes rolled back.

Before she even realized she needed him to, Reese switched so his tongue was on that little button and his finger was in her sex. Her pussy sucked down on his digit in a way Sarah had never felt. Her whole body seemed to curl up like a spring.

This was... What even was it? This building, amplifying pleasure. Rising inside her. Out of control. It was scary how enthralled she found herself. This building, aching need. What was happening to...?

Reese stopped.

Sarah groaned in frustration. Her vagina was cold in the open air. Then she felt something hot and hard pressing into her. And just like that, Sarah's whole body rippled in expanding pleasure.

Reese had timed it perfectly. She was primed. So, when he sank his penis into her most private place, it didn't hurt or anything like usual. Instead, it felt like exactly what she needed.

Sarah had never experienced anything like it. Reese had unlocked this whole other part of her body. Of her brain. Her nerve endings sang. Her vagina thrummed. Her heart pounded. Her body a sudden symphony of pleasure.

Reese started stroking back and forth. Every push sending a wave of rising ecstasy through her.

"Fuck that's nice," Reese said.

"Ohhhh....uhhhhh..." Sarah couldn't form words. She felt like her vagina was gripping onto Reese for dear life. Like his penis was the only thing keeping her from tumbling to her death.

"So tight," Reese said, "So wet. You're amazing, Sarah."

"Uhhhn... ohhhh... ohfuck..."

"You're a sexy little slut," Reese said, "Those tits. That pussy. That tight little ass. Fuck me, but you were made for fucking, sweetie."

"Ohhhh. Oh God. Fuh... fuck."

"I can tell you're loving it too," Reese said, "Come on, honey. Say it."

The last little bit of Sarah's conscious mind reminded her of where she was. Of who was there with her. Yes, this felt amazing. Like nothing she'd ever experienced. But she told herself she had to hang on. That if she fought back, she could keep her love with Owen. Had to for both their sakes.

Sarah looked over at the stall across from her. Owen and Clair weren't slowly having sex anymore. The two of them were bouncing against each other. Gasping and groaning. So involved in their own connection they couldn't care about anything else.

"Nooooo...." Sarah groaned out.

"Come on," Reese said, "It'll feel so good to let it out. Tell me."

He slowed his movements. The building pleasure drifted back. Sarah almost cried in frustration. She could feel something huge rising inside her. Her mind was able to put a word to it, 'orgasm,' like that clinical term meant anything in the moment. Sarah's body wanted it more than anything. No matter how many times she told it that it wasn't allowed.

She needed Reese to keep going. So far it only felt amazing. If he finished soon, she knew she wouldn't get there. It seemed cruel, but it was the only way to save her relationship. If she came with Reese -- something she'd never experienced with Owen, she now realized -- she'd lose herself forever. Yet, ironically, that meant she needed Reese to keep moving her closer to the precipice.

She tried to form the words that Reese wanted. "Your penis," Sarah said, "So good."

Reese laughed, not unkindly. "Penis? Come on, sweetheart we're way past that now. Say the word."

Sarah didn't need him to tell her what he wanted. "Cock," she said. Spat the word out like it had been sour on her tongue.

Reese began to slowly rock back and forth.

"Your cock feels so good," Sarah said.

"Better than anything you ever had before?" Reese asked.

Again, Sarah looked over at her best friend and her boyfriend. Both of them were so involved in each other. Their bodies slapping against each other. Clair kept saying Owen's name. "Oh-oh-oh-Owen." It made Sarah feel sick inside.

"Yes," Sarah said. She tried to whisper it in a way that only Reese would hear.

Reese moved faster. His thighs slapping against hers. His balls bounced against that magic bundle of nerves she'd somehow never discovered till now.

"Oh God," Sarah said. The words came out of her unbidden now. "Your cock feels so good in my va... My pussy. Fuck. I've nuh... Never. Ohfuck. Never felt this. Oh... Oh... OH..."

Language slipped away from her again. Her brain closed down to the sensations of her body. The pulsing pounding against her ass. The rolling motion of her breasts. Her pussy dripping. Aching. Wanting.

Nothing left but sounds and sensations. Sarah felt it building again and tried to hold it back. Like a swelling flood, miles above the tiny dam of her own willpower. Noooooo. No! She wouldn't. Wouldn't let herself. Had to hold back. For Owen.

After this she would teach him. Show him. Save this moment for him. He could make her cum. She knew he could. But she couldn't let it happen now. Not this moment. She wouldn't give the brash boy behind her the satisfaction. Wouldn't let this moment break her.

Reese's dick seemed to be rubbing the perfect spot inside her. She could feel him expertly angling himself against it. The pleasure built faster. Harder.

"Uhn... No," Sarah said. Unaware she was even saying the words, "Won't let... Can't."

Reese's thrust faltered. He abandoned that magic place inside her entirely. He thrust himself forward. Buried as deep as he could. His hips trembled and he groaned.

Sarah knew those sounds. Recognized them from her own experience. Reese was cumming. Oh, thank God. He'd finished before he could finish her. She was safe.

She'd survived.

"Oh Sarah," Reese cried out, "Here it comes, sweetie. Gonna knock you up. Here it comes..."

Something hot and wet filled Sarah's pussy. Like someone had spilled thick, warm honey inside her. Sarah and Owen had only ever used condoms. She hadn't realized that when her lover erupted inside her bare, that she would feel it.

The surge of sperm was like a spark to dry tinder. A trigger clicking home.

The bliss of that moment rose up in her and no matter how hard Sarah fought to force it down, she couldn't. Instead, it seemed to rise all the harder in her for all that she fought it back. Like instead of staunching the flow of pleasure, she was only amplifying it.

Her whole body trembled with the effort. Shook. A long, rolling grunt escaped her lips. A string of nonsense sounds so mortifying for how little they meant. A wild, keening sound of desperate sadness and overwhelming pleasure.

"uhheehuhhhheeeuhhgghh."

Her body felt tight. Brittle. Then, finally, she cracked. The ecstasy exploded out of her. At first it was slow, like a low rumble. But it built and built till it roared. Sarah's whole body gave way. Her vision went white, head thrown back. Pussy squeezed down hard. Electricity through her arms, her legs. Her fingers and toes. The ends of her hair.

"Oh fffffffFFUCK!" Sarah cried out. She felt the top of her head blow off like a volcano. Every nerve ending sang. A triumphant chorus.

Distantly, she was aware of Reese's cock pulsing inside her. Sending wave after wave of sperm to invade her open womb. He didn't need an army, Sarah thought absently. Just the one would be enough. Her traitorous body was already welcoming it inside.

The pleasure receded, like a tsunami slipping back to a tiny wave, then to a placid puddle. Stillness echoed in Sarah's ears. Reese's cock slipped out and she felt weirdly empty. Like there was this part of her that was now missing. He might as well have taken out a kidney.

The post-peak warmth of it all overwhelmed her. Sarah's consciousness refused to come back. Like it was wrapped in a warm blanket on a winter morning, ignoring the encroaching alarm. She felt happy in this place. Whole. She could stay in it forever if she wanted.

KA-CHUNK!

Sarah's arms went slack, and she fell to the floor. A drained and dripping mess. Cold rationality cast over her. It was over. It was done. She'd survived it all.

And yet, she couldn't escape the fear now rising in her, almost mimicking the orgasm of before. She'd let it go. She hadn't wanted to but there it was. And some part of her knew she'd made a terrible mistake.

"Oh GOD!"

Sarah's head popped up. She hadn't said those words.

Clair did.

"Oh, Owen!" Clair said, "I'm... oh oh OH!"

"Oh, Clair, baby," Owen said. Baby? "You feel so good. Your tight little body. I'm getting close."

"Do it," Clair cried out, "Do it in me! I want to feel you fill me up!"

Despite herself, Sarah looked up. That wasn't the sound of two people reluctantly coupling. Resigned to a fate they didn't want. That was...

She felt a hand on her shoulder. Reese. He gave her a wistful smile. He'd said before that Owen and Clair were fucking and Sarah had thought that sounded so terrible. She hadn't realized that her boyfriend and her best friend were doing something way, way worse.

Owen drove himself deep into Clair. She knew the face he was making. The little grin that played upon his lips. She'd only ever seen it when he was with her.

"Oh YES!" Owen shouted.

Clair sobbed. Trembled. "Ah!" she cried out, "Oh I feel it. I feel it... filling me up! Oh, baby it feels so GOOD!"

Both of them shook, then stilled. Panting and sweaty around each other. Sarah remembered her own feelings of bliss mixed with remorse. Why did Owen and Clair seem to only be experiencing the first sentiment of that sentence?

KA-CHUNK!

Clair's hands fell free and she tumbled onto the ground. Owen collapsed on top of her. The two of them quickly reached for each other, like they couldn't bear to let go. Their bodies pink and sweaty with exertion.

Owen and Clair had done it. They'd fulfilled their duty. But it seemed like so much more. Sarah told herself it wasn't over. It could still be all pulled back. The aliens would let them free now. They'd go back to wherever it was you went after you were done. They'd find a way through. It was just hard to see how in that moment.

Owen and Clair stretched but didn't separate. There was something wrong about the way they were moving. They didn't seem to be breaking apart the way they ought to. If anything, Owen was moving closer to Clair. Suddenly, they both wrapped their arms around each other as tight as they could, and passionately kissed.

"Oh God, I've wanted that for so long," Owen said.

"I wanted you, too," Clair said. Both of them were gasping between their admissions.

"Seriously?" Owen said. They continued to kiss. Shifting their bodies. Pulling each other as close as they could.

"I didn't know what to say," Clair said, "You were with my best friend."

"Even when I was with her, I always wanted you," Owen said.

Sarah gasped but the other couple didn't hear her. They kept kissing. Confessing. Owen brought Clair up till the tiny girl was sitting in his lap. He reached up and squeezed her breasts.

"Oh, I love those little tits," he said, "Your tight, tiny body. Your long brown hair. Fucking hell, you're so hot, Clair."

"I wanted you so bad," Clair said, "I used to rub off every night thinking I was with you. Did you think of me? When you were with her?"

"All the time," Owen said, "I was crazy for you. I couldn't control myself."

Clair squirmed as he twisted her nipples. She reached down and grabbed Owen's penis, then lowered herself onto him.

"Oh yes!" they both cried out as they reconnected.

"I'm not stopping," Owen said, "I'm not letting go."

"Never," Clair said, "Fuck me. Shove that big dick inside me. Take me Owen. Fuck your baby into me. Make me yours."

Sarah stared in disbelief. She felt something hot and salty run down her cheek and realized she was crying. It was all so awful. And she knew, in her heart, that it was all her fault. If she hadn't abandoned herself with Reese, this wouldn't be happening. Just like Mom always told her, she was only as good as her best self. Sarah had made a terrible mistake and now she was seeing the consequences.

"Put your baby in me," Clair chanted, "I want it. Put your baby in meeeeeheeeeheeeee!"

"Sorry." The word was solemn in her ear.

Sarah jumped. Reese. He had his hand on her bare shoulder. Yet, somehow, she'd still lost track of him.

"Don't be sorry," Sarah said. But she felt the tears well in her eyes and now she truly started to sob. She'd thought her world had been awful before. She had no idea how much worse things could get. What could be taken away from her so quickly. The lies ripped away. She'd rather they'd have torn her arms off. It would have felt better.

Sarah felt herself being pulled into Reese's embrace. He wrapped her tight. Pressed his lips to the top of her head.

"It's OK," he said, "I gotcha."

It was the worst kind of promise. Because Sarah knew he was right. Her body had flooded with a new kind of chemicals. Not the kind the aliens had forced on her, these came from herself. The power of what Reese had done to her had changed her. Altered her at a molecular level.

She was his now.

No matter how much her rational mind tried to fight it, Sarah knew that she was in his thrall. He could take her. Use her. Toss her aside. It wouldn't matter. She was tied to him as inextricably as though he'd used a rope.

Sarah settled into Reese's arms. Felt the warmth of his chest on her cheek. She leaned her head up to kiss him. His hand drifted down to her breast.

"Your titties are so huge," Reese said, "Your pussy is so tight. I don't think I'll ever get tired of fucking you."

Sarah could only wish that would be true.


Interstellar Impregnation Pt. 05

Everyone in this story is over the age of 18.

This is so wrong, Oliver thought to himself. The awful, nauseous twist in his stomach told him that the rest of his body agreed with his brain. So bad. So broken.

Spread out before him, like a sumptuous meal set out solely for his consumption, was a beautiful redheaded woman. She was bent forward, her wrists stuck to the bar in front of her like they'd been tied there. Her pretty face hung down defeated. He'd always thought she was so attractive. But not like this. Not this way.

Her body, objectively, was wonderful, as well. She was long, lithe, with firm muscles built up from years of competitive swimming. Her breasts were small, but perfectly formed. Cute, pale handfuls capped by eager pink nipples. Her backside, too, was petite yet perky. Her long, supple legs. Her freckled shoulders and arms.

Oliver couldn't help but compare himself to her. He also had red hair and a long athletic body. He had the same full lips and bright green eyes. And that made sense. Because the woman who had been placed prostrate before him was his own twin sister: Olivia.

Yes, their parents had been particularly cruel: Oliver and Olivia. Ollie and Liv. But what was happening now, what they were being forced into, well that was far more vicious than any fate they'd ever imagined for themselves.

"Ollie?" Liv's voice sounded scared and small.

"I'm here, Livy," Oliver said, meaning it. But then, was his presence a comfort or a curse? He honestly wasn't sure.

Around him, Oliver heard the sounds of his classmates commencing their copulation. When their captors had made their demands, it had been immediately abhorrent to everyone. And yet, after the perfunctory arguments and objections, the whole class had complied. The students were now all engaged in that supposedly unthinkable act. In fact, it sounded like most of them were enjoying it.

The girls were all in the same position as Liv, placed in a permanent bent over position, presenting their eager pussies to the world. The boys, similarly, were all stuck like Oliver, locked into the stall with their assigned partners and drugged up so bad they couldn't control their aching, yearning arousal.

But then, no one was in exactly the same position as Oliver and Liv, now were they?

As Oliver scanned the cavernous room, he saw Sarah, the school's official 'it girl,' paired with Reese, who was not her boyfriend. He noticed that Mr. Everett, one of the teachers, was caged in with a busty brunette student named Sierra. Oliver's best friend, Dylan, had been hooked next to Mia, a girl that Oliver was almost certain was a lesbian. That had to suck pretty bad for both of them.

But compared to himself and Liv, every last one of them had lucked out. At least they weren't currently stuck in the same space as their naked twin, horny as all hell, and forced to immediately initiate incestuous inbreeding.

Because it wasn't just that the two siblings were expected to have sex. Oh no. That was already bad enough. To make things worse, they also had to make a baby together. A genetic error as enticing in his imagination as a radioactive dump or a polluted riverbed.

Oliver didn't want to imagine the diseased mind that had allowed such a thing, encouraged it, to happen. He was overwhelmed by the sickness of it. But, worse, was the only other feeling he had: uncontrollable, unbearable desire. So bad he could barely breathe. Oliver wondered what would happen if he didn't give into those urges soon. He imagined it would drive him insane. Although, letting it happen -- fucking and impregnating his own twin sister -- that could only create more madness.

"Ollie, I don't feel so good," Liv said. Her voice still weak and trembling.

Oliver wasn't used to hearing his sister that way. She'd always been brash, confident. A leader. Convinced that she could do anything. Now she sounded like a frightened little girl, even moreso than when she'd actually been little. "I don't like this."

"Me neither," Oliver said.

"I need it," she said, "I know I shouldn't, but..."

"I know," Oliver said.

He wasn't sure what to do in that moment. What to say. Every option seemed like the worst possible choice. He could ignore his sister's pain, his own misery, and try to hold out. Or he could answer her call and do something far, far worse.

He heard his sister sob and, instinctually, he tried to go to her. But his dick, hard as ever and practically purple with purpose, literally got in the way. He stepped back, like Liv had shocked him. Then he tried again, angling his way around his naked sister so he could hold her close without touching anything inappropriate. It was not easy. Her naked body had a lot of prime places that he needed to avoid.

"I'm sorry, Livy," he said as he wrapped his arms around her belly. She felt so strong, yet soft and warm. He didn't know how, but his cock got harder.

"I'm sorry, too," Liv said.

He thought back to the last time they'd hugged. It was right after the State Finals a few days before, and the both of them had won their respective groups. Celebrating together had made their successes feel even more spectacular.

The time before that? Oliver couldn't remember. Maybe it was the day Liv's first boyfriend had dumped her. Or that time that Oliver fell off his bike and broke his arm. Or when Liv had failed that history test and had to take it over. Or a hundred thousand other times that the two of them had taken care of each other.

Because that's the way it had always been. Every memory Oliver had, Liv had been there, too. That kind of understanding, that intimacy, brought them closer together than every other person currently in captivity. And yet it also made their situation so much worse.

"I can't do this," Oliver said, with finality, "I won't."

"Ollie, I know you're trying to protect me," Liv said, "But that's the absolute worst thing you could do to me right now."

"It's that bad, huh?" Oliver asked.

He knelt by his sister's head so he could look into her beautiful green eyes. The same ones he saw when he stared into the mirror. What was it about them being part of Liv's face that made her verdant orbs so much more than his own, dull irises?

"Isn't it?" Liv asked. Oliver knew he had to nod, yes. He could never lie to his sister.

Whatever the aliens (and Oliver had a tough time believing that was what they truly were), had given the siblings, it had sent him over the moon in ways he'd never imagined. His skin was on fire. He could feel his balls pulsing in time with his heartbeat. His dick was so hard, he swore he could stab it through stone.

He could only imagine the effect all this was having on his sister. Well, if he was honest with himself, he didn't have to imagine it. He could see her taut thighs shining with her lubrication. The flush of arousal filling Liv's upper chest, neck, and freckled cheeks. Her hard, pink nipples pointing sharp from her little breasts. Worst of all, though, he could smell her.

It wasn't that Liv smelled bad. Quite the opposite, actually. No, the problem was, in a massive room full of dripping, slippery vaginas, Oliver could immediately separate the scent of his sister's sex from the pack. Knew it, on some instinctual level -- as clearly as he recognized her face or her voice. It felt so familiar, so intuitive, it made him dizzy.

Oliver had spent his whole life with his sister. He knew, better than anyone, that he wasn't supposed to fuck her. The gulf between what others might imagine and the reality of what he was living had never seemed larger.

After all, the world was full of brother-sister porn: videos, stories, memes. Even mainstream TV seemed to be getting in on the incest action. But unlike the fantasy it seemed so many had, the actuality of it was just so wrong. The base biological desire so much more twisted and broken. The raw wrongness of it all piled on top of him so bad, Oliver could barely stand.

"I feel it too," Liv said. She shook her head, like trying to wriggle out of her own body. Her bright red hair flopped side to side. "I want it so much, but I don't want to want it. It's eating me up inside."

"I don't want to hurt you, Livy," Oliver said.

"Then don't," Liv said.

"I won't," Oliver said.

"Good," Liv said, "We're agreed."

Her cute face crinkled up, like she was bracing herself. Oliver stood off to the side, as far as their pen would allow. He closed his eyes and tried to will the reality away. That was it then. It was decided. They were done.

"What are you doing?" Liv asked, doing her best to look back at her brother. The position she was in did not look comfortable, no matter which way she moved.

"I'm doing what we agreed," Oliver said, defensive. "About not hurting."

"Right, so get to it," Liv said.

"I am!" Oliver snapped back.

"How is standing off to the... Fuck. You and I are not on the same page here, Ollie."

Oliver tilted his head at his sister, like a confused puppy. It wasn't often that the two of them weren't in sync. Especially over something that seemed so obvious to Oliver in the moment. What else could his sister possibly want him to do? It's not like he could leave the stall entirely.

"We agreed that you wouldn't hurt me," Liv said.

"Yes."

"And so that means you're going to fight against your instincts," Liv said

"Yes."

"And come over here and fuck me."

"Ye... Wait. What?!" Oliver nearly fell over. His sister couldn't be serious!

"That's what not hurting me means, Oliver," Liv said, like she was talking to his toddler self. "The stuff they gave us. The position they put us in. It's already so much. I can't. I'm sorry but it's not something I can ignore. I need you to -- NEED you to -- get over yourself and get back there and give it to me.

"But Livy, it's..."

"You think I don't know?" Liv said, her voice so loud he swore it echoed throughout the chamber. "You think I'm not embarrassed beyond belief that my body is being presented to my brother like a Christmas ham? That my twin is going to stick his dick in me while the entire school, all our friends, watch? You think that I'm not acutely aware of the consequences of making a baby with my twin brother? Horrified and sickened by all of this?"

Oliver looked at the ground. He could barely bring himself to nod. He felt ashamed of how oblivious he'd been. Of course, Liv was feeling the same things he was. He'd been callous to convince himself otherwise.

"Well, I can confirm for you that I am," Liv said, "But I'm also in pain, desperate, and horny as all hell. My pussy fucking hurts with need. It's not an itch, it's a goddammed bonfire between my legs. And it's burning me up, Ollie. I need my brother. I don't want to need you, but I do. So do me a favor, please, and stop dicking around and stick your dick in your twin sister!"

Oliver lolled his head like a naughty child. "I'm sorry, Livy," he said.

Liv tried to reach out to him, but the restraints ripped her arm right back. "I'm sorry, too, Ollie," she said. But her eyes were like steel. She was committed to this. And Oliver knew, then, that he had to be too.

He took a deep breath and straightened. Like a solider sent to his doom (and resigned to the reality of it), he marched over to his sister's backside. What he saw there, he hadn't been fully prepared for it.

To this point, Oliver had studiously avoided this most exposed part of his twin sister. He'd stared at her hips, her back, her arms. Yes, he'd looked at her boobs, he couldn't stop himself from that. But he'd kept his eyes as appropriate as possible. And so, he'd managed to spare himself this one last sight.

Now it was inescapable -- he couldn't tear his eyes away. His twin sister's pussy was incredible. There wasn't any other word for it. Perfectly shaped and covered in light, reddish hair, Liv's long outer lips hugged slightly smaller inner ones like a delectable, pink pouch. Her lips, chubby and round like two pieces of plump coral, framed a rosy, warm vulva that practically shone with her slipperiness.

Oliver was not a virgin. He'd been with a few girls. None of them had a vagina as entrancing as Liv. Almost as if his sister had a completely different set of genitalia entirely.

He swallowed, nervously, as he stared down at his twin sister. Her body was upsettingly familiar. He'd thought it before, and it was totally true. But this was so foreign to him, something no brother was ever supposed to see -- even one as close as Oliver was to Liv. He felt overcome by something unknown, deep and powerful beyond any emotion he'd ever had. And in that moment, he knew. He'd never love anyone the way he loved his...

"Would you please stop fucking around and fuck me you degenerate, ginger asshole!" Liv shouted.

Oliver startled. "Right. Sorry. My bad."

He looked down at his impossibly hard dick and realized it had been yelling at him, as well. His whole body, in fact, was thrumming with incalculable want and now he needed to, finally, give it his full attention.

Oliver rested his hands on his sister's bouncy butt. It felt so wonderful in his palms. Round and full. Nearly chiseled from all her hard work in the pool.

"Do you want me to, I don't know, warm you up a bit?" Oliver said. He drifted his hand toward his sister's sex to make his message clear.

"What I want," Liv said through gritted teeth, "Is for you to stick your dick in my pussy before I go back there, rip it off, and stuff it in myself."

"OK, then," Oliver said. Sheesh, but his sister could be a bitch when she was horny. Not that he was exactly at his best in that moment, either, he reflected.

He took his dick in his hand. He marveled at how good that action, on its own, felt. If his palm was pricking at his nerve endings like that, he could only imagine what his twin's warm, wet tunnel was going to feel like.

Oliver placed his dick in the proper place. His cockhead kissed at his sister's opening. For all her anger, he felt Liv flinch as he lined himself up. A random thought snuck into his mind. Was his twin sister a virgin?

"No, definitely not a virgin," Liv said.

"Really?" Oliver asked, "Who?"

He racked his brain trying to figure out which of Liv's boyfriends had done the deed. It wasn't the kind of thing he'd paid attention to, truly. But he couldn't think of anyone who'd lasted for more than a few months. There was never anyone serious, to his knowledge. And wouldn't his twin, his supposedly so-close sibling, had said something about it if she had?

"Derek Martin," Liv said, "That weekend you and the 'rents went to look at Tulane. Kenny Rodgers, at Chrissy Williams' house party. And Jason Lewis, back when we were dating last month."

"Wow," Oliver said, "I didn't realize." Apparently, he'd been completely oblivious.

"You want me to list out all the positions we used or are we good here?" Livy asked.

"Yes," Oliver said, "I mean no. I mean, we're good here." He stood there, blathering, with his dick pointed at Liv's pussy. Literally on the precipice.

"What about you?" Liv asked, "You want to run down your resume real quick so I know what I'm working with?"

Oliver chuckled, despite himself. His sister had always had a quick wit. "Kelly Davies, but you already knew about her," he said. Kelly was his first serious girlfriend. "That's the big one. I hooked up with Courtney Greene a couple times. Oh, and a drunken night with Sonia Stevens. But I barely remember that one."

"Well, this has been an edifying evening of catching up," Liv said, "But if we could get on with it...?" She rolled her wrist, suggestively, before it was snapped back, violently, to the pole in front of her.

Oliver didn't understand how his sister could be so casual about committing something that was a criminal offense in almost every state and an absolute violation of acceptable morality according to every culture on Earth. Then, his penis throbbed, his balls shot through with incredible pain, and Oliver immediately got what his sister was on about. Even he was mad at himself by this point.

Again, Oliver centered his cock on his sister. This time, he didn't pause. He slid forward. Liv sighed as her pussy spread slowly, deliciously, to welcome her brother's aching, urgent dick. Oliver closed his eyes. Just seeing Liv lying beneath him was enough to make him lose his nerve. If he wasn't with his sister, if it was some other woman in his head, Oliver could enjoy it.

Then he heard Liv groan and he was immediately ripped back to the reality of what he was doing. Fucking his twin sister. Her, unprotected as possible. Him, fertile as fuck. The fact that it was all so inescapable only made it worse.

After a few thrusts, Oliver felt his penis fully nestle in Livy's pussy. His ballsack rubbed against her mons. Just like that, he'd completed the act. He was having sex with his twin sister. It was worst thing he'd ever done.

Both had the same exact thought at that moment. Fuck this feels good. Then, immediately following, oh, fuck, it's really bad that this feels really good!

"Ohhhhhhh," Livy said, the air expelling from her like a popped balloon.

"Feels weird?" Oliver asked, wincing.

"Oh hell yes," Liv said, "But also abso-fucking-lutely incredible."

"Yeah," Oliver said.

He drew back, no longer able to argue against his own desires, then plunged forward. His sister's body responded to him like she was a puppet attached to his penis. A perfect harmony of motion. As if they'd practiced for this their whole lives.

The warmth of Liv's pussy, the way it enveloped him, was like nothing he'd ever experienced. Oliver had always used condoms before, so he'd anticipated an increase of sensation. But nothing like this. It was the difference between seeing an ocean in the far distance versus drowning in it. So intense, he somehow knew that it was amplified by their shared genetic connection.

Oliver wondered if this was Liv's first time going bareback as well. Had she experienced the sensation of skin-on-skin before? Was the fact that it was her brother only making everything better (and worse) all at once?

Then Liv's pussy cinched around him, and whatever wonderings Ollie might have had were squeezed right out of him.

"Oh FUCK you feel so good," he said, not even intending to speak aloud.

"Yuh-yeah," Liv said, as her brother plumbed her depths. Oliver couldn't be sure if she was agreeing or trying to pay him the same compliment. It didn't matter. As much as he was engulphed by his sister's snatch, he was all the more swallowed by the sheer delight of it.

Oliver had legitimately thought that this would be horrible, that his body would know he was inside his sister, and it would feel gross and awful. Or, he thought he'd be unable to tell one pussy from another and he could at least enjoy the experience despite the fact that it was his sibling. And he'd debated which would be worse.

Instead, Oliver got something far more terrible: his body instinctually recognized exactly who he was fucking, his sister, and that was what put him over the edge of ecstasy.

'Uhn...uhhhhhh...uhn..." Liv groaned with every thrust from her brother. He found himself grunting right back to her. A caveman conversation only amplified by the primal nature of their relationship.

Oliver was used to it taking a while for a woman to warm up. Even that night with Sonia, the two of them barely sober enough to strip down, he had a vague memory of her body slowly adjusting before she was able to enjoy it.

He might not have been the school's sex wizard, but Oliver knew he needed to gradually build a woman up before he broke her apart with orgasm. There was kissing, teasing. Probably at least some fondling and licking. Usually a lot.



Liv, though, had gone from 0-60 so fast, even the Konigsegg people would be impressed. It was the drugs, Oliver told himself. He did not have a magic cock. The fact that it was her brother that had brought her there, well that was an unfortunate truth, not an inherent aspect.

Still, the two siblings rutted into each other. Oliver rested his hands on his sister's perfect ass. She threw her body back into him with as much eager need as his own pulsing pushes. Their bodies slapped hard in percussive succession. The two of them talking the whole way. Oliver had never been vocal with his girlfriends, his one-time hookups. Now, it seemed they were conversing as much as they copulated.

"So... so... good," Liv said. Her voice trembling with effort.

"Yuh-yeah," Oliver said.

"My bro-ther. Fuh-king me. So. Good," Liv said.

"S-sorry."

"Is. Is OK," Liv said. "Like it. Love it. More than I should. It's OK."

"Better than OK," Oliver said, "Amazing."

"Yuh-yeah," Liv said. A mirror of her twin's earlier agreement.

Oliver glanced around, suddenly remembering that all of this was happening in front of the entire senior class. No one else was looking their way. It helped that the siblings were in the back corner of the room. More importantly, however, everyone else had more important things to do. Why watch the twins have sex when you could be fucking someone, yourself, instead?

Oliver sighed in relief. Bad enough to be doing this to his sister without the whole school seeing it. Or at least, paying them any attention anyway.

"Can you...?"

Instinctually, Oliver knew what his sister was asking for. He reached around her muscular thighs and found her little clit. The little bundle of nerves was barely present beneath his fingers, but he knew he'd found it when Liv arched her back and let out a low, rumbling groan.

"Such a good brother. Rubbing sissy's clitty," Liv said.

For a moment, Oliver wondered if maybe his twin was getting off a little on the whole sibling sex thing. The way she kept mentioning their relationship, like she wanted to remind him exactly who he was fucking. For his own part, Oliver found the disgust of the act slipping away. Replaced only by desire and pleasure. Some sick section of his mind was already contemplating if he'd be able to do this again. As if one time would never be enough.

Liv's body stiffened. Her legs snapped taut. Her head popped up, and though Oliver couldn't see it, he could sense that his sister's eyes were rolling back. Oliver stopped rubbing and held his fingers tight against his sister's clit. A long, rumbling stutter escaped her lips.

"Uh-uh-uh-uh-uh-uh-uh-uh." Her head dropped. Her body went limp.

"Did you?" Oliver asked, as if it wasn't already clear.

"Yeah," Liv said, "Came. Just came. Fuck. Suh-sorry. Can't help it."

"Why sorry?"

Liv did her best to look back at her brother. Her green eyes still glazed with endorphins. "We shouldn't be enjoying this."

"I know, but we can't help that, can we?" Oliver said.

Liv shut her eyes. A little tear dripped down her cheek. He felt guilty now about thinking his sister might secretly be into incest. It was clear how badly her body had betrayed her. This was breaking them both.

"I don't want. I didn't," Oliver stumbled over his words.

"I know," Liv said, "I don't blame you. Truly, I don't. I just thought, I dunno, I'd be stronger than this."

"You were always the strong one," Oliver said.

Liv laughed, ruefully. Another tear ran down her face, dancing around her freckles like a river over a rockslide.

"Look at me, impaled on my brother's cock. Cumming on him like some incest-loving slut."

"You're not..."

"I know what I am, Ollie," Liv said, "What this has made me. We can't go back now. Whatever we are, even if they drop us right back where we started, it's gone. I'll always be the girl that fucked her twin brother. That liked it."

"I liked it. Am liking it. Too," Oliver said. And again he wondered if he was comforting his sister or making it all worse. "If you're broken than so am I."

"Broken together," Livy said. She smiled at him for the first time since they'd been put in this position. So genuine ad warm, it made Oliver want to cry, too. "I can live with that."

"We're twins, we do everything together," Oliver said.

"Speaking of which, ummmm... Well, I guess it doesn't matter now. But I actually accepted the scholarship for Stanford," Liv said.

"What?!" Oliver slapped his sister's ass hard, before his mind had the moment to stop him. "We were both going to Emory!"

"I decided I wanted something different, for once," Liv said. She shrugged. "I was going to tell you after graduation."

For a moment, the reality of what they were doing overwhelmed Oliver. He was having a perfectly reasonable conversation with his sister while his dick was buried in her snatch and roughly fifty other couples were all fucking around them. A chorus of cries and sighs, punctuated by the slapping of thighs.

"Do Mom and Dad know?" Oliver asked. "About the college thing, I mean."

"Duh," Liv said, "We all agreed it was better to wait to tell you. But, yeah, they kinda had to be aware of where I'm going to school."

"I guess," Oliver said.

"Probably for the best that they aren't aware of this, though," Liv said.

"Yeah, I can't imagine Dad would be too thrilled to see me pounding his baby girl from behind," Oliver said.

"What about Mom?" Liv said, "She'd get quite upset if she saw me defiling her precious boy."

"Oliver, you get that dick out of your sister right now!" Oliver said, in a shrill imitation of their mother.

"Boy, you better do her right," Liv said doing a deep impersonation of their father, "Don't make me come over there and show you how it's done!"

The siblings both giggled, despite themselves. The emotion, the happiness of that moment -- the relief of their shared release -- combined with the physical nature of the act, the way their shaking bodies rumbled around their respective sexes, was an immediate reminder of their inappropriately intimate connection.

Oliver drew back from his sister's pussy, then inched forward. Savored every centimeter of his sister's warm, slick center. In response, Liv's giggles turned to groans. Oliver reached for her clitoris again, but his sister bucked him off.

"Too sensitive," she said, "I'm gonna... Don't worry. I'm gonna cum anyway. I can feel it. Now that you, uhn, got me started. There's no -- OH! -- going back."

"Oh. OK," Oliver said.

He increased the speed of his thrusts. Ran his rhythm as best he could, his sister cheering him along. Like they were back in the pool, and she was trying to push him harder.

"That's it!" Liv said, "Harder. I can take it. Faster. Don't worry about me. I'll get there. Take care of yourself. It's your turn, Ollie. Your time. Come on, baby. Cum."

Oliver did his best to accede to his sister's demands. He rutted into her like she was barely a person, just a hole that he could fill. A hot slippery space designed only for his pleasure. Still, some deep part of his brain knew what she was, what he was doing, and wouldn't let him escape.

You're fucking your sister. That interior voice repeated. You're committing incest. That's your twin's pussy. Wrapped around her brother's dick. Squelching with the sounds of your cock. Sisterfucker. Sibling lover.

Oliver could only do his best to ignore it. There was nothing more he could do. Well. There was one thing. Oliver felt the tightness of his impending orgasm finally wrap around his shaft. His pulsing seed building at the base of his cock.

He could still stop this. Could still fix it. Make it right.

As his orgasm built to the inevitable, Oliver steadied himself. With a strength of purpose that he couldn't have previously imagined, he managed to rip his dick out of his sister at the last second. A font of white, fuller than he'd ever produced, arced over Liv's freckled bottom. His spend seemed to be alive, writhing and corkscrewing as it sailed through the air. Till it finally splattered harmlessly on his sister's back.

Before the first had even finished his flight, another burst of hot liquid exploded from Oliver's cock. This one, unimaginably, even more voluminous than the first. The pleasure, the satisfaction, overwhelmed him. Oliver's vision went blank. His focus only on the peaks of ecstasy as they exploded out of him. Till, finally, it was done.

The world came back to focus. He was panting so hard his throat burned. In front of him was the evidence of what he'd accomplished. Liv was covered in brother-cum. Dripping with huge clear-white spatters. Like a chef had dumped a barrel-full of icing over her. It ran in rivulets over her back, her butt. Even all the way up to her bright red hair. But none of it, thankfully, had gotten in the one place it shouldn't go. Oliver had done it. He'd managed to stop himself from impregnating his own twin sister.

Though the haze of lingering pleasure, Oliver felt only one emotion: pride. He'd managed to do something that had felt near-impossible. It had taken a level of mental fortitude that he'd never have given himself credit for. A focus and drive that felt almost superhuman in the moment. But he'd managed to bend his body to his will. If he could do this, Oliver felt, truly, that he was capable of anything.

But the word that issued from his sister's lips wasn't appreciative at all.

"Noooooo!" Livy cried out. The sound a keening, aching sadness. Epically, primally devastated. A howl that seemed to darken everything around him. "Dammit, Ollie! Why?!"

"I thought..." Oliver's breath still wasn't coming back. "I was helping us. Not getting you. Pregnant. Fuck. You don't know. How hard that was. Holding back. But we're safe."

"You big dumb asshole," Liv said. She shook her head. "Don't you get it? I need that. More than your dick. Than the orgasms. I need it inside me. Or the pain -- this aching, burning, hunger -- it won't ever go away."

"How do you know?" Oliver asked. He rested his hand, warmly, on his sister's side.

"I don't know," Liv said, "I just do. Instinctual. I can feel it. That urge? It's still there, Ollie. Maybe even worse than before because it was so close."

"Fuck," Oliver said, "I thought I was helping us. Protecting you."

"I know," Liv said, "And there's a part me that loves you for it. But a larger part? The thing that's driven by whatever they drugged me up with? I'd already be strangling you if I could move my damned hands."

"I'm sorry, Livy," Oliver said, "I guess I screwed up."

"Not yet you haven't," Liv said, "Get back in there and..."

Oliver gestured down to his dick. It wasn't soft, not by a long shot, but he wasn't exactly hard, either. Now that Liv had mentioned it, he could sense some part of his body fighting for some further release. But it was distant, smothered, by the endorphins that had already flooded his body.

Oliver had no doubt that he'd be ready to fuck his sister again soon. She would just have to be patient for his potency to return.

"Ten minutes, I think," Oliver said, reading the fury on his sister's face. "Tops. I promise."

"Not soon enough," Liv growled. "Get your skinny, pink butt over here."

Obediently, Oliver shuffled over to his sister. Up close, her face was a map of complex emotions, piling on top of each other that he couldn't get a single sense of them. She was satisfied-angry-tired-aroused-loving-terrified. Plus, a couple other things Oliver couldn't place.

"Come on," Liv said, gesturing at her brother impatiently.

"What am I...?"

"Jesus, so I have to say everything?" Livy asked. She shook her head. "Put your cock in my mouth, numbnuts."

Oliver startled. The way his sister had said it so casually (like "put that cake in the oven" or "put your bag in your locker"), that it seemed all the more over the top. But Liv rolled her eyes at him, reinforcing the fact that, somehow, she was making a perfectly reasonable request.

"I can't do it myself," Liv said, gesturing to show that her hands were still invisibly bound to the bar.

"Right, sorry," Oliver said.

He took his dick, already stiffening, and steered it into his twin sister's mouth. Liv sucked it up, top to tail, with a loud, satisfied slurp. Her face contorted so sexily around his cock. Her cheeks bulged. That little cocksucker's double chin. Her eyes filled, not with disgust or distaste, but with something that looked far too much like desire.

Oliver had always thought oral was more intimate than intercourse. You weren't just feeling it, after all, you were tasting it too. Something about it happening at your face, every sense fully engaged, made it feel all the more intense.

Worse, Oliver realized, his sister was doing more than sucking him. She was tasting the remains of her own pussy on his dick. It was like stacking forbidden dominoes on top of each other. One by one, till it made a terrible, trembling tower of taboo.

Oliver felt himself stiffen almost immediately under the attentions of his sister's slippery, strong tongue. His cock filled, hard and stiff as steel. Liv went from wrapping all of it in her mouth to barely able to swallow halfway down in mere seconds. Yet, still, his twin sister sucked at him with abandon.

"Livy," Oliver said, trying to let her know she was ready to go.

"Hmmm. Mmmmmm. MMmmmmm," Liv replied, pumping her mouth up and down his dick.

"I think you can stop now," Oliver said, "I'm ready to go."

"Glug. Glug. Glug," Liv gulped as she swallowed his cock as deep as it would go.

Oliver grabbed his sister's head and held her still. He slowly forced her to slide back. Realization filled her emerald eyes, like she was waking from a vivid dream.

"Sorry, got carried away there," Liv said. A long trail of drool connected her tongue to her brother's dong.

Oliver ran his hand, lovingly through her hair. "So beautiful," he muttered, "Always thought so."

"OK, we ready for this?" Liv asked, already impatient.

"Yes, we got it," Oliver said. The weirdness of it -- talking like they were about to play tennis, rather than engage in a very non-familial act -- barely even registered for Oliver anymore.

He went back around to his sister's sex. Her pussy was even more open and wanting than before. The pink plumpness of her desire now a gaping, pulsing red. Again, the scent of her overwhelmed him, practically smacking him in the face for how strong and natural it was. Like some part of his brain had always known it.

Oliver had no doubt that his sister was more than ready for him to simply shove his dick back inside her. But he had one more need to fulfill before he did.

"Ollie, what are you... Oh FUCK!"

Liv screamed as Oliver pressed his mouth to his sister's nether lips. He knew he didn't have to do this, per se. But damned if he didn't want to. It wasn't just reciprocating the act of his sibling, although surely that was part of it. Some primal part of him simply needed to have all of his sister. And that meant having her juices on his lips, his tongue, dripping sweetly into his belly.

Oliver lapped at his sister's pussy like it was the last source of succor in the universe. He'd never been amazing at oral, but that hardly seemed to matter. For the first time, truly, he made love to his sister. Spread his affection however he could. Meeting dripping need with his own warm wetness.

"Oliver... Puh-please..." Liv groaned.

"I know, I'll put it in," Oliver said, pulling back from his sister's pussy. His chin sticky with her desire.

"No!" Liv cried out. "No. Please don't stop."

"Oh," Oliver said, a cocky grin sneaking across his face, "No probs."

He buried his face back into his sister. The scent of her overpowering. The taste so pungent and perfect. The way her folds parted for his tongue. Her clit, barely there but no less appealing. Oliver found that his original opinion was correct -- this was so much more intimate, more personal, than anything he could have done to his twin sister. And that made it all the more special and perfect.

Liv's body, again, went stiff. A tremble ran through her, like a series of splashes on a glassy pond.

"Uhhhhhhhhhnnnnnnn...AAHHHHHH!" Liv's low groan shifted into a high-pitched scream. Her body bent, like trying to squeeze the orgasm out of herself. Riled and rolled. A tremor ran up her arms and down her legs. Finally, she stiffened. A low, agonized groan escaped her lips. Then she fell limp. "That. That was. Fuck. Fuck you, Ollie. Fuck you so bad."

Oliver stumbled back, startled. Liv looked back at him. Her face was red, post-orgasm. But also practically cherry with rage.

"Fuck you, Oliver!" she screamed.

"Livy, I..." Oliver was stunned. His face, sticky with his sister's spend, hung open in shock. "I don't understand."

"No? Seriously!?" Liv was still shouting.

Oliver looked around the chamber. The rest of the room continued to fuck, but not everyone. A few pairs of eyes were now staring their way. Liv's anger finally overcame whatever other emotions were in the room.

"My brother," Liv said, "My twin. Just gave me the best orgasm of my life. Not slightly. Not a little bit. Blew my goddamn top right off. I came as hard as I ever have in my life. And my brother did it to me. Up till now, to this point. I could live with this. Kinda. It was weird and wrong, but I was going to be OK with it. Now, thanks to my stupid fucking twin, for the rest of my stupid life, I'm going to have to know that the best orgasm I ever had was with my brother. And, fucking fuck Ollie, I'm going to want it again."

Oliver stood up. He rubbed his sister's back, slowly. "I know, Livy," he said.

She was right, of course. Even before that orgasm. She'd said it herself. There was no going back. It wasn't only that they'd done this thing. That memory could fade if they let it. It was that they knew, deep in their souls, that they were never going to stop.

"I know," Oliver said it again. He steered his aching dick upward and slid home into his sister.

In that moment, that connection, everything else slipped away. The fact that he was fucking his sibling. His twin. That his classmates were watching him do it. That he was buried to the hilt in his sister and loving every second of it. None of it mattered anymore. Wrong. Right. Incest. Taboo. Oliver didn't care anymore. This was his world, his universe, and he would never deny it.

Distantly, Oliver heard his sister moan with pleasure while his penis settled into the place that, Oliver knew, it now belonged. He felt her body rise and fall with every thrust. Her little moans and gasps. Her cries for him to keep going. Harder. Faster. Fuck me. Fuck your sister. Don't you dare fucking stop.

The voice in Oliver's head fell silent. The individual sensations slowly rolled into one. There was no individual burst. No rise and fall of pleasure. No thrust or parry. Just one long, rolling pleasure as Oliver merged with his twin and they became one, symbiotic, loving being.

Oliver felt the spark of orgasm in his balls and he was ripped back. Livy was humping into him with abandon. Nonsense streamed from her lips.

"Oh! Brother! Fuck. Fucking brother. Fucking me. Don't stop. Yes! Oh YES. Oh fuck."

"Getting close," Oliver said, as if that mattered one bit.

"Oh don't stop," Livy said, "In me. Cum. Oh please. Cum. Cum in me!"

"I'm gonna," Oliver said. He knew it was all ridiculous. Silly. He didn't care. The conversation was as important as their connection below. The mental bridge as much or more building his desire as his dick in his sister's vagina. "I'm gonna cum in you. Fuck you up."

"Yeah," Liv said, "Yes. Fill me up. I need it. Your load. In me. My pussy. My womb. Do it. Put your baby in your sister. Oh fuh. Fuck. Pleeeaaaaaase!"



Oliver was overcome with it. The willpower from before was gone. Even if Liv had told him to stop, he knew he couldn't. He felt the all-too familiar pulse of his pleasure rise up his shaft.

He shot his seed inside his sister. It felt endless. More than he'd ever experienced before. One long stream of pleasure. And then another. Piling on top of the first.

Liv screamed. A literal cry to the heavens. Like he was stabbing his twin, rather than inseminating her.

Oliver was sure he shouted with her. The ecstasy rolled over him so hard he felt crushed under it. An explosion he could barely contain. It all blurred again. No individual ejaculations. Just an ongoing cycle of sexual pleasure as he filled his sister with his fertile seed.

There was a loud KA-CHUNK.

Both siblings fell to the floor. They reached out to each other like slithering snakes. Wrapping themselves tight. Oliver flexed his thighs around his sister. Liv's fingers threaded with his own. Their eyes met.

They didn't need to speak, to say a word. Two exactly matching pairs of green eyes met. The twins kissed, hungrily. Lips and tongues mashing together like they needed to merge.

Oliver's hand drifted over his sister's flank. He cupped her tiny breast in his palm. He felt the warmth of Liv's body. Her slippery essence. The both of them unable to catch their breaths. Oliver knew the rest of the room was probably staring. He didn't care.

After all, he was hugging his sister's amazing body. And he could feel another erection already building.

"Again?" Liv asked, as if it was really a question.

"Forever," Oliver replied. His twin nodded, and the two of them shared a smile, before they started working towards yet another shared, sibling orgasm.


Interstellar Impregnation Pt. 06

Everyone in this story is over the age of 18.

Sophie was mortified.

Her biggest worry wasn't that she was bent over in a thoroughly unseemly position with a boy she barely knew. Nor was it the humiliation of being totally exposed -- her tall, skinny body with barely-there breasts (nipples distended so long they looked like pink needles) and practically nonexistent butt out for all to see. The fact that she was so prostrate in front of the entire senior class (most of whom she held in only the highest disdain) wasn't foremost in her mind. And even though she was feeling epically, uncomfortably, inappropriately (*ahem*) aroused, it wasn't the overriding factor in her embarrassment.

The real problem was, Sophie had to pee. Badly. And no matter how many times she ordered that urgent feeling to go away, it only got worse.

To some extent, Sophie was willing to concede that this situation could be somewhat her fault, though she knew in her heart that it very much wasn't. When the 'aliens' or whatever they really were had given them water, Sophie had indulged because what was she supposed to do? Die of thirst?

However, when their captors had shown them the very public and clearly not at all clean bathrooms, that had been a different problem. Sophie tried to use those awful toilets as little as possible. Unfortunately, she'd been between infrequent stopovers when the monsters had knocked them all out. If she had been given some kind of warning, like a civilized being, it all would have been fine.

Instead, when she awakened, she found that she was not just naked, not only on all-fours in front of this barely familiar boy, but she was also in desperate need of the bathroom. And she didn't see one showing up anytime soon.

Sophie whimpered and did her best to cross her legs. It didn't help that her 'down there' was already dripping quite precipitously with other fluids. She looked at the grey metal floor beneath her. If she let go, there would be no hiding it. She just had to hold on.

Just don't go. Just don't go. Just don't go. Sophie repeated it to herself over and over again. She had this. She was a grown woman -- already 18 for God's sake -- and more than capable of controlling her bladder. She could hear her father's voice in her head, stern.

"What are you, Sophie?" Daddy asked, as clearly as though he was standing right next to her.

"A good girl," Sophie replied.

"And what do good girls do?" Daddy asked.

"Hold it," Sophie said. Though even she could hear how tremulous her inner voice sounded with that answer.

"Hey, are you OK?"

Sophie was snapped back to reality. The boy she'd been penned in with was standing to the side, leaning over her like some slackjawed yokel. He was as naked as she was, his chest and legs nearly completely covered in thick, dark hair. He had a warm smile, the beginnings of a beard, and soulful eyes. His hair was grown out long and thick, as well. He looked like a mountain man. Or at least, someone who intended to become a mountain man in a decade or so. For now, he was only a mountain man in training. An MMIT.

Sophie couldn't miss however, that this boy had a very large protuberance sticking out from his groin. To be fair, her rational mind measured the boy's 'thing' as probably normal. It was the context of it, sticking straight out of his thatch of brown pubes -- purple and angry looking -- that made it seem imposing in the moment.

Sophie had seen penises before. She took sex ed and had even, in a fit of whimsy, watched a pornographic film on the Internet once. The whole act of intercourse seemed rather unseemly, being honest. Sophie had supposed she'd go through with it, eventually. She wanted children and she knew that was the only way. Good girls make families, as Daddy would say. She just figured, when she met her husband, she'd perform the basic requirements and move on.

Now though, faced with the prospect of actual insemination, Sophie found that her earlier convictions had been ripped away. This felt icky and weird, and she couldn't imagine doing it. But then, with all the drugs they'd given her, she couldn't imagine not doing it, either.

Sophie's thoughts could not wander too far, however. Not when a far more pressing need to pee was pressed to its forefront of her brain. For a moment, Sophie let a picture enter her mind: her bladder letting go. Of course, this boy in her pen would be disgusted. And the whole school would turn and see it. What a big baby she is, someone would say. In Sophie's imagination, even her father would be standing by her side, shaking his head and tsking his tongue at what a disappointment she'd become.

And yet, there was also some sick part of her brain that welcomed that release. How much better she'd feel if she let it out.

She wouldn't.

She couldn't. Sophie shoved the idea out of her mind.

"Seriously are you alright?" the boy asked, "I mean, as much as you can be alright, am I right?

Despite the urgency of their situation, this boy seemed strangely easygoing. Like they were sitting out on the porch on a bright spring afternoon rather than both naked in a metal pen, her spread out like an animal.

The boy had a warm, slow way of speaking. Like he was tasting every word before sending it out into the world. He sounded like the kind of guy who did a lot of skateboarding behind the school. Or vaping behind the school. Or, um, other things behind the school. Versus all the things Sophie was sure he wasn't doing in the school. Like studying. Or thinking.

Sophie didn't want to be cruel. Her assigned partner seemed like a perfectly nice fellow. He'd focused on her concerns instead of slamming himself inside her (she could tell, based on the sounds around her, that several others had already done exactly that). It spoke well of him, kind of. But it would certainly be easier if Sophie wasn't certain that this boy was completely stupid.

"I'm fine," Sophie said, huffily. "Can we get this over with?"

"Um, sure," the boy said. "I mean, I guess. Shouldn't we, like, exchange names at least first? Or are we going to call each other Mom and Dad?" He chuckled at his own little joke. As if any of this could at all be humorous.

Sophie told the boy her name and tried to extend her hand, but it got immediately snapped back to the bar in front of her. A painful reminder of her sudden place in the universe.

"I'm Gabe," the boy said. Then he paused, like thinking out his next move. Finally, he seemed to come to a decision and awkwardly touched her shoulder. "I probably shouldn't say this. I know it's inappropriate, or whatever. But we're in this situation, so I'm just gonna tell you. You're really hot."

"Um, thanks?" Sophie said.

She'd always imagined she was OK looking, in a very formal way. Her reddish-brown hair cut pixie-short and curling beneath her ears. Her librarian style glasses (which, for some reason, their captors had let her keep). Her long fingers and lithe body. It gave her a sort of elegance she supposed. But hot? That was reserved for women of a far fuller figure.

Flat-chested was the word one gross little skank had called her in gym class. Her cousin from Upstate had taken to calling her Olive Oyl. She'd had to Google that one. What she found was not flattering. Stick, coat hanger, skeleton. She'd heard it all.

Hot, though, was totally new. And Sophie couldn't imagine why this boy, Gabe, had said it.

"I've, um, seen you around," he said, "In school. I always thought you were the most fucka... I mean, hott... Um. I always thought you were pretty. I wanted to ask you out. I thought about it all the time. But, like, I'm me and you're you. So, I figured it was never going to happen. And now here we are. It's awesome. I mean, in that sense anyway."

Gabe stood over her, grinning like a monkey while his gorilla-esque penis stuck out sharp. Like it was pointing at her, mocking. Sophie realized he was probably expecting her to compliment him back.

"Oh, well, that's nice," Sophie said, "Sort of. You're also, um, cute. Kinda."

Gabe grinned so wide, Sophie would have thought she'd praised him to the moon and back.

"Thanks," he said.

"Anyway, it's been very nice to meet you. But if we could get this over with?"

It's not that she wanted to engage in intercourse with this boy. Or, the more she thought about the reality of it, with anyone. As already mentioned, the whole act seemed patently ridiculous. All those noises and fluids. So unseemly. Especially in a situation such as this.

But Sophie realized she was stuck in place. And worse, her biological needs were only increasing as time passed. She'd have to grit her teeth, go through the act, and then, hopefully, escape to a suitable toilet. She just had to hold on a little longer.

"Eager, huh?" Gabe said. That broad smile on his face was no longer so adorable. "Look, I don't want to be rude or nothing..."

It seemed that every time Gabe mentioned having good manners, he was warming up to display even more vulgarity.

"...But have you ever done this before? Like, had sex?"

Sophie felt her face get hot. Being interrogated about her past history by this hooligan felt particularly galling.

"Have you?" she asked, indignantly.

"Couple times," Gabe said, casually as talking about trying a turkey sandwich. At least he had the decency to shuffle his feet and look at the ground as he said it, rather than crow about it like most boys his age would. "I'm just guessing you might want to be prepared, that's all."

"I'm ready," Sophie said, "I've studied the relevant material. I understand how it all works, you know, down there."

"I see," Gabe said.

"Anyway, I don't see why we're wasting our time. If you're such a skilled lover, I'm certain you'll have no trouble with me."

Gabe sighed. It seemed like he was about to say something, but then he caught the look on Sophie's face and stopped himself.

Instead, Gabe lumbered back around to Sophie's backside. For a moment, she had the odd thought that she was glad she'd shaved her private area a few days before this whole ordeal. Bad enough to have to picture him seeing her most private place. At least it was well groomed. Imagine this going on and being all hairy down there. What a nightmare.

In that way, this position was a godsend. Sophie didn't have to see Gabe studying her sex. Just sit back and wait for it to happen. But as soon as he looked at her, it was like some sixth sense of hers kicked in. She could feel Gabe's eyes roaming her bottom as well as if they were his fingers. Sensed the heat of his desirous stare. It made her feel uncomfortably warm in a strangely welcome way.

Then she felt his touch for real. A finger, lightly placed at the edge of her sex. That one, single digit amplified her urinary urge. Like he was coaxing her to release. She gasped and immediately tried to squirm away. But, of course, she was stuck there.

"What are you doing?!" Sophie shrieked. She was immediately embarrassed by herself. It was a ludicrous question, but some basic part of her brain had shouted it, anyway. She was sure Gabe was going to yell at her. Or laugh. She couldn't be sure which was worse.

Instead, Gabe simply straightened. He rested his hand on her lower back. Like calming a nervous puppy.

"Look, Sophie," he said, in that warm, calm way of his, "I know we're all horned out from the drugs they gave us. But like, it's still not a good idea for me to shove it in you. Trust me."

"It's not that," Sophie said. She winced at how weak her voice sounded.

"It's OK to be nervous," Gabe said, "I get it. I'm a little freaked out too, if I'm being honest." Then, quietly, to himself. "Wish I'd got a rip in before this whole thing started."

"I'm not nervous," Sophie said.

"You sure? Because you jumped, like, a mile high and all I did was touch you."

Sophie closed her eyes. She took a deep breath.

"I'm fine," she said, "Go do whatever you need to."

"OK," Gabe said. He shook his head at her, and she couldn't tell if it was pity or disdain.

The hairy boy knelt behind her. This time, he ran his finger slowly up her thigh. This was fine. It felt kind of nice. Then, after a minute or so of teasing and tracing, Gabe's digit found Sophie's center and...

"OH!"

Again, she squirmed, helplessly. Like a fish caught on a hook.

"OK, seriously, you have to help me out here," Gabe said, "Do I, like, gross you out or something?"

"No," Sophie said, "It's not that."

Truly, Gabe wasn't the kind of boy she ever pictured dating, but he was kind of cute if she squinted a bit and ignored most of his features. She felt kind of bad, honestly, making him feel this way. But she couldn't control her reactions.

"You've got to help me out here, man," Gabe said, "I don't want to hurt you or nothing. But, I gotta be honest. The shit they pumped me up with has me going kinda crazy. I've taken some whacked out stuff before. It's all nothing next to this. So, I'm trying my best to control myself, here."

"I know," Sophie said.

She had to concede she felt it too. This overriding urge to have something stuffed inside her. Like the inside of her vaginal canal had been stung by a hundred burning bees. It was just the other biological urge that was forcing it all out of her mind. She was being pushed and pulled by her own body and it was turning her poor brain into taffy.

"I get it," Gabe said, "This is all too fast. If you grabbed my dick right now... Well, I'd probably cum. But it'd make me jump, too. We're total strangers and this is, like, the ultimate intimate act."

Sophie thought back to before, when she'd gotten a look around the room and saw that boy Oliver, had been paired with his twin sister, Livy. No, this wasn't nearly as close as what those poor souls had been placed in.

"I don't know, the position is weird, but maybe if we, like, made out for a little first?" Gabe said, "You know, started up slow?"

Sophie had to concede that Gabe was probably right. That might help things along. She didn't even mind the thought of kissing him as much as she thought she would. But anything that postponed the end of this, that made her have to wait even a little bit longer, was a disaster of an idea.

She shook her head vehemently. Sophie's self-control was already snapping. She needed this done now. Even sooner than that, if possible.

Gabe misunderstood her denial, however. "I get it, I'm not the kind of guy you'd usually go for," he said, "Probably all clean-cut and handsome and stuff. For some reason, I picture him in a tuxedo or something like that."

Sophie giggled, despite herself. It was a funny mental image, though Gabe wasn't far off on how she'd always pictured her future husband. Dashing and debonair; not wild, unkempt, and smelling slightly of incense.

"I don't know if this helps," Gabe said, "Probably not. But I meant what I said before. I truly have had a crush on you for forever. Is that maybe worth something?"

"I'm a stick figure," Sophie said, her frustration busting through.

"No way," Gabe said, "I love your little tits. Your nipples are like, fucking amazing."

He said this like it was some huge compliment. Like he was praising a symphony, and not the way Sophie's biology had played a terrible trick on her. As if 'your nipples are amazing' was the Nobel Prize of personal compliments.

"You always seemed so, like, ungettable though. You know? Like you were an angel, and I was just dirt. I get that you didn't want to be stuck with me. But I do want to make it good for you. Good as I can, anyway."

"I'm sorry," Sophie said, meaning it. It was clear that Gabe was trying so hard, and she started to feel for him. "You're not dirt. Truly. I'm the one who's lucky to be with someone who is actually thinking about me." She felt her stupid eyes start to prickle. Great, now I have another liquid to worry about leaking out of me.

"So, you'll trust me?" Gabe asked. "I know it's hard, but I need you to, like, open up. Literally and figuratively. Help me help you. Or whatever. You know?"

Again, Sophie shook her head. Like trying to rattle the thoughts out of her mind. There was no way. This terrible, awful, unavoidable need to pee was bad enough. She couldn't possibly admit to it. The shame would slam her into shards. But what else could she say to explain why Gabe poking at her made her want to explode in the absolute worst possible way?

Sophie's brain went back to that earlier scene in her mind. Her body suddenly bursting like a urine-filled pinata. Droplets of pee splattering the stall. And everyone turning her way in horror. Daddy looking on so disappointed. It was ludicrous, of course. But that didn't make it feel any less real.

And even if Sophie admitted it, what was Gabe going to do? He was too naked to be hiding a toilet somewhere. No, the only thing that telling him would gain for her was increased embarrassment and shame. She'd have to grit her teeth and get through it. Somehow.

"Sophie?"

"I have to pee."

It slipped out. So quiet that even Sophie could barely hear herself say it.

"What?" Gabe asked. He came closer. His (again, oddly large in the moment) member so close to her face, Sophie swore she could almost smell it. Radiating testosterone in a way that was, surprisingly, not all that unpleasant. "I didn't hear that."

Sophie shook her head. There was no point in hiding it any longer.

"I have to pee, Gabe," Sophie said, "When we went to bed last night I didn't go because the toilets are so public and dirty, and I thought I could hold out till the morning but then they drugged us, and I woke up here and there's no place to go and I swear I'm about to burst, and I don't know what to do."

It came out as one long monologue, more a giant single word than an actual sentence. A flow as full and voluminous as the stream of urine that Sophie was desperately striving to staunch.

"You can't, like, hold it?" Gabe asked. He scratched his head, making him look even more like a primate than usual.

"That's what I've been doing this whole time!" Sophie hadn't meant to shout it, but she did.

"OK," Gabe said, "Alright." He began to pace around their tiny pen. "Well, OK then. You have to go. Here. Now. Just let it out."

"WHAT?!" That time, Sophie absolutely intended to be as loud as possible. She knew this boy wasn't all that smart, and probably high, but she hadn't realized he was also absolutely insane.

"Look, you said it, right?" Gabe continued, like a prosecutor closing his case. "You have to piss and there's no place for it. I can't even touch you without making it worse. But they're not letting us leave here till we do this. So, like, let it out. It's not that big a deal. I've pissed in lots of places before. Like, this one time, I was out with Darrow and Ripsy and we were in the woods, right? I was, like, super high and I couldn't figure my way out of the forest so we..."

"Gabe?"

"Sorry," Gabe said. He rubbed his head ruefully. "Anyway, my point is, it's not so bad. Better than suffering like you're doing now, right?"

Sophie wasn't at all sure about that. For a moment, she let herself imagine it all over again. She forced herself to be real about it. Her Daddy wasn't there. And everyone around them was too busy doing each other to make a big deal about what happened in her stall. What was the issue, really?

But Gabe would be there. He would see. And worse, Sophie would know that it happened too. She pictured it spattering on the ground. The stench of it filling the air.

"I'll hold it in," Sophie said, "I can do it. Let's just get this over with. OK?"

"Are you sure?" Gabe asked.

"I'll hold. It. In," Sophie said through gritted teeth.



"OK," Gabe said, letting the end of his word trail off. He meandered back behind Sophie, shaking his head like he was arguing with himself

"Just maybe don't, you know, stimulate it. So much. OK?" Sophie called after him.

Gabe rolled his eyes, but he nodded his agreement. He stood behind Sophie. Rested his hands on her backside. They felt so large around her cheeks, like he could palm her entire body.

Sophie took a deep breath. She closed her eyes. In her mind, she pushed that rolling liquid back into her bladder. Willed her nerve endings to go soft.

"I'm going to ease you into it," Gabe said.

"Whatever you need to do," Sophie said, "Just, you know, quickly."

"Got it," Gabe said.

Idly, he traced around her bottom. Her calves. Her back and thighs. He didn't touch anywhere inappropriate. He just felt her. And Sophie had to admit, it did kind of feel like honest appreciation. This wasn't a brute hungrily claiming her. Gabe was running his fingers over her body like she was a sculpture. A work of art he wanted to remember for the rest of his life.

Gradually, Gabe moved his hands closer to her most sensitive spot. Like a bomber slowly circling his target. Finally, he let his hands gently graze Sophie's sex. She gasped. No one had ever, truly, touched her there. She'd barely even touched herself, save for the necessaries. She'd thought about masturbation a few times. When she'd watched that video, for instance. It had seemed so unseemly, though, she eventually made herself give it up.

Now this total stranger was sliding his fingers all over her. Running them through her nether lips. Feeling for her dripping opening and the bundle of nerves right above. Sophie found herself willing him to keep touching. Hoping he'd hit the right spots. To her surprise (and gratification) he very often did.

Gabe wasn't teasing her per se, thought it certainly felt like it. Instead, he seemed to be testing, exploring, discovering the things that made Sophie gasp and squirm. He didn't speak the entire time, but she heard him hum and hmm a few times, like he was a mechanic, and her sex was some kind of engine he was examining.

Suddenly, right as Sophie felt him settle on what seemed like it could be the perfect rhythm of pressure in the exact right spot, Gabe stopped. Sophie groaned in frustration. It was a very improper thing to do, but the sound escaped her.

In the same place where his fingers had just been, Sophie felt Gabe plant his mouth. His warm wet tongue slid into that exact same spot. This time, Sophie groaned in a very different way. Far more improper and yet, equally unstoppable.

"Oh, Gabe," Sophie said.

"Uh huh," Gabe said, his mouth muffled by her dripping opening.

If she'd been given a chance to think about it, oral sex would have been an absolute non-starter. A man putting his mouth on her vagina? How embarrassing! How inappropriate! And yet, now that she was experiencing it, without the chance to ever refuse, Sophie realized that this was probably the best thing in the universe.

It felt amazing. The pressure of his impertinent touches. The slippery hotness of his mouth. All of it combined to create a sensation that went beyond anything Sophie believed her body was capable of. She'd been wrong about Gabe, clearly. This boy was a certified genius! That was the only explanation for what he was doing to her body.

Sophie went from extremely uncomfortable to awash in pleasure in seconds. She'd been so focused on everything around her. Now the only thing she felt was the building ecstasy Gabe was coaxing out of her body.

Building. Rising. Urging out.

Oh no.

Sophie had managed to ignore it up till now. But that urgent urge to pee overtook her. No. She couldn't. Wouldn't. With Gabe's face right at her...

"STOP!" Sophie screamed out. She swore she heard it echo against the metal walls. Even thought she saw a few couples, literally in the middle of sex, turn her way. She didn't have the conscious capacity to register who it was.

Gabe looked at her, his face agape with surprise. Sophie was ashamed to notice her sticky juices on his cheeks and in his scraggly beard.

"Was I not doing it right?" Gabe asked, like a chastised little boy. "I'm sorry. Usually, girls like it when I..."

"No, it's OK," Sophie said. The lie slipped out of her so easily. OK? It was unbelievable. "It was fine. I'm just ready to, um, to move on. If that's alright."

"Oh, sure," Gabe said, "No problem."

He stood up. For a moment, Sophie thought he might ask her to return the favor. Putting her mouth on the boy's penis was another thing that, conceptually, she found repulsive. Yet, in the moment, was also something she decided she'd very much like to try.

Instead, though, Gabe just stood behind her.

"I guess you are probably worked up enough," Gabe said, almost to himself.

He took his dick in his hand and aimed it at her center. Sophie gasped as she felt the thick shaft press eagerly at her opening. This was way thicker than his finger. Far different than his tongue.

Gabe pressed himself forward. Sophie felt herself give way, easily. The walls of her sex opening almost in anticipation, welcoming Gabe's demanding member.

Sophie realized she'd been taut, anticipating pain or, at least, significant discomfort. Instead, however, this felt nice. More than that. Almost natural, in a sense. Her sex squeezed down on Gabe's penis. Like welcoming him home with a nice warm hug.

"Fuck, Sophie," Gabe said, "You feel so fucking amazing."

Sophie was only able to respond with another low groan. It felt too good to be embarrassed by it. Gabe's dick slid all the way inside. He slowly began to rock back and forth. Sophie felt herself settle around him. This was lovely.

The way he pushed, it jostled Sophie's bladder, sure, but it wasn't nearly as bad as before. If anything, the need to pee was sort of amplifying the electricity of everything. It was strange, but not at all uncomfortable.

Sophie smiled to herself. She'd done it. She was going to get through this OK. Gabe would pump her a few times, let out his seed, and then she'd be safe. She could practically see the bathrooms in front of her, just waiting for her to arrive.

Of course, what Sophie actually saw when she stared in front of her, was a tiny blonde girl getting absolutely railed by the Black boy, Jason. The blonde's face was contorted in an almost primal way, her cheeks cherry red, huffing and puffing. So much that Sophie legitimately couldn't tell if it was pleasure or pain.

The girl, Sophie thought her name was Annie, saw Sophie looking her way and gave her a strange, exhausted smirk.

"Nice, right?" Annie said between gasping breaths.

"Very," Sophie agreed.

"Didn't think I'd like it this much," Annie said, "Going to have to thank those asshole aliens. After."

"We'll send them a group card," Sophie said.

The blonde started to laugh, but then froze. Her eyes crossed. She dropped her head with a long, low moan.

The girl's racing orgasm reminded Sophie of her own. It hadn't occurred to her that she might peak during this process. She thought about it and decided that she wouldn't. That this was nice enough without giving in to that baser urge.

And this did feel very nice. Gabe's movements had sped up and he was sawing into her with a solid rhythm. His balls bounced pleasantly off her clit. Sophie imagined he'd be finished with her soon. In fact, she was kind of surprised it wasn't over already.

She glanced back. Gabe's face was cinched in focus. His eyes staring off distant. His body rolled as he rutted against her. Seriously, why hadn't he ejaculated? Was she that bad at sex?

"So... good..." Gabe said.

"Are you getting close?" Sophie asked him.

"UH... Uh huh," Gabe said, "Soon."

She felt him speed up. His urgency increased. She supposed that maybe he'd been holding back for some dumb reason. But as Gabe began moving faster, something else started to happen, as well. Sophie tried to look up at Annie again but found her eyes wouldn't focus. Her arms started to tingle, weak, and she buried her head in her arm.

Oh. Oh no.

Stupidly, Sophie thought to tell Gabe to slow down. That he was making her... But if he slowed that would also put the end further away. No. Sophie just had to hold off. Endure it.

She felt Gabe slide his arm around her skinny hip. His fingers reached deep into her furrow.

"OH!" Sophie cried out as he found her little button. The end wasn't impending anymore. More like an inevitability. The pleasure was rising in her with the drive of a freight train. The speed and power of it overwhelming.

It rose straight out of her sex with a driving force. A concussive blast raced through her. Grabbing hold until...

"Oh ffffffFUCK!" The words shot out of her. Her body went stiff. She could feel every little hair on her arms. Every cell in her body. All of it crying out.

And then, just like that, without even bothering to check in first, Sophie's body burst. The long hot stream shot straight out of her. In the moment, it didn't feel weird or embarrassing. It only felt GOOD.

"Ohhhhhhhhh! Sophie cried out. She lost the sense of everything. The pleasure overwhelming every sense. The feeling of pushing only amplified her pleasure

A moment later, she blinked back to consciousness. The ecstasy slipped away. Her rational mind replacing it, inch by inch.

Oh God please no.

Sophie looked back. She saw Gabe stepped back dripping. Yellow liquid pooled on the floor. All Sophie could do was stare at it in horror. Everything she'd ever feared was right there, stinking up their stall. She wanted to crawl up into a deep dark hole and disappear forever. Not just to die; to be wiped from existence and memory like she'd never been or would be.

"That was..." Gabe started.

Sophie filled in every word for him. Awful. Disgusting. Embarrassing. Gross.

"...awesome!" Gabe cried out.

Sophie startled. What?

"Damn, that was so fucking hot," Gabe said, "I didn't think you were enjoying this at all, but then you were cumming and it all shot out and that was like, wow. Goddamn!"

"I peed," Sophie said. Sobbed, "It's all over you. I'm really sorry.""

"Sorry?" Gabe said, "Seriously, that was the sexiest thing I've ever seen. Babe, I swear."

Babe?!

"OK, wow," Gabe said, like he was trying to get a hold of himself, "Hang on. I was super close when that happened. Alright, let me get back into it."

Sophie thought the boy would want to bathe himself for hours, scrubbing till his skin was raw. At least, wouldn't he want a towel to dry himself off? Instead, Gabe walked right back up to her, both of them sticky with her yellow-stained shame, and put his cock right into her.

And, damn her, Sophie's body was just as eager. She felt her vagina ripple wonderfully as its new best friend returned to her friendly confines.

"Oh, Soph," Gabe groaned, "Even. Tighter. Fuck!"

Sophie was surprised at how good it felt. The remains of her first orgasm were already sparking the second. Like she was feeding an already roaring fire this time, rather than building from scratch. She let her head loll. She couldn't even enjoy the fact that her bladder was, finally, empty. She lay forward and endured the ecstasy.

Gabe didn't need to do anything else. He didn't have to rub her clit. His rhythm, the way his dick moved inside her, it didn't matter. Sophie felt like some engine inside of her had been switched on, every movement he made only urged her body forward.

Whatever little bit of propriety she'd had at the beginning of this, whatever shred of dignity she'd saved, had been ripped away. She was nothing now, just a lump of flesh, pliant in Gabe's control.

Another orgasm ripped through her, this one smaller but no less intense. She groaned, so loud she was sure everyone could hear it. The squelching noises their bodies made. The slapping of their thighs. All of it was so rude, but Sophie didn't care.

Sorry Daddy. I know I'm a bad girl. But I couldn't stop.

She knew if her father could see her now, he'd be so disappointed. His little girl turned into this needful creature. She didn't care. Couldn't. All she could do was hold on as yet another orgasm rose up.

"Oh, Soph. Getting. Close," Gabe said.

The reality of it, of what was about to happen, filled Sophie's mind. She'd been so obsessed by her biological need that she hadn't truly thought about the biology of what was about to happen. She was having unprotected sex with a stranger. If the aliens were right, whatever birth control she'd been on was long gone. He was going to do it, inside her. He was going to make her pregnant.

Sophie tried to make herself see the scary side of it. The misery she was being subjected to. All she could think of was that she was so close to another peak, and some part of her screamed that if Gabe did it at the same time, the result was going to completely blow her out.

"Do it," Sophie said. "Don't stop. I'm close, too."

"Oh... OK," Gabe said, "Almost..."

Sophie braced herself in the best way possible. Her body steadied. Readied.

"Ahhhhhhhhhhh!" Gabe shouted. Cried out her name.

Sophie felt it. A hot splash against the back of her sex. That freight train of orgasm rose up again. This time Sophie knew what to anticipate. That familiar feeling of bliss. But like misjudging a wave at the beach, what rose up was so much more. Not a train, a hurricane. A lightning storm. All of it in one.

Sophie screamed out. High pitched and deafening. Last time, she'd been able to put words to what she was feeling. Now there was nothing. Just indescribable bliss ripping through her at every level. She felt her vagina bear down, like trying squeeze Gabe's dick flat.

Another rising, warm gush shot out of her. Somehow, a sense of surprise slipped in with that incredible orgasm. That little bit of remaining conscious brain that couldn't understand what was happening.

Sophie gasped. She'd been hit so hard, she'd forgotten to breathe. She sucked in air, hard. Another peak burst through her. Stripped every bit of her down. Till she was nothing but bones.

Distantly, she felt Gabe's seed rush inside her. Burst after burst of liquid heat. Wonderfully insistent and achingly incredible.

Sophie's existence shrunk down to a pinprick.

KA-CHUNK

When Sophie regained consciousness, she was lying on the floor. Her face was wet, and she realized she'd been sobbing. Cold, sticky liquid covered her legs and bottom, like she was sitting in a puddle. She felt a pair of warm arms holding her close.

"Babe, you were incredible," Gabe whispered. He pressed his lips into her cheek.

BABE?!

Sophie let him hold her there, for now. Rocking both of them back and forth. Her muscles felt so weak, she doubted she could move anyway.

"You did it again," Gabe said, "Squirted."

Oh God. Sophie didn't even know what to say. The first time was so awful, but she could at least rationalize it. The fact that she'd done it again. She was a freak.

"I swear, you are the sexiest woman on Earth," Gabe said, "Or wherever the hell it is we are now."

Sophie felt so gross, she couldn't even imagine it. She could smell it now, too. Pungent and awful. She was covered in urine and this boy wasn't just touching her, he was squeezing her as tight as he could. Kissing her face.

Sophie felt something warm leak out of her sex -- the creamy white of Gabe's spend. Fuck, why did that look so hot?

She squeezed her eyes shut. She was a freak, alright. And almost certainly pregnant.

In her mind, Sophie looked up and saw Daddy, standing over her and shaking his head with disdain.

She found the image didn't bother her one bit.

You don't like it, huh? Well just watch what I do next.


Interstellar Impregnation Pt. 07

Everyone in this story is over the age of 18

Scarlett looked around the room, the reality of it all slowly dawning on her. She was completely naked and bent over -- lewdly exposing every bit of her body. A slim, brown-haired boy was standing next to her, also totally nude. His eager cock pointed straight at her.

Compounding things further, Scarlett was loaded up with hormones to make her incomprehensibly horny and incredibly fertile. She was surrounded by roughly thirty other stalls, each filled with her classmates -- all equally naked, drugged, and worked up as she was.

The experience was so overwhelming, her brain was only capable of forming one word, over and over again.

YES!!!!!

This was the best day of her life, by far.

Scarlett turned to her assigned partner, sure he'd be feeling the same level of excitement. If there was one thing that she knew about boys, it was that they loved sex. This had to be a dream come true for him. But he was standing off to the side of the stall, looking strangely anxious.

His name was Xavier, Scarlett remembered. He was cute, with a compact body and a warm smile. Scarlett remembered him from a few of her classes, always well-dressed in a sweater and corduroy trousers.

Now, of course, he was naked. Scarlett was excited to see he had a very nice boy body. A bit boney, perhaps. But there was one big bone on his body that Scarlett was more than excited about. His penis wasn't thick but nicely long with a bit of a taper at the end. It stuck out wonderfully from a thick, dark bush of hair. Scarlett supposed he had other features -- arms, legs, and the like -- but those weren't nearly as important.

"Um, hi," Xavier said, noticing Scarlett's stare. He ran his eyes over her body, a salacious mix of hunger and fear.

Scarlett chose to think of herself as 'full-figured.' She wasn't fat; maybe a couple pounds overweight. And even if she didn't eat for a year, she'd always be thick. That was just the way genetics made her.

There were awesome benefits to being that way, though. Her boobs were freaking huge, and she had a big, curvy butt. More than a few guys had called her the apex of sexy. Well, she imagined boys talking to her that way, anyway.

In real life, Scarlett was super shy. She couldn't talk to a guy without turning bright red and giggling like an idiot. The issue was, she was also ultra horny. Like, all the time.

Scarlett had tried everything: watching porn, using toys, none of it seemed to satisfy her. Worse, the more she engaged with it, the more twisted her urges became. A thirty-person, doggystyle, forced impregnation orgy, though? Scarlett was pretty sure that was going to suit her needs just fine.

"Hello?" Xavier again tried to get Scarlett's attention. She laughed to herself. She was so excited by the idea of everything that was going on, she wasn't pay attention to it as it actually happened.

"Isn't this awesome?" Scarlett asked.

Xavier startled. "I mean, um. Not really?"

"Come on, look at this!" Scarlett said. "Everyone we know is around us, fucking like animals. It's so hot!"

Xavier looked around, nervously, at the other stalls. He sure didn't seem to be enjoying anything. Again, Scarlett couldn't understand it. He had a hot, dark-haired girl tied up and raring to go right in front of him! It didn't get any better than that.

"No no, it's great," Xavier said. "I'm just, um, a little nervous? I'm, ummm..." He leaned in, like he was about to tell Scarlett the world's most terrible secret. His voice a ragged whisper. "I'm a virgin."

"That's great!" Scarlett exclaimed, "I am too! That's so spicy. Both of us learning together." She made a point of adding 'first-time' to the rapidly growing list of kinks she'd be able to check off in a moment.

Xavier stepped back, his eyes widening even further. Scarlett went from confused to concerned. A normal boy would already be halfway buried in her needy cunt by now. All of her usual problems -- her terminal shyness, her giggly self -- were neutralized by the situation. While all of her strengths -- her built-for-sex body and her permanent DTF status -- should have put her over the top.

Instead, Xavier kept eyeing her like she was a rabid wolverine about to rip him to little bitsies.

"Do you think, maybe, we could talk first?" Xavier asked, "You know, get to know each other better?"

Get to... What? This kid had walked into a straight-up, triple-X, hardcore porno, but he kept acting like he was the lead in a PG, John Green adaptation. What the fuck?!

"Ok, fine," Scarlett said, resigned to the situation. It was weird introducing herself completely naked, bent over at the waist, and hooked to a metal bar. But she didn't have much choice.

Xavier sat down on the floor next to her, legs crossed. His penis stuck up like a fleshy obelisk. "I remember you from Social Studies," he said, "You were always passing notes in the back with another girl."

"That's Riley," Scarlett said, "We do drama together." She looked around and saw that her tiny, blonde best friend was eagerly getting plowed by some oversized dude she didn't know. If only she could have been paired with that rapacious brigand instead of Sir Sweetness.

"Right," Xavier said, "I saw you in the one-act play last month. You were really good."

"Thanks," Scarlett said, "Can we start fucking now? Or do you want me to go through my whole life story first?"

Xavier blushed. "I just feel like I should get to know you," he said, "At least a little bit."

"Wouldn't you rather be plumbing my depths in a different way?" Scarlett asked.

"I'm not that kind of guy," Xavier said. He looked down at the ground, like he was legitimately ashamed to admit it. "I mean, I like women. Definitely. But don't you need feelings to be able to do something like this? I always assumed I'd fall in love first."

Scarlett sighed. She supposed she could be a little more patient with the guy. But if he didn't start slamming her soon, she was going to have to rip herself out of this contraption, shove him into position, and take him, herself.

"Ok, so tell me about yourself," Scarlett said.

"Oh, ummm." Xavier still couldn't look her in the eye. "I mean, like I said, my name's Xavier. I like to draw a lot?"

"Art's cool," Scarlett said, "I like the hentai stuff with cool, rapey tentacle monsters."

"I do mostly flowers," Xavier said, "Like, with watercolors?"

This wasn't going anywhere. If anything, Scarlett felt her girl-boner starting to go down. In this situation, this scenario, that should have been literally impossible. She decided she needed to take this in a different direction.

"I have an idea," she said, "Why don't we start with kissing. You know, get us all warmed up?"

"That would be OK, I think," Xavier said.

Finally, a tiny eager grin played on his face. He leaned over so his lips could reach Scarlett's, and they both shared a quick, chaste kiss on the lips. It was awkward, what with how Scarlett was lashed to the bar in front of her, but not unpleasant.

They kissed again, just pressing lips together. It wasn't sexy, but Xavier seemed to like it. Better than him talking about his desire for daisies, or whatever. But Scarlett needed to get things going way faster than this. She let her tongue slip out and licked at Xavier's lips.

The boy jumped back like he'd been bitten by an eel.

"What was that?" he asked.

"My tongue, silly," Scarlett said.

"No, I know. But don't you think that's a little fast?"

Fast? They were both naked in a holding pen and profoundly fucked up with fertility drugs. This was already hyperspeed, baby!

"What exactly do you think we should be waiting for?" Scarlett asked, her frustration pushing through.

"Second date for kissing," Xavier said, like he was quoting the official rulebook. "Maybe third. You don't want to spoil a potential love match by being too eager."

"Are you sure you like girls?" Scarlett asked, raising an eyebrow.

She'd never had a real boyfriend, but she was pretty sure Xavier was one-of-a-kind and not in the 'oh my soulmate' way he was probably picturing. Fuck, if Scarlett wasn't up to anal by the third date with a boy, she figured it wasn't meant to be. At least, that's how she hoped things would go once she went to college in a few months. If college was still a thing that might happen. Ugh, all of this was so twisted around.

Scarlett looked around the room. None of the other couples seemed to be having these kinds of problems. Beth, one of the cheerleaders, was getting straight up plowed in the stall right across from her. To Scarlett's left, Mia, a skinny stuck-up bitch, was shaking like crazy as orgasm after orgasm rolled over her. And not too far away from that, Scarlett could see Oliver and Liv, the twins, full-on fucking. That was so hot! Scarlett wished she had a brother that she could be forced to fuck.

But it wasn't only the visuals. The sounds of it all -- Scarlett was getting better than 7.1 audio on everything and it was amazing. Loud moans and low groans. Courtney, a popular girl, was wailing like a banshee. Jason, the Black boy paired with pale, blonde Annie, grunted loudly with every thrust. And the smells, fuck, the stench of cock and cunt...

All of it combined to get Scarlett dizzy with it. Drunk. And yet here she was, with Roger Romance, waiting by the side to get started because he couldn't find a rose to court her with. Fucking hell.

Literally. This was fucking hell. And Scarlett needed to get out of there before her own aching body exploded.

"Look, Xav," Scarlett said, doing her best to appear sweet and soft. "I get that this isn't how you dreamed it would be. The meet-cute, the first kiss in the rain, the trips to Paris. The whole dance of the will they-won't they. I see the appeal of it, for sure."

"Oh yes," Xavier said. He let out a long, wistful sigh. His eyes were closed, like he was watching it all play out in his mind.

"Well, it's not going to happen," Scarlett said, "I'm sorry, but here we are -- both naked and drugged up so bad we can barely think. So, I'm willing to work with you to help make this something we both enjoy. Or, you can keep pretending like it isn't happening and then, I swear, your first time will be me ripping your head off and shoving it up your own ass. Understood?"

Xavier stumbled back against the wall. His face went so pale, Scarlett thought he was about to pass out. "Maybe we should try kissing again," he said.

"Great idea," Scarlett said.

The skinny boy made his way back over to Scarlett and knelt so their lips could meet. This time, when Scarlett snaked her tongue over, he opened his mouth and let her slip it inside. He wasn't a terrible kisser, Scarlett thought, though she had no baseline to compare it to. It was way better than all those make-out sessions she'd had with her stuffies and the back of her hand.

But this was a far cry from what Scarlett actually needed and, unfortunately, she was bound in a way that wouldn't let her fingers move things forward. She needed Xavier to download a course on assertiveness immediately, Matrix-style, or she was going to explode.

"Play with my tits," Scarlett said.

"What?" Xavier startled back.

"This kissing is nice and all, but we need to move on," Scarlett said. She tried to think of it in terms of romance, the way she knew Xavier would respond, but her hormones were screaming so loud she couldn't think. "You know, our... forbidden passion. It, um, knows no bounds. You know?"

"Oh, right," Xavier said.

The cute boy couldn't keep the smirk from his face. Scarlett sighed in relief. Her huge titties got in the way constantly, hurt her back something awful, and were generally a pain to have. But they had their benefits, for sure. They were easily the biggest in the school. She'd even caught teachers eyeing her chest sometimes. Scarlett knew even Loving Larry here couldn't resist the chance to get his hands on her massive jugs.

Xavier's dedication to affairs of the heart were immediately forgotten as he eagerly groped at Scarlett's boobs. He hefted and squeezed them like testing watermelons at the supermarket. Scarlett felt the same amount of arousal as she got from feeling fruit, as well, but she didn't care how awkward and clumsy Xavier was so long as it got him on the road to sampling her other offerings sooner.

"These are awesome," Xavier said, "I mean, um, this intimate moment of sharing with you. It means so much to me."

"Uh huh," Scarlett said. She was glad to know at least one thing she'd believed about boys was true. Even a genius turned into a drooling idiot at the sight of tits, especially monster yabos like the ones Scarlett had been blessed with.

"Let's keep going," she said, quickly.

"Back to kissing?" Xavier asked. He couldn't hide the hope in his voice. The boy really seemed to enjoy that part.

Scarlett, though, was over it. As if she wasn't already raring to go, all this foreplay was making her even hornier. She wouldn't have thought that was possible at the start of all this. Kissing again would be like throwing gasoline-soaked crepe paper on the fire; it'd be black smoke before it even touched the flames. No, Scarlett needed a thick, healthy log to feed her hungry desire. And there was a particularly nice piece of wood that she spied sticking up precipitously from between Xavier's legs. Kissing was the last thing she wanted. Although.

"Yes, kissing," Scarlett said. But when Xavier went back to her lips, she quickly shook her head. "Not up here."

"Oh?" Xavier looked confused for a moment. "Ohhhh."

"See?" Scarlett said.

"I guess we could do that," Xavier said. Thank. Fucking. God. Finally!

Xavier stood up. He aimed his penis in Scarlett's face. And before she could protest that he had it the wrong way around, she found his cock pushing between her lips.

Oh well, this was still better than nothing.

Xavier groaned as his dick slipped into Scarlett's mouth. She wondered how he could justify his insistence on romance when he was making her suck him off, but Scarlett no longer cared. The hot, warm heat of his masculinity making its way across her tongue put her in another place entirely.

This was sexy hot amazing! Even better than the condom-covered cucumber she'd practiced with in her bedroom that one time when her parents were away. Scarlett let her jaw hang loose to accommodate Xavier's stiffness. It felt magical. Even the taste -- that salty, testosterone-y flavor -- was better than Scarlett could have ever believed.

Now it was her turn to groan.

"That feels so good Scarlett," Xavier said, his eyes rolled back.

"Mmhmmm," Scarlett said.

This wasn't the most comfortable thing in the world to be doing. Hanging off the bar and turning her head to the side like this made her neck feel like it was about to snap. But Scarlett let the positives of this experience outweigh the negatives. She was giving a random guy a blowjob in the front of the whole school! That had been one of her favorite fantasies. Sure, in that version they were all cheering her on, enthusiastically, rather than focusing on their own fuck-fest. But in some ways, this was even better!

"Oh God... Scarlett..."

Xavier's words brought her back to the present. She felt his dick begin to swell in her mouth. Even a virgin like Scarlett knew what was about to happen. She eagerly pumped up and down his dick. Should she swallow it all? Fuck that'd be so hot. His slimy, sticky, salty spend slowly slipping its way down her throat. Oh! But then maybe he could cum on her face. Marking her for the sick slut that she truly was. Or, even better, blast his baby batter all over her big, fat tits.

But wait! If he came on her body, then it wouldn't be... Fuck!

Scarlett let out a frustrated groan, but she spat Xavier's dick back out. It hung there, bobbing and practically purple, like the cock, itself, was chewing her out for not finishing the meal it was about to provide.

"Scarlett?" Xavier asked. He was trying to be nice, but she could tell he was disappointed. As if she wasn't feeling that same sense of loss. But no, there were far more important uses for that tool of his.

"Enough of this," Scarlett said, "It's time to get down to business."

"Um, what?"

"I need you to fuh... I mean, it's time for us to engage in the true physical expression of our affection," Scarlett said. She goggled at her own words, unsure of where exactly they'd come from. Man, the drugs these aliens had given them were weird.

All around them, the action of the horny teenagers had only accelerated. Mr. Everett was throwing himself into a curvy brunette girl with tits almost as big as Scarlett's. the girl wailed with every one of his thrusts. Sophie, a redheaded girl with a permanent sneer, now had her face twisted into a rictus of incredible pleasure as she got slammed by some hairy dude. The stuck-up girl grunted like an animal with every thrust. Owen, a boy who Scarlett had to concede was quite cute despite being a bit of an asshole, was feeding his dick to a spinner named Clair, her eyes so wide they looked about to pop right out and roll across the floor.

All of them engaged in an endless orgy of screaming, spectacular sex. A carnival of carnal cacophony filled Scarlett's ears. Prickled her skin. Burned at her pussy. She was a bomb, ready to explode, and everything around her was only encouraging the fuse to burn faster. Except for one, stupid thing.

"Scarlett, love?" Xavier asked, "Are you sure you're ready for this?"

Ready?! Scarlett had been raring to go for what felt like hours. Was she ready?

"I just don't want to risk what we've built so far by going too fast," Xavier said.

"Let me guess, sex isn't a first date thing?" Scarlett asked. She didn't even bring up the blowjob. Jeez, even romantic men, apparently, were still stupid, selfish ones.

"Tenth date," Xavier said, clapping his hands earnestly.

"Really?" Scarlett asked, incredulous, "You sure you shouldn't wait for marriage?"

"Oh no," Xavier said, "It's important to establish physical compatibility before agreeing to any kind of long-term commitment like that."

He spoke the words like he was reading them right out of a book. Like he'd memorized the thing. Actually, Scarlett realized, he probably had.

"Well, sweetness," Scarlett said, doing her best to make her voice sound affectionate despite the fact that the rest of her body felt like a rutting slut. "We're going on the accelerated path, remember? For advanced users."

"We are?" Xavier asked.

"I mean, I know it's been a short time and all," Scarlett said, doing her best to toss her hair flirtily. "But I truly feel this amazing connection with you. Don't you feel it too? Um, lover?"

"I mean, I guess..."

"Wouldn't you say that we're meant to be?" Scarlett said, "That we, soulmates, weren't put here by the aliens, so much as fate? It's our destiny to be together. So, we should go ahead and fuck each other's brains... I mean, express our physical passion with each other. Right?"

"Yes," Xavier said, "I do feel it. That connection between us. I always thought the way you looked at me during Social Studies meant something more. Like our souls were already entwined from a previous life."

"Oh for sure," Scarlett said.

"This is our romance. We were always intended to be together. The aliens knew it, too," Xavier said.

"Exactly," Scarlett said, "So maybe we could, you know, hurry it up a little?"

"Oh, of course!" Xavier said, snapping out of his romantic reverie. He scrambled back to Scarlett's backside, like a little boy excited to go on the slide at the playground.

Scarlett took a deep breath. Finally. She swore she could feel her hungry pussy opening to accept Xavier's tool. Desperate to be filled. Oh, it was going to feel amazing. Scarlett knew it.



Except Xavier wasn't doing anything. He was just standing there, eyeing Scarlett's sex like it was a complicated engine that he didn't know how to start. Scarlett sighed. She swore, she wouldn't believe this boy had balls if she hadn't already felt them resting hotly on her chin a few minutes before.

"Do you think I should, um, do what you did before?" Xavier asked, "You know. With my tongue?"

"It's OK, Xavier," Scarlett said. She wished shaking her head in disdain wasn't so painful in this position. She'd been doing it a lot. She hoped the aliens offered neck massages because she was going to need one after all this.

"Because I think I totally could," Xavier said, "If you wanted."

"Don't worry about it, Xav," Scarlett said, "Trust me, I'm more than ready to go."

"OK, good," Xavier said, sounding a bit too relieved.

The skinny boy took a deep breath and steadied himself. Her reached for his dick and slowly aimed it upwards. Rested his free hand on Scarlett's ample ass.

Fuck. It was finally happening. Scarlett felt his stiffness press into her opening. A little kiss of hard flesh against her quivering wetness. Then slowly, inexorably, he slid himself inside. One inch. Two. Finally. Finally! FINALLY!

Scarlett cinched her pussy around his cock, wrapping herself around him. It felt so warm, so much better than anything she'd stuck in herself before. This was amazing. Incredible. Scarlett was born for this. Made for this moment.

Xavier drew back and thrust forward. A thousand previously untouched nerve endings suddenly awakened, sending an overload of pleasurable feedback through Scarlett's brain. It felt so good. The hair on her arms stood up straight. A lovely shiver ran through her. Every cell in her body blossomed, like she'd been asleep her whole life and was now truly, awakened.

Xavier's cock buried itself in her fully for the second time. He held there, panting, like he'd just climbed a mountain. His hand rested on her butt.

"Slap it," Scarlett said, "Slap my ass."

"Wait, really?" Xavier asked.

Scarlett glared back at him. Xavier gave her butt a light tap. If anything, it only made her more frustrated.

"How was that?" Xavier asked.

"Just keep fucking me," Scarlett said. She sighed. Well, they always said the first time would be a disappointment.

"Sure thing," Xavier said.

Slowly, he drew back, then thrust forward again. He took his time, like this was a lazy saunter through the park rather than a hot, hard fuck session. OK, so it was kinda cool. That thick dick plunging into Scarlett's depths. The squelch and squeeze of her pussy as she was invaded for the first time. If only he could go a little faster.

"Oh, sure thing," Xavier said, "I just want this to be special, you know?"

"I'll be special if it's faster," Scarlett said.

He started to pump back and forth. It was better, but not enough.

"Also, it's way more romantic if you do it harder," Scarlett said, "Like totally, um, thump me. With your love."

"Oh, OK," Xavier said.

Finally, he started moving in her like he meant it. Now this was fucking. Scarlett reveled in the sensations of it. Still, though, she needed more.

"Slap my ass," Scarlett said. She hoped that maybe he'd be more into it now, but, again, Xavier barely tapped her skin.

"Pinch my nipples," Scarlett said.

"I can't reach," Xavier said.

Dammit. I suppose he won't be pulling my hair, either.

"At least call me a name or something, Jeez," Scarlett said.

"Ok, um, Sweetums."

"Ugh! No! Like, a real..." Scarlett said, barely able to control her emotions. "Fuck! Call me your whore. Your slut. Your dirty little cum dumpster."

"That's not very romantic," Xavier said. His thrusting slowed.

"Then maybe you should punish me?" Scarlett said, "You know, teach me a lesson so I learn my manners?"

"Sex is weird," Xavier said.

"I know," Scarlett said, "Isn't it great?"

Xavier sighed. But he started humping her harder.

"You must behave!" he said. He reared back with his hand and, hallelujah, Scarlett felt a little sting on her rump. "You will not act so wanton with your love!"

Well, it wasn't exactly what she'd wanted, but Scarlett had gotten used to accepting compromises in the short time that she'd been dealing with this. At least he was still fucking her. And that felt pretty great. So her first time wasn't exactly like her fantasy. That was OK.

Plus, all the sights and sounds, the feeling of a hard dick slamming into her dripping sex, that kind of balanced it all out.

"You must be loving and affectionate," Xavier continued, unabated. "Not act like such a..."

"A slut?" Scarlett asked, hopefully.

"Yes! A Slut!" Xavier said. The word sent a tingle straight up Scarlett's spine. "A strumpet!" OK, that one was a little less tingly.

"Oh yes, fuck your strumpet," Scarlett said, "Teach her a lesson. Give her that hard dick."

Xavier slapped Scarlett's ass and this time it actually hurt. The sting spread warm into her cheeks and went straight through to her cunt. She felt herself cinch hard.

"Oh! Ohhhhh!" Scarlett felt her first orgasm roll over her. It wasn't anything massive. A little ripple at most. But damned if it wasn't a good start. "Uh. Again."

Xavier slapped her ass and Scarlett's body responded. He built a rhythm, matching his thrusts, like he was driving her engine until it finally reached a full...

"Oh FUCK!" Scarlett cried out. Her eyes rolled back in her head as her body squeezed out a massive cum. Desperately, she tried to squeeze a squirt out of her pussy. She'd never done it before, but she really wanted to. Instead though, she had a regular, vanilla orgasm. Still, it was pretty fucking amazing.

"Oh fuck that feels good," Scarlett said.

"Did you um, you know?" Xavier asked.

"Oh HELL yeah," Scarlett said, "Look at us, rutting like animals in the stall. That hot, hard cock slamming into me. Surrounded by everyone we know. They're watching us, Xav. Staring at us as we screw. It's so wrong. So glorious. Give it to me. Fuck me hard. Fill me with that cock. Cum in me. Give me your seed. Spew me with your load. Nut in my hot, unprotected, virgin pussy!"

Scarlett froze. She realized what she was saying. Who she was saying it to. She risked a glance back at Xavier. He was staring at her, shocked.

"OK," he said, dumbly.

Xavier's pace increased. His hips slapped hard against her thighs. His hands gripped her ample ass, hard. She could feel his fingernails breaking skin.

"Uhn, Oh. Oh God," Xavier said, "Scarlett. I'm going to... I can't stop."

"Oh YES," Scarlett said, "Do it. Fill me up! Knock up your little slut up with your, um... oh-so-loving load!"

Xavier was clearly too far gone to care what Scarlett said, thank God. Instead, he thrust himself into her, ragged. Then buried himself as deep as he could with a high-pitched screech.

Scarlett had already had a huge orgasm. She wasn't built up for another. But when Xavier's hot essence splashed against her cervix for the first time, Scarlett's body responded anyway.

She felt the pleasure race upward through her body. Like a pair of giant hands was wringing her out. Squeezing at her cunt, her arms, her legs. Out her toes and up her hair. Almost painful, the pleasure as it peaked through her.

Splash, the heat of Xavier's cum raced up her pussy.

Splash, the sticky seed spattered against her wanting cervix.

Splash, the heavy semen burst into her waiting, wanting womb.

KA-CHUNK

Scarlett toppled onto the metal ground so hard, she practically bounced. Xavier, surprised by the sudden drop, tumbled down on top of her. His cock, still unloading, spattered her legs and back.

Scarlett lay there, feeling cold. Suddenly, a strange feeling of warmth overcame her. Her body filled with a new chemical. Not desire (though yes, still that) but something more.

She looked over at Xavier and a smile filled her face. He was so handsome. She thought back to everything they'd been through. The way he'd been so supportive and kind. Doing so much to make her happy.

Scarlett climbed up on her knees and wrapped her arms around her new lover. She squeezed him tight, kissing every part of his body she could get her lips near to.

"Oh Xavier, love, that was wonderful. Glorious."

Xavier sat there, dumbstruck while Scarlett showered him with affection. Like he was somewhere in shock.

"Do you hear me, Xav?" Scarlett asked. "I finally feel it. That love you were talking about. We really were meant to be. I can see it now."

Xavier stared back at her. His eyes empty.

"Xavier?"

"Actually," he said, "I think I want to see other people."


Interstellar Impregnation Pt. 08

Everyone in this story is over the age of 18.

Grayson had been friends with Ben for as long as he could remember.

They lived across the street from each other. Their moms had given birth at around the same time and had become close. So, of course, Grayson and Ben also had to spend time together. Fortunately, they got along perfectly. More like brothers than buddies.

They wore matching costumes at Halloween. Had group birthdays. Celebrated Christmas and Easter like one big family. In elementary school, Ben famously refused to attend second grade unless Grayson was in the same class.

They made a good pairing. Ben was blond and broad shouldered. Fiercely loyal and protective. Grayson was wiry with dark hair that refused to take any shape but wild. He was creative and just the right amount of different. Grayson liked to laugh. Ben liked to win. They balanced each other.

As they got older, as their friend groups burgeoned and life changed around them, they naturally became more distant. But they both played soccer in the fall and baseball in the spring. They ate at the same table at lunch and played videogames on the weekends (their moms thought it was funny that they were across the street from each other but still had to meet up online). And they were both going to the same college in the fall.

Only one thing had ever come between them. But Ben didn't know about that.

Despite that secret, Grayson thought he and Ben would be friends for the rest of their lives. Any issues would be smoothed by the passage of time. They'd grow up, get jobs, and raise families. Joking and arguing all the way to the nursing home. The world didn't make sense any other way.

But Grayson wasn't in the stall with Ben.

*

Grayson determinedly tried to avoid looking in his own enclosure. Instead, he forced his eyes to go elsewhere. He told himself that he was searching for his best friend. And, in a sense he was. But it was more than that, and he knew it. It didn't help that Grayson's blond buddy was nowhere to be seen.

Instead, Grayson looked out on a spread of stalls, populated by his classmates. All of them naked and paired boy-girl. The women were forced up on all fours. The boys stood behind them. Some of the couples were already going at it. Grayson couldn't blame them.

His own body felt like it was on fire. He had an erection so insistent he swore he could feel it pulsing along with his heartbeat. His balls ached something awful. Every fiber of his being was screaming at him to fuck. Anyone. Anything. All the more reason then, that Grayson couldn't look at his own space and who he'd been paired with.

"Come on, Grayso, I'm right here," Emma said.

Her voice brought his attention back to their stall. To her. To Emma.

He'd met her their freshman year of high school. Emma played soccer, too (for the girl's team), along with volleyball and softball. The day they met, she was already on Ben's arm. Apparently, the two of them had met at some sports camp that they'd both attended for a week the July before.

Ben had never mentioned meeting a girl that summer. But there they both were in the high school hallway, grinning dopily at Grayson as he stood by his locker.

It wasn't a passing thing, either. Ben and Emma had stayed together all four years of high school. The dyad of Ben and Grayson had undergone mitosis and added a third.

"Please Grayson," Emma said, back in the stall, "This is bad enough."

Grayson took a deep breath. He turned to look at Emma. Forcing himself to hold on her face only. As if that was going to make everything better.

She'd always been so confident and strong, and yet he was shocked to see that her eyes were red. Her cheeks tearstained. Of course, this had to be heartbreaking for her, too. The love of her life was somewhere else, and she'd been locked into place with the goofy sidekick. Like Veronica finding herself stuck with Jughead. Although, admittedly, Emma was more of a Betty.

Ben was a popular jock, so of course he'd found the stereotypical popular jock girlfriend. Emma was girl-next-door pretty with big blue eyes, long brown hair, and the word's warmest smile. Sports meant she was in excellent shape. She had an athlete's body with a tight ass, shapely legs...

Dammit.

Grayson forced his eyes back where they belonged. Impossibly, his dick had managed to get even harder.

"It's OK," Emma said. Her usual smile returned for a moment. "I'm feeling it too. Whatever they gave us."

"I know," Grayson said, "I'm sorry."

"Don't apologize," Emma said, "It only makes this worse."

For a moment, Grayson had the urge to rest his hand on her shoulder -- to provide some kind of comfort -- but he held himself back. He knew that was a slippery slope. VERY slippery.

"Sorry," Grayson said, "I mean, not sorry. I mean. Fuck."

Emma giggled, despite herself.

"This is so wrong," Grayson said.

Emma's expression turned sullen, as if his pronouncement reminded her of everything that was going on around them. Already, the room was filled with low moans, the slaps of flesh. The heady mix of pussy and semen. Constant reminders of what they'd been put there to do. Of what their bodies demanded of them.

"Well, it could be worse," Grayson said.

"How?" Emma asked.

"Hang on, I'm thinking," Grayson said. She laughed again and it was musical. Grayson winced.

"That's not helping," Emma said, not in a mean way.

"Ben was always the optimist," Grayson said, "It'd be better if he was here."

Emma made a strange expression when Grayson mentioned her boyfriend, his best friend. He couldn't read it, so he assumed she was wistful. Missing the man who was supposed to be there with her.

"I haven't seen him," Grayson said. It hadn't occurred to him till that moment, but Ben was also in a similar situation somewhere. Paired with some girl he didn't love. This had to be breaking both their hearts. "I keep looking but I can't find him. Do you see him?"

As an answer, Emma gestured to the position she was stuck in. She couldn't see much of anything at all. Except for the face of another girl, one he couldn't quite place -- a blonde with tight curls -- getting railed right in front of Emma's face. Taunting her with what she must desperately want but also frantically fear.

Emma tried to look at Grayson, to meet his eyes. He knelt down to make it easier on her. Again, he forced himself not to look below her shoulders. To her surprisingly full breasts and taut stomach. To the swell of her shaved pussy further down.

"You have a great body," Grayson said, before he could stop himself. Emma flushed and looked away.

"Sorry," he said, "It was just a thought I had. That came out. This sucks. I suck."

"You don't," Emma said, "For what it's worth, thank you. You also, um, look very nice."

Grayson knew pity when he heard it, but he wasn't going to react. After what she had with Ben, Grayson's spindly body, covered in dark hair, wasn't going to be all that exciting. But at least she was trying to be polite.

"So, what do we do?" Grayson asked.

"What can we do?" Emma said. She did her best to give a resigned shrug.

"I can't," Grayson said, "I won't. You're my best friend's girlfriend. I won't do that to him. To you."

Emma let out a long sigh. Her pretty blue eyes fluttered closed, like lost in prayer.

"I know this is awful for you," Emma said.

"For you too," Grayson interjected, but Emma kept speaking like he hadn't said a word.

"But I don't see what other options we have," Emma looked down pointedly at Grayson's penis, "I can see what you're going through. It's less obvious on me, but my body is amped up the same way."

Actually, when Grayson allowed himself to look, he could tell that Emma was feeling it as badly as he was. Her little nipples, oddly small on her large breasts, were taut as pinpricks. There was a shine on her thighs from her juices. And she kept shuffling herself around as best she could. Like an animal in heat.

"Grayson," Emma caught his attention again.

"Sorry," Grayson said, "Like I said, you have an awesome body."

"You sure that's not the drugs talking?"

"Positive," Grayson said.

Emma blushed. Like really blushed. From the top of her bare chest all the way up to her cheeks. It was maybe the sexiest thing Grayson had ever seen. Quickly, before that thought could catch, he shook it out of his head. Damn but this was dangerous.

"At least there's that," Emma said.

"What?" Grayson asked, confused. He was still kneeling by Emma's face. The position suddenly seemed so intimate.

"I just mean, at least you can find me attractive," Emma said, "Physically I mean. That makes it a little easier."

"Of course I can," Grayson said, "Emma you're... Fuck it. Emma you're absolutely beautiful. I always thought so."

Emma's face shifted. A tear rolled down her cheek. "Then why do you hate me?" Her words came out as a sob.

"What? Emma, I don't hate you."

"Come on," Emma said, "At least have the guts to admit it. Here. Now. With everything happening please be honest with me for once. I see the way you act around me. How you always glare at me when you think I'm not looking. You barely even talk to me when I'm around. I saw it the first time we met. That look on your face of utter disgust."

"Emma that's not true."

"You can't even look at me now," Emma said, "Am I so horrible? So cruel and broken? Did I say something that hurt your feelings? What did I do wrong? I swear I never meant to do wrong."

"I don't hate you Emma," Grayson said.

And for the first time since they woke up in that awful place, he let himself look in her eyes. Really and truly. Even red from tears, the blue of them was so deep. Whorled with different shades of azure. Like looking into the world's most beautiful abyss. He could drown in those eyes. He had. So many times.

"Emma, I love you," Grayson said.

"What?" Emma startled. She stared back at him. Her sniffles slipped away.

Freshman year of high school. Ben walked up to Grayson with a girl on his arm. Grayson had never seen her before. But as soon as he met her eyes, he was knocked off his feet. The girl was gorgeous. Like something out of his dreams.

Worse, as he got to know her, Grayson only found himself falling harder. Emma was competitive, sure, but she was kind and caring, too. She was funny, whipsmart -- intuitive about people and empathetic.

For four years, Grayson did his best to keep his distance. The fact that Emma was with Ben, his best friend, nearly broke him. Grayson dated other girls, did his best to forget his feelings. But nothing ever changed. Instead, he found himself condemned to this place. Hating Ben for being with Emma. Hating himself for feeling that way. Round and round the widening gyre.

And now this.

"I thought you hated me," Emma said. She tried to reach her hand forward, but it was cruelly snapped back by the invisible field holding her in that lewd position.

"No," Grayson said, "It's the opposite. I couldn't trust myself with you. So, I tried to stay away. But I couldn't, Em. No matter how hard I tried. You drew me in, like metal to a magnet."

"Please come closer, Gray," Emma said.

Grayson was confused, but he brought his face right up to hers. She looked so good. His heart thrummed in his chest as the girl of his dreams tilted her head and kissed him, like her very life depended on it.

The world seemed to tip forward. That kiss, her lips on his, was his whole universe. Everything else fell away.

"I don't..." Grayson started to speak when they broke for breath. "It's the drugs. It's OK. You're not betraying Ben."

"It's not the drugs, Gray," Emma said.

"Em?"

"Do you remember the first time we met?"

"In the hallway by my locker, yeah," Grayson said, "You were with Ben."

"I remember thinking, wow, that is the most handsome boy I've ever seen," Emma said, "And you were so funny. And smart. I knew I was with Ben, but I couldn't get over you."

"So why did...? I mean. I'm so confused. What about Ben?"

"Ben's fine," Emma said, "He's a good guy. He treats me with respect. He's a great boyfriend. But he's not you."

"Only, you thought I hated you," Grayson said.

"Despised me," Emma said, "With every ounce of your being. I was sure I must have done something wrong. Said something stupid or... Finally, I figured out that it must be me. There was something completely awful about me, down to my cells, that you couldn't bear."

"I didn't look your way because I was afraid if I did, I'd never stop," Grayson said, "I'd be lost in your eyes forever. I didn't talk to you because I was worried the words would slip out."

"Grayson?"

Emma pulled him out of his monologue. He saw something new in her eyes. A strange determination. Like she'd get when it was match point and she had the ball.

"This is great and all?" Emma said. A little guilty smile played on her face. "But I need you to fuck me now."

"Oh," Grayson said. His mouth formed a matching, goofy grin. "Oh yes."

The reality of what had just happened hit him. Rolled him over like a tidal wave. What Emma had said. What it meant.

"First I need you to say it, Emma," Grayson said.

"Fuck me, Gray," Emma said, her face an almost frightening mask of desire. "Stick your cock in my pussy and make me scream."

"Um, OK. Wow. Holy... That's amazing. But, um, I actually meant the other thing."

"Oh," Emma said. She giggled. Then she met his eyes with an expression that was almost fiercer. "I love you Grayson. With all my heart."

Grayson practically leapt where he stood. For the first time, he let himself, truly, take in the wonder of Emma's naked body, splayed out before him. The amazing rise of her ass. Full breasts with pink, distended nipples, hanging down. Her muscular legs and rounded calves. Fuck, how could this girl he'd lusted over for four long years turn out to be even more beautiful than he'd ever imagined?

Grayson stood behind Emma, looking at her sex so exposed. The scent of her was overpowering. Clean and womanly. Heady and lusty. Her prominent outer lips were already peeled back, revealing the pink of her center.

He reached down and traced his hand, lovingly, over her bare bottom and legs. Feeling the slick, smooth heat of her body. Soft flesh and hard muscle. He squeezed her butt cheek and they both sighed -- a chorus of affection and appreciation.

"Do you need me to...?" Grayson asked, unsure of himself.

"Warm me up?" Emma said, "No I think I'm good and ready."

"I kind of want to though," Grayson said.

"Gray, honey," Emma said. The little affectation warmed his chest. "I think there'll be plenty of time for that."

Grayson couldn't keep the grin off his face. Emma. His Emma.

Grayson grabbed his aching dick and aimed it at her center. He meant to go in slowly, but she was so slippery, he practically filled her with one thrust.

"Oh FUCK!" Emma cried out.

"Sorry," Grayson said, "Too fast."

"Grayson! Stop apologizing and fuck me! ffffFFFUCK that feels so good."

Grayson almost laughed. But the seriousness of Emma's words took the humor out of it. He drew back, then shoved himself in the rest of the way.

"OH!" Emma shrieked. "So DEEP."

"You OK?"

"Yeah, just... Not used to having it be in me so much," Emma said, "Feels like you're stirring my guts."

Grayson had a sick, selfish thought. Not at all appropriate. But he couldn't stifle it. He was fucking Emma deeper than she'd ever had before. Oh HELL yeah.

He didn't pause any further. He couldn't. Grayson began sawing back and forth in Emma's pussy. Feeling the walls of her cunt clamp down, like they couldn't bear for him to move. He pushed into her. Her tight, slippery wetness. Fuck, he'd waited his whole life for this moment. And it wasn't going to last long.

"It's OK," Emma said, "Feels so good. Stabbing my cervix. FUCK. Rub my clit. Please. Get me there."

Grayson nodded like a bobblehead. He reached around Emma's wonderful leg and found her special spot. It was small, almost nothing under his fingertips. But once he had the right place, Emma let him know.

No words this time. Just an unbridled, wanton shriek.

"OhhhhhhhhHHHHHHHOOOOOO!" she tossed her head back as far as it would go. Her hips contracted. Like she was trying to ball herself up. Only the restraints around her held her back. If anything, the act of fighting against her bonds only seemed to extend Emma's orgasm. Sharpen it. Her whole body trembled. Like one massive, radiating shock.

"Oh fuck," Emma gasped out. Her breaths coming ragged. "Oh fuck me. Fuck your best friend's girl. Give it to me good."

"You like that Em?" Grayson said, playing into it. "You like that long cock?"

"So deep," Emma said, "Like nothing I've ever felt. I luh-love it. Love you."

"Such a bad girl," Grayson said, "So wrong. Cumming on my cock."

"You're a terrible friend," Emma said, "Fucking his girl. Taking her like this."

"You're mine now, Em," Grayson said, "I'm making you mine. Knocking you up."

Emma let out a passionate moan. Like the thought of what they were doing abruptly caught up to her. And it turned her on beyond belief.

"Oh Gray," Emma said, "You're gonna cum in me. Fill me up."

"Yuh-yes." Grayson found his ability to speak was failing him. Every push now was taking him ever nearer to the edge. The act of being with Emma. The feel of her amazing body. The sounds she made as she surrendered to her pleasure. It was all too much.

He buried himself as deep as he could go.

"Em," Grayson said, "I'm gonna. I'm close."

"Cum in me, Grayson," Emma said, "Own me. Love me."

"I love you, Emma."

"Fill me with your love," Emma said, "Please. I need it."

"Ohhhhh FUCK!" Grayson cried out. He gripped Emma's perfect ass. Shoved forward. And finally, burst.

"AHHHHHHHH!" Emma screamed as she felt his warmth fill her. "Oh FUCK YES!"

Grayson felt the pleasure overwhelm him. The bliss of everything. Like his entire soul was rocketing out of him. An ecstasy so hard it almost hurt.

Distantly, he heard Emma gasping and sighing. Felt her body strain around his own, desperately sucking up the seed he'd put in her. Grayson had never cum like this in his life. His dick pulsed. His balls throbbed. His head buzzed. It felt like it would go on forever.

Finally, it slowly started to recede. Like the ocean shifting tides. Gradually less. Grayson held on to Emma. Like trying to squeeze every last bit out of that moment. Aching to live in it forever.

KA-CHUNK!

The two of them spilled to the ground, one great, painful tumble. After the warm happiness of that moment, the floor felt extra cold. He bounced on the hard metal, and it shocked him back to reality. His elbows and knees aching from the fall.

Emma found him and their eyes met. For one horrible second, Grayson wondered if it had all been an act. Unreal. Because a universe where Emma loved him back had to be impossible.

Then she kissed him, and he felt like all was right. Warm and wonderful.

"I love you Em," Grayson said, staring deep into her eyes.

"Love you, too," she said.

Grayson felt a tug on the back of his brain. He looked up, instinctual. Staring over at him, sitting by himself over by the far wall, was his best friend.

Ben glared back at the both of them. His face contorted with rage and horror.


Interstellar Impregnation Pt. 09

Everyone in this story is over the age of 18.

"Come ON! Give it to me Mr. E!"

Adam Everett sat at his desk. Sixth period had just ended. Standing there, arms crossed over her massive chest, was maybe the hottest teenager he'd ever seen in his life: Sierra.

The girl could have easily passed for 25. She probably did at the local bars, Adam mused. Not that she would need a fake ID. Busty, with curly brown hair, she had the body of a porn star. Teenagers weren't supposed to look like this. But then, that was the problem, wasn't it?

She was still a teenager. Chewing gum and folding her arms so petulantly. The look on her face all impatience and impertinence. No subtlety or grace. Sierra was a smart girl. She could have figured out a way to solve the problem. Hell, she could have done the schoolwork and been finished with it. Instead, she stood there, demanding. Completely unable to comprehend how she wasn't getting what she wanted.

"It doesn't have to be an A," Sierra said, "Even a C-minus would probably be OK. Come on, Mr. E. Just enough so my stepdad doesn't stab me when he sees my final grade."

"You didn't do the work, Sierra," Adam said, "I can't give you a grade for nothing."

When Adam had taken the job, fresh out of grad school, he'd been so certain about his career. So confident about everything he was going to do. These first few years had been a rude awakening.

He knew teenagers had attitude, he wasn't stupid. But this next generation was so different than what he'd known. So unexpected and strange. The fact that he was on the younger side didn't help. They all thought he was either someone to pal around with or an easy pushover.

No one listened. Fewer cared. Adam found himself regretting his career choice. All he wanted to do was help kids learn. Why was this so hard?

And yet he hadn't been able to anticipate this new challenge. High school girls were so baby-faced. So young looking. He was instinctually not attracted to them in any way. Except this year, when Sierra showed up and...

She leaned forward on his desk. She had to know she was showing him her massive tits. She was certainly aware of how absolutely stunningly gorgeous her face was, with her thick blowjob lips and dark brown eyes. Sierra looked like something out of a movie. Or a comic book. Impossible and inevitable all at once.

"Please, Mr. E," Sierra said, "I promise I'll make it worth your while."

Even that. Mr. E. As if she couldn't pronounce the name Everett. It was a play to taunt and tease. Sierra was a natural flirt. Like a precocious pitcher already hitting 100 on the radar gun, Sierra had instinctive talent to be a seductress. Wise beyond her years. Adam's own burgeoning erection under his desk was plenty proof of that.

God, if anyone ever saw that reaction? He wouldn't have to worry about his career. It'd already be over.

Adam sat back in his chair. He steepled his fingers, trying to look as stern as his old teachers had, back when he was in high school. He wasn't going to do it. He wouldn't give in. Not because he wanted to be cruel. But because he truly believed, in his heart, that he was doing what was best for the girl and her future.

*

"Come ON! Give it to me Mr. E!"

Sierra. Fucking Sierra. Of course, of all the people to be paired with, that's who Adam Everett had been paired with. She was bent over, that bowl-of-Jello ass jiggling like mad in front of him. Her huge tits hanging low. Brown curly hair waving back and forth like a matador's cape as she tossed her head from side to side. And Adam was more than well aware of who the bull was supposed to be.

All around him was a horror show. Half the senior class, all of them over 18 thank God, was completely naked and fucking each other like mad. He'd searched for his teaching counterpart, Natalie, and found she was already getting plowed by one of the jock boys, Evan. Like a slut.

All of them were. Humping and howling like animals in cages. But that's what they were, really.

And Adam was no different. They'd pumped his body full of something that made him incredibly horny. Then they'd stuffed him, naked, in a metal booth. And, as if it wasn't bad enough, they'd dropped fucking Sierra, bare as well, right in there with him. This wasn't torture. It was absolute insanity.

"Give it to me," Sierra demanded, "I need it so bad!"

Adam did his best to fold his arms. His muscles were stiff, making every movement feel like a tremendous effort. He was shivering like crazy; the room was perfectly warm.

He didn't want to look at Sierra, that forbidden teen body. He couldn't not look at her. Fucking hell. She'd already been impossible to ignore when she was fully clothed. Well, Sierra had never been fully clothed in a way that most people would approve of. But still. Even the shreds she usually wore were at least something. Now, well, there was only everything.

"Please, Mr. E," Sierra said, "Stick that awesome cock in me. My pussy wants it so bad. Fuck me. Fill me. Slap my ass. Pull my titties. Give me that hot, huge load."

"Um, Sierra."

Adam rested his head in his hands. Not because of the words the horny girl kept saying. Nor because of the ripe, forbidden fruit before him. But because he knew he was going to do it. He couldn't control himself. Whatever little boundaries that had held him back on Earth -- already straining from the pressure -- were now completely torn away. There was nothing left but his own self-control. And that was rapidly dwindling, like a bucket with a hole blown through the bottom.

"Sierra," Adam said. Even he was surprised at how stern and deep his voice was when it finally came out. "That's enough."

"S-sorry Mr. E," Sierra said. And, to his shock, she really did sound chastened. "Whatever stuff they put in us is fuck... I mean, messing with my mind."

"My name is Mr. Everett," Adam said, "Not Mr. E or sweetie or hon, or any of the other things you've been calling me."

"Yes, Mr. Everett," Sierra said. He let her head hang low. Her curvy body stopped undulating, as well. She let herself go limp.

"And we both know that it's not only the drugs making you this way," Adam said.

Sierra stared back at him as best she could from being forced on all fours. Her usually wanton expression shifted into shock. Then she let her head fall back down again in surrender.

"Yes Mr. Everett."

"Say it."

"I'm a slut," Sierra said, "A dirty, disgusting slut who's desperate for teacher-cock."

Well, that wasn't exactly what Adam had in mind. But he wasn't going to argue with what she'd come up with. Some dark part of him screamed at him to go ahead. That this was right. It's what the girl wanted, and he was going to give it to her.

Adam sauntered over and stood behind his teenaged charge. He'd never thought the view of her could get any better. But here it was. Her ass was like a monument to sex. Full and rounded in all the right ways. Her pussy was inherently lewd with thick, near-to-bursting labia and a prominent clit. Yet it looked surprisingly tidy for all the times she must have gotten fucked in her life.

"Well?" Adam asked.

Again, Sierra tried to turn back and look at him. Instead, she hung her head and stared up through her own legs. It had to be a strange perspective, glancing around her gigantic tits and seeing him upside down -- his cock pointing right at her pussy. The blood rushing to her head.

"You said you were begging for my dick," Adam said, giving in to his most animal desires. There was nothing to hold him back. No girlfriend back at home or anything like that. Just the succulent, sexy Sierra, prepped and prone for him. "So get to it."

"Oh, Mr E... Uh. I mean. Mr. Everett. Please stick that dick in me. Shove it inside and fuck me hard. I need it so bad."

"Have you been a good girl?" Adam asked.

"No, I've been bad," Sierra said, "Very bad."

Adam slapped her ass cheek. FUCK. There was no way that should have been half as satisfying as it was. He could see the pink already blooming where he'd hit her. His palm itched desperately to do it again.

"I cheated on the midterm. Missy Gardner gave me all the answers beforehand. I haven't done any of the homework all year. I flirt with the nerd boys and they do it for me. I have three books overdue at the library..."

"I don't give a shit about any of that," Adam said.

He slapped her ass again. Harder. "Oh!" Sierra cried out. "I'm... I'm a tease. I taunted you with my body. Flirted with you. Flaunted my ass whenever you walked by. Showed you my tits through my shirt. You like my huge boobs, don't you Mr. Everett? All the boys do."

Adam smiled to himself. He had to admit, he liked the fact that she was willing to play back at him a little. Made her all the more attractive, honestly.

"They're yours, Mr. Everett," Sierra said, "All of it. My tits, my ass. My tight little pussy. All the things that every boy has lusted after. It's all yours. Please do it. Take me. Own your little slut."

"You didn't earn it, Sierra," Adam said, "I can't give it to you for nothing."

"Please, Mr. Everett," Sierra said, "I promise I'll make it worth your while."

The teenaged girl rolled her hips in a seductive way. Showing him her exposed pussy. He doubted she was even completely aware of what she was doing. It was instinctual -- that primal need to surrender herself.

Adam raised his hand up to slap her ass. He gripped his cock, ready to shove it home. This was the moment. He'd give in to every urge. Thrust into the eager slut and give her everything she'd been begging for since the beginning.

But he stopped himself. Let his arms drop to his sides.

He couldn't do it. He wouldn't give in. Not because he wanted to be cruel. But because he truly believed, in his heart, that he was doing what was best for the girl and her future.

All those other emotions, those feelings, flooded back. He was and adult and she was, well... She was his student. As much as he wanted to be that guy, he couldn't do it. The moral part of him finally managed to push through.

"I won't Sierra," Adam said. He slouched in defeat. "I can't."

"What?" Sierra whipped her head back. Her face suddenly looking so young and innocent. "Why not?"

"I think you know," Adam said. "I can't ruin your life like this," Adam continued. "Sex would be so, so wrong. And giving you my baby... We can't."

A female shriek of ecstasy pierced the air in that moment, punctuating his point.

"Yes we can!" Sierra shouted, her frustration boiling over. "We have to! You heard what those stupid alien-whatevers said. There's no choice. You can't leave me like this, I'll die!"

"It's not right," Adam said. There was such a relief in finally stepping up for himself.

"You need it too," Sierra said, "I can see it. Your whole body is shaking. That awesome cock sticking out so hard. Everyone else is doing it. Look at Ms. Collins. Evan is giving it to her good, Mr. Everett. Just look!"

Adam had been desperately trying not to look at Natalie Collins as she was dehumanized by her student. He'd been carefully ignoring the sounds and smells all around him. The screams and groans. All the students around him, fucking each other like mad. His whole universe upside down. And Sierra. Fucking Sierra. Stuck there with him.

"It's not wrong," Sierra said. Paused. "OK, it's really really wrong. I know that. But, I mean, what are we supposed to do?"

Adam paused. It wasn't Sierra's words that froze him. It was the way she'd said them. She wasn't being flirty or over-the-top. She actually sounded... normal? Like, an intelligent, well-spoken young woman. Had the lewd girl truly been a facade this whole time?

Adam slumped against the cold, metal wall. The beautiful woman in front of him stopped being an object. For the first time, he felt like he was truly seeing her. It made all of this so, so much worse.

"I've failed you," Adam said. He felt a sob well up in his throat. "This whole time, I tried so hard to help you be better. To give you the tools you need to succeed. But I couldn't do it. And now we're here. This is all my fault Sierra. I'm so, so sorry."

"Are you an alien, Mr. Everett?"

"Not that I'm aware of."

"Did you strip me down. Drug me up?"

"No," Adam said, "Definitely not."

"Do you remember that test I bombed? The one you failed me on?"

"There were a lot of tests, Sierra," Adam said. He couldn't stop himself from smirking.

"Yeah," Sierra said, "I mean that last one. When I begged you to give me an A. And I, um, kinda maybe showed you my breasts?"

"Like I said, there were a lot of tests."

"Good point," Sierra said. She let out a flirty giggle. OK so maybe it wasn't all an act. "After you told me I was going to have to do extra credit, I went home and, well, I did it. I mean, not right away. It took a couple weeks. But I had it all together. I was going to give it to you when we got back from the field trip. I didn't want the other kids to see."

"Sierra."

"No, I know it's stupid," Sierra said, "I mean, who cares what a bunch of kids think? But I do. They're my friends and I care a lot."

"I get it," Adam said, "But you still did the work."

"That's the other thing I realized I cared about," Sierra said.

"I'm glad you learned about giving your best effort at school," Adam said, "I guess that does reassure me. At least a little bit."

"Pssshh, I don't care about school!" Sierra said, "It's totally dumb and a waste of my time. No, I care about you. What you think of me. You're super cute Mr. Everett. I love the way you flush whenever you see me. How you try to hide how hard I get you. It turns me on so much."

Adam let out a deep sigh. This was not going to get any better, was it?

"I did the work because I wanted to make you proud," Sierra said, "And I thought, well, maybe if I did a good job you'd let me suck your cock."

"Sierra!"

"Well, not really," Sierra said, "But a girl can dream. I knew I could never have you, Mr. Everett. But that didn't mean I could stop, y'know, wanting you. And, well, look! Here we are!"

"I'm not sure what to say," Adam said.

"You don't have to say anything, Mr. E," Sierra said, that flirty voice filling the air once again. "Just stick that perfect dick in my pussy and make me scream."

"That's..."

"It's wrong," Sierra said, "I know. But also? It's the only thing we can do. Besides, you get to fill me up, make me cum. Feel my awesome pussy. Squeeze my huge boobs. Knock me up. And it's all OK. I mean, you can't tell me that's at least a little awesome."

"We're going to need to talk about your attitude, young lady," Adam said.

Sierra let out a little shiver. "Ooo, I hope so," she said, "But after."

"Yes," Adam said, "After."

He walked over and stood between her legs. Grabbed his aching cock. In truth, he wasn't sure how much longer he would have been able to hold out. Even without Sierra's encouragement.

"Naughty girl," he said, "Asking for your teacher's cock." He slapped her ass and she gasped.

Adam put his dick at her entrance. He felt that little nether mouth begin to stretch as he fed it his hardness.

"Go slllloooooooOOOOW!" Sierra's voice turned into a scream as Adam jammed his dick into her.

Sierra started panting. Gasping. Strangely, her body seemed to be trying to slip away. But there was no use. She was stuck in place, getting impaled on his cock. Finally, Adam forced himself all the way inside.

Oh fuck. Sierra. Her pussy felt even better than he could have imagined. Dripping wet and hot as hell. And tight. Like she was going to rip the skin right off his cock.

"Fuck you feel so good, baby," Adam said. The words fell out of him.

Desperately, he ran his hands all over her teenaged flesh. That shaking ass, those thick thighs. He couldn't reach her tits and immediately regretted not going there first, before he'd plunged into her. Damn, that was a massive mistake. In all the ways of that word.

Sierra was stiff under him. There was an odd look on her face that he couldn't place. A mix of emotions both unexpected and unclear. Her knuckles were white on the bar in front of her.

Carefully, Adam drew back. He saw the white streaks of her arousal painting his dick. And a bit of what looked like blood. Oh fuck. There was no way. Right?

"Sierra, you're a virgin?" Adam asked.

"Not anymore!" Sierra said. She laughed, then sobbed a little.

"I'm sorry. I really thought..."

"That I was some slut, giving it up to every guy?" Sierra asked.

"Of course not! Well, I mean. Yeah, actually. Yes."

"I like to tease. How men respond to me, it turns me on," Sierra said, "But I know no high school boy is going to treat me right. And older guys would use me and lose me. So, I got what I could. But I didn't actually do anything. There was only one man I was ever going to give myself up for."

"Me?" Adam asked, confused and nervous all at once.

"Actually, my stepdad," Sierra said, "But you're close enough."

Adam shook his head. Then he slapped Sierra's ass. Not hard.

"Oop!" she said, adorably.

"So, I'm your first," Adam said.

"You're the only man whose ever had my sweet little pussy," Sierra said.

"Where'd you learn to talk like that?"

"Porn, mostly," Sierra said, "And my mom. She and John, that's my stepdad, are super loud when they go at it. Come on, you know you love it."

"It is pretty hot," Adam said.

"So, I can't help but notice that you've got your cock in me, but you're not actually doing anything with it," Sierra said.

"I don't want to hurt you," Adam said.

"A bit too late for that, don't you think?"

"Sorry," Adam said, "I truly didn't know."

"Sorry isn't going to get you an A, mister," Sierra said. She moved herself around as much as she could, trying to make her body hump him. "Don't you love my awesome body?"

"Oh hell yeah," Adam said. Taking in the sight of her, once again, wrapped around his dick. It was like a dream come true.

"So, tell me," Sierra said, "Come on now, Mr. Everett. Have I earned it?

Adam started sliding back and forth in the girl. She was so tight, he could barely move. So slippery, even the littlest lunge felt fantastic.

"Oh fuck yes," Adam said.

"Give it to me," Sierra said, "Please Mr. Everett. Shove that awesome cock in my pussy."

Adam stopped thinking. The world around him went away. All the worries and fears about what he was doing disappeared. He focused only on the feeling of humping Sierra. How her body moved with every thrust. The gasps and groans of her pleasure.

He licked his fingers and rubbed her clit. He thrust into her with abandon. Gripped her ass. Then he slid his thumb over her tight sphincter.

"Oh!" Sierra said when she felt his digit probe at her dark hole. For a moment, Adam worried he'd gone too far. "Please..."

Adam pushed against her anus and his thumb popped in. Sierra reacted with a feral groan. A sound like Adam had never heard before.

"Ohhhh fffffFUCK!" she cried out. "Mr. Everett is fucking me so good!"

It was so loud, Adam swore the entire room turned to look his way. Sierra narrated everything at the top of her lungs.

"My teacher is fucking me. His cock is plowing my virgin pussy. His thumb is in my ass! It feels so fucking good. So full. Keep. Fucking ME!"

It should have been a simple request. Adam couldn't have stopped now, even if he wanted to. The fact that everyone was now watching him do it, take his student, only redoubled his urge. But his body ended things for him.

"Gonna cum," he said.

"Oh yes!" Sierra shouted. "Knock me up. Put your baby in my slutty pussy. Fill my womb."

"Close..." Adam said. Words were no longer something he was capable of. Sierra was too far gone to care.

"Your baby. Give me your baby! Cum so deep!"



Adam didn't feel the first spurt shoot out of him. He was so busy plowing the hot teenager under him, the sensation slipped right past him. But he knew it'd happened, because Sierra went stiff. Her toes curled and her body cinched. Her pussy, impossibly, tightened.

The second burst, Adam felt it like getting hit by a truck in the middle of a hurricane while being struck by lightning. It was beyond release. More than pleasure. Something indescribable happened while he inseminated the student beneath him.

He cried out. He didn't know he did it at the moment, but his throat was so hoarse later it had to be so. Every ejaculation felt like more. The bliss of it redoubling till he was down to nothing.

"Oh fuck MMMeeeeeheeeheeeee!" Sierra cried out. The sound echoed in Adam's mind.

Till there was nothing.

KA-CHUNK!

Sierra was kissing him. He could smell her slightly pungent perfume. Her tongue wasn't so much playing with his, as it was battering it into submission. He felt something impossibly full in his palm and realized he was cupping her breast. Both of them stuck together with sweat and cum.

It was amazing. Incredible. Also, kind of painful.

"Sierra," Adam said. He tried it again. "Sierra."

"Huh?" Sierra said. She was still making out with him. Pressing her naked body against him like she was trying to merge them together the hard way.

"Sierra!" Adam said. Finally she pulled away. "I need to breathe."

"Oh," the flirty girl said, giggling. "Sorry."

"It's fine," Adam said. She was going to be the death of him.

"So, how'd I do?" Sierra asked, "Do I get an A?"

"Eh, I'd say that was more of a B-minus," Adam said.

"Are you serious?!" Sierra said. She pinched his bare nipple. It wasn't exactly painful. In fact, Adam felt himself stiffen under him.

"Well, it just means you'll need to practice," Adam said.

"Maybe do some homework?"

"Lots of homework," Adam said, "Plus I have a few extra credit assignments in mind."

A moment later, they were right back at it. This time, learning from each other.

*

All around them, as the chorus of KA-CHUNKs faded, the sounds of sex only increased. The teenagers and their teachers all in one grand orgy of orgasm. The room rolling and undulating like it was alive. Their groans and slaps echoing against the metal walls.

They didn't stop. Couldn't. A never-ending performance as each of them succumbed to their limitless desires. Screaming and sobbing in infinite bliss.

*

"We may have overdone it, a little," Kallax conceded.

He watched the heaving mass of humanity as it roiled in front of him. He was standing in an unseen room, well above the action. His view, a thin window hidden from the participants, more than enough for him to observe everything that was going on below.

"It was necessary," his partner, Knutstorp, intoned. He rested a long, greyish appendage against the metal bar in front of them. His orange eyes, crusty and lidless, looked worn.

"Have you seen the results yet?" Kallax asked.

"It seems we have an overall success," Knutstorp said, "Though some of the humans may require repeat sessions."

"I pulled the pairing data," Kallax said, "It seems the humans may have been correct about how we matched them. The computer didn't account for some of their genetic differentiation as much as we hoped."

"What's done is done," Knutstorp said.

The humans below them reached a pause where they seemed to slow. Then they all began again. What strange creatures, these humans were. How broken and flawed. Yet oddly, also entrancing. Their dedication to pleasure was truly something to behold.

For most species the act of reproduction was a simple thing. Biological. No more or less celebrated than the ingestion of nutrients or the need for rest. But these humans, they were both so terribly afraid of, yet also completely enamored with, the act. Whatever episodes in their history had led them to this point in their evolution, it had broken them in a unique, almost heartbreaking way. Entrancing and awful all at once.

Again, Kallax felt the weight of what had brought them to this moment.

"We've been saying that a lot lately," Kallax said, "What's done is done."

"Yes," Knutstorp said, "But it is also accurate. We couldn't have known how our probe would affect their planet. Our intentions were innocent."

"It seems we should have been able to predict that we'd initiate the catastrophic destruction of their entire biosphere," Kallax mused.

"But we did not," Knutstorp said, "It is lucky that we were able to intervene in time to rescue and preserve these small few."

"I wonder if the humans will feel so fortunate," Kallax said.

"It does not matter," Knutstorp said, "Soon, they will be prepped and ready to make landing at their new home. And we can finally move on from this awful error."

"What's done is done," Kallax repeated.

"Very much so yes," Knutstorp said, nodding his agreement. He began to slither away.

"Where are you heading?" Kallax asked.

"There is much work to be done to prepare, still," Knutstorp said, "And very little time. This is only the beginning, after all."

Kallax nodded. He slid back from the window and followed his crewmate. Leaving the humans to their endless copulation. Never able to break free of what had bound them since the beginning.
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It's Only Fair Pt. 01

Once again, welcome to my ongoing obsession of horrible people doing wonderful things to each other. Or is it the other way around? Anyway, everyone here is over the age of 18.

*****

My whole family was home for the holiday break. It was the first time we were all together in nearly five years. The first few days had been fine, maybe a bit awkward, but copious gifts and heavy meals have a way of smoothing things over...

The third day, however, my parents announced they had a thing that night - my Dad's company's Christmas party - and they insisted my older sister, Amy, had to stay home to keep an eye on us. Amy was not happy about it.

"It'll just be for a few hours, honey," my Mom said, already standing by the front door and pulling on her coat.

"It's not fair, I'm a grown woman with my own life," Amy said, "Besides, I think 'the kids' are old enough to be on their own at this point."

Amy was twenty-six, a good seven years older than me and eight years older than the twins. She had always been distant with us. The age difference, especially when we were younger, was a big deal. When you're nine and your sister is 15, she might as well be another adult. Amy was out of the house before I was in high school.

"It's one evening, pumpkin," my Dad said, tying on his scarf, "I really don't see what the big deal is."

"Luke and I have a date tonight," Amy said.

"You and Luke have been together for three years," Mom said, "I'm sure you can do it another time."

They kept arguing. Amy stomped around the living room and screamed at my parents. In the end, they left her no choice. She was stuck with me and my younger sisters for the evening.

"Be good for your sister!" my father called out and pulled the door behind him.

As soon as the door squeaked shut, I jumped off the couch and grabbed my own coat. With all the tension left lingering in the house, I figured it'd be safer for me to be somewhere else. Besides, I'd be doing Amy a favor, giving her one less 'kid' to keep an eye on.

"Where the fuck do you think you're going, Chase?" Amy snapped as soon as she saw me reach for the front door.

"I'm just going over to Shawn's house across the street," I said, hands in the air like she was about to shoot me, "He got a Switch for Christmas and we're going to play Smash Bros."

Amy rested her hands on her hips. She was wearing a light blue tank top and a pair of sweatpants, already attired for a Friday evening in. My older sister was tall - she even had an inch on me - with deep green eyes and wavy, blonde hair that hung down to right below her breasts. I knew I wasn't supposed to think of my sister as a sexual creature, but I was still a 19-year-old boy and Amy was smoking hot.

But in that moment, Amy appeared too angry for me to subtly assess her assets. So, I made sure to keep looking her in the eyes. For the most part.

"You're not going anywhere," Amy said, "Mom and Dad said we're all stuck here."

"They said you're stuck here," I said, "They didn't say anything about me. Besides, it's only across the street. It's not like I'm going to the Sudan."

Amy sighed dramatically. "I can't leave so you can't leave. Besides, I need your help to keep an eye on Jenna and Brianna."

"Please. What kind of trouble can two twin, 18-year-old girls get into?"

Amy cocked her eyebrow at me as if to ask, 'really?'

At that moment, as if their ears had been burning, Jenna and Brianna rumbled down the stairs and into the living room.

"What's for dinner?" they chorused. The twins were not identical, just born at the same time. Jenna was tiny, thin, with poker straight brown hair and a natural flush to her cheeks. Brianna was blonde like her older sister, but short like her twin. She had more of a heart shaped face with thick lips that seemed to always be curled into a friendly smile.

The twins had very different personalities, as well. Like I said, Brianna always seemed to be grinning about something. She was boisterous and outgoing. Jenna was more serious. Studious. Yet the two of them, by virtue of having been born together, were eternally paired. My Mom liked to say that the twins always ended up in the same place, even if they took totally different routes to get there.

"We're getting pizza," Amy announced and marched away from the door. I hung my coat back up on the hook and followed her, sullenly. I was as trapped as she was.

"Awwww," Brianna whined and flopped down on the dark leather sectional, "I don't want pizza."

"Can't we do something healthy?" Jenna asked, "Like steamed salmon?"

"What?" Amy spun on the girls. Her green eyes flashed murder. "It's bad enough that I've got to give up my life for you little shits, but now you expect me to be your gourmet chef as well? Well fuck that and fuck you!"

Amy stormed up the stairs.

"Ames!" Jenna called after our older sister.

"Wait!" Brianna shouted.

"Where are you going?" I asked.

"I'm going to take a bath and try to pretend like I'm not stuck here for another *sigh* eight hours."

"What about dinner?" Brianna asked.

"You little fuckers can eat whatever you want," Amy said, "I don't give a shit anymore." Our older sister stomped off down the hallway. The slam of her bedroom door reverberated throughout the house. Jenna, Brianna and I were left behind in the living room, looking at each other, nervously.

"She had a date with her boyfriend tonight," I said, "I guess she was really looking forward to it."

"I overheard her talking to Mom and she said they've been having problems. Maybe tonight she was going to try and fix things," Brianna said.

"I don't care what her deal is," Jenna said, "She doesn't get to treat us this way."

"Yeah, we're not the ones who made her stay home," Brianna said.

"Well, she can go throw a tantrum," I said, "But we still need to eat something."

"I bet we can rustle up something awesome here in the house," Brianna said.

When Amy was growing up, my parents lived in a tiny townhouse. I barely remember the old place, but Amy spent almost her entire childhood there. By the time me and the twins were going to school, my Dad's career had skyrocketed, and we now had a McMansion in a new development outside of town. The house was enormous with vaulted ceilings and hardwood floors. We all had our own bedrooms, even the twins, and there were three palatial bathrooms including a master with a big hot tub.

I think Amy resented all that, too. She felt like her childhood had made her hard working and successful, while we'd grown up spoiled and soft. It added to the separation between us and Amy. Like we were from completely different families.

The twins and I walked into the kitchen to forage. It was an open concept with a Vulcan stove like you see on fancy cooking shows and a monolithic fridge. The girls started picking through the supplies and leaving things on the counter. They were doing that twin thing where they barely used words yet had whole conversations.

"What about?"

"Oh yes! And the radishes."

"Definitely."

I stood to the side and let them work. It was fun watching them. Not in a dirty way! OK, maybe a bit in a dirty way. My younger sisters were both really cute and the way they worked together, it was kind of hot. In a completely chaste, totally appropriate sibling way.

It was something I didn't get to see that often anymore. Now that I was going to State, the twins were the only ones living at home full time. They were both headed to UCLA the following fall. That meant this might really be the last time all four siblings would be together. At least until we started doing life stuff like getting married and having babies. And that was probably decades away.

"Hey Chase," Brianna asked, her head buried in the fridge, "Speaking of relationships, how's it going with Sarah or Lara or whatever?"

"Tara," I corrected her. My blonde little sister had her sexy butt sticking straight out and I couldn't help but appreciate the position. "We broke up."

"I'm sorry to hear that," Jenna said, distractedly. She was staring at the food on the counter like evaluating an ongoing science experiment.

"What happened?" Brianna asked. She stood up from the fridge, a jar of mustard in her hand.

"She's a whore," I said.

Jenna nearly fell over.

"She spent the whole fall telling me how she was very religious and saving herself for marriage," I said, "Then I found her fucking some frat dude at a party."

"Holy fuck," Brianna said.

"That's what I said when I found her," I said.

"Bro, that sucks," Jenna said, "I'm so sorry."

"I'm not," I said, "I'm glad I found out before I fell in love with her."

"That's a good attitude," Jenna said.

"You'll never find us acting that way," Brianna said, "We'd never cheat on our boyfriends."

"We'd have to have boyfriends first," Jenna said, "Or, you know, do anything with them beyond kissing."

I understood where the girls were coming from. I'd dated other women before Tara, but I didn't have very much experience. I was too passive, that was the problem. Girls seemed to want a man to drive the action and I never exactly knew the right pedals to press or when. Instead, with my girlfriends, we would idle until she found someone else who knew how to hit the accelerator.

I wondered if the twins had similar troubles. Growing up with each other as best friends was nice, but it also kept them isolated. Insulated. Not that they weren't social - Brianna especially seemed to make friends with everyone - but neither girl was seriously dating, either.

"You're both very pretty girls," I said, "I'm sure you'll meet someone soon."

"Oooooo, Chase thinks we're pretty," Brianna said, flouncing around the kitchen.

"Bree, he has to say that, being our brother and all," Jenna said.

And here I was thinking I was wrong for checking out my sisters. Apparently, it was my brotherly duty.

"Don't be such a downer, Jen," Brianna said, "Just enjoy the fact that our big brother thinks we're sexy."

"I didn't..."

"I'm just teasing you, Chase," Brianna said and kissed my cheek.

"My brother finding me pretty doesn't exactly help with the whole boyfriend thing," Jenna said.

"Honestly, you might be better off waiting till college," I said, "People are way more mature there. My own experience excepted of course."

"I guess," Jenna said.

"Don't mind her," Brianna said, "She's just feeling a little 'frustrated' if you know what I mean."

"I am not!" Jenna said, and her usually pink cheeks went bright red. She grabbed a big slotted spoon off the counter. "You take that back!"

The twins started chasing each other around the kitchen, shrieking like maniacs. I let them make a few circuits before I intervened. Finally, I caught them, panting, and separated them both.

"You know I was only teasing, Jen," Brianna said.

"It's OK, Bree," Jenna said.

Then, as if nothing had happened, the two of them went back to work on dinner.

*

The twins were like a cyclone in the kitchen and eventually I had to get out of there before I was swept away. Instead I jumped on the couch and went back to enjoying my Dad's latest big-ticket purchase: a 70" 8K behemoth with surround sound that could cause earthquakes in nearby towns. I dropped in Mad Max, sat back, and let it blow me away. I was so engrossed in what I was watching, I didn't even hear my sisters sneak up on me.

"Dinner's ready," Brianna said. She was holding up a large plate with a seared steak, roasted potatoes, and a mixed green salad. It looked like something from a master chef, not two teenage girls.

"Holy fuck," I said, "You girls made that?"

"Well we found the steaks in the freezer and there was all this stuff for a marinade, so we whipped that together and then..."

"I don't need to hear about it," I said, "I just can't wait to eat it."

"Well go get Amy and tell her dinner is ready," Brianna said, "We'll set the table."

"Yes, hopefully she'll see all the work we've done and won't feel bad about staying anymore," Jenna said.

"Then, after dinner, we can all watch a movie together," Brianna said.

It was a good plan, I had to admit. Plus, I was excited about the chance to win Amy over. We may have been at odds, but she was still my big sister. That's something hardwired, I think. I wanted Amy to like me, kind of idolized her honestly. It hurt that she was so upset about having to spend time with us.

I bounded up the stairs, excited to tell Amy about what we (well, what the twins) had done.

*

The hallway was dark. Only a bit of light slipped out of my parents' bedroom. I assumed Amy had been in there, making use of the big whirlpool tub. I don't blame her. I'd snuck in there lots of times.

I padded down the hardwood floor. Past the doors of my bedroom, of my sisters'. I was only wearing socks and so I sort of skated my way along. I started to shout, to tell Amy about dinner, but something held my voice in. Amy was singing to herself - a bubbly, nonsense tune - and it echoed softly down the hallway.

My parents' room was cracked open, no more than an inch. Wan, yellow light escaped down the hall. I walked up to the doorway. Looked inside. And there, in a halo of golden brightness, I saw my blonde big sister. Standing in front of a full-length mirror. Completely naked.

Oh my God.

I knew Amy was attractive. But I really had no idea until that moment. Watching her through the crack in the door, it was like that old Greek myth about finding a goddess bathing in the forest. Amy wasn't just attractive or even striking. She was fucking incredible. Her tan skin and perfectly formed butt. The way her golden hair hung down in waves to the middle of her back. I watched as she flexed every muscle. The way her toned, thin core gave way to her wide, womanly hips. I couldn't even see her front, although it would only take a little shift in the mirror to...

"CHASE?! What the fuck are you doing!"

I startled. Amy was looking right at me, arms covering her most secret parts. Her face contorted with rage.

I stuttered. I tried to explain. I had come to tell her about dinner. I wasn't creeping on her through the door. I'd only seen her by accident and now...

I scampered back down the hallway. My heart ripping through my chest.

*

Dinner was a strained, somber affair. The food was exquisite, the meal straight misery. We ate in the dining room at a long, dark wood table with high backed chairs, under a jangling chandelier. I forced myself to focus on my plate. Every time I looked up, Amy glared me back down.

The twins had set us up in there with the nice dishes and cloth napkins, expecting a fun family supper. They had no idea what had happened, but they could sense the tenor of the moment, and so they ate quietly, as well. The clatter and scrape of silverware seemed almost deafening.

Midway through eating, the phone rang. It was so sudden, the atmosphere so tense, I nearly fell backward out of my chair. Amy answered it, speaking tersely.

"Yes," Amy said.

"No," Amy said.

"OK," Amy said. She hung up the phone and placed it gingerly on the table like she was afraid it might explode.

"Mom and Dad are going to be out all night," Amy said, "Apparently it's snowing, and they're worried about getting trapped somewhere."

I looked out the window. There were a few flakes, but it was hardly a blizzard. I wondered if my parents had been planning this little weekend getaway all along.

"Conveniently, they've found a hotel room out near them," Amy said, clearly reaching the same conclusion, "They'll be home tomorrow morning." Jenna started to ask something, but Amy glowered at her. The unsettling stillness washed back over us.

When we were finished eating, Amy announced that we would be having a family meeting in her old bedroom after we cleaned up. I washed the dishes while the twins dried. I could tell they wanted to ask me what had was going on, but no one said anything. Then we tromped upstairs like prisoners to our fate.

Amy barely used her bedroom. It was furnished for a high school girl who no longer existed. My parents had left it that way, I suppose hoping it might entice their daughter to visit more often? Or maybe, with so many other rooms in the house, they forgot to redo it? I don't know.

Amy had a big, white bed with pink carpeting and light pink walls with white trim. There was an old, lacquered white dresser and a desk. The room was otherwise empty. There were no toys or posters on the wall. It looked like a model or a magazine photo shoot. Girl Teen's Bedroom. Use code T1835 to order now! (Actual teen girl not included. Stop calling us, creepos.)

Amy stood in the center of the room. She motioned for me to line up against the wall, like I was getting in front of a firing squad. The twins sidled up to our older sister.

After her bath, Amy had changed back into her blue tank top and sweats. Her long, honey gold hair was up in a ponytail. The twins both had on dark leggings and oversized sweaters - Jenna's was gold and Brianna's was green. Jenna's brown hair was up in a ponytail like her older sister's, but Brianna's blonde tresses hung long and loose.

"What's going on?" Jenna asked.

"Yes, what's up with you and Chase?" Brianna asked.

"Apparently, your older brother likes to spy on his naked sisters." Amy pointed at me, accusingly, as she spoke.

"Amy, I swear I didn't mean to. The door was cracked open and I..."

"That door was shut tight," Amy said, "I made sure of it myself before getting in the bath."

"I'm sure it was an accident, Ames," Jenna said, "Chase wouldn't intentionally perv on you."

"Yes, Chase isn't like that," Brianna said.

"Oh, come on," Amy said, "You can't tell me you've never noticed our brother checking you out. I swear he's got, like, a permanent crick in his neck from looking at our tits all day."

To my shame, my younger sisters nodded ruefully. Damn. Well, she had me there. I knew I wasn't supposed to notice my sisters but, I mean, come on! You try being chaste around all that fantastic female flesh. I had to glance every now and again. I still felt bad about doing it, though.

"I'm sorry, Amy. Girls. I really am," I said, "What can I do to make it up to you? Seriously, I'll do whatever it takes to make this right."

All three sisters crossed their arms in the exact same way. It would have been cute if it wasn't so mortifying.

"I'm glad you feel that way, Chase," Amy said, "Since you spied on your naked sister, I think it's only fair that we get to see you naked now, too."

My heart stopped. Something about standing there in Amy's girlie-pink room, all three sisters staring at me, I couldn't bear the thought of being naked in front of them. I know that sounds like a double standard from a guy who was just waxing poetic about his older sister's bare backside. But there it is.

"Well?" Amy asked, "Get on with it."

OK, I knew I didn't want to get naked in front of my three, fully-clothed sisters. But I doubted that flat out refusing would get me anywhere. I needed to bargain this sentence down at least a little bit. "Why does it have to be all of us here?" I asked, "Shouldn't it be just you and me?"

"You've been staring at all of us all week," Amy said, "All of us should get to see you."

I looked over at the twins, expecting them to protest. Instead they stared back at me. Not completely angry, but not exactly pleased, either. Instinctively, I looked down at my outfit. I had a black, concert t-shirt on and a pair of blue jeans. I felt naked already.

"I only saw your bu... Your backside, Amy," I said, "And it was for, like, a second. So, what if I just turn around, pull down my pants, and, you know?"



"No," Amy said, "I didn't get a choice in this so neither do you. It's naked or nothing." Her nostrils flared. She was already pissed about losing her date night and being trapped in the house. My inadvertent peep show had obviously put her over the top. All she had to do was turn green and burst out of her clothes and she'd be ready to join the Avengers.

I knew there was no point in continuing to argue. I only had one last hope to keep my dignity: plead like a dog. "Look, Amy, I'm really sorry. I swear, I barely even saw anything. I'll wash your car. Clean your apartment. Please don't make me do this."

"So, you didn't see enough, huh?" Amy said, "Is that the problem? You only got that one little glance and you think your skimpy body is worth way more than that?

"No, I..."

"Fine you little freak," Amy said, "Take a good look."

Just like that, my big sister reached down to the hem of her tank top and ripped it right over her head. Then she grabbed the waistband of her sweats and, without even pausing, stepped out of those, too. My beautiful blonde sister was now standing in front of me in a black lacy bra and matching French Cut panties. What had I just said about her bursting out of her clothes? Holy fucking fuck.

The twins turned and stared, flabbergasted, at their mostly-naked older sister. I was slack-jawed, as well. There should have been something funny about it. It was so silly, my older sister getting naked in front of us. Instead the moment felt dangerous. Electric.

Amy had long, tan arms and legs with a flat stomach. Her breasts - a perfect fit for her tall, lanky body - stuck out prominently under her lacy bra. I knew I shouldn't be checking her out, I knew it, but I couldn't stop myself. Before, I'd said my older sister looked like a goddess through the crack in the door. What I was seeing now, still covered in the most important places, would make a goddess weep.

"Is that enough for you?" Amy said.

I stood there, unable to move a muscle. My dick, however, had no such problem and snaked down my shorts, like it was trying to burst right off my body.

"No?" Amy said, "Well then maybe it's time for more drastic measures."

Amy gestured at Brianna and Jenna. The twin girls stared back at her. Confused. Our older sister couldn't really mean for them to... Could she?

Amy took both twins by the arms and pulled them gently back outside her bedroom. She closed the door behind them, leaving me behind in the pink abyss. The girls started arguing in hushed voices. They were clearly trying to be quiet, but they did a lousy job of it - I could hear almost everything.

"Come on," Amy said, "You have to help me."

"I don't care what he did," Brianna said, "I'm not doing that."

"It'll serve him right," Amy said, "It'll be a lesson he never forgets."

"That's exactly what I'm concerned about," Jenna said, "Being memorable."

"I don't see what the big deal is," Amy said

"Nobody made you take your clothes off," Brianna said.

"Come on! Us girls, we're sisters. We're supposed to stick together," Amy said, "You can't take his side."

A pause. I couldn't help but root for my older sister in that moment. What she'd already done - what she was clearly suggesting. This wasn't the biggest embarrassment of my life any more. It was the opportunity of a lifetime. And I resolved right there to make the most of it.

Maybe it was wrong. Maybe I wasn't supposed to be attracted to them that way. I no longer cared. I was going to see my sexy sisters naked, no matter what it took.

The three girls marched back into Amy's room. They stood there, arms at their sides, like they were about to begin a military march. The twins looked so serious, so sullen, I forgot for a moment to be excited instead of nervous.

"Since you're so interested in your sisters, Chase, why don't you get a good look," Amy said.

Brianna sighed loudly and stepped forward. She pulled her green sweater up over her head and threw it aside. Then she stripped off her leggings.

My blonde little sister was wearing a thin white cami, almost like an undershirt, in lieu of a bra. Again, I tried to be respectful - to glance and look away. But then I saw Brianna's boobs. I'd never gotten a good look before. She always wore baggy, shapeless clothes. But now, in just her underwear, I couldn't miss it.

My little sister's tits were massive.

Brianna was shorter than Amy by nearly a foot, but her breasts were at least two cups larger than her older sister's. The blonde twin was admittedly curvy with broad shoulders and wide hips, but it still looked like she'd stolen her breasts from a far bigger woman. Brianna's large, dark nipples showed through the flimsy material of her undershirt.

Somehow, I managed to tear my eyes away from my sister's remarkable chest and saw she had on a pair of navy, boy shorts panties. A few wisps of unruly blonde pubic hair poked out at the sides.

Even Amy seemed impressed by her sister's massive rack. "Jesus, Bree," Amy said. The younger blonde blushed.

Then Jenna stepped forward and started undressing herself, too. She was wearing the same white tank top under her sweater as Brianna was, but on Jenna's body it looked like a completely different garment. Jenna was skinny, almost elfin, and her breasts matched her body. They were small, especially compared to her sisters', and slender. The tank top rode up a bit, showing Jenna's totally washboard tummy.

Then the brunette girl stepped out of her leggings. Her bottom half was also almost curve-less, with barely a butt at all. Like her twin, Jenna was wearing a pair of boy shorts panties, yellow ones. She held her arms at her sides. Her pinkish cheeks grew pinker.

"There," Amy said, "Make sure you get a good look at your sexy sisters cause now it's your turn."

My cock, already hard, rose to full mast and then some. This was already incredible. But seeing my sisters in their undies made me greedy. All I had to do was keeping playing Amy's game, let her feel like she was still punishing me, and I would earn a far greater reward.

So, I stared down at the ground, making a big show of my reluctance. Did my best to control my goofy, girl-induced grin. Slowly, I lifted my t-shirt over my head and tossed it onto Amy's bed. I lowered my jeans to the ground and kicked them off to the side. I was now standing in my sister's girlie bedroom wearing nothing but a pair of green boxer briefs. I'm not in bad shape, I'd been playing intramural ice hockey and it showed. Still, I couldn't help but feel a bit sheepish.

When I was done, the room went dead silent. All three of my sisters gaped down at my crotch like it was metal and their pupils were made of magnets.

I knew I was poking out before - I felt it. But I didn't realize how prominent my protuberance was going to appear. I wasn't just pitching a tent, I was preparing for the biggest circus on the planet. My penis pointed outward, as straight and solid as I'd ever felt it. My balls even ached a little. All covered up, I'd thought I was hard. Now I saw I was straight up steel.

"Wow," Brianna said, staring blankly, "That looks...?"

"Are they all so...?" Jenna asked.

Even Amy seemed a bit taken aback, but she quickly recovered. "It's just cause it's in his underwear," she said, "I assure you, our little brother has nothing to be proud of. Getting an erection over his sisters."

Amy's remonstration did nothing to affect my hard on. I had three gorgeous women standing in front of me in nothing but their underwear. My body didn't know that they were my siblings. Frankly, it'd be way more wrong if I was flaccid. Besides, I could see all three girls' nipples poking through their underwear. And the house was more than well heated.

"I'm sure you girls have both seen plenty of penises more prominent than little Chasey's over there," Amy said.

The twins both shook their heads.

"Nope," Brianna said.

"Wait, you've never seen one?" Amy asked.

"I mean, online, sure," Jenna said, "Mom has a plastic one she keeps in her nightstand. But never a real one in real life."

"Jeez, you two need to get out more," Amy said, "Well, you heard your little sisters, Chasey-Chase. Time for some home schooling. Take out that little sausage and show them."

I swear the room somehow got silent-er. Like the entire world had simply stopped to see what would happen. Amy, Brianna, and Jenna were all standing in front of me almost near enough to touch and nearly naked. The way my sisters were reacting, I didn't mind the idea of whipping out my dick.

But I knew, if I did that, the show would be over. The girls would look. Amy would pretend to be unimpressed. And that would be the end of it. As awesome as this already was, I was sure I could see more. I just needed to figure out a way to get my sisters to bare their T's and A's before my D came out.

Here's what I figured: Amy wanted me naked - that was her revenge and she was going to stick to it. My twin little sisters wanted my boxers gone, too. It would be bit of harmless fun for them and, what's more, probably satisfy a few lingering questions. Curiosity and pussies and all that.

I wanted the opposite, obviously. But it was three-on-one. Was there a way I could pull one of the girls to my way of thinking? If I balanced the sides, I knew we'd all tip over. I just had to make it feel like my sisters' choice instead of mine.

"Fine," I said, "You all get naked and I'll do the same. Just like before."

"Oh no," Amy said, "You already saw my butt in the buff. Take off your little shorts or we'll hold you down and do it for you."

I swear I saw Jenna and Brianna both smirk a bit at that mental image.

"Just take it off, Chase, and get it over with," Brianna said, crossing her arms under her giant tits, ironically making them look even larger.

"You really don't get it, do you?" Amy said, "How embarrassing it was to be seen like that. And now you have the nerve to stand there and demand a tit for your tat?"

"I got a glance at your back for, like, a second and a half. You've been staring at me mostly naked for the past ten minutes," I said, gesturing at my outfit, or my lack of one for the most part. My erection bobbed slightly under my boxer briefs, as if agreeing. "An exchange would only be fair."

"So, you'll do it, but only if your sisters get naked with you?" Amy asked. I noticed she said your sisters and not us. I thought back through our conversations. Everything that Amy had said and done that night. Had I read the room wrong? Were the odds already in my favor? There was only one way to find out for sure. I had to bluff.

"I think we should all walk out of here now," I said, "You can be satisfied that you humiliated me, and I can be well and chastised. I've learned my lesson and I won't stare at any of you anymore."

"Pssshhhhh. I'll believe that when I see it," Amy said, "You're not getting out of this that easy." Oh God fucking yes!

"If you won't leave, then we all have to get naked together," I said, the confidence practically radiating off me. Amy had told me everything I needed to know and now? This was going to be fun.

"I don't see how that's even remotely fair," Jenna said. Brianna agreed. But Amy didn't say anything. The twins both looked up at their older sister, waiting for her to shoot me down. The tall blonde stood there, thoughtful.

"Amy?" the twins gasped at once.

"Who goes first?" Amy asked.

"Amy!" the twins shouted.

"Girls first, like before," I said.

"No," Amy said.

My older sister shook her head firmly. Jenna and Brianna let out a deep sigh of relief.

I did my best to hide my disappointment. They were my sisters, yes, but I couldn't help yearning to see those three painfully attractive women get totally naked. And I really thought that Amy was on my side for some reason.

So why not take a shot? After all, fortune favors the horny. Or something like that.

But I'd misread the whole situation. I'd reached too far and now the opportunity was lost. I'd be thinking about those girls in their underwear for a long time. And wondering how I'd missed out on seeing so much more.

"I understand," I said, unable to hide the sadness in my voice.

"We should all take off our clothes at the same time," Amy said, "Agreed?"

Hell YES we were agreed!

Jenna and Brianna both glared at their older sister like this was a game of Risk and they'd just been betrayed. I, on the other hand, felt like I could light the whole room with my happiness. I was about to see my sisters' Kamchatkas. Or at least some excellent titties.

This time, it was Jenna and Brianna who pulled Amy out of the room. They dragged her along like a kid throwing a tantrum in a toy store.

"We're not doing it, Amy," Jenna said as soon as they closed the door behind them, "I'm not getting naked in front of my big brother."

"There's no way," Brianna said.

"Come on," Amy said, "You can't tell me you don't want to see your brother's... His thing."

"If you want to see it so bad, you get naked," Jenna said.

"It has to be all of us or none of us," Amy said, "That's the only way it works. To punish him, I mean."

"It doesn't seem to be working at all," Jenna said, "Unless the plan is for all of us to get naked."

There was a long pause.

"Come on, it'll be awesome," Amy said, "Especially if you've never seen one before. I bet Chase hasn't seen anything like your... stuff, either. Think of it as being, like, educational."

"I mean, maybe it's not that big a deal?" Brianna said.

"That's the spirit," Amy said, "I mean, you've already seen so much already. And that's just his boxers. Don't you want to know what your big brother's packing?"

"I thought you said it was tiny," Brianna said.

"You girls know I can hear you, right?" I asked.

Silence.

One by one, my sisters filed back into the bedroom, looking mortified. I enjoyed watching them all over again. Jenna's lithe little body. Brianna's wide hips and massive tits. Amy's amazing... well, everything. And yet it wasn't enough. I knew I could get them naked now. Had to.

"Your little sisters have an issue with our agreement," Amy said. Again, always about 'my little sisters.' My big sister? She had no problem at all. I didn't even think to wonder why, I was just so happy it was happening.

"What if we have a compromise?" I said, "You all have two pieces of clothing on to my one. So, each of us can take one thing off. You girls won't have to be completely naked, but I will. We each get something, but no one gets everything."

It was better than nothing, I reasoned. Certainly, it was an improvement on staring at each other in a half-naked stand off for the next hour.

"So, like, we would all take off our bras and you would remove your boxers?" Brianna asked.

"I don't know," Jenna said.

"Seems fair enough to me," Amy said, "In fact, I'll even go first."

Just like that, my older blonde sister reached back, unsnapped her bra, and... Oh. My. God. The black lace fell away. Amy's amazing breasts sprung free. Bare, perky and beautiful. Tear-drop-shaped with little, erect pink nubs. You couldn't sculpt a pair that would come even close to the works of art sitting on my older sister's chest.

Amy crossed her arms under her magnificent mounds and tried to still look stern. The twins just stared back. There was a pause where I think even my big sister thought she might have gone too far.

"Fine," Brianna said, "What the hell." She reached down and pulled her undershirt off. My little sister's massive tits spilled out. It was impossible to imagine how, but that thin white cami had actually been holding Bree's boobies back a bit. Where Amy had grapefruits, Brianna had full-on cantaloupes capped with big, dark nipples.

Her bounteous breasts revealed, Brianna tucked her blonde hair behind her ear and looked away from all of us.

"Jesus, Bree," Amy said it again.

"They're not like, too bad, are they?" Brianna asked. Her cheeks were almost as pink as Jenna's.

"Are you joking?" Jenna asked, now staring down ashamedly at her own chest.

"They're awesome," I said, "Seriously." I was in a tough spot. I wanted to hoot and holler. To cheer in celebration of all this incredible boob-age. Of course, I knew if I acted like that, this whole thing was over. But I couldn't exactly purse my lips in disdain, either.

To my surprise, Brianna blushed all the more. "Thanks, Chase," she said and smiled at me.

Now both Brianna and Amy were topless and looking over at Jenna. She rolled her eyes.

"Not that much to see, anyway," Jenna grumbled and took off her top. Her breasts were small, though certainly not non-existent. Her plums only looked petite next to her sisters' more voluminous fruits. Her puffy, pink nipples pointed slightly upwards.

Jenna sighed, sadly. Brianna reached over and tweaked Jenna's nipple playfully, but Jenna slapped her twin's hand away.

"Oh come on," Brianna said, "I was only having a little fun."

"This isn't fun for me," Jenna said. Except it did sort of sound like she was having fun.

"Yours are pretty awesome, too," I said, "Just in a different way."

"Uh huh," Jenna said. She twisted back and forth slightly, "Can we get this over with?"

I stepped forward and tucked my thumbs into the waistband of my boxers. This was the final step. The end of our adventure together. I hadn't gotten my sisters to go all the way, but topless was pretty great all its own.

Now I'd step out of my underwear. Show them my dick. And that would be it. I kind of wanted to draw it out a little bit. To savor my last moments with my sisters' tits out.

I dragged my boxer briefs down. My penis - God, somehow still even harder than before - caught on the elastic and popped up. Like waving hi to my sexy sisters. I kicked my underwear to the side and stood straight. My cock, now an almost angry purple, throbbed like it was about to explode.

The room went back to that deader than dead silence. I could hear my own heartbeat, I swear. Could see it pulsing in my penis as it pointed impossibly straight. You could have hung a towel on that thing. Or a goddammed three-piece suit with a trench coat. Olympic divers leap off less rigid materials. You get my point.

"Wow," Amy said. Breaking the silence.

"Is that...?" Brianna asked again.

"Nooooo," Amy said, "No no no. I mean Luke's isn't even... Wow."

"God, does this whole family have a strain of sexual gigantism?" Jenna asked, "And why the fuck did it skip me?"

With all the attention, I couldn't help but smile a little, you know, cockily. I mean, at first, I assumed my sisters were just being nice. I don't have a porn cock, I swear. Maybe a bit thicker than what I suppose is average but not, like, freakish. My girlfriends had never said anything about it. But my sisters were clearly impressed and what can I say? I was enjoying the attention.

The girls were so engrossed with what was between my legs, they didn't even bother to cover their chests and I took the chance to examine them all over again. Jenna's tits were little but still hot as hell. Her puffy pink nipples especially. Brianna's boobs were, I mean, modern marvels of bio-engineering at the very least. They were like massive twin mountains set on a tiny island of a body. And Amy's breasts? I couldn't imagine a more perfect pair. The shape and size - gravity defying and mind blowing - all at the same time.

And that was it. We'd exposed all that we would. Nothing to do now but get dressed and go back downstairs. Dammit.

"You should touch it," Amy said, "Touch him." I heard someone gasp. I think it might have been me. I waited for another round of arguing. But instead, my blonde little sister smiled at me shyly and asked,



"Can I?" Brianna's arm was already reaching, like demonstrating what she wanted to do. Somehow, I managed to keep my composure.

"Panties off first," I said. I swear I saw Amy wink at me as I said it.

Brianna didn't even hesitate. She simply slipped off her underwear and hurried over. I caught a glimpse of Brianna's thick blonde bush, but then her warm hand contracted around my cock and I wasn't able to focus on anything other than that. Those little pink fingers squeezing my shaft.

"Oh cool!" Brianna said, "It's like, soft and hard at the same time."

"Jenna, you should try it, too," Amy said.

"You know the rule," I said. Jenna didn't say anything, she just stepped out of her panties. I startled as I saw my younger sister had shaved her pussy bare. Her chubby nether lips were as pink as her cheeks. Jenna reached over and put her hand behind her twin's on my cock. Now the both of them were completely naked and squeezing my dick. Holy fuck. It took all my effort not to cum right there.

"Right?" Brianna said. Jenna blushed and smiled.

"Yes," she said, "So it's like?"

"Exactly."

Amy and I shared a look. Twin speak all over again.

"Well, I might as well have a turn, too," Amy said, as if she were reluctant to do so. My older sister pushed down her black panties. She had only a tiny tuft of blonde hair over her quim.

Amy walked forward, swinging her hips, and pushed the twins aside. A woman amongst girls. I was pretty sad as the twins let go. But then their two tentative touches were replaced by Amy's firm grip and suddenly I couldn't care.

My blonde older sister hefted my dick in her hand. She squeezed and teased. Dragged her nails down to my balls and cupped them slightly. The whole time her eyes only focused on the object of her affection. My eyes, though, were glued to her. The twins, no doubt the same.

"So how do you...?" Jenna asked, "Like, you know?"

"Like, make him shoot his stuff?" Brianna asked.

"Oh, that's easy," Amy said, "Our brother's probably already halfway there. Right Chase?"

I could only grunt. My big sister had already started jerking my cock up and down.

"Can barely get my hand around it," Amy mumbled to herself. She started to pick up the pace.

My older sister was stroking me off while my younger sisters watched. I guess I was supposed to be grossed out by this? Or upset? I mean, that's what they say right, about doing dirty stuff with family? In the moment, I could only feel enraptured by everything that was going on. Getting a hand job was incredible enough. That it was my sister doing it only made it feel better.

I wanted to look everywhere, At everything. At Amy's breasts jostling back and forth. Her face screwed up in concentration as she worked my dick. At Jenna and Brianna as they stood back, naked, and watched us both. I could barely even keep my eyes open, I was so overwhelmed by my impending ecstasy.

Amy was right, all the excitement already had me on the edge. A few quick pumps and suddenly...

"Oh FUCK!" I cried out. My muscles went stiff. My body arched back. A stream of white shot out of my cock and splattered Brianna's gigantic tit. Almost as if Amy had intentionally aimed it there.

"Oh cool!" Jenna said.

"Awesome!" Brianna said.

Amy steered me forward. My next blast hit Jenna. Then Brianna again. I emptied my load onto my younger sisters. The girls giggled as I splashed them.

"That's a good boy," Amy said as I shot, "Cover your sisters with your cum."

My orgasm stilled, but my dick stayed hard in Amy's hand. A little trail of white spilled over her fingers. Amy stepped back toward Jenna and Brianna. Absently, my older sister began rubbing my spend into the two girls' skin. The twins sighed.

I slumped back against the wall and slid to the ground. Overwhelmed, overjoyed, by everything that had happened.

"Well Chase just put on a show for us," Amy said, "It's time for you two to do the same."

"You mean?" Jenna said.

"In front of Chase?" Brianna said, "But he's our brother."

"It's only fair," Amy said, "Besides, you can't tell me you're not feeling a little worked up after seeing that." My older sister sat down across from me and folded her legs under herself. She reached down and placed her fingers at the opening of her pink pussy.

"It's easy," Amy said. But then she stopped rubbing. "Sit down."

The twins eyed at each other nervously but clambered down on either side of Amy and matched her position.

"Good," Amy said, "Now show him."

I was surrounded by temptation as my three beautiful sisters all started working themselves at the same time. Hot girls rubbing off in 4D - it was like the best amusement park experience ever!

Amy never went further than teasing at herself slowly, but after some hesitation I saw that the twins were moving much more quickly. It was cute the way they mirrored each other. Brianna with her hand buried in her blonde bush. Jenna moving similarly on her own shaved snatch.

"Tell Chase what you're doing," Amy said, smiling at me smugly. She was barely even touching herself now.

"I... I'm rubbing..." Jenna said.

"Rubbing my clit, yeah," Brianna said.

"Kind of slow. Faster," Jenna said.

"Why?" Amy asked, "Help your brother learn."

"F... feels good," Jenna said.

"Oh yes," Brianna said.

"Tell him more," Amy said.

Jenna scooted forward a bit. "See? That's where my clitty is." She had a pink fold of skin beneath her fingers. Brianna came closer, too and showed me the same. The two girls weren't identical, but their pussies sure seemed similar. The room began to smell of my sisters' sex. All slightly different - heady and illicit.

"That's not where his cock would go, though. Right?" Amy asked. I noticed she'd slid back now. My younger sisters were so close, our knees almost touched. Amy may as well have been in another state.

"No," Jenna said. The brunette paused at her rubbing and pulled her labia apart, showing me her hole.

"That. That's where it goes," Brianna said, exposing herself the same way. "Going to... put a finger. There now."

"Inside me," Jenna said.

"Feels good," Amy said, "But it would be way better with a cock, right?"

"I don't."

"I've never."

"Oh, it would. Trust me," Amy said, "Feel how that little pussy is squeezing down on your finger? That's cause it wants a big hard dick inside. And let me tell you, this is nothing next to that."

"Uhn..."

"Oh God."

"Well?" Amy asked. "What are you waiting for?" My older sister looked straight at me. I was harder than ever, as if I hadn't already been stroked off. I reached down, assuming she wanted me to jack it while the twins jilled. I just hoped I could hang on long enough not to blow before the twins did. My older sister shook her head at me.

"You girls need to know what it feels like," Amy said, "And there's a perfectly good penis right there."

I waited for the twins to stop. To argue. Instead they both just moaned softly. They were both working themselves hard. Their hands a blur on their clits. Their fingers jammed in their sex. They said nothing.

Amy jumped forward and pulled both girls' hands away from their pussies. The twins groaned in frustration. Their faces were red. Breaths coming in hungry gulps.

"No more masturbating," Amy said, "It's time you two learn how to do this properly."

I'd been hoping to see my sisters in their underwear. The thought of fucking them? It was like reading about Hogwarts for the first time and then going there that very day.

Looking back, I know this all seems strange. Why was Amy arguing for this to happen? I mean, was she as driven by my dick as I was? But I wasn't going to disagree with her in the moment. Not if it meant I could put my dick inside one of my sexy younger sisters. That it was incest - that it was wrong - those thoughts entered my head, too, of course. But in a backwards way that said all that made this better not worse.

Amy smiled at me again. She dropped the twins' hands. Reached forward for my cock and used it to pull me over to Brianna. She pushed the blonde twin back by her chest, gently, like setting a table. Then Amy took my dick and started rubbing the head over Brianna's hairy blonde pussy.

My younger sister moaned and bucked. Jenna crawled over to look at the two of us. Her little tits hung down over her twin.

"I know you want it, Bree," Amy said, "That big hard brother cock. It's the only way I'll let you cum. I promise it'll be soooo good."

"Doesn't it... Will it hurt?" Brianna asked. Her voice small.

"No, you're already so worked up," Amy said, "It'll feel amazing, I promise."

I couldn't imagine how this was happening. But even before Amy finished speaking, she started pulling me forward. My older sister steered my dick, resting it in Brianna's virgin opening.

"Go for it," Amy said to me, "Stuff your little sister full."

God. Brianna tilted her head at me, quizzically. Legs spread. Even lying on her back, her breasts looked huge.

"You sure?" I asked. I don't even know who I was talking to.

"Give it to her, Chase," Amy said, "She wants it so bad."

As if to prove her sister's point, Brianna tried to move upward with her butt. Bury my cock inside her.

I Inched forward. I felt my little sister's pussy wrap around the head of my cock.

"Ooooo," Brianna groaned.

Nervous, I slid back a bit. I felt Amy's hand on my ass. "Don't stop now," Amy said.

"I don't want to hurt her," I said.

Amy reached around and grabbed my balls. Then she used them to drag my cock forward. To plant me in my sister's snatch. I went forward as far as I could go. About half my bare dick was now buried in Brianna. Again, I pulled back. This time Amy allowed it.

"Help your sister," Amy said. I looked up and saw she was speaking to Jenna. "Come on!"

Jenna hesitated.

"Jeez, it's no big deal," Amy said, "You're twins so it doesn't count."

Jenna leaned forward carefully and put her hand on Brianna's boob.

"That's it," Amy said, "Rub it a little. Like, pretend you're doing it to yourself."

"I don't have tits like these," Jenna said.

"Nobody has tits like those," Amy said.

I felt a little give and instinctively I started sliding forward again.

"How's that little sister pussy?" Amy asked me.

"Ssssssoooooo good," I said. My penis plowed forward. Brianna's cunt squeezed it at all sides. Like she was trying to trace every centimeter of my cock with her snatch. And then I could go no further.

I was buried to the hilt in Brianna's pussy. Skin to skin. In my baby sister.

I heard Brianna's breath catch.

"You're a woman now, sweetie," Amy said. She patted Brianna's head affectionately. "How does it feel?"

"Full," Brianna said.

"I'm not surprised," Amy said, "Our brother's got a big one."

"Just... Just be still for a sec," Brianna said.

"Good idea," Amy said, "Get used to it. When you're ready, Chase will give you a few pumps, just to give you the feel of it. Then it's Jenna's turn," Amy said.

Jenna looked me straight in the eye, but she didn't say anything. Just nodded and went back to rubbing Brianna's boobs.

"Don't forget her other parts," Amy told the brown-haired twin. Jenna paused. "Come on dammit, do you love your sister?"

"Yes, but..."

"Do you want to hurt her?"

"Well, no..."

"So?"

Jenna tentatively ran her hand down Brianna's stomach. When her fingers slid through her sister's blonde bush and hit her clitty, her twin nearly popped right off the floor.

"Oh fuck that's good," Brianna said.

"Really, Chase ought to be doing that for you," Amy said, "But we've got the extra hands so why not use them?"

I looked over at Amy. Being fully buried in Brianna was amazing. But it was also tortuous. The urge to move. To drive my cock into my sister again and again. It was almost too much to bear. My self-control was eroding. But I didn't dare disobey Amy, in case she put a stop to this entirely. I really thought that was an actual possibility. Clearly, I wasn't thinking.

"OK, Chase's going to start fucking you now," Amy said.

"I don't know," Brianna said, "It feels OK now but..."

"It'll only be a few times," Amy said, "You have to do it, or it doesn't count. Just five, OK? Five in and outs."

Amy's hand was still on my balls from before. Gently rubbing at my testicles with her thumb. My older sister used her leverage to slowly pull me back. Brianna groaned in frustration as I withdrew, then sighed happily as Amy dragged me forward till I was, again, fully ensconced in Brianna's sex. I felt the head of my cock hit an end point and realized it was probably my little sister's cervix.

"That's one," Amy said.

Jenna was still rubbing her twin's clit. I felt her fingers tickle my shaft. Moving faster now.

"Two," Amy said.

God it felt so incredible. Brianna's pussy clutched me tighter than any hand. Wet and warm and better than anything I'd ever experienced. I didn't want to take my cock out of her ever again. It was so good.

Amy let her hands drop from my balls as I made my third thrust. She could see I had the rhythm now.

"Ah. Ah. Ah," Brianna gasped. Her chest flushed. Amy shot down and held Jenna's hand in place. Pressed it hard into Brianna's clit.

I pulled back one last time, then buried myself forward. I felt Brianna's legs kick. Her breath slowed and she let out a long, frustrated sigh. She arched her body like trying to make me do more. Move my penis inside her.

"Feel good?" Amy asked.

"Oh yeah," I said. I realized she probably wasn't asking me.

"Ready to switch?" Amy asked.

"W... wait," Brianna said.

"Let your sister have a turn, you greedy little slut," Amy said, a bit of a giggle in her voice.

"I'm almost... Just a little more. Please," Brianna said.

"Fine, but you have to listen to me," Amy said, "It's my rules or we stop."

"OK," Brianna said.

"Chase, give her another five good ones."

I started pumping again. The same gradual, agonizingly pleasurable motion.

Jenna started rubbing again, but Amy pushed her back, leaving Brianna's clit to suffer alone in the open air. My blonde little sister reached up to rub herself, but Amy nudged her hand away, as well.

"I didn't say you could do that," Amy said. I waited for Brianna to argue but she only lay back. Her massive breasts moving up and down as I plowed into her. I couldn't help myself. I reached down and took both boobs in my hands. It screwed up my rhythm, but I didn't care.

"Holy fuck, Bree," I said, squeezing her globes.

"Less tits, more twat," Amy said. But she smiled at me playfully. I let go of Brianna's breasts and focused on fucking her. My cock moving in and out even faster now. After I did five thrusts, I started to slow.

"Oh God. ohgod. Just a little...," Brianna groaned.

I looked over at Amy.

"That's all," Amy said, "Sorry sis."

"Pleeeeease," Brianna said. She was pushing with her hips again.

"Hmmmm," Amy said, "You have been well behaved."

"Uh huh," Brianna said.

"Say it," Amy said. She made that wicked smile. "Tell me what you want."

"I want it," Brianna said.

"Want what?"

"His... thing. In my thing," Brianna said.

"Oh, come on, that's not going to cut it," Amy said. Despite being completely naked, she still managed to look stern.

"I want him to fuck me," Brianna said, "Please."

"Who?"

"Ch... My brother. I want my brother to fuck me. I know it's wrong but... Oh God, please let my big brother fuck me!"

"You heard your sister," Amy said and smacked my ass.

There was no thrust count now. No hand controlling my motion. I drew back and, for real - for the first time - started fucking my voluptuous, blonde, baby sister. My cock pistoned in and out of Brianna. Both of us grunting and groaning. Rutting on Amy's pink carpet while our siblings watched.

Suddenly Brianna made a huge gasp. Her whole body stilled. Except for one, important place. Her pussy. It clamped down on me like nothing I'd ever felt. Suddenly I went from lost in pleasure to right on the precipice of something far better. Brianna's legs stiffened around my waist, almost as tight as her twat on my cock. Her eyes went wide. Her face bright red.

I couldn't hold back any more. My cock exploded and as the bliss raced out of me, Brianna screamed.

"Oh ffffffFFFFFUCK!" the blonde teenager cried and fell back. Her breaths coming fast "FuckFuckFUCK!"

I erupted into my sister. Cum after cum. The rapture rolling over me with every pulse of my penis. Filling my baby sister with my seed.

Brianna seemed to slow, then suddenly another wave of pleasure hit her, and she screamed all over again. She shook. Her legs kicked out. Finally she fell back, mumbling, "Oh fuck. So good. So fuck. Oh good."

I pumped everything I had into my sister. My sperm, my soul, my very essence. I fell forward and held Brianna tight. Felt her humongous chest press against mine. She gave me a little peck on the lips, strangely chaste and sisterly after everything we'd shared.

"You're heavy," Brianna said and giggled. I lifted up and pulled my shrinking dick out of her. A long thin trail of white goo stretched from the head of my cock to my sister's dripping snatch.

"Oh fuck," Jenna said, "He came in her."

"What?" Amy said.

"Chase," Jenna said, "He came in Brianna."

"Oh," Amy said, staring down at my cock as it separated from my sister, "Well, that's not ideal. I mean, it's OK, though. He'll be hard enough for you in a sec, I promise."

"No," Jenna said, "Brianna's not... I mean we aren't..."

Amy suddenly shook out of her reverie. "You're not protected? How are you not on the pill, you're eighteen for God's sake."

"Neither of us is doing anything," Jenna said, "Was doing anything."

"Fuck," Amy said.

Brianna was grinning stupidly. Still awash in post-orgasm bliss. "My big brother came in my unprotected pussy," she said.

My pleasure started going cold. "I didn't," I said, "I mean, I couldn't. I..."

"It's fine," Amy said, "It was her first time. I mean, I doubt she's really, you know..."

Jenna eyed her older sister dubiously.

"It's not a big deal," Amy said, "We'll get some medicine in the morning. No problem. It was a mistake."

"It was," I said.

"Chase didn't mean to fill our unprotected sister up with all his fertile sperm," Amy said.

"I didn't," I said.

"It'll be OK, I promise," Amy said.

I slowly stood. No one said anything more. Amy started to get dressed. A clear signal that we could do the same. I was so out of it, I didn't even bother putting on my clothes. Just made a big pile and gathered it up in my arms.

I looked over and saw Brianna was still on her back, staring at the ceiling. She didn't look sad or scared. She just smiled at me.

"I'm really sorry, Bree" I said, "It was an accident, I swear."

"It's OK, Chase," Brianna said, "It was my fault. You felt so awesome and I... We're good. So so good."

I thought I should say something to my other sisters. I had no words. The house was so silent, it might as well have been empty.

I stumbled back down the hallway to my bedroom, dropped my clothes on the floor, and flopped onto the mattress. I thought I was exhausted. Everything that had happened. I couldn't sleep.

As I stared up at the ceiling, I realized I didn't feel scared or worried. I was still a little exhilarated with everything that had happened, sure. Mostly, though? The sad thing? I felt disappointed. As if knocking up my one sister wasn't nearly enough.

*

I stirred back to consciousness. My bedroom was still pitch dark. I felt a warm body over my legs. Under the sheets. Someone was in bed with me.



"That's a good girl. He'll be up in no time."

I looked over to source of the sound and saw Amy standing in the doorway. Light from the hallway washed over her. My older sister was back in her blue tank top and grey sweatpants. I started to ask what was going on, then suddenly I felt a small, warm hand wrap around my dick.

I'd fallen asleep naked, I remembered, but alone. Now there was definitely someone in the bed with me. I pulled the covers aside and looked down, my eyes adjusting to the darkness. To my shock, Jenna was there kneeling over me, my dick in her hand. She gave me a silly grin and leaned down.

"Oh fuck!" The words shot out of me as Jenna wrapped her warm lips around my dong. Her long brown hair tickled at my thighs. She licked up and down slowly. Like getting a feel for it. My sister was clearly struggling with what she was doing. But her enthusiasm made up for any inexperience.

"I was asleep when Jenna came and woke me. Our little sister was still feeling worked up from before," Amy said casually, "I didn't think it was such a good idea, but..."

I heard Jenna try to say something, but her mouth was too full of dick for me to understand.

"Jenna insisted," Amy said, "I can't say no to my little sister. I hope you don't mind indulging her."

All I could do was shake my head. My sister's sucking was getting tighter. She still had her hand on me as well. God it felt so good.

"Do you think he's ready to go?" Amy asked.

"Definitely," Jenna said, pulling off my penis with a pop. She kept idly stroking my dick with her hand. I was so hard, it ached. You'd think I'd never cum in my life with how bad I was wanting it. I bucked my hips, like Brianna had before, trying to get my dick back in my sister's moist mouth.

"OK, well hop to it," Amy said, "I want to get back to bed." My big sister didn't act like she was in a hurry, however. She leaned against the doorway and stared intently at the two of us.

Jenna was in her undershirt and boy shorts from before, but that was it. Now she shucked off her panties and tossed them to the side. She took my dick and pointed it downward. My little sister lay herself over me and ground her pubis down on mine. We both groaned as our bare parts made contact. Automatically, my hands shot up and gripped Jenna's hips. Her little legs felt so thin. The brunette wiggled her nearly non-existent backside, pressing onto me more. Not even inside my sister, I could feel the heat of her sex over mine.

"In her, not on her," Amy said, "Jeez you two really are hopeless."

"I'm trying to get... He might be ready but I'm not," Jenna said.

Amy walked into the bedroom. Even in the dark, her green eyes seemed to shine.

"First off," she said, "Being on top is, like, the worst way to lose your virginity ever. Trust me, you can't do anything." The blonde girl gently grabbed her sister's shoulder and pushed her off. Jenna sprawled onto the bed next to me.

Freed from my Jenna's dry humping, my penis popped up and bobbed excitedly. Amy stared down and seemed to lose her train of thought for a moment, but she quickly recovered.

"The best way to be pierced by a penis for the first time is to let him do it. That way you can tell him what you like or whatever," Amy said, "Let me help set you two up."

Amy reached down and pulled off Jenna's undershirt, causing the brunette's little tits to bounce free. Her little boobs, capped with puffy, pink nubbins, looked oh-so-suckable. "It's not sex unless you're naked," Amy explained. She carefully moved Jenna around, like posing a doll, till my little sister was on all fours. Her pert little butt pointing in the air.

"Sweetie are you sure you've been through puberty?" Amy asked, "No hips, no tits, not even pubes."

"I shaved them," Jenna said. Her face even pinker than usual. "I thought it made my pussy look weird."

"I think it's really hot, sis," I told Jenna. She blushed.

"Whatever," Amy said, rolling her eyes. Then she pulled me to the back of the bed so that I was right behind my sister. My cock pointed straight at Jenna's exposed pink opening. Amy grabbed my cock and rubbed it up and down my little sister's slit.

"Now put that in there," Amy said, "Same rules as before though, understand? A few pumps to give your sister the feel of it. None of the, you know, the other stuff from last time. I expect you to stay in control."

"OK," Jenna and I chorused.

"You think you're ready, sis?" I asked.

"God yes," Amy said, "Get it over with so I can get to sleep."

"I meant Jenna. She said before she was..."

"It'll be fine," Amy said, "Stick it in and she'll adjust. Trust me."

I looked over at Jenna. She was already biting her bottom lip. Bracing for it.

"I don't want to hurt my sister," I said.

Amy sighed dramatically. "Fine. She licked you. Why don't you return the favor?"

I squatted down and lined my mouth up with my sister's bare, pink pussy. I swear I even saw a droplet drip down. Wow. My little sister had a super sexy snatch. I mean, it's hard not to have one. But Jenna's seemed even more fuckable than the usual. If that makes sense? Whatever. In the moment it made sense.

Tentatively, I put my tongue on my little sister's bare puss. It was only a light touch, but I felt Jenna shiver and stretch as my tongue made contact. I started lapping harder. Jenna tasted pretty good - sweet, salty, and strong - and I focused on making her body respond to my mouth.

I felt a finger brush across my face and looked up. Amy had taken it upon herself to help things along and now she was rubbing at our younger sister's clit. The brunette's whole body jerked as Amy made contact.

"That doing it for you, Jen?" Amy asked.

"Uh huh," Jenna said. Her voice strained.

"Lick faster if you can," Amy said, then to our sister, "Let me know when you're getting close."

"Uh huh," Jenna said.

"Slip a finger into her pussy," Amy said. I did as I was told. I felt my little sister's tight channel squeeze down on my digit. I pushed as deep as I could, then pulled back. Like a little penis. Then I remembered something I'd read online. I twisted my hand, so my finger pointed upward and curled it into a C-shape. I felt a patch of flesh that was raised. Spongy. Slowly I dragged my finger over that spot.

"AH!" I felt Jenna stiffen above me. "Gonna..."

Amy grabbed me by the cock and pulled. My finger slipped out of my sister. I dropped my head from her cunt.

Jenna dropped to the bed. She was panting. Looking back at both me and Amy with real anger in her face.

"I told you to tell me before you came," Amy said.

"I... didn't... Fuck. So close," Jenna growled.

"Good, now you're ready for your big brother's dick," Amy said. She went around and helped Jenna back up to her knees. Then she gestured for me to stand behind my baby sister.

Once again, I aimed my cock at my little sister's bare pussy. Her labia was practically purple and gaping open. Even in the dark, I could see my sister's juices glistening on her skinny thighs.

I started to rock forward. My cockhead kissed my sister's opening. Amy grabbed the shaft and held me back.

"What's Chase doing?" Amy asked Jenna.

"Putting it in me," Jenna said. Amy still wouldn't let me move. "My brother. He's putting his penis inside me."

"Do you want it?" Amy asked.

"So bad," Jenna said, then quickly corrected herself, "I want my brother's big dick in me so bad, Amy. Please."

"That's my girl," Amy said. She started dragging my forward. Feeding my cock into our little sister.

Brianna, Jenna's twin, her pussy had felt like nothing I'd ever experienced. I'd thought Jenna's would be similar, but I was wrong. My sister's twat was tight. At the most cock-gripping that Brianna's slot had been, at her climax, Jenna's own quim started there.

Then Jenna flexed her sex and it was somehow even tighter.

"Holy fuck, sis." I couldn't help it. My penis was in my little sister's pussy. Oh God.

Jenna didn't say anything. I saw she was biting her lip again. Eyes wide. Her cute pink face racked with pleasure or pain I couldn't tell. Probably both.

I pulled back a bit. As soon as it was just the head, however, my older sister shoved me forward again. Amy's fist soon ran out of room and she let go. And I slid into my younger sister all the way to the bottom.

I looked down and clearly saw where my cock met Jenna's pussy. My balls so close to her, they could have been attached to her body instead of mine. Her little brown star winked up at me from between her little pink buttcheeks. I resisted the urge jam my thumb in there, as well.

Jenna took a deep breath. Her cunt rippled over my cock. I slid my hands down to cup Jenna's tits. Her nipples felt practically sharp on my palms. It wasn't a comfortable position, draped over her like that, but I didn't care.

Jenna strained back at me, reminding me I had more important duties. I straightened and rested my hands on my little sister's tiny bottom.

"Remember the rules," Amy said.

I looked over at her quizzically. Amy was sitting on the bed, off to the side. Still fully clothed. She arched her eyebrow at me.

"Five pumps," Amy said, "Give her the feel of it, but that's all. That way it's... innocent. Not, ummm."

"Incest?" Jenna asked, her voice cracked.

"Right," Amy said, "It's just siblings learning together, you know? Nothing wrong with that."

I drew back slow, same as I'd done with Brianna. As I slid back in, Jenna started breathing hard out of her nose, like a bull getting ready to charge.

"Harder," Jenna said. She had her head bowed straight down.

"You sure?" I asked. Jenna reached back and pinched my thigh. Well OK then. I pulled back quick and stabbed into my little sister. Our hips met with a loud SNAP!

"Faster," Jenna said.

Well I'd learned my lesson from last time. I stopped slowly pumping my little sister and started, for real now, to fuck her. Any thought of limits blew past me as I hammered little Jenna's grasping cunt. Her pussy tried so hard to hold on - every time I went in was like taking her virginity all over again. It was work, but effort like this was too incredible for me to care.

I looked over at Amy, I guess expecting her to intervene. Instead she just nodded at me slightly. The room filled with the squeaks of the bed. The smacks of our bodies. Jenna's little "Uhn uhn uhns" punctuated every push.

I glorified in my little sister's body as I fucked her. Her little anus opening and closing slightly. Her hips rocking back and forth with my thrusts. Her tiny tits hanging down, conical. Her face practically cherry red. Green eyes aglow in the darkness.

Jenna's pussy rippled right up my shaft and I felt my orgasm close in on me. I'd never been so disappointed to cum - I wanted to keep fucking my sexy little sister forever. Still, I knew from last time not to risk it. I slowed and started to pull out.

Jenna was still groaning, "Oh oh oh... no no No NO! What are you doing?"

"I was getting close," I said, "I didn't want to...

"Fuck! Don't stop now," Jenna said. I noticed she was panting hard. Her whole body seemed to cinch as she rocked back and forth, trying to force me to keep pounding her.

"But what if I...?"

"It's fine," Amy said, "I'm already getting one pill. Won't hurt to pick up a second."

"Are you sure?" I asked.

"Yes!" both girls shouted at the same time.

I drove forward with abandon. My balls bounced off my sister's clit as we slammed into each other.

"Oh yes..." Jenna said. Knowing that I was going to go all the way with her seemed to kick her into overdrive. "Oh God. Fuck. Fuck ME."

"Amazing right?" Amy said.

"So good," Jenna said.

"What's he doing to you?" Amy said, "Tell me."

"Fuh... Fuck. My brother is fucking me so... SO goooood," Jenna said. She threw her head up and stiffened. "Ohhhhhhhhhh OH!"

Her pussy wrapped around me, even impossibly tighter, but I managed not to cum. I'd done it. I'd given my sister an orgasm. I figured she'd let me stop. But as soon as Jenna came down from her high, the brunette teen immediately began ramming herself onto my cock all over again.

Jenna's explosion hastened mine along. I started grunting with every push.

"He's going to do it," Amy said, "Your brother's going to cum in you."

"Oh please," Jenna said, "Oh big brother give me all of it. I need it so bad."

"Your brother's going to fill your unprotected pussy," Amy said.

"Please," Jenna said, "Please cum in meeeeeeee."

My body stilled. My little sister's pussy squeezed down on me and the only thing I could do was let loose.

"Oh FUCK! Fuck fucking YES!" Jenna screamed.

Amy reached back and grabbed my balls, nesting them in her palm as they emptied into our little sister. Like coaxing even more sperm to come out.

"Give it to her, Chase. Fill our little sister up."

I stayed buried in my sister. My sperm gushed right into her welcoming womb. Every time I thought I had no more to give, I squirted out another stream of my seed. I fell forward onto Jenna and held her tight. Both of us trembling. My pleasure was more than I could handle. I couldn't even keep my eyes open. Just held onto my sister like a rock in the flood as I flooded her with my fertility. So much that I felt the warmth of it start leaking out over my balls.

Finally, Jenna fell forward. My cock drooled out a little more, but it was already softening. Jenna buried her head in my pillows. She made a sound like sobbing. I fell down next to her. Reached over and pushed her brown hair out of her eyes. I saw my sister was laughing. She smiled and then we both caught the giggles. I tried to speak, but more laughter spilled out.

"That was really good," Jenna said. Still at a loss for words, I kissed my sister's pink cheeks. Her forehead. She stroked my hair and kissed me on the cheek.

"Thanks big bro," Jenna whispered and rolled out of the bed. My sister didn't even bother with her underwear, she just started to stumble out the doorway.

"Finally," Amy said, "Took you two long enough." She followed Jenna out of my room. But right before she closed the door, Amy looked back at me and gave me a thumbs up.

The room went dark. I lay back on the bed, blown. Yet something itched in my mind. Kept the sleep from surrounding me.

Amy kept encouraging me to fuck our younger sisters and I couldn't understand why. If she found me attractive, why didn't she just take me for herself? Even if she didn't, why did she seem so invested in me being with Jenna and Brianna?

And what about the twins, themselves? Were they doing this to, in some weird way, please their older sister? Or did they have their own mysterious motivations?

It was all so puzzling. But before I could start putting things together, I'd already drifted off to sleep.

*

I woke up the next morning in my bed, alone. Lost somewhere between relieved and disappointed. The sunlight streamed over bright into my room. I rolled out of bed and looked out the window. We'd gotten a foot of snow overnight. Maybe more. My parents hadn't made up the whole blizzard thing, after all.

I stood up and got dressed - just a t-shirt and a pair of plaid pj pants. It felt like a lazy morning and I couldn't see putting on real clothes. Then I made my way downstairs.

"Well, I'm not going out in this, that's for sure," I heard Amy say, "I can't believe they haven't even plowed the roads yet." The girls were all sitting around the dining room table drinking coffee. They were still in their outfits from the day before - Amy in her tank top and sweats, the twins in their panties and undershirts.

"This whole area is kind of secluded," Jenna said, "The plows probably won't get here till the afternoon."

As I walked into the dining room, I eyed the girls suspiciously. Especially the twins. After I'd filled them up the day before, I figured I was about to get an earful back.

Instead all three women smiled at me, even Amy, as I came into the kitchen. Brianna popped out of her chair and gave me a big hug and a kiss on the cheek. Her giant rack pressed into my shoulder.

"I'll go get you some coffee, big man," she said, tousling my hair. She sauntered into the kitchen, swaying her ample hips.

I sat down at the table, and Jenna reached over and squeezed my hand.

"Stop looking at us like we're going to explode," Jenna said, "We're fine."

"Seriously," Amy said, "You put your sperm in them, not nitro-glycerin." Her comment didn't make me feel any better. I grimaced in reply.

Brianna came back with a steaming mug of coffee and slid it in front of me. Then she sat on the other side of the table with her two sisters. The room, like the rest of the house, was bright and airy. A little post-snow cold.

"Mom and Dad texted while you were sleeping," Brianna said, "They got it even worse up where they are. We probably won't see them till tonight."

"We'll have a nice lazy day at home," Amy said. The girls all looked at me with less than wholesome smiles. But Amy quickly waved her finger at them both. "Last night was special but it was a one-time thing. I'm still in charge, so don't go getting any ideas, Inseminator." She pointed at me, accusingly.

I nearly spit out my coffee. What did she just call me?

"I am the Inseminator," Jenna said in her best Ah-nold voice, "Cum in me if you want to live."

"Get to the pussy!" Brianna said, doing the same imitation. The twins practically fell out of their chairs laughing. Well, I supposed if they could feel OK with it, I could too.

"Seriously, Chase, it's OK," Jenna said once she got control of herself. Her face so bright it looked like she'd had another orgasm.

"You didn't do anything to us that we didn't want," Brianna said, "Besides, Amy will take care of it as soon as the roads clear, right?"

"You bet," Amy said. But she was staring off into the distance as she said it. Like her mind was somewhere else entirely.

*

The twins made breakfast, eggs and bacon, and we all ate together. This was nice. Familial. In a way that I hadn't felt in a long time with my three sisters. Maybe ever. We were all so different and distant. Who'd have thought that the way to fix our family was to fuck it up?

After we were finished eating, Jenna and Brianna agreed to clean up while I went upstairs to shower and get dressed.

"You sure I can't do anything?" I asked, but the twins shooed me away.

I couldn't understand how sex could leave me feeling so sore. It was supposed to be pleasurable, it was pleasurable, yet it left me hurting like I'd been roughed into the boards all night. I felt stiff, crusty. Clumsy and out of focus. I thought about jumping into my parents' hot tub, but I decided to take a shower in my own bathroom instead. It felt more comfortable to me to be in my own space.

I stood under the steaming water for a long time, my mind oddly empty. I didn't want to think about what had happened the night before. Couldn't stop thinking about it. I wanted to run downstairs and hug my sisters, tell them I was sorry, and beg them to forget it had ever happened. I wanted to run downstairs and bend Brianna over on the couch. Plug her pussy while I lapped at her twin sister's sex. Then switch out and do it all over again with the other girl. And Amy. My God, Amy. Is it wrong to admit, having had both twins, I still ached for my older sister?

Amazingly, though not surprising considering, I stepped out of the shower with a massive hard-on. Well it was too late to do anything about it by then. Besides, I was so worn out from the day before, I felt like I'd be rubbing myself for hours before I could reach relief.

I wrapped a towel around my waist. Shaved. Then I walked across the hall to my bedroom. I swung open the door. I couldn't believe what was waiting for me there.



Amy was lying on my bed, recumbent on her side. Still in her tank top and sweats. Holy fuck. How could I even think about my younger sisters when I had that in the house. Jenna and Brianna were attractive, sure. Fuckable certainly.

Amy was so much more.

Her body was beyond belief and seeing her like this only made me remember how she'd looked the day before, completely naked. Flawless skin. Perfect breasts. The ideal feminine shape. Like they'd made coke bottles by studying her, first.

Amy leapt off the bed and put her finger to her mouth.

"I got the twins in front of a movie," Amy said, "As long as we're quiet, we should be OK."

Just like that, my beautiful blonde older sister reached down and lifted her tank top over her head. She wasn't wearing a bra and her amazing breasts fell free. Amy's tits were smaller than Brianna's (there were island nations smaller than Brianna's breasts), but in shape and dimension Amy's were far more than what my little sister ever dreamed of. Perfectly shaped and practically gravity-defying with taut pink nipples.

I reached out to feel Amy's breasts, but she pushed me away. I was sad, but only until I realized she wanted to take her bottoms off, too. My older sister stood naked in front of me. Her flared hips and blonde bush. My little sisters were sexy, but Amy's body screamed sex. She demanded it.

"Oh my God, Ames," I said. She smiled, almost despite herself.

I leaned forward to start kissing, fondling, but again my older sister stepped back. She gestured with her hand. It was my turn to get naked. Wearing only the towel, that was easy enough. I simply reached down and let the dark grey cloth drop to the ground. My sister eyed me appraisingly, showing the same appreciation I'd just given her. Mostly for my dick, but still. I was suddenly very glad I'd left the shower erect.

"This is bad," Amy said, "We're brother and sister. We're not supposed to... be this way."

I stared back at her, blankly. My heart pounding in my chest.

"Say it," Amy said.

"This is bad," I said. She was correct, of course. What we were doing, what I already had done. It would have been more socially acceptable if I'd robbed a bank. Shooting six people was criminal, sure, but fucking my sisters? Putting my baby in their bellies? That's straight up wrong.

"Good," Amy said, "That's what makes it so right." She came up close to me and started tracing my body. I slid my hands up her flank and found her tits. Cupped and fondled.

"One track mind," Amy said, but she didn't stop touching me. She slowly pulled us both back to the bed. We bounced on the mattress.

"Watching you with Bree and Jen," Amy said, "Wanted you so bad."

"Want you, too," I said.

"Tell me," Amy said. I'd never seen Amy be needy before. I guess watching me with our sisters had made her a little jealous. She reached down and grabbed my shaft. Started stroking me.

"God you're so hot," I said.

Amy slowed on my cock. "You can do better."

"Amy, you're amazing."

The blonde girl practically dropped my dick. I took a deep breath. Focused.

"Amy - big sis. You're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen. I mean, I feel so lucky I got to even see you naked. Let alone be with you. Feel you."

Amy smiled again, almost shyly this time. She grabbed my dick. Rubbed slowly, almost lovingly.

"I know I'm not... I'm not worthy of a woman like you. My big sister."

"I think he makes you more than worthy," Amy said, giving my cock a hard squeeze. Our movements, unlike with my younger sisters, were gentle. Amy always seemed so cold and distant. For her to be affectionate, it felt odd. Incredible.

Amy stroked me one last time, then pushed me back on the bed.

"Am I sexy?" my older sister asked. She shifted so her hips were straddling my crotch. My hard on strained against the warm wetness of my sister's sex.

"Oh God, yes," I said.

"Sexier than them?" Amy asked, nodding toward the door, "Your little sisters?"

I nodded. It felt like a betrayal. But it was true. Brianna was pretty and Jenna was cute. But my big sister was fucking gorgeous in a way that I couldn't imagine another woman ever achieving.

Amy lifted her bottom. She grabbed my cock and aimed it at her pussy. Going so far as to nestle the head between her lips.

"Good boy," Amy said. And in one swift stroke I was completely slotted in my older sister's snatch. Both of us cried out as we connected.

Amy didn't even pause, just started rocking back and forth on my cock.

"Fuck that's big," she said. More to herself than to me. Still, I couldn't help play back at her a little.

"Bigger than your boyfriend's?"

"You have no idea," Amy said. She dragged her magnificent tits over my chest. Her twat wasn't as tight as either twin's - not Brianna's and certainly not Jenna's - but it hardly mattered because Amy was a woman who knew what she was doing and that outdid everything else.

My older sister's pussy understood how to handle a cock. How to slurp and pull to elicit maximum pleasure. Amy knew how to writhe, to shake. To work her body and build both of us to release. Her taut ass popped up and down. Her breasts jiggled. A hungry, knowing smile played across her face. Aphrodite had to be handing in her walking papers after watching my older sister fuck. Amy had her beat, dead to rights.

"My brother is way loooonger," Amy said, dragging herself up my shaft and then burying me back down. Till my cockhead ricocheted off the back of her pussy so hard that she grunted in pain.

"My brother is way thiiiiicker," Amy said, and she bore down on my dick with almost Jenna-like intensity.

Suddenly, Amy slowed. She sat up straight, letting me glorify in her incredible body. She reached down and slid her long, thin fingers into her puss.

"Maybe I should shave like Jenna," she said, thoughtfully.

"No," I said, "I like you this way. Like a woman."

Amy smiled. I started to sit up a little and she pushed me back. "Let me get myself there first, OK? Trust me, it's better for both of us."

My older sister started strumming her clit with abandon. Her fingers practically a blur back and forth. She rocked her hips slightly, no more than a centimeter up and back on my shaft. It felt glorious, but it didn't make me need to cum at all. For Amy, though, it was all she required.

"OH!" Amy cried, "oh FUCK!" I saw her chest flush (like the twins, I thought, unbidden), and she tossed her head back.

"hhhhhrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrAH!" My sister tremored. "Ah! Ah! AHHHHHhhhhhhhhh HA!" She fell forward. Rested her hand on my shoulder. Her blonde hair hung down in flaxen ringlets. Her green eyes bright, but unfocused.

"God... already... Fuck," Amy mumbled, "Never came like that... Fucking hell. Fucking brother with his big fat fuck stick."

Amy fell down on top of me. Her body sticky with sweat. An aftershock rumbled through her and she shivered. My older sister's orgasm, her words, did something to me. I can't explain it. The urge overtook me, and I knew better than to hold back.

I grabbed my big sister by the shoulders and flipped her over. Slammed her down on her back. Somehow, I still kept my cock in her cunt. Amy screamed, then laughed.

"Oh, I see, little brother wants to be in charge?" Amy said, "OK, baby boy. Do it. Give your sister what she needs."

Amy's pussy was tighter post orgasm. Wetter. Her body even more responsive. She cried out with every thrust. I didn't even have to pretend to be a good lover. My sister's cums just started coming, like a racing river, and she was crashing right over the waterfall in moments. Again and again. Like an endless series of rapturous Niagara Falls.

"Oh fuck. So good. My brother's fucking me so good. No wonder... Bree and Jen. I wouldn't want to stop either. Oh God again. Hrrrrrr AH! Little one. Just... pump. Keep pumping. Fuck. Fuck. FUCK meeeeeheeeeheeeee."

I grabbed Amy's shoulders. Started pounding into her for all I was worth. At that point, I was beyond wanting to hold back. But I wasn't cumming. Everything from the night before, I felt unstoppable. I was going to make my big sister beg me to stop. It was the only way this would end.

Amy's body rippled as another orgasm ripped through her. She was panting. Both of us sodden with sweat. The room stank of my sister's pussy. Of the shared scent that two people make when they join as one.

Slap. Slap. Slap. Our bodies bounced off each other. Brother and sister. In an embrace that could only be love. Illicit, wicked, wonderful love.

"I'm the best fuck you've ever had," Amy said.

I almost laughed she said it so confidently. So full of pride. But I knew she was right, so I nodded and smiled.

"I'm a better fuck than Brianna," Amy said.

"Yes."

"Jenna too," Amy said, "You'd stick a cactus up their tiny, twinny twats if it meant you could be in me for a moment."

I didn't say anything. But I didn't slow my fucking either.

"Say it," Amy said. She wrapped her legs around me. Held me still inside her.

"You're the best fuck I've ever had," I said, "By far." I whispered it in her ear. Still conscious of the fact that our younger sisters were still downstairs. Might be right on the other side of the door for all I knew.

"Louder," Amy said.

"My cock belongs in my big sister," I said, "My big sister's pussy was MADE for me to fuck."

"Tell them," Amy said, "I want them to hear it."

"I love fucking my big sister's pussy," I shouted, "Oh Amy you're the best fuck I've ever had. Oh FUCK. Your pussy. Your body. You're the best thing in the fucking world and I never want to stop fucking youuuuuu!"

Amy's pussy seized up like it had suddenly shrank four sizes. She screamed another orgasm. Panting. Her whole body practically bright red. She fell back.

"Still?" Amy looked up at me. I smiled and shook my head. "Fuck, you're an animal. I take it back, it's more than your fantastic cock. You're flat out amazing, little brother."

"Maybe you should call Luke and tell him that," I said.

"Tell him that my little brother is a better fuck than he'll ever be? That I'm already addicted to my little brother's giant cock and I'll never stop fucking him?"

"Yes," I said. I moved more slowly. Long, drawn out strokes that let us both revel in every ridge and fold of our sibling's sex as we slid against each other.

"It's true," Amy said, a wistful smile on her face.

"So, what do we do?" I asked.

"You mean about the whole brother/sister/fucking thing?"

"Yeah," I said, "That."

"I don't know," Amy said, "I just know that I don't want to stop."

In response I started to speed up more. To build a little rhythm. My sister's orgasm parade had paused but now I felt her body ramping up again. Then, finally, I felt my body start to tighten. My body stuttered.

"Oh!" Amy gasped, feeling her body respond to mine, "Oh Chase. Baby. Are you close?"

"Y...yeah."

"Oh God. Are you gonna...? Gonna cum in your sister's little pussy? Are you going to spend right inside me? Like you did to your little sisters?"

"I mean, it's only fair," I said.

"Good. Yes. Need you to cum. Cum for me. Soon."

"Working on it," I said. It wasn't that my sister's snatch was bad. Quite the opposite, it was amazing. I was so blown from all the other fucking I'd done that my body wasn't able to reach its peak like normal. I'd heard that women like a man who can last, but apparently, after so much pounding, so many orgasms, even my sister had a limit to her endurance. She started chanting.

"Cum. Come on. Cum in your sister. Fill me up. Oh, baby, I'm so close and if you cum it's going to blow my fucking top off, so cum. Cum CUM! Oh little brother cum for MEeeeehhheeeheeee."

Well, like I said, I couldn't ever say no to my sisters.

"Oh FUCK!" I cried and a stream of my sperm shot into my sister's pussy. The pleasure overwhelmed me. Another eruption. Another. Mixed with a dull, burning ache that almost hurt. But still, it felt so good to finally unload.

Felt good for my big sister too. As soon as my first blast hit her, it seemed to ricochet Amy into her own orgasm. Something bigger and more powerful than what she'd already shared with me.

"Mmmf!" she cried. Her body bucked. Breaths came in gasps as her legs tightened. Eyes squeezed shut. "HrrrrrrrAH AH AH! Oh brother. Oh little brother. Oh fuck. Oh fucking... YES. Fucking fill me up!"

Amy wrapped herself around me. Both of us rumbling through ecstasy together. Than finally I felt it slow. My muscles uncoiled. God, I'd thought I was in pain before.

"I think you broke me," I said.

"Serves you right for all the stuff you broke when we were younger," Amy said arms wrapped tight around my torso.

"Oh, not this again," I said.

"I loved that Flintstone phone," Amy said.

"Jesus, sis. I was six, it was an accident."

We were arguing like siblings. Still connected like lovers.

"I think you've given me enough orgasms to make it up to me," Amy said with a smile. She leaned up and kissed me. I slowly pulled out of my older sister. Even after all that, I was still reluctant to disengage from her. She made a small mewl of disappointment as well. A glob of my cum dripped out and dribbled down to Amy's asshole. She reached down and started to stuff it into her cunt.

"Get back where you belong, spermies," she said and laughed. Post-cum silly. Like being high, but better.

"You're not..." I said, suddenly worried. In the moment it hadn't even occurred to me, but now, watching my sister repack her pussy with my cum...

"I'm on the pill," Amy said, "Don't worry."

I fell down on the bed next to my older sister. Played languidly with her hair. It was long and shining golden. I'd always wanted to touch her tresses. Run my fingers through them. Strange that I had to play with her tits and cunt before I could.

"I wasn't kidding before," Amy said absently, "That really was..."

"Amazing?"

"Way better than that."

"Guess it's a good thing I saw you naked, then, huh?"

Amy chuckled. "Yes, well. About that..."

"You're joking," I said.

"So, I may have actually left the door open," Amy said, "Kind of on purpose?"

"You wanted me to see you?"

"I wanted... I don't know what I wanted. I was mad at Mom and Dad for making me stay with you. I was bored and angry and you were all being such brats."

I gave her an angry look.

"Come on, you totally were," Amy said, "Anyway, I guess I thought that it might be fun. If you saw me. And then I would get 'mad' and well, we'd see where it went?"

"You wanted me to catch you," I said.

"Uh huh."

"And you pretended to be mad to..."

"I wanted to see where it would go. Maybe punish you three a little? I mean, you have to see it, Chase. Your perfect house and your easy lives. Jenna and Brianna are going to UCLA next year? I had to beg Dad to let me go to state. He wanted me to do two years at community college."

"It's not fair, I know" I said, "But we didn't do any of that."

"Doesn't make me resent you any less," Amy said

"So, you planned this whole thing out," I said.

"Yeah right," Amy said, snickering. "No. I thought you'd see me naked, and I'd try to embarrass you and the twins a little. Entertaining for me. Educational for you three. And then it kept going. Building. Till it became this huge thing and I couldn't stop it."

Amy rolled over. Let her fantastic breasts hang over me, while nudging my nose with her own.

"I mean, you can't exactly complain about the results, can you?"

To be continued...


It's Only Fair Pt. 02

Here we go again. Everyone in this story is over the age of 18.

I lay back in my bed, staring blankly up at the ceiling. My naked, too-hot-to-be-true, older sister Amy snoozed innocently next to me. Her blonde hair splayed across the pillow in golden rivulets. Oh my God. Everything that had happened. It was almost too much for my 19-year-old brain to process.

My parents had gone to a work party the night before, leaving me home alone with my three sexy sisters: Amy and the twins, Jenna and Brianna. At age twenty-six, Amy was seven years older than me, eight years older than our younger sisters, and light years away from wanting to spend time with her less mature siblings. But our parents had ordered her to stay home and keep an eye on us.

We were already at each other's throats when I accidentally caught Amy undressed. She got mad and tried to take her revenge. But somehow, I managed to turn the tables and maneuver it so all four of us were stripped naked. I thought I'd reached the peak of my accomplishments: seeing curvy, blonde Brianna's massive boobs; skinny, brunette Jenna's clean-shaven pussy; Amy's incredible... well, everything.

But it turned out that was only the beginning. I ended up having sex with Brianna right there, accidentally cumming in her unprotected pussy. As if that wasn't already enough, I also jizzed in Jenna later that night. Finally, the next morning, I managed to complete the trifecta and had Amy while the twins were downstairs, innocently watching TV.

After the sex, Amy admitted that she'd orchestrated the whole thing -- though she wasn't clear on what parts were planned and which had been happy accidents. I didn't know how to feel about all that.

On the one hand, my older sister was the kind of beauty that made supermodels look lousy. My younger sisters were also quite cute and very fuckable. Anyone would feel lucky to be with any one of them. Yet, Amy claimed to want me to be with all of them. Even admitted to encouraging it. I mean, that's awesome. Right?

Except it was also kind of scary. Much as I tried to work it out, I couldn't figure out Amy's motive. Was she conniving or caring? Or maybe just really extra horny? I couldn't say.

Before I could decipher it any further, Amy began to stir. We dressed in not completely awkward silence and went to find the twins. Seeing my sister completely naked, having slept with her, did that stop me from staring at her perfect bubble butt as she went downstairs? No, it did not.

"Still looks pretty bad out there," Amy said. I glanced out the window. It was late morning and the sun was shining bright. The freak blizzard from the night before had finally stopped, but the consequences were piled high. We lived in a new development on the far side of town, and the roads still hadn't been plowed. That was a problem.

While my older sister was on the pill, neither of the twins was on protection and I'd cum, bareback, in both of them. That meant we needed a run to the pharmacy before things developed further. The longer we waited, the more the timebombs I'd left in my sisters' wombs ticked off.

Amy's thoughts, however, appeared to be elsewhere. "If it's still this bad here, I can't imagine what it's like out by Mom and Dad," she said, "They might not be home till dinner or even later."

We found the twins in the living room, dead asleep on the couch. The TV hummed softly in the background. Blonde, curvy Brianna and skinny, brunette Jenna were still in their underwear, cuddling against each other. Brianna's massive breasts pressed into her twins' non-existent chest. I thought it was cute (and hot), but Amy made a 'yuck' face. So much for my romantic older sister.

We woke the girls up and Amy made lunch. Standard PB&J. Watching amazing, erotic Amy try to be matronly in skimpy clothes was kind of cute. Kind of hot, too. We gathered around the dining room table, staying mostly silent, and ate our lunch. I should have been quite content with everything that had happened, but now new worries sprouted up.

Amy and I had been pretty loud up in my bedroom. Worse, I'd said some things in the moment that, if my baby sisters had heard, probably would have hurt their feelings. I kept waiting for them to say something, but when I looked up, Brianna winked at me and Jenna smiled warmly.

After we ate, we saw that the plows had finally been through the neighborhood and the roads looked clear. Amy wanted to rest, but the twins insisted we should start digging out the driveway right away. I noticed both sisters were resting their hands over their tummies as they spoke, a not so subtle reminder. So, we all got dressed -- real clothing this time, not just underwear -- put on coats, hats, and gloves, and went to dig out Amy's car.

Our older sister had a big Mercedes SUV, paid for with her own money thankyouverymuch, which she'd been smart enough to leave in the garage. Still, the snow was heavy, the driveway was long, and so even with the four of us it took a ton of effort.

By the end we were all cold, wet, and sweaty. A nasty combination. The warm house called to us like a roaring fire in a rainstorm. This time the twins straight up begged Amy to go get their pills.

"Sure thing," Amy said, "Happy to go." I could tell, though, that she was annoyed. It was the twins' health that needed tending, not hers. But neither Jenna nor Brianna owned a car and Amy wasn't going to put one of them behind the wheel of her baby.

She gave all three of us a dirty look and climbed into her SUV. Before she could pull out of the driveway, I knocked at her window. Amy rolled it down.

"You want us to come with you?" I asked, but Amy shook her head and waved us back into the house.

"No reason for everyone to suffer," Amy said.

"You sure?"

"Yes. Go inside and get warm. Just be 'ready' for me when I get back."

"You mean hot chocolate?" I asked.

Amy smacked me on the side of the head. "See you soon, doofus."

"Drive safe, bitch," I said.

Amy reversed out of the driveway with a roar. My younger sisters and I went back into the house. It felt really good to get out of my wet, winter clothes and shake off the snow.

The twins decided they would thank Amy for braving the weather by cooking another special dinner. Like the night before, they raided the fridge like archeologists hunting for ancient relics -- though hopefully edible ones, at that. I was set on watching football, but as soon as I turned on the TV, I felt my eyes droop.

The sex, the shoveling, the stress -- it all caught up with me. I let my head loll back against the couch. First, I was just watching. Then I was just listening.

Then I was gone.

*

When I woke up, both the twins were sitting on the couch with me. Brianna was shaking my arm.

"Chase? Chase wake up."

"Huh wha? What's wrong?" Despite being on the less-than-comfortable couch, I'd been down deep. While I slept, the TV had turned over to the news. The region had gotten over 10 inches, apparently. More than a cock's length of snow, I thought with a wry smile.

Now both Brianna and Jenna were shaking me.

"What's wrong?" I asked.

Both twins eyed me very seriously. Brianna had her blonde hair up in a pony tail and was wearing a navy peasant top and jeans. Her shirt seemed to strain around her giant tits. Jenna's brown hair was also up, and she had on a similar pair of jeans, but she was wearing a purple turtleneck. Both twins looked solemn.

"Crap, you didn't burn down the kitchen, did you?"

"No, the lasagna will be ready in about half an hour," Jenna said.

"Where's Amy?" I asked.

"She texted she's on her way back," Brianna said, "The roads are pretty bad."

"Good," I said, "Not about the roads part. The rest of it." I don't think I had a sense for how long Amy had been gone. If I had, I might have been prepared for what was to come. Instead, I stretched my arms and let sleep slide back over me. Drifting till dinner really appealed in the moment.

"Come on Chase, stop it," Jenna said, "We need to talk."

Uh oh.

I sat straight up like I'd been shocked. I didn't have a lot of experience with women but 'we need to talk' is ingrained in a male's mind as instinctively as 'fire' and 'rock.'

"What's wrong?" I asked. I looked at my baby sister's bellies and remembered what I'd put in there. Dammit.

"Look, what happened before with Amy," Brianna said.

"We don't want you to think," Jenna said.

"That is."

"We know."

"Wait, slow down," I said, "I don't speak 'twin' remember? Look I'm sorry about what happened, I really am. I mean, I guess you should take it as a compliment you're both so amazing but it got out of control. I'm sorry and I promise it won't happen again."

"Weeeellllll," Brianna said, biting her lip suggestively.

"Look, what happened yesterday was weird," Jenna said, "And crazy."

"And awesome," Brianna said.

"That too," Jenna said, "We just want to make sure we're on the same page."

"Like with the cumming," Brianna said, "Amy's getting the pills right now so that'll be solved."

"Right," Jenna said, "Also with what happened. Being careful around the parents. And other people."

"Well I was going to post about it on Facebook," I said. My sisters glared at me. "It's a joke, who the fuck does anything on Facebook anymore?"

"Look," Jenna said, "Last time things... Well, neither of us felt exactly in control and we want to make sure you understand."

"I thought you wanted to," I said, suddenly feeling guilty.

"Oh, we did," Brianna said, "I did."

"Me too," Jenna said, "Though maybe not at first?"

"What about last night?" I asked, "When Amy said you woke her up."

"That's not how it went," Jenna said, "I was passed out and Amy shook me awake. Gave me this whole diatribe about how Brianna had done it and now I had to, too or we'd be all messed up."

I gave my sister a funny look.

"Yes, I know. It made sense at the time. Amy has a way of doing that. Anyway, I can't say I argued too hard. I was still pretty worked up from watching you and Bree before and I figured it would be more fun to go do it with you than bicker with Amy about it. So I did. And I was right -- it was amazing."

"But we want to make sure you get it," Brianna said.

I nodded yes.

"You don't have a clue, do you?" Jenna said, "You're just nodding yes and looking at our boobs."

"They're nice boobs," I said.

"Chase this is the whole problem," Jenna said, "I loved what we did. We loved it. But we can't keep doing it. Even if we were protected."

"And we're not," Brianna said.

"But we're siblings," Jenna said

I couldn't help it. My face fell. Look, I'm not an idiot. I know that I wasn't going to, like, date my sisters or whatever. But at the same time, being cut off like that? It hurt.

"Look, we're not saying we won't do anything," Brianna said. Jenna gave her twin a glare, but Brianna kept talking. "Come on Jen, we both know we want it."

"Fine," Jenna said, "But we need to agree to ground rules. We can do stuff together, but maybe no touching."

"Some touching," Brianna said. I almost laughed, watching them negotiate themselves into a better position for me. I didn't even have to talk -- they did it for me. "Just, like, not part to part. You know?"

"No D in our P," Jenna said, "Or A, for that matter. Really let's just say no penetration and leave it at that."

"But we can do other stuff till winter break ends," Brianna said.

"Then you go back to school and get a girlfriend. We graduate high school. Everybody moves on, OK?" Jenna said.

"You understand, right Chase?" Brianna said.

Both the twins seemed legitimately concerned that I would be upset. So, I made sure to smile broadly as I agreed to the twins' terms. This was fine. Really it was. It gave me two more days to do fun stuff with my younger sisters. And Amy hadn't agreed to any of it. So, I was good. We were good. Totally good.

My twin sisters leaned in and kissed my cheeks at the same time. "You really are an awesome brother," Brianna said.

"I guess," I said.

"Here, let's show him how much we appreciate it," Brianna said and nudged Jenna. Both girls started to lift their shirts up over their heads.

The front door screeched as it opened.

"Holy fuck it's fucking horrible out there," Amy said. My older sister slammed the door behind her and marched in, snow seeping into the carpet with each step. She had a big brown bag in each hand. My younger sisters quickly scattered to the far sides of the couch.

"Did you get the pills?" the twins asked.

"Yes, I'm home safe, thanks so much," Amy said, glaring.

"How was it out there?" I asked.

"A nightmare," Amy said, "Trees down. Power out. Wires everywhere. It took me an hour to drive five frickin' miles."

"Which bag's from the pharmacy?" Jenna asked. She went over to Amy and started rooting through the shopping. Amy still had her knee-length black boots and heavy white coat on. She was standing in the doorway, dripping.

"The pills won't be ready for three days," Amy said, pushing Jenna back. "They were out of stock or something. But no worries, it's on order. As long as you take one within a week, you're fine."

I didn't think that was right, but I wasn't going to contradict my older sister. Jenna and Brianna stood frozen in the foyer. I could see their nervousness from way back on the couch.

"Seriously, calm down, it's no big deal," Amy said, "Besides, I brought back something way better." She reached into the bag and pulled out a bottle of clear liquid. "Alcohol!"

*

Jenna and Brianna outdid themselves on the lasagna. Considering what they accomplished using only what was lying around the house, I wondered what they could make if we actually went food shopping. Or what they'd win if we got them a shot on "Chopped."

The girls set up the table in the dining room like we were gathered for a formal event. They turned out the lights and lit candles. Got out the good dishes and the heavy silverware. At Amy's urging, we even drank wine with dinner, like proper adults. We got the glasses out and everything.

"We don't really drink much," Brianna said.

"Or ever," Jenna said.

"This is only Cabernet," Amy said, "It's not a big deal. Besides, if you're leaving for college you should know how to handle alcohol."

Well, I couldn't argue with that logic. Pounding beers was probably better practice than sipping wine, but still.

I figured we'd have a little just to get the taste of it. Instead, Amy gave us each a full glass, practically to the brim. Before I finished my first, Amy topped me off with more. Still, it was a heavy meal, and I figured there was plenty to soak up the drinks.

After we ate, we each had another glass of wine to finish the bottle. Then Amy told me and the twins to clean up. I looked over as we washed the dishes and saw that both my younger sisters' faces were flushed with drink. They grinned at me goofily.

When we came back to the dining room, we found that Amy had set out a couple of snifters with ice. She had very few words for us, but way more to drink.

"Whiskey," she said, and held up her glass. We all clinked and drank

"Augh it tastes like lighter fluid," Brianna said, her face twisting in disgust.

"I could use this to clean wounds," Jenna said, mirroring her twin.

Amy glared at her younger sisters. She'd intended this to be a treat, clearly, and their reactions left a bad taste in her own mouth. "Stop acting like children and drink," Amy said, sipping from her glass.

Jenna and Brianna looked down at the floor, ashamed. Each took another taste. They made the same ugly looks, but they didn't say anything.

I was on the twins' side with this one -- I'd never had whiskey before, and it felt like the liquor was stripping the flesh from my throat. But I wanted my older sister to see me as a mature, adult, like her. So, I kept drinking, doing my best to hold back my distaste.

We must have looked strange, all of us sat at the dining room table, slowly sipping our whiskeys like hostages held at gunpoint. No one said anything. In fact, I noticed, no one had really spoken since Amy got home.

I assumed my older sister was tired from her long day of braving the elements. The twins, too, seemed oddly distant. I didn't know whether their worry about the pills was keeping them off kilter, or if they just didn't trust themselves to speak after all that alcohol. For myself, the silence seemed to squash my voice down, perpetuating the cycle. The less anyone spoke, the harder it was to make conversation. To lift that weight.

What was there to say, anyway? Beyond our mutual plumbing of each other's bodies, we didn't really have anything in common with each other. That was the problem in the first place. Amy was a grown woman with a serious boyfriend -- a true urban professional. The twins were both finishing off high school, planning for college. And me? I was somewhere in between, not really able to converse with either. Also, as the only boy, it left me as an instant outsider.

So, our conversation topics were down to: 'Any recent interesting cases, Amy?' 'Have you bought a microfridge yet?' or 'Hey, sis, I really enjoyed stuffing your pussy last night.' Aka, boring as hell, mundane as anything, or inappropriate as all fuck. Instead, we chose Option D: uncomfortable silence. I still think it was the right choice.

When we finally got our glasses down to nothing but ice cubes, Amy clapped her hands and finally broke the quiet.

"Good," she said, "Now the real fun can begin." The twins and I looked at each other, warily.

Amy led us into the family room and sat us on the big leather sectional. There was plenty of room on the couch for all of us, but Amy grabbed a dining room chair for herself and set it up to face me and the twins.

Amy handed each of us a shot glass, keeping one move for herself, then pulled another bottle out of her bag. She was like the Mary Poppins of alcohol, my older sister. I half expected her to pull out a tray of fully mixed Mai Tais at some point.

"Tequila," Amy announced. She poured each of us a full glass and set the bottle out on the coffee table in front of us. The twins and I looked at each other very warily. "Oh stop it. Look, we're trapped in the house till morning at least. We never have the chance to be together, just the four of us. Why waste it watching Netflix or whatever? We should get to know each other."

Jenna, Brianna, and I all nodded enthusiastically. Like I said, Amy was way older than us in a way that, as kids, made her seem almost magical. That kind of hero worship doesn't go away when you grow up. All we ever wanted was for our amazing big sister to take an interest in us. Her offering us that chance, I don't think Amy realized what it meant. Or, in thinking about it after, maybe she knew exactly what she was offering. In any case, she couldn't have gotten more eager agreement had she waved three gold nuggets in front of our eyes.

"Awesome," Amy said, "But the thing is, we can't just, like, sit here and talk. That's boring. Plus no one actually says anything and we end up just blabbing about the weather or something dumb. Alcohol helps, sure, but what we really need to do is play a drinking game. Trust me -- it's the best way to get to truly know someone."

Again, all three of us nodded like this made total sense. Smart girl, our sister.

"We need something that involves alcohol and sharing secrets," Amy said, "So, we're going to play 'Never Have I Ever.' Do you know it?"

I'd heard of the game, but never played. The twins looked at me and Amy and shrugged.

"Oh, you're going to love it," Amy said, "This is real college stuff. Here's how it works. Each of us takes a turn saying something they've never done before. If the other person has done that thing, they have to take a shot. So, like, for example, Brianna, you could say, 'Never have I ever played Never Have I Ever' and then I'd have to take a drink." Amy grabbed her shot glass and downed it in one go. "Like that. Makes sense?"



We all nodded. Well, this seemed perfectly dignified. Nothing inappropriate at all. Well, except for the underage drinking. But honestly, on the scale of what we'd done already, that barely registered.

Amy refilled her shot glass and leaned back in her chair. "OK, so since Brianna just went, I'll go. Never have I ever taken an AP physics course."

The twins both downed their shots. They both coughed, but steadied themselves. Amy poured them more, then gestured to me. I had to think about it for a moment.

"Never have I ever owned my own car," I said. Amy gave me a dirty look, but she did her shot.

"Never have I ever gotten a C or worse in math class," Jenna said. Both Brianna and Amy did their shots.

"That's not cool, Jen," Brianna said.

"Maybe not so granular next time," Amy said, "But still, good."

Yup, this was quite tame. Nice and safe. Brianna did hers about a sailing trip, which made everyone drink except her (we'd gone when I was in high school, but Brianna had missed it with the flu), and now we were back around.

"Never have I ever had a circumcision," Amy said. The girls all giggled as I drank.

"Fine, play that way," I said, "Never have I ever had a period." Obviously, that meant all three women had to drink.

"Never have I ever..." Jenna began.

"Hang on," Brianna said, "I have to pee." She stood up from the couch, but stumbled back laughing. "Whoops!"

"You ok, Bree?" Jenna asked.

"Yeah, just... Woo. Lost myself there for a sec," Brianna said. She stood again and, balancing herself on the couch, slowly made her way out of the living room. Grabbing walls as she went.

I shouldn't have been surprised. We'd killed a whole bottle of wine, had a glass of whiskey, and now we were slamming shots. What's the old saying? One tequila, two tequila, three tequila, floor?

I'd only had two shots, myself, but was feeling warm. The twins had each had three while Amy had done five. My older sister seemed fine, she'd drank plenty in her life and knew her limits. But our younger sisters hadn't had more than a few sips of beer before that night, as far as I knew. We were lucky they both weren't completely wrecked.

Brianna came back a few minutes later looking a bit steadier. But her face was still red as a fire hydrant and she leaned into the couch more than she sat on it.

"OK, back to it," Amy said.

"Hang on," Jenna said. Her words slurred slightly, and so she said it again. This time with one finger in the air like she was getting ready to pontificate in front of the General Assembly. "Hang on. Maybe we need to slow down on the whole thinking drink. The whole dringing ging. You know. This."

"Come on, seriously?" Amy said, "I thought we could finally hang out together. Like real adults. I guess you're still babies. You want me to read you a story before night night?"

"No!" Brianna and Jenna said together.

"So let's keep playing," Amy said.

"Fine," Jenna said, "But maybe not for alcohol."

And right then, in the midst of everything -- through the haze of alcohol and argument -- I swear I saw a twinkle in Amy's eye. "The game's not fun if there's nothing to lose," she said.

I started at that for a moment. I had a friend of a friend who told me about something his older brother had gotten into. A bunch of kids started having Mario Kart tournaments and ended up in an orgy. That's what he'd told me had started it all. Those words. It's not fun if there's nothing to lose. Did Amy understand the power of the words she'd just spoken? Heck, had she heard that very same story?

"Why don't we just play for something else?" Brianna asked.

"Like what?" Amy said, but I could tell she already had the answer in mind. She was smart enough not to say it though. "Any ideas, Chase?" Goddamn it -- my sister was so good. Jenna and Brianna may have had twin-tuition, but Amy and I had clearly mastered our own tawdry sibling telepathy.

"Well..." I started, as if I was really considering options, "How about this? Let's say on your turn you said something I'd done before. But instead of drinking I had to, maybe, take off my shirt?"

"Ooo, Chase! That's a great idea!" Amy said. She actually managed to sound surprised by my suggestion. Clearly, my sister was wasting her time as a real lawyer and ought to be playing one on TV.

"Strip Never Have I Ever," Jenna said flatly. She wasn't nearly as impressed by my ingenuity, clearly. Brianna also seemed to shake her head.

It wasn't surprising. The twins had just given me the talk about being more chaste. Now here we were, getting started all over again. Was I really going to let this opportunity go? Hell no! The USS Fuckalot had just docked right in front of us. And my dick was already waiting for me in the well-named cockpit. Fortunately, my older sister was on board, as well.

"Come on, it'll be fun," Amy said, "How much are you wearing anyway? It looks like a lot."

The twins were still wearing what they had on before: long sleeve shirts and jeans. Amy was wearing a heavy white sweater with dark slacks. I had on jeans and a t-shirt. Overall, it was pretty even.

"Besides, it's nothing we haven't seen before," Amy said.

The twins turned to me, obviously looking for help. But it was sort of like when you spray a cat with water, and it runs to you for safety. Wrong choice, pal. I smiled, kindly. "It's harmless fun," I said.

"Exactly," Amy said.

My younger sisters both nodded, resigned. Amy poured us more tequila ("To sip as we play," she said) and we settled back in.

"I'll start," my older sister said. She rubbed her hands together like she was getting ready to announce her evil plan to take over the world. "Never have I ever touched a girl's boob," Amy said.

The twins seemed taken aback by that one.

"What?" Amy said, "If we're going to be losing clothes, then I think the questions should be dirty, too."

I shrugged and reached down for my sock.

"Socks don't count," Amy said.

"What?"

"Why not?"

"It's not fun that way," Amy said, "Besides, who's excited to see feet? No, only the good stuff: shirts, pants, underwear. That kind of thing."

I let out a deep sigh -- not nearly as upset as I pretended -- then reached down and lifted off my shirt. Of course, I had nothing on under it. One question in and I was already half naked. At least the house was well heated. But that didn't stop the rest of my body from stiffening up. We'd barely started and already I felt as hard as I ever had in my life. Then Amy said something that made my dick go from rock to diamond.

"You too, Jenna," Amy said, pointing at our brunette younger sister.

Jenna looked confused.

"Yesterday," Amy said, "When we were... Anyway, you totally touched Brianna's giant tit. Did more than just touch, if I remember."

Jenna growled in her throat, but took off her purple turtleneck. The brunette was wearing a tiny, sky-blue bra. Amy clapped as Jenna's covered boobs came out, but my younger sister only looked down at her chest with a kind of resigned disappointment.

My little sister really needed to work on her self-esteem. Size isn't the only thing when it comes to breasts and Jenna was obvious evidence of that. I couldn't wait for her to take off her bra and reveal her sexy, skinny, upturned pink titties. I had no doubt now that that moment wasn't too far away.

If I had any doubts about where the game was going, Jenna's shirtless-ness made them melt away. If I was worried about our talk earlier, about limits with my sisters, then this certainly solved that problem.

And if you thought that having already seen my sisters naked -- had done way more than just looked -- I wouldn't be so excited the second time around? Please. Once was never going to be enough. I wanted, needed, to get those girls nekkid. It was my turn, and Amy had already shown me an easy way to advance the game in my favor.

"Never have I ever kissed a boy," I said.

"Do relatives count?" Brianna asked. I could see where she was going.

"It should be, like, romantic kisses," Jenna said.

"Right, like, on the lips only," Brianna said.

"You kissed Chase on the lips yesterday," Amy told our blonde little sister.

"Just a peck," Brianna said.

"Still counts," I said.

Amy pulled off her heavy sweater. I leaned back in anticipation of my older sister's resplendent rack. But to my disappointment she had a thin pink shirt on under her top. Amy gave me a cheeky wink, seeing how she had me going.

Brianna, on the other hand, had no such luck. She took off her peasant shirt, revealing a heavy black bra that poor little Jenna probably could have used as a shirt. Even then, the bra seemed barely able to contain my baby sister's massive mounds. A bit of brown areola peeked out the top of one cup, as if checking that the coast was clear. If Brianna didn't lose her underwear on her own, it seemed liable to snap off by itself.

But the blonde twin seemed barely bothered by her big reveal, launching right into her own assault on her sisters. "Never have I ever sucked a cock," Brianna said with a satisfied grin. Amy glared at her sister but took off her shirt. She was wearing a silky crimson bra that made my impossibly erect dick practically leap right off my body.

Then everything got even better as Jenna reached back and started to undo her own bra. Brianna stared at her twin, shocked.

"Last night," Jenna said.

"Wow," Brianna said.

"I needed to get him hard and... Anyway," Jenna said. She unhooked her undergarment, freeing her little titties. They bounced happily as they were released -- puffy, pink nipples standing out stiff.

"How was it?" Brianna asked.

"It was really neat, actually," Jenna said. "I felt really sexy. The way he got all hard in my mouth."

"OK, enough learning time," Amy said. "Let's get on with it."

"Never have I ever had sex in a public place," Jenna said without pausing. Amy and I both groaned and unsnapped our pants. Amy had a pair of red thong panties on that matched her bra. Holy fuck. Somehow that woman, with a body that could blind a man, found a way to look almost as good in underwear as she did naked. What can I say? I'm a sucker for a girl in red.

The sight almost made up for the fact that I was down to my boxers. Pendulous penis pushing upward quite prominently.

"Someone is enjoying himself," Brianna said, looking pointedly over to my erection as it pointed straight out in my underwear.

"And we wouldn't find any wet spots on your panties, right Bree?" Amy asked. That shut the younger blonde up. But Amy decided that wasn't enough and kept going right after curvy Brianna. "Never have I ever considered breast reduction surgery."

Brianna turned almost as red as Amy's underwear. Without a word, she reached down and undid her jeans. Jenna looked over at her twin in surprise.

"I have back pain," Brianna said, "How'd you find out about that, anyway, Amy?"

"Mom asked me a few months ago if I knew anyone in the city," Amy said, "Didn't take Stephen Hawking to put two and two together on that one." She took a big gulp of her tequila, smiling at us hungrily.

Brianna's eggplant-purple panties didn't cover much. Her pubes poked out either side of the material. But that was Brianna's secret weapon, no one could ever get past her ginormous tits long enough to look at any other part of her, even when her massive missiles were still stored behind a bra.

I tried to tear my eyes away and take my turn. The game had gone far more quickly than I think any of us imagined. I was sitting on the couch next to my nearly-naked younger sisters, with the older one sitting across from us in a similar state of undress. The more sober I was feeling, the more naked I was getting. I was down to my last shred of clothing -- my blue boxer briefs.

Fortunately, the girls were in a similar spot. No one was slurring or slumping nearly as much. Meanwhile, Jenna was completely topless, but she had on both her pants and panties. Amy and Brianna were both down to their underwear, top and bottom.

So, we were all close in clothing level, but not nearly enough for my liking. Jenna's boobs were lovely, but I wanted to see the whole package on all three sisters. Also, I'd once again convinced myself that I had to get my sisters naked before going all the way, myself. In retrospect it seems silly, like that was really going to matter now. But at the time, I told myself if I was down to nothing and the girls were dressed that... I don't know, bad things would come of it? I said I was horny, not rational.

Regardless, I felt like I needed a good question to even it all up. And I had the perfect inquiry in mind. "Never have I ever had sex with my brother."

"You don't even have a brother," Jenna said.

"Still counts," I said. My younger, brown haired sister hissed, but she shucked off her jeans, revealing a perfectly respectable pair of white panties. Not that propriety did anything to take away from the fuckable girl sitting next to me. God, Jenna was so hot -- her tiny, pink body practically pleading to be plowed by my penis.

But just as I was falling into the rapture of one sibling, I got ensnared by another as Brianna finally relieved her bra of its burden, letting her giant jugs spill out. God, had they gotten bigger overnight? Brianna's boobs looked even larger than I remembered. Her dark nipples were as erect as her sister's cute little pink ones.

But just as I was recovering from the second sibling's display, I got roped by the third. Amy, the sex goddess who happened to be my older sister, began to undo her own bra.

Both twins stared, jaws hitting the carpet so hard that they bounced. I guess they really didn't hear Amy and I, after all.

"When did?"

"How?"

"What? So, it's only OK if you two do it?" Amy said

Brianna and Jenna looked away, a bit ashamed. But I could tell they were both still trying to piece it all together.

"It's not a big deal," Amy said, "Obviously. Seems like I'm in good company, actually."

Amy finished taking off her bra and smiled at me, warmly. God, her breasts really were perfect. All I could think about was kneading them in my hands. Suckling her nipples. I had to slow myself down. I knew I could have so much more if I could be patient.

Everyone was only wearing bottoms now. Just like the day before, I thought to myself, and smiled. These games really were more fun when everyone won.

"So, what now?" Jenna asked.

"What do you mean?" Amy asked, "There's still clothing to lose."

"Sure, one more each, but then what?" Brianna asked.

"Ooo, I like how you girls think," Amy said, as if our younger sisters had really been suggesting something, "Well, first, I'm starting to sober up so I think we should each do another shot to celebrate."

Amy poured out more tequila and we drank. The bottle was getting low but, lo and behold, our older sister had another full one waiting in her magical bag of endless alcohol.

Amy sat back and began rubbing her hands again in full supervillain mode. "We can't drink and we're running out of clothes. So, what if we do dares?"

"So, if someone hasn't done something, they have to go moon the neighbors?" Jenna asked.

"Right but way more fun than that," Amy said. "In fact, what if we do this: Instead of saying what we haven't done, we say something we did. And if the other person hasn't done it, that's their dare. So, it's more like, I've done this -- have you?"

I'd had way too much tequila to track what my sister was saying. That last shot had put me right back over the edge again. But like a deaf man at a political rally, I knew to nod my head in agreement with whatever Amy said. She had my best interests in mind, after all.

"I'm so confused," Brianna said.

"Let's do one now," Amy said, "That'll make it clearer."

We agreed, like this made a lick of sense.

"OK, so like... Ooo! Here's a good one," Amy said, "I've given a boy a French kiss."

Amy looked over at the twins pointedly, but Brianna and Jenna didn't move.

"So now you two go kiss Chase," Amy said, "See? It's easy."

The twins were still sitting on either side of me, so they both slid off and turned to face me. I noticed both of them were back to leaning on the furniture to stay upright.

"Maybe do it one at a time," Amy said, like she was the sibling sex guru. Which, I mean, kind of?

Through some unspoken agreement, Brianna stepped forward to go first. She sat down next to me and leaned forward. I could smell the heavy waft of alcohol on her breath. Her lips tentatively touched mine.

"Remember, there needs to be tongue or it doesn't count." I heard my older sister's voice somewhere distant. Like she was shouting at us across the Grand Canyon. Making a long distance call from Neptune. I was completely locked in on my blonde, younger sister as she slowly opened her mouth and probed at me with her tongue. I did the same to her.

"Hmph," Brianna made a little grunt as we slid closer to each other. I'd kissed girlfriends lots of times, but this felt different. Familiar and strange. Kissing my sister while our other siblings watched. I know it's weird but the sex we'd had before felt so much less intimate than this.

I could smell my sister's hair. Taste her. I opened my eyes and saw her watching me. My heart raced. Instinctively I reached up for my sister's cheeks, accidentally brushing her boob. I mean, how could I miss such mountainous terrain?

Brianna giggled a little into my mouth and then fell back on the couch.

"That was fun," she said, "A little weird, but fun."

She slid aside and let Jenna take her place. Again, I pressed my lips to my sister's. Jenna tasted slightly different. Her touch was more tentative. Testing. Her little tongue slid into my mouth. I felt a similar shock in my stomach of arousal and wrongness mixed all together in a strangely addictive cocktail. If this was what 'kissing your sister' really meant, then sports games would always end in a tie.

I brushed Jenna's hair back and stroked her cheek (accidental boob touching was not an issue). She moaned into my mouth.

"Come up for air, you two," Amy said, "You're kissing not, you know, making out."

Jenna and I separated. She gave me a shy little smile. Both twins sat back down on the couch but sat closer to me than before -- almost touching. Clearly things were rolling forward, and none of us had the momentum to stop it now.

"Your turn for a dare, Chase," Amy said. She didn't even bother to keep the wicked smile off her face and lord knows, it was contagious. If that was only a kiss... This was going to be awesome. I just had to keep things going.

"Kissing was fun," I said, "So let's keep doing that. I've French kissed my sister."

My siblings all looked at each other, a bit confused.

"So now we..." Jenna started. Amy shrugged, but she motioned for Jenna to move over to Brianna.

The blonde twin leaned into the brunette one and their lips touched. They jumped back a little, then leaned into it again. I heard one of them sigh. Their mouths opened simultaneously. They moved closer...

"Alright, that's enough," Amy said. The girls jumped back to the far sides of the couch like Amy had hit them with a cattle prod. "Brianna, your turn."

I noticed that Amy had plowed through to the next question without doing her own part of the dare. That came along with our unspoken agreement, I guess. I couldn't call Amy out because she might decide to turn on me, instead. The twins, also, said nothing. Though I don't know if that's because they forgot or were too quickly cowed by their older sister.

Brianna paused. "Can't think of anything?" Amy asked, "That's fine, you both being so inexperienced and all. Here, let me give you one. You've rubbed yourself in front of your siblings."



Before the twins could say anything more, Amy stood up from her chair and pulled down her panties. She sat back down, spread her legs, and exposed her amazing pussy to the room. Then my older sister dropped her hands down to her snatch and started to stroke herself.

It was amazing, it was awesome. Incredible to see someone as hot as my older sister bringing herself to her own peak. But I couldn't help but wonder why Amy had put herself in this position.

Amy looked at the rest of us accusingly and I understood. It was totally worth jumping if it forced the rest of us over the cliff as well. I took off my boxers and by the time I looked up, I saw that the twins were now bottomless, as well.

In that environment, three beautiful girls all rubbing themselves, I didn't need to be coerced to start working myself. Still I took my time, teasing. Amy seemed to be doing the same. But Brianna and Jenna hadn't gotten the memo, because they both were really going at it.

The girls' hands went so fast they were almost a blur. Brianna digging into her blonde snatch, Jenna with her bare one. Jenna's face flushed. Brianna grunted in a very un-girly way. My younger twins jammed their slots until it seemed like they were both about to hit the jackpot, then...

"Stop!" Amy yelled.

My older sister had to physically separate my sisters from their pussies, lifting their arms away like she'd done the night before.

"You two really need to get a hold of yourselves," Amy said. The twins looked up at us sheepishly. "Well, stop getting a hold of your... Anyway. I think it's Jen's turn."

The brunette knew better than to hesitate, lest Amy take her turn away from her, too.

"I sucked my brother's cock," Jenna said. She covered her mouth, as if she couldn't believe the words had come out of her. I think she was trying so hard to be quick (also was so drunk), that she wasn't able to be smart.

I, on the other hand, couldn't have been happier. I leaned back on the couch, arms behind my head. My dick stuck straight up. I mean, of course it did. Sure, I'd blown my load four times already in a 24-hour period. But I was surrounded by three naked women, had just been rubbing myself, and my sister had announced I was about to get oral. A eunuch would get erect after all that.

"We'll do it together, Bree," Amy said, looking not at all disappointed. My older blonde sister knelt and grabbed my dick -- fuck that felt nice -- and held it in place. Then my younger blonde sister got down next to her and tentatively licked up my shaft. "Suck, not taste, baby," Amy said, not too unkindly.

Brianna settled herself and took a deep breath. You'd think she was getting ready to swallow a sword, not a cock. She opened her mouth wide and wrapped it around the head of my dick.

"That's a girl," Amy said.

"Mmhmm," Brianna said, making wet smacking noises now as she bobbed up and down on my dong. I could only sit back and luxuriate, eyes half closed as my baby sister did her best on me. I kept wishing Amy would take her turn, but by 'both do it' apparently my older sister really meant 'I'll direct while you drive.'

"Take it deeper now," Amy said, "That's it. Up and down. Careful with your teeth." Jeez it was like my sister had a direct line to my brain. I didn't need to say anything, apparently -- Amy could simply advocate for me. But despite both sisters' efforts, this was more of a turn on in concept than reality. Brianna couldn't get much of a rhythm. I either got pressure or stroking but never both. And so, as spoiled as this sounds, I started to hope we'd move on to something else. Let's see if Amy could hear this next thought.

"OK, Bree, I think that's enough for now," Amy said, gently lifting our younger sister up by her shoulder. Telepathy for the win!

"Did I do OK for you, Chase?" Brianna asked, smiling at me shyly.

"You sucked his dick, that's pretty damn OK," Amy said.

My dick hung hard and slightly cold from my sister's saliva. I was finally able to open my eyes and saw Jenna staring over at me. I couldn't read her expression at all, but she had her hand dipped into her bare puss.

"OK, my turn," Amy said, and clapped her hands. Come on psychic connection!

"I've licked a girl's pussy," Amy said. Oh well, even Miss Cleo misses a few.

"Wow, really?" Jenna asked. "When?"

"Oh, it was a while ago," Amy said, "In college."

"Cool, who with?" Brianna asked.

"Is this story time or sexy time?" Amy asked, but before the girls could answer she continued, "Here we'll pair up. Chase you'll work on me while the twins do each other."

"Wait," Jenna said.

"I don't know," Brianna said.

"I keep telling you two, you're twins so it doesn't count," Amy said, "It's more like... masturbating than doing it with another person. Only you can't lick yourself so it's even better."

Whether our younger sisters bought her argument, Amy clearly didn't care. She got down on all fours and pointed her little pink pussy up at me. I was about to argue that I actually had licked my sister -- Jenna, the night before -- but I decided the argument only worked against me. Why slow things down when I could speed them up? And why exactly was a I fighting against the chance to please my big sister's nearly perfect, golden pussy?

So, I slid off the couch, got my head snatch-level, and started to kiss like I had the night before on Jenna. Amy's vagina was different than her sister's, but all the parts were in the same place, so I did my best to replicate the experience. I'm pretty sure I was, at best, mediocre. But I quickly understood that my performance wasn't the point.

While I'm sure my older sister appreciated the oral attention, Amy's focus was almost solely on our younger sisters. Jenna lay down on her back and Brianna crawled over her.

"So if I," Brianna said.

"Like this," Jenna said.

"And if we?"

"Definitely."

And just like that, the blonde twin had lowered her pussy over her brunette sister's mouth, with her own snatch being lapped at on the other side. The twins started tentatively, much like I was doing with Amy. But they caught on way quicker.

"ffffFFFuck Bree," Jenna said.

"Yes," Brianna said, "Oh yes."

They had two very different styles. Jenna was almost strategic, licking key parts of her sister in a building crescendo. Brianna was all enthusiasm, everything everywhere all the time. The twins reached the same place: a budding, building, inescapable explosion of ecstasy.

The girls were rocking back and forth on the living room floor. Close to achieving their elusive orgasms. Gasping and sighing. I saw Jenna's chest begin to flush.

"Oh... OH!"

"Stop!" Amy said. She jumped forward and practically tackled Brianna to get her off her sister. "Boy you two really liked that didn't you?"

The twins lay on the carpet, gasping like they'd run a marathon. Glaring like they had heat ray vision. Whether it was because of Amy's judgmental comment or simply because she'd kept them from finishing, I can't say. Probably a little of both.

"Your turn, Chase," Amy said. My blonde goddess of an older sister was sitting on the ground, naked. Her blonde pussy peeked out from under her smooth, creamy thighs. Perfect tits hung down.

Jenna and Brianna, my twin younger sisters, were naked on the ground as well. Panting in ways that made their bodies even more desirable. Jenna's taut little body. Brianna's incredible curves. All three sisters stared up at me like they were lost in a world of darkness and my erect penis was the sun.

"Don't be stupid," Amy said.

At least I think she said it. That might have been my own inner monologue. I needed to screw, but I also couldn't screw things up. As before, if I asked for a lot, I might get nothing. If I went for a little, I might get more. But not too little. It was a heck of a puzzle. But, oh, the prize at the end.

My alcohol addled, pleasure pining brain wasn't helping things. All the buildup, my interrupted oral, watching the twins go at it -- my cock was out in the open air and already about to explode. I needed to bury it in a sister soon. The only question was who and where. But I couldn't demand to be fucked, right?

"I played with my sister's breasts," I said dully.

Amy looked at me and sighed, shaking her head in disdain. "Oh for... We're already way past that. No, stupid -- you did Jenna from behind."

"I did," I said.

"Right so now it's Bree's turn," Amy said, "Hop to it, sister." She slapped Brianna's bare bottom. I waited for my younger sister to protest, but instead she simply assumed the position. On all fours, ass pointed upward. A big, happy smile on her face.

"Give it to her good," Amy said.

Jenna sat back, clearly pouting. God, this had gotten so weird. "Brianna always gets to go first," Jenna said.

"You two, I swear." Amy shook her head. Jenna was on her back, crossing and uncrossing her legs. Her eyes dull with drink and wild with desire. "Fine, here, go next to your sister."

Jenna crawled over to Brianna and, dutifully, got on all fours to mirror her twin. Now I had two dripping pussies waiting for me to plug. I walked over. Both twins were smiling at me. I noticed they both still had their socks on. I almost laughed. Well, as Amy had said, socks didn't count.

"Tell your brother what you want," Amy said. She was smiling wickedly. For a moment, it made me think of something, but the concept was fleeting. "Beg for it."

"Please brother, I need it in me," Brianna said.

"Give it to me, fuck your little sister," Jenna said.

"It's wrong to fuck your brother," Amy reminded them both, "It's incest." She let the word slide out of her mouth like she was tasting it. "You little sluts. You're so broken you'd do anything for a dick. Say it."

"I'm a slut," Jenna said, "I'm a needy, horny slut who needs her brother."

"Yes," Brianna said, "We both are. Your sibling sluts. But only for you, big brother. I swear I only want my brother's cock."

"So, you're saying another guy could be in here right now and you would choose your brother instead?" Amy asked.

"Yes," Jenna said.

"Please," Brianna said.

The twins stayed there waiting. Squirming. They looked at each other warmly. Seemed to enjoy the contrast between their two bodies. Brianna's massive melons and upturned ass. Jenna's tiny butt and perky little tits.

Brianna reached over and put her hand on Jenna's. Like they were about to ride the rollercoaster rather than ride their brother's dick.

"You heard your slutty sisters," Amy said, "Now be a good big brother and give it to them."

Like I'd needed any encouragement in the first place. I knelt down, my cock aimed between the two of them. Their mixed scents filled my nose. Strong and sweet. I made a last minute decision and steered my dick over into Jenna's sopping snatch.

"Oh YES!" she cried, a bit of sibling rivalry seeping through. In the interest of being fair, I reached over and started stroking Brianna's pussy while my cock bottomed out in Jenna's.

"How's that?" Amy asked.

"Incredible," all three of us said at the exact same moment.

"There you go," Amy said, "Now remember to be fair to both your sisters."

I pumped in and out of Jenna one more time, then pulled out of her and slid into Brianna. Both of them felt amazing, each different in their own way. The twins watched each other, both whimpering while I worked them. Brianna leaned over and kissed her twin. If I thought they'd been affectionate before, now they were truly like lovers. Urgently pressing their lips together while I fucked them, almost as if it was the twins doing each other. My dick only a prop in their sisterly lovemaking.

"God, Bree, so good," I said.

"Uh huh," Brianna said.

"Fuck, Jenna, so tight," I said, switching back to my other sister.

"SSssssssoooo big," Jenna said.

Every time I filled one sister, I made sure to finger the other. Keeping them both racing towards their ecstasy like some strange, pussy-spinning magic act. And somehow, through all that, I also had the presence of mind to look over the twins' backs and check on Amy. Our older sister was standing, still naked, watching us with this odd look of satisfaction. She smiled and waved me on.

The twins were still kissing. Holding each other's' hand while they rode out the pleasure. Their tits wobbling in time. They looked deep into each other's eyes.

"Our brother," Brianna said.

"Fucking us," Jenna said.

"So good," Brianna said.

"Making... making me cum," Jenna said.

"Me too," Brianna said. She reached over and squeezed Jenna's breasts. "I love your little titties, sis."

Jenna did the same to her twin. "I think yours are so much better."

"Oh! Ffffffffuck our brother's cock is the best," Brianna said.

"Yeah -- ohfuck -- even better when we're both together," Jenna said, "He's pounding your pussy so good. Rubbing my little clitty and... OH FUCK! FUCKING FUCK that's so nice!"

"We're not going to stop are we?" Brianna said, "With Chase. With... with each other."

"Oh fuck no," Jenna said, then to me, "Oh Chase your little sisters love your cock so much! Come on. Give it to us. Give it to meeeeee I need it so bad."

I slid from one pussy to another with ease, like this was at all a natural way to fuck. One, two in Brianna. One, two in Jenna. Bouncing from twin to twin. Oddly, it helped me keep from cumming. God I'd had so much sex the last two days, you'd think my dick would fall off before it could explode again. Instead my dick felt ready to spew any second. Only the little pauses, moving from snatch to snatch, kept me from filling one of the girls once again. Filling. Oh fuck. I started to slow.

Amy seemed to have the same thought, but she had the opposite reaction. "Oooo, your brother is bareback in your unprotected pussies again," Amy said.

"Oh God," Brianna moaned.

"Don't stop," Jenna said.

"You're going to let him cum in you, aren't you?" Amy said, "Your needy cunts are going to suck up your brother's seed. You're going to carry his baby. Slutty sisters knocked up by their brother's spend. Do it Chase. Put your baby in your baby sisters. Do it to them both."

I paused mid-stroke. Waiting for the inevitable. My younger sisters said nothing. Actually, they said something far more surprising.

"Please brother," Brianna said, "Give me your baby."

"Fill me with your seed," Jenna said, "Breed me, brother."

"Oh God. Are you sure?" I asked. I mean, did I want to cum inside my sisters? Hell yeah. But this was... I could barely put together a first thought, but I didn't want the twins having second ones.

"Oh, for Christ's sake," Amy said, "I'm getting the pills. It's not like two batches will be any different than one at this point. Let your little sisters play."

"Please cum in me, I'm gonna cum so hard," Brianna's pussy strained around my cock as she spoke.

"Me first this time," Jenna said, still weirdly competitive about all this. She ground down on my hand. Hot and wet -- it was so hard to let go.

I reached over and strummed Brianna's clit for all I was worth, still pumping her as hard as I could. Our hips slapped like we were trying to hurt each other. Finally, getting stimulated inside and out, Brianna's breathing cut back to gasps. She grunted. Groaned. Turned and stared deep into her twin's eyes.

"Hey Jen? I'm gonna.... Oh God our brother he's gonna... oh FUCK!" Brianna's body went stiff as her orgasm finally ripped through her. Again she pressed her lips to her twin's. The two of them kissed deeply, passionate.

When Brianna's pussy finally unclenched, I slipped out of her and jammed myself in Jenna. Brianna's whole body went limp, but Jenna's tightened like my dick was electric. The sisters were still kissing. Holding each other. Like connecting a circuit of cum.

"Do it," Amy whispered in my ear. I didn't realize she'd gotten so close. "Cum in your little sister's unprotected pussy."

I groaned. If I had any hope of holding out, Amy's words broke right through it. I shot a jet of semen right into my skinny sister.

"Oh, FUCK yes!" Jenna screamed, breaking her kiss with Brianna. Jenna's eyes squeezed shut and her face flushed red. Brianna hugged her sister tight. "My brother's cumming in me!"

I was. Lost in it. In her. The pleasure of my sister's wonderful pussy. The ecstasy that came with cumming inside my little sister. I could barely remember I was supposed to be filling both girls.

"Please..." Brianna groaned, "Want it. Need it."

I quickly pulled out of Jenna and, somehow, entered Brianna before my next explosion. Now my blonde sister stiffened. She shook in her twin's arms.

"He's cumming," Brianna said.

"Cumming in us," Jenna said.

"Sssssooooo good."

I bounced from Jenna to Brianna and back again. Inseminating my sisters one by one. We screamed in orgasmic crescendo. The three of us ripped from reality. Spinning as we all held on tight. In some other-space where nothing made any sense and everything felt right. Amazing. I felt the heat of Jenna's kisses. The reassuring warmth of Brianna's arms around me. All of us staring into each other's eyes, wrapped around each other. Tender and loving together in a way our bodies could no longer hold back. Like all three of us, in that moment, were cumming in each other. Our bodies, our essence. One.

I gasped and fell forward on the cold, scratchy carpet. Finally empty. The twins piled on top of me in a sexual sandwich. All of us still writhing in illicit pleasure, squeezing out the last little bits we could get.

Finally, we slowed, lying there in a sweaty, shaking heap. The last dregs of my spend spilled onto Jenna's arm. I rolled off my sisters. Lay back. My eyes opened slowly, and I saw my older sister staring down at me with a smile.

Brianna and Jenna untangled from each other. They started to giggle.

"Fuck I can't believe we did that," Brianna said.

"Again," Jenna said, "I can't believe we did that again."

"You're never going to stop," Amy said. It wasn't a question.

"I guess we really are your sister sluts," Brianna said to me. She was grinning. She started to stand and a warm glob of my cum dripped out of her pussy and splattered onto her twin's chest. Jenna reached down and scooped it off. She eyed it oddly, then shrugged and slid it inside her own snatch. She shivered a little as she did so.

I picked myself up, legs wobbling and leaned against the couch. Stared out, unfocused -- post sex stupid. My dick lay limply on my thigh.

"You selfish sluts," Amy said, "You broke him before I could have a turn."

I looked up at Amy. She still looked so pleased. That thought I'd had before, it came rushing back to me. Amy's glee at every depraved thing I did with my baby sisters. How she got them to do dirty things with each other. I still didn't understand it, yet somehow it made sense. Like putting the last puzzle piece in with a satisfying click, then standing back and realizing you still have no idea what you're looking at.

Jenna crawled over to me and kissed me hard, on the mouth. Tongue and all. "Thanks, big brother," she said.

Brianna came over and kissed me too. "Thanks for making us feel so good."

Amy looked down at us and grinned. She cocked her eyebrow playfully. "Such a good big brother."

Amy's phone gleeped and she looked down at it. "Mom and Dad will be home in an hour," she said, in a strange, almost professional way. "We need to clean this place up quick. I'll get the alcohol. You three tidy up... Well yourselves, I guess."

The three of us stumbled up the stairs. Still quite drunk and totally fucked out. Brianna and Jenna turned toward their bathroom. I tried to follow them. Ok maybe not totally out. I mean, come on. Naked sisters!

Jenna put her hand on my chest as I tried to go through the doorway.



"Still not enough?" Brianna asked. I shrugged but didn't say anything.

"Chase, I'm exhausted," Jenna said.

"And Mom and Dad will be home any minute," Brianna said, "We can't get caught, it would be... We're already in this so deep."

I looked down at the carpet, remembering our conversation from before. Unable to hide my disappointment.

"Chase," Jenna said, chiding. Still holding me back. "We're not going anywhere."

"You really think we're going to be able to stop after that?" Brianna asked.

Jenna stopped pushing on my chest and grabbed my shoulders. Her little titties scraped against my chest. Yes, I noticed! My brunette little sister pulled me back to her attention. Eyes glowing in a way I'd never seen before.

"You broke me, Chase," Jenna whispered. Her voice hoarse from her screaming, keening cum. "Broke us, like wild animals. Do I have to say it? You made us yours. Tied up as siblings and bound as lovers. That's not something that slips away."

She reached up and kissed me and I felt this incredible pull. Primal. She bowed her head. I pressed my lips to Jenna's forehead. Then Brianna's. Like branding them both. My sisters. Mine only.

The twins nodded meekly, then slipped into their room. I turned in the opposite direction.

*

It was nothing short of a miracle, but by the time my parents got home, all three of us were suitably dressed in warm pajamas and sitting chastely in front of the TV. Mom and Dad both looked harried and exhausted. Ironically, we siblings had gotten the loving getaway while our parents had been the ones suffering by themselves.

How neither of them smelled the stink of alcohol and sex that permeated the room in practically I'll never know. Miracle number two, I guess. Both parents were so zonked by their two-day travail of overbooked hotels and under-plowed roads, they could have walked in on us in full orgy and they still might not have noticed.

Mom gave each of us a hug and went up to bed, looking like a zombie. My Dad thanked Amy and offered her a hundred-dollar bill for watching us.

"You know, it turned out to be a lot of fun spending time with my brother and sisters," Amy said with a grin.

"I'm glad," Dad said, "We're a family you know. Families need to be together."

"Oh, I definitely agree," Amy said.

*

My bedroom door popped open and I popped straight awake.

"Shhh." It was Amy, standing in the hallway. She was back in her usual uniform of sweatpants and a tank top.

The four of us hadn't lasted much longer after our parents had shuffled off to sleep. I kept waiting for some big announcement, but instead all three sisters simply kissed me on the cheek and went upstairs. Look, I'm not an idiot, I'd heard what Jenna said to me and I understood the implication. But I still felt oddly adrift standing there in our living room. What were we now? And worse, where were we headed? It seemed that my sisters were unable, or unwilling, to provide the answer. At least not that evening.

So, I followed them up the stairs and went to bed. Despite all my worries, sleep came easily. Deep and dreamless. Yet as soon as my door opened, I was up in every way you can imagine.

My older sister closed the door behind her and tiptoed into my room. "I'm here for my nightly dose," she said with a hungry smile, "Now give me that giant little brother cock."

I threw the covers off my bed like they were poisonous. Amy jumped onto the mattress, practically knocking me right off. She didn't even bother getting undressed -- just dragged her pants and panties down to her knees. She pulled my dick out of the fly of my pajamas. Seconds after she'd opened my door, my older sister's pussy cinched closed around my cock.

We both sighed as I bottomed out and Amy quickly shushed me. Her finger on my lips. Her tongue in my ear.

"God, your cock feels so good," Amy said. No slow buildup for this sister, she started bouncing up and down on me right off. Her pussy seemed almost too tight for the pounding she was pushing for. Almost like it hurt her, which apparently only made my sister enjoy it even more.

"Whose cock?" I asked, unable to avoid the tease.

"My. Brother's. Cock. Is. The. Best," Amy said. Little gasps forced out of her every time my dick drove in. This wasn't loving. It was urgent, needy.

Then, out of nowhere, Amy leaned down and kissed me on the lips. I hadn't been surprised when Amy burst into my room for a late-night fuck. But this? This shocked me. Amy's tongue entwined with mine like she needed it to breathe. She wrapped her arms around me and held me close. Humping up and down.

Suddenly, she stilled. Her chest flushed, like Jenna and Brianna's before her. Genetic similarity, strangely very sexy. Amy looked down at me, almost in surprise, as her body clenched and, "Ah... AH... OH FUCK! I'm cummMMING! My brother's making me cum so GOOD!"

There was a loud bang. A door slamming open. Then a hard knock at my door, like the cops had finally found the killer's hideout. Only it was my bedroom. Amy gasped. Still in mid orgasm, she managed to push through the pleasure, throw the covers back on the bed, and dive under.

"Come in?" I said, tentatively.

My father threw open the door. "What the hell is going on in here?"

"What do you mean?" I asked. I felt the warmth of my older sister's naked body up against my legs. Doing her best to go flat. The room was dark, I could barely see the shadowed outline of my father's pudgy, bald body standing in the doorway. I doubted he could make out much of my room at all.

"It sounded like you were murdering some girl in here," my Dad said. It was clear he was waiting for some kind of explanation. This was bad. Bad bad bad. I could lose my house, my

tuition -- Dad paid for everything in my life. And he wasn't ever going to forgive me if he found out I was debauching his precious daughters. I threw out the best answer I could.

"I, um. Well. That is... I was watching porn?"

I reached over to my nightstand and held up my phone, like it was any kind of evidence. My father stared back at me, silent. Then, as if the pressure couldn't get any worse, I felt something warm and wet surround my cock.

Amy!

My older sister -- with nothing better to do, apparently -- had slurped my cock into her mouth while I talked to our father. I swear I heard her hum happily as she did it. Fuck, it wasn't fair. My sister wasn't only the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen. She wasn't just the best fuck I'd ever had. She also sucked my cock like she was a goddamn blowjob champion. Fucking hell!

Whatever little concentration I had left to focus on fooling our father, my older sister sucked it out of me while her own Dad watched, unknowingly. At least, I hoped he didn't know.

"The girl was screaming about her brother?" my Dad said, like this was at all a rational conversation.

"It was incest porn?"

Even in the darkness, I could see my father's raised eyebrow. The quirk of his lips.

"I didn't know it until, well, that part," I said, "It's not really my thing, honest. I was about to switch it off when you knocked."

Amy pulled the whole length of me into her mouth. My cockhead lodged in her throat.

"Holy fuck!" the words just came out of me. Like a lot of other things Amy was about to produce from me without my permission. "Sorry I'm... uhn... really tired. And embarrassed. About you, y'know, hearing me."

"Uh huh," my father said. He crossed his arms. "Look, whatever your thing is, I don't care. I understand as a young man in a house full of pretty young girls, the temptation can be difficult."

"Uh huh."

"It's OK to fantasize. As long as you don't act on it. Right?"

"Yuh." My sister was sucking me so good, I was barely syllabic. Hopefully my father would accept unintelligible grunts from this point on, because they were the only things I could say.

"And keep the volume down, Jeez. I can't imagine what would happen if your mother heard."

I nodded. I hoped he could see me. God, I really hoped he couldn't see me. If this was Amy trying to suck me subtly, I couldn't imagine what would happen if she decided to be overt. Her tongue corkscrewed around my cock. She cradled my balls in her palm. It wasn't a question if I was going to cum in my sister's wanting mouth, only if I would ever stop.

Suddenly, the sensation stopped completely. I looked over and saw my father had finally gone. My door shut tight behind him. Amy pulled back the covers, grinning predatory at me like she'd caught a dozen giant canaries. She still had her fist around my shaft, and she stroked it idly, looking at me with desperate, hungry eyes.

She gave my cock one last little kiss, then slid up my body. "We actually taste pretty good, the two of us," she said, "But now your older sister wants her other lips to get a taste."

"That was too close," I said, but Amy wasn't listening. She angled herself above me, her perfect tits dangled over my mouth.

"You going to keep living in the past, or do you want to taste your future?" Amy asked. I didn't need any explanation of that. I tilted my head up and suckled on my older sister's teat. She held my head close to her chest. "That's a good little boy." She let go of my head and reached back for my dick. "And that's a good biiiiiig boy."

Amy gasped and giggled as she impaled herself once again on my cock. I tried to shush her -- God, one interruption had been scary enough -- but my mouth was too full of sister boob to speak. Amy started slowly this time, simmering in slight movements. The way the edges of my dick rubbed every little ridge of my sisters' cunt.

Amy began moving faster. Pumping. It finally forced my mouth from her tit, popping it loose all pink from my attentions. My older sister leaned down, rubbing her nose against mine like she had the night before.

"My little brother's giant dick is the best," Amy said, "Like it was made to fill m...oh, OH OH!" Amy's orgasm washed over her so hard, I feared she'd drown.

"S... Sorry," Amy said, going right back to riding me, "Didn't feel that one coming till it was on top of me. Fuck. I don't... I mean -- oh fuck -- I don't do this. Ever."

"Fuck your brother?" I couldn't help the tease.

"No, stupid," Amy said, flashing her canines, "Cum. I mean, I've cum before but never -- hrrrrrrrrr-AH? -- never like this. Not so big. Not so mmmm... much. They're just. Rolling over me. One by one. And so -- fuck! -- fucking powerful. I can't. Oh God Chase. Little bro. Do you know what you're doing to me? What you've done?"

I couldn't answer. I did know, kind of, because I knew what my older sister was doing to me, gushing over my cock as she slammed down onto me. I didn't want to cum -- I wanted to keep fucking my sister forever.

My older sister's humping began to lose its rhythm. The pleasure breaking her down. "Uh... Uh huh. Oh fuck I'm going to..." Amy's whole body shook and she let out a low growl. "Cum," she said, "Again, fuck, how am I still cumming? And... ohfuck. Chase? Oh, baby, you're doing so good for your big sister, but. There's a... a Big One. I can feel it and I need to... Need you to..."

Amy's cunt clamped down on my cock. I knew what she needed, and I couldn't help but give it to her. Her body ordered me to cum and suddenly.... There it was. I shot a stream of semen into my big sister, the pleasure overwhelming me. My dick, so beaten from all that had been asked of it all weekend, made the apex almost more relief than rapture. Each explosion a mix of burning, aching ecstasy. The bursts felt as strong as ever. Globs, rivers, of cum fired into my sister's grasping snatch.

"Oh, FUCK that feels so good!" Amy said. I pulled her head down and kissed her again, desperate to keep her quiet. My older sister's groans filled my mouth as I filled her pussy. Her ass bucked up with each pulse of my cock.

Amy started to giggle. She stretched out like a cat, squeezing the last of her orgasms out of herself. Whole body trembling with the effort.

My dick slowly deflated, still trying to pour even more of me into her. The pleasure slowly drifted away from me like a balloon on a blustery day. I felt hot. Sticky. My lungs tight like I'd been working out for hours. That wasn't too far from the truth, honestly.

Amy rolled off me with a contented sigh. She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me on the cheek.

"I need a tissue," she said, then smiled at me. I reached over to my nightstand where I kept quite the supply. Idly, I wondered how much I was going to need them anymore. My sisters were certain to drain me dry.

Amy dabbed at her dripping pussy. "Fuck, it's a good thing I'm on the pill. That was fucking... More? Seriously?"

I shrugged, not sure if I was supposed to be proud or apologetic. "Sorry?"

"Are you kidding? You're going to need way more than this what with me, Bree, and Jen all to take care of."

I gave my older sister a questioning look.

"Seriously, I'm never going to stop fucking you," Amy said, "It's too damn good."

"Never?" I asked playfully.

"Like you could stop," Amy said. "Please, you're like a pig in... well, you know."

"A penis in pussies?"

"Yes, something like that," Amy said. Amy lay back and let me rest my head on her chest. She put her arm around me and we stayed there, enjoying each other's contact. I played lazily with Amy's hair. She traced her fingers up and down my arm.

"I have to leave tomorrow," Amy said.

"I'll miss you," I said.

"Yeah I'll bet," Amy said, smirking, "But you'll have the twins to keep you company while I'm gone."

"Do I?"

"They want it so bad, Chase. Don't let them tell you otherwise. They think they're in control. They're not."

"That's not what I meant," I said.

"Oh, sweet boy. You really would be mine, mine only, if I asked?"

I nodded. Fuck, but it was true. Letting go of Jenna and Brianna would be hard. Painful. But losing Amy? That would be impossible. She was just... Beyond.

"No. I appreciate that, more than you'll know. But it would be unfair to all of you. All of us. It's OK. The only thing I'm sad about is that I won't get to see you fuck them silly all week. Maybe send me a video or something? At least pics. It'll give me something to look forward to for next weekend."

I tilted my head at Amy, a dog at her command.

"You and the twins will come visit me in the city. Part of our newfound 'closeness.' We can have a whole two days together."

My dick, impossibly, bobbed as Amy described it all. "Sounds like a hell of weekend," I said.

"That's only the start," Amy said, "I'm going to have to find a bigger place to fit all of us together."

"You mean, like, I could live with you?" I said, thinking it over. "I guess the University isn't so far from downtown. That would be..."

"Awesome?" Amy said, "Amazing?"

"Even better than all that. But what about the twins? I mean, they still have high school to finish. And then they're moving cross country in the fall."

"We have a few months to convince them that maybe they're better off nearby," Amy said, "Or maybe their precious pills won't work and a whole new set of reasons to stay will show up."

"Amy," I said, the threat in my voice.

"Calm down, Chase. I'll give them the pills when I see you three this weekend. But you can't tell me... Picture it. The two of them with cute little twin baby bumps. Seeing them walking around, knowing they're carrying your kid inside them. Fuck. That's so hot. I might have to go off the pill myself -- let you give me one of my own."

I couldn't help myself. That one little mental image and I was so hard you'd think I hadn't been laid for months instead of minutes. I tried to wipe that thought away. It was hot as fuck but...

"You're dangerous, big sis," I said. But I kissed her on the lips and she let me.

"Chase, I know you think I'm, I don't know, some kind of sexual mastermind. I swear I don't plan these things. They just sort of happen. I find myself doing something. Saying it. Suddenly, like waking up from a dream I see it all happening in front of me. If anything, you're the one in charge. I can't control myself when I'm around you. I hope you know that. Respect it. The power you have over me. Over all your sisters."

"I don't think that's true, Ames," I said.

"I know it is," Amy said. She began to snuggle against me, sleepy. "I'll wake up before Mom and Dad. Sneak back to my bed," she said, "I love you, little bro."

"I love you, too," I said. Meaning it. God, I really did. I was in love with my sisters: Amy, Brianna, and Jenna. In ways I'd never thought possible.

Maybe that's what Amy was trying to tell me -- it didn't feel exactly like love. More like need. Desire. But then the sibling thing took it to another level and... What had Jenna said before? We were bound. Tied up and wrapped again in another layer. Who could slip free from all that? Who would want to?

"Everything's going to work out fine," Amy said, softly.

I tried to picture what our lives would be like. Everything I wanted seemed so unlikely. Almost impossible. But I couldn't let go of any of it either. Like a gambling addict, needing to win. Knowing I'd lose.

"I hope you're right," I said, my voice cracking in the empty darkness. But Amy had already started to snore.

To be continued.


It's Only Fair Pt. 03

Can you believe this story was originally intended to be a one off? Good Lord...

Everyone here is over the age of 18.

Twice the previous weekend, I ended up in a somewhat aggressive, not exactly consensual stripping game with my sisters. Twice, I accidentally inseminated my cute, unprotected, younger twin sisters, Brianna and Jenna. Twice, I had sex with my incredible older sister, Amy, afterwards.

So, when I tell you the following week was weird, that's really saying something.

My parents came home from their snowed-in weekend. Amy left to go back to her apartment in the city. I was still on winter break, so I hung around the house with my younger siblings. After everything that had gone on, I figured things were going to be pretty interesting.

Maybe not an oral quickie in the bathroom, but perhaps a handjob on the couch under a blanket while my parents were distracted. Or a boob-feel in the kitchen while we did the dishes. Something like that. After everything we'd done -- everything the twins had told me -- was it too much to expect at least one full-on fuck-crazy incest orgy? Apparently, it was.

Rather than the sexy sibling time I'd been expecting, Jenna and Brianna went back to being my usual, normal, younger sisters. The twins went out and saw their friends. We watched TV with my parents on the couch. We ate meals, talked, and laughed. But nothing of what had gone on the previous weekend was even noted, let alone acted upon.

I began to think I'd dreamt it all -- that my fevered, incest-obsessed brain had created that weekend of endless debauchery. What was more believable? That my two, twin, younger sisters had decided to have wild, unprotected sex with me? Or that I'd imagined all of it in a singular sexual haze?

Only one thing lingered. We'd all agreed that we would visit Amy the following weekend, at her apartment downtown. Partially, this was a meeting of necessity. In the course of said imaginary sex, I had very much really creampied both the blonde, excessively buxom Brianna and the brunette, stick-skinny Jenna (Again, twice!). Amy, our older sister and my co-instigator, had promised to deliver 'get out of pregnancy free' cards to us if we visited her.

Further, however, Amy had sold this trip as a continuation of the previous weekend's festivities. You can imagine I was very interested in that idea. However, as the days passed without even a mention of our plans from my younger sisters, I started to wonder if we were going at all. The trip wasn't a huge undertaking requiring weeks of logistical planning, but we still needed to do a few things like pack or tell my parents we were going. You know, little details.

Finally, Thursday night, right after my parents went to bed, Brianna and Jenna knocked on the door to my bedroom. They were both wearing tank tops, underwear, and nothing else. Skinny, serious Jenna was wearing a light blue top with pink panties. Amiable, ample-chested Brianna had on a dark green top with light grey panties. The twins: so very different, yet so much the same. I stared them up and down for too long to be appropriate, then let them inside.

I had on a pair of boxers and a t-shirt. I hoped my sisters would eye me hungrily in return. Instead they just sat on the edge of my bed, tentative, like looking for where the lava would leak out.

"We wanted to talk," Brianna said.

"About this weekend," Jenna said. When I'd been hoping that my younger twin sisters would tag team me, this wasn't what I had in mind. "You talked to Amy, right? You told her we're only going to stop by for a second, right?"

"Ummm, No? Also, I'm not sure she's going to be OK with that," I said, cautiously. "I think she's planning on doing more than a drop off."

"That's what we're afraid of," Brianna said.

"You saw what happened the last time she planned things," Jenna said, "Let alone her definition of a 'drop off.'" Both sisters did their best to look grave, but only the brunette twin could carry it through. Brianna was such a basically happy person, she looked cheerful even when she didn't want to be.

"I get it," I said, "I do. I just... I thought we agreed that what we did together was OK."

"It was," Brianna said.

"Sort of," Jenna said, "I mean, in the moment we... Anyway, we both want to make sure we're on the same page for this weekend."

"We can't get pregnant, Chase," Brianna said. "Imagine us walking around, our bellies both swollen with your children?"

I did picture it. And I swear I felt my cock twitch at the idea: seeing the twins with matching baby bumps and knowing I was the one that did it took me from mostly aroused to ecstatically erect. I mean, I knew it was wrong but... Well maybe that's what made it feel so right?

"Seriously," Jenna said, pushing my attention back to her, "You know it would be a disaster if it happened."

"How would we tell Mom and Dad?" Brianna asked.

"How would we go to school in the fall?" Jenna asked.

"Our lives, your life, would be ruined," they chorused.

Don't think I didn't get it. I got it. The reality of what I wanted was a nightmare. Like any dreamer, though, I couldn't escape the fantasy. I tried to, though. I swear I did.

"He's doing it again," Brianna said.

"Dammit, Chase," Jenna said, "Eyes and mouths. Not tits and pussies."

I startled. Well, could you blame me? Not that looking at my sister's faces was all that bad. Brianna had golden blonde hair that framed a heart-shaped face and thick, kissable lips that were set in permanent smile -- even now when she was trying to be severe. Jenna had her brown hair up in a ponytail as usual. She had a thin face, big green eyes, pink cheeks, and an impertinent, upturned nose. So yeah, both were super cute.

But compared to their bodies? Both of them wearing a tank top and panties? I mean, come on.

Brianna's shirt could barely contain her massive breasts and her boy-shorts strained the same way around her ample backside. A bit of blonde pubic hair poked out the gusset of her grey undies. Jenna had none of that: no pubes, no tits, no ass. But her body was still sexy as hell. Taut and tight in all the right places. The fact that I'd seen them both naked didn't help the situation any. I was trying to be a good brother, a good listener, but you try sitting next to two works of art and comment on the flooring, instead.

"I'm sorry. I'm hearing you," I said.

"Chase we can see your dick," Jenna said. I looked down. My penis was, indeed, poking upwards in my boxers like he was raising his hand to get a word in edgewise. The girls couldn't tell, but my balls were already aching, as well.

"He's not, ummm, helping things here. Like, at all," Brianna said.

"It's not like I can control it," I said, "If your pussies were soaking wet right now, I wouldn't know."

The twins both shared a knowing look.

"That's not the point," Jenna said, "Look, what we did was fun."

"So much fun," Brianna said, "We have no regrets. I promise."

"But we want to continue to not regret things," Jenna said, "And that means going to Amy's, getting the pills, and getting the heck out of there."

"If you want the pills so bad, why not get them yourselves?" I asked. The million-dollar question I'd been keeping in my wallet till that point. I mean, these were morning after pills, not nuclear codes. Why did Amy have to be their keeper?

"We would if we could," Brianna said.

"In this small town?" Jenna said, "Please, Mom and Dad would know the minute we walked into the pharmacy. We don't have cars, we literally can't go anywhere else. But Amy can get the pills -- it's the only way. We just have to be careful."

"About getting caught?" I asked.

"About Amy," Brianna said.

"We can't trust her," Jenna said, "You have to know that by now."

I had to admit, I felt a little used. What happened to 'only my brother?' and 'we'll do more, we promise?' I knew the week of silence didn't portend good things, but I'd hoped that the twins were saving the sexy stuff for Saturday. I argued from Amy's perspective, but it was my own cause that I was pushing for.

"Amy's going to be super disappointed if we just, like, grab the pills and go," I said.

The twins looked at each other, searching. Had they really thought they could pop in, take their stuff, and escape?

"Fine," Jenna said, finally. "But you have to call and tell Amy our plans. She has to promise to have the pills or we won't come."

"You'll just risk it?" I asked, sort of hopeful, sort of scared.

"We'll find another way if we have to," Brianna said, "But this would be way easier. Way better. For all of us."

"But if Amy promises she has the pills, you'll go?" I asked.

"Yes" Jenna said, "And we expect both of you to follow the rules. No c in our p."

"What?" I asked, legitimately confused.

"No cock, no cum, in our pussies," Brianna said. She seemed a little less gung-ho than Jenna, but she held the company line.

"No drinking alcohol, either" Jenna said, "We have to stay in control. But if Amy agrees to the terms, we'll start packing tonight."

I stared down at the floor, crestfallen. Why did my sisters have to make me feel so bad about stuff that felt so good?

"And, if you behave, you'll get a special treat when we get home," Brianna said.

"Bree!" Jenna turned on her sister.

"Come on, Jen. We have to offer him something as a reward," Brianna said.

"Fine," Jenna said, "Deal?"

I nodded. Both girls stood up and marched out of my bedroom. Brianna's bubble butt and Jenna's barely-there bottom both bounced off and I couldn't help but think of the old saying about hating to see someone leave but loving to watch them go. Good Lord, I'd been blessed with some sexy sisters.

And yet neither was even in the same class as our older sister, Amy.

Fuck. I was not looking forward to making that phone call. Before the previous weekend, Amy and I hadn't gotten along at all. In truth, she was a total bitch to all three of her younger siblings.

I pictured a very uncomfortable conversation in my head. I knew from experience that giving Amy demands was like trying to take the cubs from a mother grizzly bear: if you're lucky, it ends with you losing only your arms and legs.

But I'd been talked into a corner.

I picked up the phone and dialed. As it rang, I said a little prayer to the phone gods. If Amy didn't pick up (and I was really hoping she wouldn't pick up), then I wouldn't have to tell her all the things that I knew would piss her off. I could avoid getting scolded by both my older sister and the younger ones. But Amy answered almost immediately.

"Chase!" The excitement in her voice was contagious. It was like getting a dose of anti-fear penicillin: every worry washed away. Finally, someone who wasn't from the alternate 'we-hate-Chase' universe I'd unwittingly stepped into that Monday morning.

"I'm stuck at the courthouse," Amy told me. "But you're still coming, right? I hadn't heard from you guys and I was starting to worry."

"Yes," I said, "Definitely coming. It's just..."

"OK good. My apartment's all set up," Amy said, making it sound like the dirtiest thing in the world. "I can't wait to hear about all the nasty things you three have been up to in my absence."

"Well, here's the thing..."

"Seriously?" Amy was almost shouting, "You haven't done anything?" I don't know how not fooling around with my younger sisters was a betrayal of my older one, but she sure made it sound like it was. "I've been sitting here this whole time stroking myself half to death just thinking about what I could be doing if I was there and you three haven't even... Fuck!"

I imagined Amy standing in a busy hallway -- lawyers, jurors, and judges streaming past her -- yelling all those things at the top of her lungs. It was both funny and frightful at the same time.

"I mean, tell me you all at least rubbed one out together," Amy said.

"I was, ummmm, saving myself up for you?" I said, tentatively touching my toe to the waters. Ooo, it came back icy.

"Don't be ridiculous," Amy said, "You don't buy a Ferrari to keep it in the garage. That fantastic fuckstick of yours needs to open the throttle and let loose as often as possible. Let that baby roar!"

I let Amy wax poetic about my penis some more, unsure how to tell her that her younger sisters might not be on the same page. I was supposed to be setting boundaries, not amping Amy up about what was to cum. Er, come.

"Are you listening to me, Chase?" Amy sounded increasingly distressed by my abstinence.

"Umm, yeah," I said, "Of course. Look, Brianna and Jenna are both anxious about..."

"Jeez, tell your slutty sisters I have their stupid pills," Amy said, "And tell them I'm super disappointed in both of them. Jeez, what good is having a cock like that around if you're not going to stick it in your twat?"

"I mean sure," I said, "I guess."

"Don't you worry little man, big sis will make everything better," Amy said. "I've got a whole awesome weekend planned, I promise. I'll pick you all up at the station, so text me when you get there."

I hung up the phone, realizing I hadn't gotten out half of what I was supposed to say. I wasn't calling Amy back, but I couldn't tell the twins I'd been unable to extract a promise, either. I decided to tell Brianna and Jenna that Amy had agreed and hope that it never came up.

It seemed like a simple promise, one hardly needed between normal siblings. No vaginal intercourse, no wild drinking? Did anyone else need to ask for those things from their sisters? But for me, in that moment, I couldn't imagine how we would avoid it.

Imagine my shock, three days later, when I realized that I'd followed my younger sisters' guidelines down to the letter.

*

Friday afternoon, the twins and I convened in the living room, ready to make our epic, urban journey. Each of us was bundled to the brim and had a rolling suitcase at our sides.

"I'm so excited you three are finally spending time with your big sister," my Mom said. She did look proud, like we were graduating from college rather than just going to visit Amy.

"I expect you all to behave," my Dad said, "I'm not driving into the city to pick you up if Amy tosses you out for being inappropriate." Actually, I thought that being inappropriate was exactly what Amy had in mind. But I couldn't say that to my father, so I let him continue to talk to us like we were nine and eight, rather than 19 (as I was) and 18 (as the twins were).

We all piled into my Dad's Tesla and he drove us to the local station. Our train arrived soon afterwards. Brianna, Jenna, and I all dragged our bags into the train car and down the aisle. It wasn't too full -- we were able to find a set of empty benches where all three of us could sit across from each other. I ended up next to Jenna with Brianna facing us. We threw our suitcases up on the rack above.

I thought we'd talk, or at least give each other reproving glares, but the girls buried themselves in their phones. The train chugged heavily to the next station. The car began to fill up. After a few stops, there was barely enough room to stand in the corridors, let alone sit. The whole way, my siblings and I never said a word.

In some ways, I was glad. If the girls didn't ask me how the call had gone with Amy, then I didn't have to lie to them about it. I'd told them the pills were confirmed. I didn't say anything else and, to this point, I hadn't been called on it. Still, I wished my sisters would have said something instead of glaring me down like a bad dog.

Look, I know I come off as a big perv through all this. But the truth is, I loved my sisters for more than just their tits and butts. I also loved their soft, squishy pussies. Their mouths and hands on my cock. The way their faces twisted, their bodies trembled, in orgasm.

OK, sorry, I got caught up for a minute there.

The truth is I loved my little sisters well before I ever did any of that dirty stuff. Jenna was super smart and caring. Brianna was funny and sweet. I thought they were special people and I loved them for who they were. When we were together -- you know, the dirty way -- I told myself that it wasn't only Amy's prodding, the alcohol, or my apparently impressive dick. I really believed that this was the twins' way of telling me they thought I was special, too.

As we sat on the train, studiously ignoring each other, I realized I was wrong. Brianna and Jenna said they weren't mad at me and I believed them. But they also made it clear that I was not a cherished memory -- just a regret. It was a hard thing to come to grips with. These gorgeous girls who I held in such esteem both telling me that I was a mistake and nothing more.

Finally, we arrived in the city and lugged our bags off the train. The station was busy, people were heading into town with us or rushing home. I was used to navigating the city from going to school here (admittedly outside downtown but still), but the girls struggled to keep moving against the crush.

Finally, I saw a head of long, golden curls popping up over the grey crowd. It was Amy. My gorgeous older sister looked even better than I remembered. She had on a maroon pea coat, a red and white striped scarf, and a pair of dark leather gloves. Her green eyes flashed with excitement. She'd done her makeup, giving herself dark-lined eyes, rosy cheeks, and bright crimson lips.

I wasn't the only one who noticed, either. The crowds parted for Amy like the Red Sea before God, himself. Men and women startled as they saw her, overcome with awe. One poor fellow nearly took a nasty tumble as he tried to stare at my sister and still walk past. In the solar system that was the bustling train station, Amy was the sun. She was the brightest object there and everything revolved around her.

It made me feel special, then, as Amy ran straight to me. She gave me a close hug and I could smell her perfume. It brought me right back to her being naked with me in my bed. I went weak-kneed just from a whiff of it. Amy hugged Brianna and Jenna, too, then stood back as if framing us for a family photo. All three of us flinched; we still weren't used to our older sister being affectionate.

"I'm so happy my little brother and sisters finally came to see me in the big city," Amy said, as if she'd spent years trying to convince us. The truth was, up until the past weekend, Amy hadn't ever offered. In fact, she'd spent tons of time discouraging any such thing. At college I lived no more than forty minutes away from Amy's apartment -- I'd never received an invite.

"Do you have them?" Jenna asked.

"They're back at the apartment, Jeez," Amy said. She rolled her eyes dramatically then gave me a conspiratory grin. "Come on, let's go."

We walked out of the station and took an icy slap to the face. The wind seemed even colder here than it was back home. The streets were stuffed, traffic stopped dead and honking, and street corners were piled high with black snow. Every crosswalk had an unfathomably deep, dark puddle at either end. I shivered in the cold despite the piles of clothing I was already wearing. The further we got from home, the more our suitcases seemed to gain weight.

"The subway station's right up here," Amy said, leading the way.

"You didn't bring your car?" Brianna asked.

"You try driving in this stupid city sometime," Amy said, "Trust me, this is way easier."

We dragged our suitcases up concrete steps to a high, above-ground subway line. It was even more frigid up here. Jenna's always pink cheeks looked like raw meat. Brianna had buried herself in her coat's collar. Amy could have been out for a day at the beach for all she was suffering.



"I'm so excited you're here," she repeated. Like trying to convince us. The train loped around the corner and stopped. It was stuffed full, but we shoved our way on. We found a little corner to stand, surrounded by our suitcases. The train lurched forward. Brianna hadn't been holding on to the bar and she fell backward. An older gentleman caught her as she tumbled, getting a none-too subtle grab of her gigantic tits in the process.

"Hey!" Brianna said, but Amy pulled her sister back.

"Hold onto the bar next time," Amy said. She gave the older man an apologetic smile.

"I think someone's pinching my ass," Jenna said warily.

"Me too," I said.

"I mean, probably?" Amy said. Jenna gave us both a look that was even colder than the outside air.

*

Eventually, the subway stayed true to its name and dipped underground. A few stops later, we got off at a tiny, dark station that smelled of urine and stale water. We hiked through the turnstiles and pulled our suitcases, bouncing, up the stairs and back out onto the streets.

Despite the cold, it was sunny as all get out and I had to squint from the sudden transition. Amy owned an apartment overlooking the Common, just a few blocks down from the station. We made our way over, like three miniature snowplows pushing pedestrian traffic and out of our way.

There was a doorman at Amy's building, and he buzzed us inside. He tipped his cap to my older sister, then smiled at the three of us. The lobby was refreshingly warm. My fingers and cheeks tingled as the heat returned. The short walk from the train to Amy's building had been enough to freeze me up all over again. I could have left steaks out on the sidewalks and they'd have been perfectly preserved for dinner a week later.

We took the elevator up to eight. The hallway here was carpeted and there were fancy, angular chandeliers hanging every few yards. It was like the fanciest hotel I'd ever seen. And my sister owned a place right in the middle of it. I have to admit, I was already impressed. All of this -- the train station, the building -- I felt like I was visiting some huge celebrity who happened to know my name rather than my actual, older sister.

Amy walked us down the corridor and keyed open her door. It revealed a small, very modern apartment. There was a full kitchen right up front. Next to it was a wobbly, round table with two chairs. Beyond that was a living room with a large leather couch facing a widescreen TV. And behind there was a massive window that opened out to the city.

The view was breathtaking, incredible. I could see the park rolled out in front of us like a green carpet, lined with large buildings on either side. A few snowflakes drifted down. It couldn't have been more picturesque if Pixar had programmed it. My whole body locked into place, stunned by that view. My younger sisters rushed right past me.

There was a small, white paper pharmacy bag sitting on the small table.

"Is this it?" Jenna asked.

Brianna held up the bag. Amy nodded. The twins tore it open and pulled out the little orange prescription bottle. There were two tiny pills inside.

"Welcome to my home," Amy said, clearly irritated by the twins' one-track minds. She went into the kitchen and filled two glasses from the tap. The girls gulped down their pills like every second counted.

"Thank God," Jenna said.

"Finally," Brianna said. They both flopped into the seats around the table.

"This place is amazing, Amy," I said.

"I'm glad you think so, Chase," Amy said, "Come and sit down on the couch. It's way more comfy."

I walked in, leaving my suitcase by the door, and sat down. The leather cushions sunk under me. It was like relaxing on a marshmallow. I doubted I was ever getting up again.

"Over there is the bathroom," Amy said, pointing to a closed door right behind and to the left of the TV. "It's only the one, but we can all share for a weekend. My bedroom is down the hall behind you." I didn't need a translator to tell me what Amy was actually saying to me.

I stood up and let my older sister lead me back. It was a small room, dark, with no windows. She had a massive bed, so big that there wasn't any room for anything else. White covers, white pillows, and white sheets -- it looked very 'adult' to me.

"Nice, right?" Amy said. She gave me a knowing look. "Everything OK? We all set?"

I nodded. No sense in giving her the bad news now. The twins had their pills. Everything else that Amy anticipated would go up for debate soon enough.

Amy led me back to the living room. I eyed the couch warily, afraid of getting stuck again, but there wasn't anywhere else to sit. I let the cushions devour me. The twins brought chairs over from the kitchen. I noticed they were acting tentatively about everything. Like waiting for the trap to trigger.

Amy went into the kitchen and took out a bottle of wine. She poured herself a glass. "You three want some?" she asked.

"No," Jenna and Brianna both said at once. They glared over at me.

"No thanks," I said.

"Okaaaaay," Amy said. She raised her eyebrow but said nothing. She took a sip. "Oh, I have so many fun things planned for this weekend. Chase, I know you're probably around all the time with your school being so close, but you girls haven't been to the city without Mom and Dad, have you?"

The twins shook their heads.

"Oh, it's so much more fun when you're not doing boring parent stuff," Amy said, she looked ready to clap her hands like a little girl, the excitement overwhelming her.

"We can't go to bars," Jenna said, flatly. She crossed her arms. Brianna saw her sister's stern look and tried to match it.

"Wow, OK, what is up with you guys?" Amy asked. "I mean, if you're going to sit around the apartment all day you could have stayed home."

"Definitely not," Brianna said, "We want to go out."

"Just for appropriate activities," Jenna said, as if that was a clearly categorized thing.

"Duh," Amy said, "I planned for us to visit the art museum, go ice skating, get some seafood. What did you think I meant? I don't know any sex dungeons around here and I wouldn't take you even if I did. I mean, come on, this is a weekend with my family."

The twins both visibly relaxed. I noticed neither girl had taken off her coat yet, but now they both did. Amy cracked open sodas for us. We sat around her living room -- me and Amy on the couch, Brianna and Jenna on the kitchen chairs -- and chatted idly.

The twins talked about their plans for UCLA. Amy told us about this case she was working on. I was going back to the university after that weekend and so I told them about the classes I'd signed up for. It was nice, actually, to converse about nothing with Amy. She'd always seemed so distant, set apart. Even when we were very very much together the weekend before, Amy had been this distant thing: a concept more than an actual human being. Now, in her own space, my older sister finally seemed approachable. Even friendly.

About twenty minutes in, Jenna groaned and stood up to go to the bathroom.

"You OK?" Amy asked.

"Yes, cramping something awful," Jenna said. She held her stomach. I saw Brianna was doing the same.

"That's just the pill working it's magic, honey," Amy said, "Trust me, it's better than the alternative."

"Uh huh," Jenna said. The twins took turns trading places in the bathroom. Amy and I watched them pop up and down like it was a weird dance recital. In the tiny moments between one twin getting up and the other sitting down, Amy took the opportunity to tease me. She nipped at my ear, kissed my cheek, grabbed my crotch. Then looked up all innocent, like nothing had happened as the next sister sat down.

"That's you," she whispered in my ear as Jenna got up for the third time, "You did that to them. Stud."

Finally, the twins were able to sit down together for more than five minutes. Their sodas, barely sipped, sat next to them burbling.

"Well, I'd planned on going out to a nice dinner," Amy said, "But if you two aren't feeling up to it we can stay in."

"No no," Brianna said, "I want to."

"This'll pass," Jenna said.

"Awesome," Amy said, "I knew I could count on you girls to man up."

We took the subway up to the North End. Amy led us through tight, almost Old World, wandering streets. Past buildings that looked like they'd been built before the US was a country. The whole way, we braced ourselves against the arctic winds.

Amy had made reservations for us at some tiny red sauce joint that was little more than a storefront window and ten tables. We had a big meal, Amy had more wine, and we all enjoyed ourselves immensely. Afterwards, we went down the street and bought cannoli. Then we went back to Amy's apartment.

We were all food drunk and giggly. Amy's place felt so warm and inviting to me, after enduring the cold outdoor air.

"Well, that's been enough excitement for me," Amy said, "Time for bed." She stumbled a bit as she walked, clearly drunker than she'd initially let on.

The twins eyed me and Amy nervously. There was a pause, probably no more than a second, but it felt like hours. Time stretched out in front of us like an icy, unsalted road wrapping around a cliffside in a storm. A great slippery ribbon with tons of danger but little safety. This was the moment of truth, my sisters' eyes told me. The thing the twins had professed to be so afraid of. The instant Amy had sworn was about to come.

"You guys can crash out here, right?" Amy said. The tension untangled. I realized I'd been holding my breath. The once-silent room kicked in, like someone had unmuted the TV. Jenna and Brianna nodded enthusiastically.

Amy brought out some spare pillows. The twins both set up on the floor, ceding me the very comfortable couch. We all took turns brushing our teeth in the bathroom. Brianna and Jenna put on very conservative, warm flannel pajama sets. I was wearing my usual t-shirt and boxers. Amy had on dark blue, silk pajamas, but they covered her from wrist to ankle. It was all very appropriate, as Jenna had demanded earlier.

Finally, Amy closed the curtains on her massive window, then turned out the lights. She went off to her bedroom and shut the door. The three of us lay in silence.

"See? This is nice," I said.

"It is," Brianna said.

"Tomorrow will be fun, too," I said.

"I guess so," Jenna said.

I turned on my side feeling warm and cozy. Once again, my expectations had been thrown for a loop. My dick had anticipated a far different evening and, with no sisters on offer, did its best to penetrate the couch instead. I tried to ignore my hard on. This was fine. This was good. I wasn't at all disappointed that a whole day (a whole week!) had passed, and nothing had been even slightly flirty.

After all, it's what my sisters wanted.

*

"Fuck!"

I woke up to Amy groaning. She was still in her pajamas, rummaging around the apartment. "Not one goddammed Tylenol in the whole fucking place." I slowly sat up on the couch. The early light blinded me through the grand open window. My steel erection from the night before had been reinforced with severe morning wood. I found a throw pillow and quickly covered myself.

"Fuck fuck fuck!" Amy said it again. She was now rifling through the kitchen.

The twins slowly got up, rubbing their eyes like they'd stepped out of a cliched cartoon.

"What's happening?" Brianna asked.

"I'm fucking hungover, that's what," Amy said, "My whole body's aching, my head is throbbing, and I swear to God if someone doesn't dim that light, I'm going to go on a murder spree."

Now here was the Amy I knew from childhood. The one that threatened a bloody massacre if no one dialed down the sun for her.

"I might have something in my bag," I said. The last time I'd used this suitcase, it was for a hockey tournament out of town. I was pretty sure I still had pain pills in the front pocket.

I got off the couch and went to grab my bag from the corner of the room. As I passed, Jenna yawned and stretched. I couldn't help but glance at her cute, flat tummy. She looked over at me, then her eyes widened. I saw where she was staring and nearly jumped. In all the excitement, I forgot about my not-so-little friend.

"Sorry, I just have to pee," I said.

"Uh huh," Jenna said.

I quickly bent down near my bag to hide my erection, then unzipped the pouch. Sure enough, a full bottle of Tylenol rattled into my hands. I handed it to Amy, who praised me like I'd handed her a stack of gold coins. Then I scampered off to the bathroom to urinate. I felt better, but my erection didn't even flag. I forced it back into my boxers, but it was like hiding an elephant under a bedsheet: concealed in only the most cursory fashion, and easily identified by shape alone.

I came back out, sadly still pointing north. I quickly made my way to the couch and retrieved my protective pillow. What did Jenna want me to do about it, anyway? My penis had expectations, dammit. It wasn't his fault that the girls had all done something rational and proper.

"Ffffffffffuck," Amy said, again. She kept repeating the word as if it was some kind of magical mantra. She sat on the couch next to me and held her head like she was worried it might roll off. "Wine is the worst."

"I'm sorry, Amy," I said.

"Well, I can't wait to get going on our day," Jenna said.

"Sounds like so much fun," Brianna said. Both girls got up and headed to the bathroom.

"We're not going anywhere," Amy said, talking to the floor. My twin sisters froze in place. I couldn't help but enjoy that Brianna's massive bust kept moving even though she'd stopped. Jenna had no such issue.

"I can't leave the apartment," Amy said, "I can barely get off the couch."

The twins eyed each other. I felt like I could see the thoughts running through their minds. On the one hand, it was pretty insensitive to see their older sister in pain and force her to plow through. On the other, the only reason they felt safe in Amy's apartment was that they weren't going to be staying there. The promise of a day out had been what kept the twins calm. Now, it seemed they would be doing nothing of the sort.

"Look, girls, I get it," Amy said. She was still not moving anything but her mouth, "But, could you please pretend to be understanding for once and not be selfish brats."

Jenna and Brianna both had the sense to look ashamed.

"We could hang out and have a pajama day," I said, doing my best to sound enthusiastic without shaking up Amy, "That could be fun. Watch a bunch of movies, eat crappy food. That kind of thing."

Amy rubbed my shoulder, then looked up at the girls. Her eyes burned like twin-seeking missiles. Brianna and Jenna both agreed immediately with my plan.

"That would be great," Jenna said.

"Sounds fun," Brianna said.

"Maybe if you're feeling better, we'll go out this afternoon instead," Jenna said.

"Sure," Amy said.

"I'll pick a movie," I said, "Why don't you girls get snacks."

We all went about getting ready for the morning. The twins used the bathroom and cleaned up their makeshift beds but stayed in their pjs. Amy drank about a gallon of ice water. I took apart the couch and spread pillows on the floor so we could all camp out. Then I found something silly on Netflix.

We all sat in a circle in front of the warm glow of the TV. The twins brought over two large bowls -- one filled with popcorn, the other with rainbow-colored gummy fish.

Amy eyed the candy oddly.

"We found them in a plastic bag in the cabinet," Jenna said.

"They're super tasty," Brianna said. The twins ate two each, then turned to the TV. Amy leaned against me. I could feel her hip pressing against mine. I almost reached out to hold her hand, but I thought better of it. My older sister didn't seem much like the hand-holding type. The twins sat off to the side, away from both of us. They passed us the food. Amy had a small handful of popcorn but turned down the gummies.

"My stomach is wrecked," she said. I reached for the bowl, but she subtly pushed my hand away. She gave me a strange look, so I handed the fish back to the twins and ate popcorn, instead. Jenna and Brianna didn't notice Amy's odd behavior. They both downed another handful of gummies when I gave them back.

About halfway through the movie, Amy got up and went into her bedroom. We could hear her rummaging around in there. I wondered if she was getting dressed, signaling to us that her hangover had subsided, and we were about to move on with our day.

"Chase, I need your help!" Amy called. I hopped off the floor and headed over. Amy was sitting on the bed. She was still in her silky, yet conservative navy pajamas, but she made them look damn good. My younger sisters, as I've said, were cute. Amy was fucking gorgeous.

She had a beautiful face with big green eyes, a cute, button nose and broad, expressive lips. Her blonde hair, even uncombed and sleepy, ran in golden rivulets over her shoulders and down her chest. Women who look like my sister are a different species than you or I. She should have been displayed in a museum, not sitting in some one-bedroom apartment talking to her dopey brother.

And her body? Amy was a woman in every sense of the word. She had the ideal female shape: tall, with prominent breasts and wide hips. A taut little tummy and shapely legs. Her skin was tan and flawless. I've used the word goddess before for Amy -- I truly think people would worship her if given the chance. Lord knows, I did.

My older sister gazed up at me with a naughty grin. The haze of hangover was completely gone. She didn't even give me a preamble, just got right to the point. "If we're going to get you laid, you're going to have to help a heck of a lot more than this," she said. It was like she was telling me I needed to study more for the big test or clean my bedroom. Do your duty and do your sisters, young man.

"Amy, I don't know," I said.

She reached over and grabbed my dick through my boxers. I practically came in her hand right there; I was already so worked up.

"That's OK," she said, "He knows." She squeezed my cock on the word 'he,' in case her implication was unclear. She began lightly stroking me up and back. Just enough to keep me on edge. My balls went from ache to burn.

"I know Amy, I want you so bad, too," I said.

Amy looked pointedly toward the door. She tightened her grip around my cock. "We can't do anything unless they do, Chase," Amy said, "I may be a slut for my little brother, but I can't be alone. We all have to do it or none of us can."

I suppose that made sense. I'd spent a lot of time trying to understand my older sister's motives the past weekend. That Amy wanted to sleep with me, well, OK I didn't really understand it, but I could rationalize my way there. Why she wanted me to do my younger siblings, though, was a massive mystery.

Everything Amy did fit into the equation, but none of it added up. At first, I supposed it was her kink, that she liked to watch. Or, and I tried my best to pocket this thought no matter how many times it popped up, she was being sadistic -- intentionally trying to break the twins, pervert them in the literal sense, as a way of making herself feel better. Amy had always openly resented us, the younger siblings. She felt like we were spoiled by our parents while she, seven years older, had been made to suffer. Like I said, it was a thought that occurred, but it was one I tried to avoid. It was far too dark for me to contemplate.

But the idea that Amy didn't want to do it alone, well that made a lot of sense, too. If she had sex with her brother, then she was weird. Broken. But if we all did it, well... OK we were all still weird and broken. But at least we were twisted together. If I wanted to be with Amy, it meant I had to drag my younger sisters along, as well. And there was the crux of my problem.



"Brianna and Jenna don't want to do anything," I said, "They gave me this whole speech before we came over."

Amy gave me a disdainful look. She blew her hair out of her eyes. "Please. Those two? They want it as bad as you, maybe more. For the first time in your life, apparently, you need to look at your sisters' tits more. They've both had their headlights on full blare since last night. Those girls like to pretend to be chaste, but they're really just Chasing you. If you get my meaning."

I gave my sister a doubtful look. Did girls truly say one thing but mean another?

"Fuck yes we do!" Amy said. "Trust me, those two are gushing down their legs like a freaking waterpark. Whatever they say? They're desperate to ride. But they want you to force them on, or they won't go. That's part of their kink."

I gave Amy a puppy dog look. She smiled and kissed me lightly on the lips.

"I don't know," I said, meaning it. There was too much blood in my one head to help the other. Amy let go of my shaft, leaving me both relieved and disappointed.

"We just need to trick them into it a little," Amy said, "You're so much better at this than I am -- come up with a plan. Don't worry, I've already deployed some secret weapons."

"They said they won't drink," I said.

"Oh Chase, honey, give me a little more credit than that," Amy said, "I've already done my part, trust me. Now it's your turn to improvise when the situation calls for it, OK?"

I told her I would. Amy stood up and patted my head, lovingly. "That's a good boy."

Amy walked out of her bedroom, leaving the door open for me to follow. As she went, I watched her body transform. Her steps slowed and her body slouched. It was like watching an octopus slink back into the shadows, slowly shifting color to blend into the sea wall. Magnificent and terrifying all at once. Amy groaned, loudly, and my younger sisters both cooed sympathetically. My older sister walked right past them and shut the bathroom door behind her.

I padded back into the living room, then sat down on the floor and leaned against the couch. The twins were still sitting on the floor in their pajamas, staring at the TV. Once again, I was sitting with some very sexy girls in not very sexy pjs. I had my orders. All I had to do was find a way to separate column A (hot sisters) from column B (clothing). Easily done. I hoped.

"What did Amy want?" Jenna asked. We could hear our older sister knocking things around in the bathroom. I wondered if she was actually searching for something, or just giving me time to work my 'magic,' whatever that was.

"Amy called you into her bedroom?" Brianna asked, "How come?

"Oh, she needed something down from the top of her closet," I said.

"She's taller than you," Jenna said. I shrugged.

I hadn't even come up with a plan and already things were falling apart. I thought back to how I'd accomplished this before.

The first time, we'd gotten it done with peer pressure. The false feeling of competition plus Amy and I stripping, ourselves, got my younger sisters into it. The second time, Amy had gotten the girls drunk and had them play a game that, again, gradually ramped to sex.

So, there was a theme there: something that lowered inhibitions plus some sort of external pressure. Amy had said she had a secret weapon, I assumed that would cover the first part. Now we needed a reason for the clothes to come off.

I rubbed my arms, subconsciously. For all the cold that was outside, Amy's apartment was remarkably warm. And then I knew immediately what I had to do. God bless Nelly. He really is the Shakespeare of our time.

"Gee Amy," I said, loudly enough that all three sisters could clearly hear, "It's a shame that you can't adjust your thermostat."

"What?" Amy asked. She came back out into the living room, the bathroom door swinging open behind her. "Are you cold? I could turn up the..."

"No, you can't," I said, quickly interrupting, "Remember you told me before that this is an old building and so the heat can't be changed from here?"

There was a pause. Amy's face shifted, like the idea had finally hatched in her mind.

"Oh yes," Amy said, "It's a shame, but true. In the winter it's practically summer in here."

"Right," I said, "You told me that you spend most days in shorts and a t-shirt, even in the middle of a snowstorm."

My acting was so bad, I was liable to get hired for an afternoon infomercial. But that didn't matter. My younger sisters bought into it immediately.

"That has to be so frustrating," Jenna said.

"And then, of course, the A/C is on during the summer and I'm wearing sweaters and jeans all day," Amy said.

"God, that sucks so bad," Brianna said.

"I've been thinking about moving, it's so annoying," Amy said.

"Oh, but this place is so awesome," Jenna said.

"Yes, your apartment is beautiful," Brianna said. Amy glowed at her sisters' compliments. She joined us on the living room floor, smiling excitedly. She put her arms around her younger sisters and squeezed their shoulders.

"That's what Chase was doing before," Amy said, "In my bedroom. That's where the thermostat is. He was trying to get the heat down."

"But Chase said that..."

"I should go try again," I said, "Just to be sure." I jumped up and sprinted into Amy's bedroom. Sure enough, on the far wall, there was a little glowing screen for a modern thermostat. I swear I almost cackled as I turned it up as high as it would go.

I walked back into the living room, doing my best to appear pouty. "No luck," I said, "The heat's stuck where it is."

Amy looked up from the floor where she was cuddling with the twins. She gave me a lascivious smirk. "I guess we'll have to suffer through."

The twins both nodded, but I could see the worry in their faces.

"Thanks for being so understanding," Amy said. It seemed to piss her off that her sisters weren't more empathetic of her fake condition.

We settled back down, I hit play, and we finished the first movie -- the guy got the girl, who'd have thunk it?

"Chase, why don't you pick something else for us to watch?" Amy asked. It was close to noon now and the sun was shining so bright we could barely see the screen through the glare. But no one seemed to want to do anything else.

I looked for something we could all enjoy but the girls didn't want action or sci-fi and I couldn't bear another romantic comedy. Eventually we all settled on the Great British Baking Show. For a cooking competition, it felt remarkably relaxed.

"This is making me hungry, but we're out of snacks," Brianna said. She held up the empty bowls -- the popcorn and the gummies were all gone.

"I don't think I can go out," Amy said.

"I'm, like, so chill," Jenna said, "I don't want to go anywhere, either."

"Seriously," Brianna said, "Since when is the floor so comfortable?"

"I guess I could order in," Amy said, "Pizza OK?"

The twins both agreed immediately. Amy gave me a knowing look. She reached for her cell and made the call.

"I can't wait," Brianna said, "A big, salty slice of pizza would be so good right now."

"Hell yeah," Jenna said, "This would be perfect if it wasn't so damn hot in here." She gave Amy a careful look -- anything that came close to criticism was asking to get chastised by our older sister. But Amy just smiled and agreed.

My work with the thermostat had definitely gotten the job done. I felt over-warm in my boxers and a t-shirt. I couldn't imagine how my sisters were suffering in full length pajamas. And the twins were both wearing flannel, which, had to feel hotter than the baking ovens we were watching on TV.

"I don't suppose you guys brought anything for warm weather," Amy said, "I'd lend you my stuff but it's all in storage for the season."

I fought the urge to reach over and throttle my sister. That directly contradicted what we'd said earlier about needing shorts all winter. But the twins let it sail right over their heads.

"These pjs are probably the lightest clothes we have," Jenna said.

"At least Chase gets to be in just boxers and a t-shirt," Brianna said,

"You're right, Bree, that's not fair at all," Amy said, "We have to be all dressed up while Chase is basically in his underwear."

"You, ummm, want me to put on more clothes?" I asked. I moved like I might actually get up.

"Exactly," Brianna said, "Then we'd all be suffering the same way."

"Not really," I said, "Since I'd have layers and you wouldn't."

"We could do the other thing," Amy said. Oh, you better believe I saw that wicked smirk sneak across her face. Ladies and gentlemen, we have liftoff! "We could all sit around in our underwear, too."

The twins paused at that. It was like, for the first time, they could feel the rope tightening around their necks. Would they be smart enough to evade it, or step further into the trap?

"So, I'd just sit around in my bra and panties?" Brianna said.

"We all would," Amy said, "Well, Chase would be in his boxers and t-shirt. But you get the idea."

"I don't know," Jenna said.

"What's the big deal?" Amy said, "It's no more or less than a bikini and Chase has seen you in that." I'd actually seen them wearing way less, but I didn't think that was the right time to bring it up. "We're all family here. Why be uncomfortable all day if you don't have to? Here, I'll go first."

Amy stood up and started to lift her silky pajama shirt up. I saw her bare stomach, the bottoms of her breasts, then...

"Amy, you're naked under there!" Brianna gasped

"Whoopsie!" Amy said. She giggled a bit too loudly. "I'll go to my bedroom and put on more appropriate attire."

We all sat in silence as Amy left the room. She came back a minute later wearing a matching black bra and panty set. It was lacy, but not too revealing. The color looked really good with her tan skin and honey-gold hair.

"OK girls, get to it," Amy said.

My twin sisters both eyed each other, nervously.

"Oh, for fucks sake," Amy said, "I'm in my underwear, Chase is in his. You already agreed to this. I'm not going back and changing into my pjs it's too damn hot."

Jenna took a deep breath and stood up. She grabbed her bag and started heading back to Amy's bedroom.

"Wait, where are you going?" Amy asked.

"To get changed? Jenna said.

"Just do it out here," Amy said.

"In front of..."

"What's the big deal," Amy said, "It's nothing we all haven't seen," Amy paused, seeing Jenna give her the doe eyes. "Fine. We'll turn around and close our eyes, OK?"

Amy grabbed my shoulder and pulled me around, so we were staring at the bathroom. We heard the sound of rustling clothes as both the twins opened their suitcases. Amy nudged me, grinning like a madwoman. The bathroom door was open, and I could clearly see both sisters getting naked in the mirror.

The twins were moving hurriedly, which only made them expose even more. Brianna was bent over at the waist, her pink slit poking out from under her. Even better, her massive boobs hung forward in all their incredible glory. Jenna was down on all fours digging through her bag and, while there wasn't much hanging off her, she still looked ready for a fucking. In fact, both sisters were in positions that looked better for dicking than dressing.

Then they both stood and hurriedly pulled on their underwear. Jenna shimmied into a matching, dark green set, while Brianna pulled on a baby blue one.

"We're ready," the twins said together. I turned around and saw both sisters standing there in their underwear. Even having already seen so much more, they looked pretty great posing in the bright light of Amy's apartment.

Both Jenna and Brianna had on similarly cut underwear, sheer rather than lacy like Amy's. Jenna's bra and panties kept her well-covered in a deep emerald that matched her eyes. Brianna's outfit, on the other hand, already looked ready to pop right off her. The blue was like her eyes, as well, and had a similar effect. Both twins blushed slightly as they saw me staring. Jenna especially with her already-pink cheeks.

"This is way more comfortable," Brianna said.

"Like being at the beach," Jenna said.

"Not far off with how hot it is in here," Amy said. The three sisters sat back down on the floor. I was about to join them, when Amy stopped me.

"You know girls, we're all in our underwear, but Chase isn't."

"Boxers," I said, pointing, "I don't wear briefs. They're dorky."

"Amy's right, Chase," Brianna said, a bit of tease in her talk, "A t-shirt isn't underwear."

"We're all so exposed for our brother," Amy said, "He should take his shirt off, don't you think? It's only fair, after all."

"Sure," Jenna said.

"Definitely," Brianna said.

I acted exasperated, but it didn't bother me at all. I reached down and pulled my shirt over my head. Like I've said before, I wasn't ripped or anything, but I was in pretty good shape from hockey. Still, all three of my sisters stared at me, agape, when I tossed my shirt to the side.

"What?"

Jenna pointed wordlessly at my crotch. Sure enough, I was sticking out like a waist-high coat rack.

"It was the same before I took my shirt off," I said.

"It's more noticeable now," Brianna said. I shrugged. It didn't make much sense to me, but I wasn't going to complain about my sisters' appreciation.

"Think of it as a compliment," Amy said, "You girls are so hot, Chase can't stop himself."

"You all do look good in your underwear," I said, smirking.

There was a loud buzzing noise. Amy jumped up, causing her body to do all kinds of awesome things, and walked over to the door.

"That'll be our pizza," she said. The twins both got to their feet, as well, and started to scramble to the bedroom.

"What is it with you two?" Amy asked.

"We don't want the delivery guy to see us," Brianna said.

"But it's OK for him to ogle me?" Amy said.

"Put your pajamas back on," Jenna said, "Or like, do you have a robe or something?"

"It's too hot for a robe and too much of a pain in the ass to get dressed and undressed again," Amy said. An idea seemed to cross her face. "In fact, Jenna, I dare you to open the door for him dressed exactly as you are."

My brown-haired baby sister blushed again, even brighter than before. The pink color warmed right down to her chest.

"God, you're such a prude," Amy said, "How are you going to get through college if you can't handle having a pizza guy see you in your underwear?"

There was a pause. I knew that staring at Jenna was only going to make her more self-conscious, but I couldn't think of anywhere else to look. There was a loud knock at the door, but we all ignored it.

"Fine," Jenna said, "I'll do it."

Amy handed her younger sister a twenty, then all of us crowded back behind the kitchen. We could see Jenna by the door, but anyone by the opening couldn't see us.

The guy knocked again. Jenna took a deep breath and visibly steeled herself. She opened the door. The kid on the other side nearly dropped the pizza as soon as he saw her. There was my sister in all her 18-year-old, nearly-naked glory. Her little tits and shaved pussy barely covered by her verdant underwear.

The delivery guy looked to be about my age, maybe a bit older, with a straggly beard and beady eyes that goggled every time my baby sister breathed. Jenna reached to hand the poor fellow his money and he nearly dropped the pizza again.

Finally, they managed to make the exchange. Jenna thanked him. The delivery guy stumbled and stuttered back. Then Jenna closed the door. As soon as it clicked, she cheered.

"That was awesome!" she cried. We all ran into the room. Jenna and Brianna were both shouting.

"You looked so hot!" Brianna said.

"He could barely speak," Jenna said.

Both girls dissolved into laughter, practically falling onto the floor. Amy gingerly took the pizza out of Jenna's hands and put it on the dinner table. The twins were still giggling, near hysterical. It went from funny to weird.

"Are you two OK?" I asked.

"I'm great," Jenna said, "That was so much fun."

"I'm so jealous," Brianna said, "I wish we could do it again."

"I'm not ordering food just so you can flash strangers," Amy said.

"No, I mean, like, we should do more dirty dares," Brianna said. Amy and I shared a knowing look. It was on like Donkey Kong hitting a gong, wearing a thong, and singing a song.

"I don't know," Amy said.

"Please Amy? I promise it'll be awesome," Brianna said.

"Well, only if it's awesome," Amy said. She took a big bite of her pizza. "But first, food." We all sat around the table and ate. The twins, in particular, seemed ravenous, downing slices like they hadn't eaten in days. Once everything was clear, we reconvened in the living room, all still in our underwear and sat down on the floor. I had Amy on my right side and Jenna on my left. Brianna was facing me.

"OK, time for dares," Brianna said. She rubbed her palms like she was planning to capture James Bond.

"They have to be dirty dares," Amy said, waggling her finger, "That's what I was promised."

"Fine," Brianna said, "Hmmmm, Jenna has some tomato sauce on her cheek. I dare Chase to lick it off."

I looked at my older sister. "That's pretty dirty," I said.

"It'll do," Amy said, "For a start."

I turned over to Jenna. She did have a little red spot on her cheek. But rather than stick my tongue out and lick like I think she was expecting, I pulled my little sister close to me and gave her something much closer to an intimate kiss. I felt her body pressed against mine. Made sure my hardness bumped her thigh. Held my arm against her little breasts. Then kissed her closer to her lips than her cheek. I made sure to get the sauce with my tongue, then sat back.

If Jenna had been flushed before, now she was practically feverish. She leaned back, a bit shell-shocked.

"Jenna, it's your go," Brianna said.

"Uh huh," Jenna said.

"Fine, my turn," Amy said. "Brianna you've also got sauce. On the top of your boob. Chase?"

"No, I don't..." Brianna started but I leapt across the room before she could continue. Of course, I couldn't reach her breast with just my head, so I hefted it up with my right hand, practically lifting it out of the cup so I could put my mouth to her full tit flesh.

Using a similar technique as I had with Jenna, I tongued at my little sister's tit. Brianna sighed, then groaned.

"So tingly," she said. "Like, everything feels so sharp, yet fuzzy at the same time.

"I know, right?" Jenna agreed. Now both sisters were good and spacey. I sat back down in my seat. If my boner had been straight to the moon before, it was reaching for Alpha Centauri now. I didn't think I could get any harder and if my balls hurt any worse, I was going to need ice.

"We need to stop making Chase do everything," Jenna said. No, we most certainly didn't, but I knew better than to drive things. Not when my sisters already had their feet firmly affixed to the accelerator.

"Fine," Amy said, "Since you twins say you're so tingly, I dare you to kiss each other." My younger sisters rolled their eyes, as if they expected this. But they leaned over and shared a chaste little kiss on the lips. Brianna put her hand behind Jenna's head. They kissed again, tighter. I saw Jenna's pink little tongue slip out and...

"Whoa, slow down there," Amy said. She stood up and pushed the twins apart. "Jeez, you two really can't keep your hands off each other."

The twins both blushed again, then sat down.

"She's a good kisser," Jenna said, as if that explained everything.

"Not bad yourself," Brianna said. Both sisters were still acting strangely, I realized. Jokes were almost too funny. They moved like they were drunk, exaggerated and slow. Their eyes seemed permanently unfocused.



"Well, I think Chase should take a turn," Amy said.

"Jenna had to show off to the pizza guy, I think Brianna should, too," I said.

"No more calling delivery people," Amy said.

"What if we needed to borrow something from next door," I said, "Like some AA batteries. You know. For a toy."

Amy's smile grew with every word I said. Jenna, too, looked really excited. Brianna, however, did not seem so pleased by the idea.

"I don't know, guys," she said.

"If you don't do the dare, you have to strip naked for the rest of the day," Amy said, explaining the rule like it was codified in stone.

For some reason, that was enough. Brianna stood up, reluctantly, and went up to the front door. She rested her hand on the knob, like waiting for a reprieve.

"Go to 83," Amy said, "Trust me."

"Remember, you have to explain the whole thing," I said.

Brianna groaned, but she opened the door and walked out into the hallway. It was freezing out there compared to Amy's apartment and the lights were brighter, too. It made my blonde, busty sister seem even more exposed.

Brianna walked delicately down the hallway, then stopped three doors down. Amy, Jenna, and I all poked our heads around the corner like we were hunting ghosts with Scooby-Doo. The hallway echoed as Brianna rapped on the apartment door.

It opened and a tall, muscular guy answered. Even I had to admit, this was a good-looking dude. He had a thick brown beard and deep, bronzed skin. Even through his white dress shirt and dark slacks, I could see how well-built he was.

"Can I help you?" he eyed my little sister warily. Brianna had nothing to be ashamed of, even in the presence of Amy's hallway hunk. After all, here was a girl with epic, gravity-defying breasts. A prominent bubble butt. Long blonde hair and deep blue eyes. She was the American, corn-fed, dictionary definition of fuckable. And she was wearing nothing but a bra and panties.

"I, ummmm, need to borrow some batteries?" Brianna said. The man stared back at her. He looked to be probably twice Bree's age, but that didn't keep him from eye-fucking her from top to bottom. Brianna kept rambling, the words clearly only making things worse. "You see, I have this toy? You know a, ummm, a toy. For me. And, well, it ran out of power, and I, ummmm, I need it. So bad."

"Batteries," the man said, "For your toy."

"Uh huh," Brianna said. She started twirling her hair. Her feet were planted, but I could tell she was tensing, getting ready to run.

"Hang on," the man said. He stepped behind the door frame. Jenna started to giggle loudly, and Amy gave her a hard shove back into the apartment. That only made Jenna laugh more. Brianna was almost as pink as her sister, standing there in the hall. She kept shifting her weight from one leg to the other. She turned and stared back at us.

"He's so hot!" she whispered. She must have seen my face fall because she immediately started backtracking. "I mean, he's not... That is. You know I only..."

"Here you go," the man said. Brianna whipped her head around. The man was standing there, holding a pair of batteries in his palm.

"Double-Ds?" he asked.

"What?" Brianna nearly fell over backwards.

"Double-As," the man said, "Is that what you needed?"

"Um, yes. Thanks!" Brianna said. She practically sprinted back to the apartment. Her massive tits bounced hard, one of them popping right out of her bra. She finally reached the door, panting. Amy quickly pulled Brianna inside and shut the door. Now both twins dissolved onto the floor, rolling and laughing, turning bright red.

"That was amazing," Jenna said. Brianna held up the AAs like they were a trophy.

The girls calmed down, then rolled over onto their backs. Amy was standing over them, her hands on her hips.

"That was a pretty mean thing you did to your brother out there, you know," Amy said.

Brianna's eyes got big and scared. Her giant tit was still hanging out and she looked very vulnerable

"How much would it break your heart if you were in your underwear and Chase told you another girl was way hotter than you?" Amy asked

Brianna really did look upset and so did Jenna. In the moment, I mean, it didn't bother me too much. Even I could concede that Amy's neighbor was attractive. But I knew by now that rule number one of Amy's games was that you had to play along. It was the only way to win. So, I made a big, sad face.

"Oh my God, I'm so sorry," Brianna said, "You're totally right, I don't know what I was thinking. I was just so nervous, and it came out. I didn't mean anything by it, Chase, I swear."

"Yes, you know we only have eyes for you," Jenna said.

"That's not what Chase told me," Amy said, "He said you two have been making him feel bad all week about what you did."

"No, Chase we would never. It's just. Fuck," Brianna said, "I'm sorry if anything I said ever hurt you. You're special to me in a way that no one else could ever be."

"Me too," Jenna said, "I'm very sorry if I made you feel like you weren't important to me."

"Do you feel better, brother?" Amy said. She rested her hand on my shoulder. We were both standing over my sisters, and I had trouble seeing them around my massive hard on. That had to make my sadness seem less sincere, but none of my sisters acted that way.

"I guess I'm OK," I said.

"I think you should show your brother how much he means to you," Amy said, "Before the game can go on."

"What can I do, Chase?" Brianna asked.

"Anything, OK? Anything at all," Jenna said. Both sisters looked up at me. For the first time I realized what Amy had been trying to tell me. This whole time I'd truly believed my sisters were upset about what had happened the weekend before. But the looks in Brianna and Jenna's eyes wasn't worry about what I might ask them to do. They weren't scared or concerned.

No, their faces only conveyed a singular emotion: hope.

My younger sisters were both on their knees now, praying that I'd finally give them the excuse to bend over and take my dick. I smiled for a second, but quickly replaced it with a stern, sorrowful look.

"I'm not sure what would fix it," I said.

"You're so sexy," Brianna said.

"So hot," Jenna said. "I love your chest and your legs." My brown-haired little sister stood up and started to trace me with her fingers. Arms and chest. Dragging ever downward.

"And your big dick," Brianna said. She reached into my fly and gave my member a squeeze. Again, I felt my orgasm right on the edge. I had three attractive young women in only their underwear and now two of them were rubbing me. It was a miracle I hadn't already repainted Amy's walls.

Brianna kept her hand on my cock and began lightly corkscrewing it. Jenna licked her lips. She knelt back down and put her hand on top of her sisters'. Amy gave me a little nudge with her elbow. Told ya so.

"I was right there," Brianna said, "So I could tell what that guy was packing."

"Girls just know, you know," Jenna said.

"I doubt he had more than a little micropenis," Brianna said, "Nothing like my brother's giant dong."

"We'd be stupid to want anyone else," Jenna said. She pulled my boxers down around my ankles. My incredible, edible erection popped out. In a second, in a fraction of a second, Brianna's mouth was around my member. She sucked it in with vigor, with passion, like it was the best thing in the whole world, and it belonged in her mouth.

Well, her and her sister's. Brianna was a good twin and let Jenna take turns licking me. Both girls lollied at my pop, one by one. All I could do was stand there and groan. I could barely do that. Those girls had miracle mouths and I was about to fall over from it.

Amy rested her hand on my shoulder, like she was proud of me. Brianna reached back and cupped my balls. She worked her tongue up and down my shaft. Then Jenna pushed her off with a wet, smacking noise, and made a suction-tight seal around my dick. She pulled back.

SLLLLLUUUUUUURP

Then forward till her nose was pressed in my pubes. Then back again.

SLLLLLLUUUUUUURP. Dragging the loose skin up around my cockhead.

On the third repetition, I felt my balls tighten and I knew my sister was about to pull the cum right out of my cock as she sucked back.

"Oh my God, Jen I'm going to..."

Suddenly my shlong was in the open air. Even in the oppressive heat of the apartment, my cock felt cold compared to where it had just been. Both Jenna and Brianna were sprawled on the floor, Amy standing over them.

"Time for more dares!" she announced. Both my sisters looked disappointed, but they couldn't possibly have felt as let down as I did. I took a deep breath to steady myself. My nuts were practically vibrating now. I reached down to pull up my boxers, but Amy stopped me.

"Once clothes come off, they stay off," Amy said. Again, like she had the secret rulebook to Doing Dirty Dares with Siblings.

I started to protest, but Amy mouthed trust me and, well, at this point how could I not?

We all walked back over to the floor by the couches. I sat down, now completely naked. My butt felt sticky on the couch cushion, while my dick did its best Space Needle but taller impression over my thighs. I caught all three sisters staring straight at it. I guess I now understood how they felt having me eye up their tits and butts all the time. Not that that was ever going to stop me from doing it.

"My turn," Amy said, as if we were doing anything so formal as playing an actual game where people each took turns. "Since Jenna likes to be exposed so much, I think she should go stand in front of my window."

"That's not so bad," Jenna said.

"And masturbate," Amy said.

Jenna froze mid-stand.

"You can always get naked," Amy said. My younger sister glanced over at me, already in the state she was trying to avoid. I think it was pretty inevitable that we were all going to be clothes-less soon enough, but Amy's threat was apparently still effective.

Jenna took a deep breath and then a look of determination took over her face. She was the serious twin. The smart one. I know Amy thought we were all coddled, but Jenna really did fight for what she wanted. It was one of the many ways in which she was amazing.

Jenna walked right up to the landscape window. The entire city spread out before her. We were high, but it was only eight floors up. Anyone walking past could simply look up and see. There were other buildings around us, and they had a clear view, as well. It wasn't like being broadcast on the Internet, in some ways it was way worse.

Jenna dipped her right hand into her green panties.

"Underwear off," Amy said, "Let them all get a good look."

Jenna pushed her panties to the ground. Her pussy was bare, and it put her even further on display. Her hand grazed her clit and she shuddered, with a loud uhn. Remember, I'd seen my little sister's orgasm. Several times, in fact. I had a pretty good idea of what her apex looked like. I knew what a tiny bit of pleasure was versus her big, blow out bomb. My sister had barely touched herself and she was already cumming. HARD.

"Fuck those gummies are good," Amy muttered.

Jenna rubbed her clit with abandon. Before her first orgasm could finish another one steamrolled over her. Her body cinched and I swear she almost fell over. But she kept stroking herself. Thighs trembling. Knees bent. Eyes rolling up in her head. Pink, shaven pussy exposed to the world. Being in front of that window had to have been a massive turn-on for Jenna, considering how quickly her cums piled on top of each other.

Finally, my baby sister screamed like she'd been stabbed and tipped backward. She landed on her butt with a bounce, but it didn't stop her ecstasy, shaking her like a seizure.

"Oh God oh God oh God." The words spilled out of her mouth, then she finally stilled. Breaths coming in great, hungry gulps.

"Holy fuck," Brianna said. She stared at her twin like she'd just witnessed something divine in the truest sense of the word. Which, perhaps, she had.

Jenna slowly stood up, but her legs betrayed her, and she tumbled back down. She ended up crawling back to the couch. Her whole body seemed to radiate satisfaction. A dull smile played on her face.

Before anyone could issue another dare, Brianna jumped to her feet. "I want to do that," she declared.

"It's not a dare if someone already did it," Amy said. Seriously, where was she coming up with this stuff? "You can stand in front of the window. But your sister has to get you off."

Jenna groaned, neither a good nor a bad sound. If it bothered Brianna at all, she didn't show it. Instead, the buxom blonde pranced over to the window and stood there, staring out at the city.

Her twin crawled back over. Poor Jenna was still recovering from her own self-given orgasm and now she had to provide one to Brianna, as well. The brunette dutifully sat up on her knees. She pulled her twin's blue panties down and found her pussy. Unlike her sister, Brianna didn't shave at all -- she had a full, blonde bush between her legs.

I'd read a lot about how women were different than men and you couldn't just grab their private parts and go. Well, Jenna clearly hadn't heard that. She reached right into Brianna's little snatch and started strumming her sister's clit for all it was worth.

Brianna gasped. Her body cinched, but she stayed upright, eyes focused on the skyline. The blonde girl began to chant as her sister worked her over. "Here I am. Look at me. Here I am. Look at me." Like she was begging for the entire city to turn her way and marvel at the beautiful blonde getting jilled off by her own twin sister.

Jenna slid her hand up Brianna's back and unclipped her bra.

"Yeah, show them my huge tits," Brianna whispered. The cups fell away and now my sister was completely naked. Her breasts, impossibly massive, stood out in proud defiance of the laws of gravity. Her dark nipples pursed forward, begging to be pinched. Jenna obliged. One hand manipulated her sister's chest while the other worked her cunt.

Brianna gasped. "Oh fuck." It escaped her lips like steam from a kettle. She flushed as pink as her sister. Her whole body straightened. Went completely stiff. Then suddenly. "Oh FUCK!" Brianna shouted. Her mouth hung open in silent scream. She fell back to the side. Jenna quickly shifted from problem to solution, catching her twin and carefully helping her to the ground.

Brianna was clearly still enduring her orgasm. Her whole body seemed racked by it. For a moment, I legit thought we were going to have to call emergency, she seemed so overwhelmed by what her body was doing.

Finally, Brianna took a deep rasping breath. Her body softened and she started to move normally again.

"That was. Holy fuck. I mean. Wow."

"You OK?" Jenna asked. She was still holding her sister, looking down at her with concern.

"You, twinny-twin-twin, know how to rub a goddamn pussy," Brianna said.

"It was more than just me," Jenna said, but she blushed all the same.

"I think, maybe, we need to take a break from dirty dares," Amy said, "Before someone dies."

Again, I gave my older sister a disappointed look. What was she trying to do to me? But the blonde girl simply smirked and patted the ground for me to sit next to her. The twins made their way back over to the couch, as well.

We were all in a state of serious undress. Both Brianna and I were completely naked. Jenna was in only her bra. Amy was 'fully dressed' in that she had on both a bra and panties. That set a very low bar for what could be considered clothed in the apartment.

"Let's do some truths," Amy said, "Just for a little bit so you girls can recover, OK?"

We all nodded. I didn't remember agreeing to play Truth or Dare. Or, honestly, whatever the heck this game was. But at this point I think Amy could have told us we were going to play a game called 'clean my bathroom' and we'd all have readily agreed.

That said, I think the air went out of the room a little with Amy's suggestion. Both my younger sisters had been screaming in orgasm a moment before. My dick was so hard I could use it to chop ice. But we were all going to have a little chat, now. It was deflating in all the meanings of that word.

"Brianna, truth," Amy said, "Was that the best orgasm you've ever had?"

And just like that, the air was back in the room. This was almost as hot as watching my little sisters get off. OK, it wasn't close but still. It was damn good. My dick stiffened right back up again.

"No, it wasn't my best orgasm," Brianna said quickly, then stopped herself. She got quiet. "The first time. When Chase came in me? That was the best. By like, a lot."

I tried to keep the grin off my face, but I couldn't.

"See, you truly are special to your sisters," Amy said.

"Uh huh," I said, stupidly.

"Same question, Amy," Jenna said, grabbing a rare moment of control "Best orgasm?"

Amy looked at me, then nodded her head. I swore I saw her even blush a little. My all-business older sister. Was she really so shy about what I could do with her?

"I mean, obviously," Amy said, "I broke up with my boyfriend because of it."

"Wait," Brianna said, "You broke up with Luke?"

"You guys were together forever," Jenna said.

"You left your boyfriend so you could fuck your brother," Brianna said.

Amy nodded. Now she really was blushing. It was... I mean, of all the things I'd seen the past week or so. Everything that had passed my eyes: the tits, the pussies, the orgasms. Yet this, my sister quietly confessing that I'd made her cum harder than she ever had before, was by far the sexiest, most arresting, thing I'd ever witnessed. And then it got better.

"There were lots of reasons," Amy said. "We'd been fighting all the time and... But yeah. Yes. Chase, pushed me over the top in like, a bunch of different ways."

In that moment, I saw something in Amy I'd never noticed before. She was vulnerable. Her flushed body. The way she said each word, carefully, like it was a dangerous threat that might escape.

Amy done something totally insane. And she knew it. She didn't want to be happy about her choices, but she was. All that insecurity and worry rose right to the surface. I think all of us were shocked by it. Maybe Amy most of all. Our robotic older sister was human after all.

"Moving on," Amy said, quickly moving to change the subject, "Chase. Favorite sister?"

"Oh no, I'm not that stupid," I said.

"You have to answer," Amy said.

"Yes," Jenna and Brianna chorused. Oh my God these girls were going to be the death of me.

"I love you all equally," I said.

"I didn't say love, I said favorite," Amy said. She stared me down. She was going to make me do it, I could tell. This was another favorite game of hers: making me shame my younger sisters. At least before she'd done it behind their backs. Now both Brianna and Jenna were looking right at me. And I couldn't. Wouldn't.

"You're each my favorite in different ways," I said, crossing my arms.

"Booooo!" Jenna said. Brianna and Amy jeered and hissed. But I wouldn't budge. I would have been safer jumping out of an airplane into a pit of poisonous snakes circling electrified spikes covered in nuclear bombs than telling those girls I liked one of them more than the other.

"I don't think that's the truth," Amy said, "I think Chase should have to do a punishment." The twins both agreed with a little too much enthusiasm for my liking.

"Make him jerk off by the window," Jenna said.

"Make him go get more batteries from that guy," Brianna said.

"No, since our brother won't admit who his favorite sister is, I think we should have a competition to prove who it really is," Amy said. The girls' eyes all went alight at that. I didn't know what to think in that moment. I mean, this could be good, right? OK, I was probably doomed. Only my balls were now in so much pain I didn't care. My next orgasm felt so close and raw, it might kill me, anyway.



"Each of us will get a chance to do what we do best for our brother," Amy said, "To show him what we're made for. Then Chase will tell us who his true favorite is."

"Yes!" Brianna cried out, "Me first." She jumped up on all fours and turned around, presenting her pink little pussy right to me.

"Brianna! You can't do that!" Amy cried, "I just got you the stupid pill. You can't fuck your brother -- neither of you can."

Brianna and Jenna both looked positively despondent. What happened to 'no p in our c?' Where did 'we can't get pregnant' escape off to? God, if I'd ever doubted Amy before, I knew now for sure that she was telling the truth. My sisters wanted to get laid as bad as I did, if not worse. They were insane for incest. They just liked to pretend they didn't because that made them want to do it even more.

"Don't be sad, Bree," Amy said, "I know for a fact you've got a way better feature for your brother than a silly, sloppy pussy."

Brianna tilted her head, looking back legitimately confused.

"Bree," Amy said with disdain, "Your boobs."

"Oh right," Brianna said and giggled. As if to reinforce Amy's point, her gigantic tits jiggled as she laughed. "But what can Chase do with my breasts?"

I could think of a whole ton of things. Fortunately, Amy had an even better idea. "Come on little sis. It's obvious that you were built for titfucking."

Brianna smiled, as if saying oh goody. But then confusion filled her face. "How do I do that?"

Amy rolled her eyes. "You girls are the worst sluts, I swear." She got up and positioned my little sister flat on her back. She took Brianna's hands and put them on either side of her tits.

"When Chase puts his cock right here," Amy pointed to the center of Brianna's chest, "Just squeeze together and voila."

I certainly wasn't going to look this gift sister in the breasts. Not the way my dick was feeling. I stood up and squatted over Brianna. The blonde girl beamed at me, happy as could be.

"Do it Chase," Brianna said, "Fuck my giant fun bags."

Even after all this, I was still a bit surprised at my sister's enthusiasm. If anything, I should have been shocked that Brianna was willing to let me fuck her boobs instead of sticking it in her hot little hole. But then, she probably assumed that wasn't far off.

I sat down on Brianna's stomach, careful to keep my weight off her. I slid my dick forward. She pushed her breasts together as she'd been shown. Just like that, my cock was ensconced in my baby sister's ample tit flesh.

"Is that good for you, bro?" Brianna asked.

"Fuck yes," I said. I drew back, the pleasure already past indescribable. It wasn't a matter of if I would cum, but where. I had a lot of awesome options in front of me.

"Hang on," Amy said. She put her hand on my shoulder. Fuck! I knew that everything that had happened so far -- all the incredible experiences I'd had -- were due to my older sister. But in that moment, I was ready to murder her. "This will be even better with lube."

Amy pranced off to her bedroom. She came back with a tube of some liquid, I couldn't tell. It made a rude noise as it squished out into her hand. Amy pushed me back, leaving Brianna's chest open again. One stroke of my cock with that stuff and I knew it would be all over. Fortunately, Amy sensed the same thing. Instead she liberally applied the clear gel to Brianna's chest and breasts. The blond girl groaned as her older sister (unnecessarily) spread it over her nipples.

Amy stepped back and assessed her handiwork. "Now we're good to go," Amy said. She and Jenna both stood to the side and stared. If I'd paused for a moment, I'd have realized how weird this was. Two of my sisters watching me prepare to tit fuck the third. But pausing wasn't anywhere near an option now.

Once again, I slid forward. Brianna closed her tit flesh around my dick and HOLY FUCK. Being surrounded by Brianna's boobs had already been amazing. Now they were so slippery. Oh God please let me last more than a stroke and a half.

I pulled back over Brianna's buttery breasts and pushed forward. I groaned.

"That feel good, Chase?" Brianna kept asking me that question. Ironically, she'd always been insecure about her best assets. I think having me fuck her chest was literally driving the point home for her.

"Amazing," I gasped. I was already barely able to form words.

"It looks really hot," Jenna said.

"Feels hot," Brianna said, "Not like, if he was fucking me. But still super sexy."

"This is what you were built to do, baby!" Amy said.

"Uh huh," Brianna said. She lovingly rested her hand on the back of my head. I drew back again. I'd pumped my sister's tits twice. I'd exceeded any possible goals I might have. Hooray!

"You should, like, suck it," Amy said, "When his dick's by your mouth. Give it a little kiss."

I slid my cock forward and, sure enough, Brianna wrapped her lips around the head. That was already too much. God, I wanted to stay in my little sister's giant, slippery tits forever. I could have done that all day. And to get in her mouth, too, I mean, that was like eating a sundae on top of a slice of cake. It was almost too much sweetness.

Actually, it was too much. Way more than too much. I drew out of my sister's lips. I pulled back. The skin of my cock drew over the head. And I knew that I was already gone. I slid forward, instinctually. I felt my balls practically leap upwards. Brianna had her mouth open, ready to receive my cock again as it fired forward. She got something else instead.

A massive blast of hot, white cum shot out my dick and right into Brianna's mouth.

"Oh FUCK!" I cried, the ecstasy overwhelming me. I fought to keep my eyes open. Another gout of semen shot out of me and hit Brianna on the cheek. I roiled in pleasure as I covered my baby sister in my cum. Practically glazed her face. I couldn't believe how much was coming out of me. How the rapture of my orgasm kept on going.

My older sister had been edging me all day. All the taunting and teasing. Stopping the blowjob right before its apex. She'd been building me up to this. Now I was covering my sister in more cum than I thought I could create. I endured one long, ongoing orgasm like I'd never experienced. Strong and thrashing and almost painful it drew out for so long.

"Yes, cum on her face," I heard Amy say, somewhere far away from orgasm-land. "Cover your little sister. Show the world she's your slut."

Finally, I fell back. My cock stopped spurting but stayed hard. Brianna rolled over and looked at me. Her face was dripping white. Her eyes, her mouth, her hair. Even her earlobe. She looked like she'd gone bobbing for semen. She smiled at me and laughed, throatily.

"Looks like my brother likes me quite a bit," she said. She kissed me on the lips, and I tasted the salty slipperiness of my own ejaculation. Still warm. Brianna stood up and started cleaning her face with her tongue.

"Oh man, Bree!" Jenna said, "You got all of it, point blank."

"Don't worry," Amy said. She pointed at my crotch where my dick was still standing quite straight. "He's got plenty left for his other sister. Although." Amy looked at Jenna, evaluating her. Somehow, I managed to stand up. We all looked at Amy, like waiting for her pronouncement.

"Well, Brianna's body was obviously built for tit fucking," Amy said, "But I don't know what you're for, Jenna."

My brown-haired younger sister looked downcast. It was a mean thing to say to a girl that already, clearly, had body issues.

"I mean, you've got no tits," Amy said, "I guess your mouth is OK? Well, there's nothing for it. I guess that means you're here for your brother to fuck your ass."

Jenna's eyes went wide. Mine did too. I think the apartment, itself, gasped. Before Jenna could argue, Amy pushed the girl down till she was on all fours.

"I don't want to hurt my sister," I said, oddly brave. I missed that my brunette twin was already pointing her tiny ass up in the air. After all that I still hadn't learned, apparently, but Amy was going to keep teaching till I understood.

"Oh, don't worry about hurting little Jen," Amy said, "This is what she's meant for, right?" She slapped Jenna's ass hard. My younger sister grunted but she didn't say anything. "Just in case though, Brianna rub your twin's clit for her. Get her going."

Brianna eyed us both but didn't say a word. She got down and reached under Jenna. She found her sister's clit and started stroking it slowly.

"Going to need more of this," Amy said. She grabbed the tube of lube and squirted some onto her hand. She painted Jenna's backside. I couldn't help but notice my sister grind her body back as Amy grazed the girl's brown star.

Then she took my cock and did the same thing with the gel. I was still hard as hell. I didn't know how, but I was ready to go and whatever little strength I'd lost was brought right back by Amy's ministrations. But I could tell I wasn't nearly as sensitive as I'd been before my bout with Brianna. It was a weird combination: ready to go immediately and poised to stay for a good long time.

"Keep rubbing," Amy commanded Brianna. She took my dick in her slippery hand and placed the head right at Jenna's backdoor.

"Ready Jen?" I asked. My sister said something that sounded like yes but could have easily also been no. I looked back at Amy. She gave me the 'hurry up' sign. I pushed my cockhead against Jenna's rear opening.

I swear I intended on going slow. Maybe just the head at first. Maybe even less than that. I would take my time, let my little sister get used to it. Wouldn't move unless I was sure it was giving her pleasure. Or at least no pain.

I pressed the tip of my cock forward. I felt Jenna's tight asshole push back. I pressed a little harder and suddenly squuuuiiiip I was balls deep in my baby sister's ass. She let out a howl that couldn't be pleasure, but definitely wasn't pain.

"Oh ffffffuck!" she said.

I was so surprised at how easily it had all gone in, I almost fell forward. Grabbed at Jenna' thighs to hold me steady. I straightened up, my dick head-to-foot in the skinny brunette's butt. Jenna's body shifted back and forth slightly, and I realized that was Brianna, now jamming her twin's clit for all she was worth.

Jenna was gasping. Breaths coming in great gulps. Every exhalation she cursed and cried. "Oh God. Oh fuck. Oh God."

"Jenna are you OK?" I asked.

She responded with a low groan that -- as unexpected for her as it was for me -- shifted into a sister-induced clitoral orgasm. Jenna wailed like an animal, grunted and cried. But she held her butt tight around my cock.

I couldn't wait any longer. The urge to rut was far too much. I pulled my dick back and gently dragged it forward. I wanted to be gentle, of course. My little sister made my error clear.

"Dammit Chase. You've already jammed it in me. Now stop fucking around and fuck me!"

I didn't know if Jenna was actually enjoying this. From the sounds she made I was legitimately unsure. Maybe she hoped if I went quick, I'd get it over with. Regardless, I didn't have time to think it out. I had to honor my sister's request after all.

I drew back and began slamming Jenna's ass with abandon. My cock slipped in and out of her tight ring. The lube was more than doing its job. And her butt felt incredible. Jenna's reactions, her sobs and cries, urged me on even more.

I drew back and forward. Sawing into my sister. I'd been fucking her ass for minutes, my sister grunting lewdly with every thrust, but thanks to my earlier explosion I was nowhere close to cumming. I looked over at Brianna. She gave me a weak smile as she focused on getting her sister off, again and again.

"God you feel so good, Jen," I said.

"Uh huh," Jenna said.

"See? You really were made for this," Amy said.

"Uhhhhhn," Jenna said as another orgasm trampled through her. Brianna was doing a bang-up job. But now I noticed that Jenna was starting to meet my thrusts. She was squeezing and cinching her ass in time with me. And her little cums, getting every greater, seemed timed with my motions rather than Brianna's.

Jenna threw her head back and came, hard. Her ass clenched down and finally, finally, I felt my balls tingle. I was about to cum.

"Oh sis, I'm so close," I said.

"Oh God. Oh Good."

Brianna stopped rubbing her sister and stepped back. Jenna's enjoyment didn't even pause. She kept humping back against me.

"You have to Jenna," Amy said, "You've got to take it all."

Jenna whined, a deep animal sound from the back of her throat. Then she shook her head, brown ponytail bouncing back and forth. "Yeah," Jenna said, "OK. Give it to me Chase. Fill me up, big brother."

It was all the encouragement I needed. I drove forward one last time. The pleasure mixed with a strange kind of pain. And then I exploded inside my sister. I shouted her name as I came. I cried out into an empty universe and heard nothing but the echo of my own ecstasy.

There wasn't nearly as much cum as before, but still I felt rope after rope splatter inside my sister. Jenna's ass became even tighter, pulling the pleasure out of me like squeezing out an orange.

"Oh, my brother's cumming in my ass," Jenna cried out. She fell forward before I was finished. A couple burning, aching bursts spurted out of me and landed harmlessly on Amy's carpet. Jenna tumbled headfirst. She shook as the orgasm grabbed hold of her.

"Fffffffuuuuuck," Jenna hissed. She pulled her body into the fetal position and rolled. Her face went so red it looked ready to explode. She buried her head in her arms and finally went still. She began to sob. Big tears ran down her cheeks.

"Oh, Jenna. I'm so sorry," I said, meaning it. I quickly dropped to the ground and wrapped my arms around my sister. "You should have told me it was too much. I would have stopped."

"It's OK," Jenna said. She touched my cheek lightly. Smiled through her tears. "It was good. Just it was, like, a lot. A lot a lot."

"You need to clean off," Amy said, giving me a light kick. I extricated myself from my younger sister and got up. It was like walking on Jell-O, but I managed to get to Amy's bathroom. I turned on the shower and stepped in. I heard my sisters all talking, but then I was under the water. All I could hear was the hiss of heat as it washed over me.

*

I stepped out of the shower wrapped in a towel. My dick, so unstoppable before, was truly dead. Shriveled and hiding between my legs. My sisters were all sprawled on the floor, already asleep. I didn't think I'd taken that long of a shower. It looked like hours had passed.

The girls were all in their various states of undress. I almost laughed as I realized that Jenna still had her bra on. What we'd done was so raw and exposed, it was weird for her to be demure after.

I tiptoed around my sisters like they were landmines. Even Amy, who had her own bed, was sprawled on the living room floor. When I walked past her, she grabbed my ankle. She put her fingers to her lips and carefully stood. My gorgeous, blonde older sister dragged me back to her bedroom.

"I told you they wanted you," she said, chiding, when we were safe in her room.

"They're really conked out," I said, "I'd swear they were drunk by how they acted. How did you slip them the alcohol without them knowing it?

I sat down on the edge of the bed. Amy perched next to me. She was still in her black lacy underwear. I had nothing but the towel. Amy held my hand, affectionately. So much for my older sister not being that kind of girl.

"Your sisters weren't drunk, they were stoned out of their minds," Amy said, "Those were cannabis gummies they ate."

"Holy fuck," I said.

"When I've had an epic bad day, I eat like, maybe three. At most. Those girls had at least ten each. They were higher than Bob Marley on April 20th. Not that they needed that much of a push."

"They were kind of into it, weren't they?" I said.

"Kind of? Jeez they're like the incest queens, the two of them. I actually had to slow them down at one point," Amy said.

"I know," I said, "You were right. Like always. I'm lucky to have such an amazing older sister." I leaned over to kiss Amy, but she pushed me back.

"Save it big boy," she said, "You have tomorrow to get through."

"Tomorrow?"

"You haven't picked your favorite sister yet," Amy said, "Now rest up. I expect my best boy to be ready bright and early."

My blonde older sister lay back in bed. I tossed the towel aside and climbed under the covers naked. She didn't tell me no, so I scooched up next to her. I kissed the back of Amy's neck and she made a contented sigh, purring like a kitty. I wrapped my arm around my older sister, and we lay there in spoons till the sunrise.

*

I woke up, my erection pressed into my older sister's backside. You'd think I hadn't cum in years instead of hours by how hard I was against Amy's soft, warm body. My hardness was absolutely a result of sleeping next to my sexy sister, but it was further compounded by a terrible need to pee. My bladder ached like I'd drank gallons the day before and had neglected to empty it the entire time.

Amy didn't waste any time. As soon as she felt me stir, she grabbed me by the dick. Hard. I couldn't get any more erect, but Lord my body did try. The directness of her touch didn't affect my need to pee, however. If anything, it was another reminder that I was one false step from wetting her bed in a way that I knew she would not appreciate.

I groaned, somewhere between pleasure and pain. Amy squeezed tighter. She bent down and kissed the crown of my cock, then dragged me out from underneath the sheets as if my dick was a handle. My sexy blonde sister was still dressed in the lacy black bra and panties. Damn she looked so good. The face of an angel, the body of a devil, my older sister was a sexual fantasy made flesh.

I didn't have much time to evaluate her however, as my sister simply dragged me behind her, out of her bedroom and out into the open apartment. The living room was wrecked. There were pillows everywhere, discarded pizza boxes, and lost popcorn kernels. It still smelled of butter, grease, and sex.

The place looked like we'd hosted a wild orgy, which was fair because we had. At least it wasn't nearly as hot in the apartment. At some point during the night, Amy must have gotten up and turned down the thermostat because it was merely balmy. Warm enough for me to feel comfortable naked, despite the icy outside world I could see from Amy's window.

The twins were lying where we'd left them, mostly naked and sprawled on the ground. They'd cuddled up together as they slept, and it gave me all kinds of nasty ideas. Brianna's face still had white streaks from where I'd cum on her. Jenna's butthole was still gaping and a bit red.

"Lesbian, incest twins," Amy said, like she was pronouncing a sentence on them. Like it was the name of their new rock band.

I tried to pull out of my older sister's grasp and head to the bathroom, but she only tightened her fist around my dick. "Nuh uh uh," Amy shook her finger at me, playfully. "You're not escaping me yet."

I tried to explain that I was more than happy to stay in her grasp, in fact was questioning my own sanity in wanting to detach, but that I desperately needed to pee first. Amy didn't even let me get a word out. She pressed her lips to mine and kissed me, hard. She ran her tongue into my mouth, making loud smacking noises, clearly intending to get the sleeping twins' attention. The girls didn't stir.

Amy pushed me by the chest, back into the kitchen area. She never let go of my prick. Amy steered me around, like turning a motorboat with my cock as the throttle, so she was back up against the table. The wobbly, wooden thing was exactly the right height if she sat on it, but it certainly didn't seem stable enough. But that wasn't stopping my incredibly hot, blonde sister.



Amy boosted herself up with both hands. She grabbed my dick as tight as ever. It was like my penis was the source of all her oxygen, she could only let go for short bursts before grabbing hold once again. This would ordinarily be erotic as hell, but the strength of Amy's fist combined with my desperate need to piss made it more painful than anything else.

Amy giggled and rocked her little table back and forth. She spread her legs and pulled me forward. As I'd predicted, the perfect height. I wondered if that was a feature you could check off at Raymour & Flanigan. Do you have any fuck-level tables?

My beautiful blonde sister didn't bother to take off her panties. She just pulled the gusset aside and pulled me forward. "Oh, that's a good boy," she sighed as my cockhead made contact with her cunt. She was sopping wet, I could feel just from that.

With my dick resting right in Amy's open hole, I couldn't help myself. I reached up and grabbed her tits.

"Boys," she said and shook her head. But my older sister patiently reached back and undid her bra so I could heft her awesome breasts bare. They were large for her frame, perky as hell, and topped with cute little pink nubs. I leaned down and sucked at one of them. Amy groaned and rocked her pussy forward, reminding me I had far better places to be.

I took hold of my aching dick, ensuring it was still slotted, and slid forward. For how wet my sister was, I was amazed at how tightly her pussy squeezed around my cock. Yet, slowly, wonderfully, Amy's sex spread for my wanting cock. Amy groaned and growled as my penis pressed its way into her.

I drew back, drove forward, and finally filled my older sister all the way up. We both stood there. Amy sitting on her own kitchen table, arms wrapped casually around my neck. Thighs crossed tightly around my waist. My dick fully buried in her cunt. I rested one hand on the top of her backside. The other, I slipped around and cupped her right breast once again.

Amy's body was perfect. Especially when I got to be inside it. Even curled up like this her tummy looked flat as a plain. She smiled at me and I swear the sun in the room got even brighter. Amy squeezed down with her snatch and I started to see stars.

After everything that had happened the night before, I should have been good to go for hours without cumming. But being with Amy, her off-the-charts body -- the forbidden nature of bareback fucking my older sister -- it was enough to make me feel like a virgin all over again.

Worse, the need to pee amplified everything. The male body is designed in a way that even if I wanted to piss in my sister, I couldn't. The valve was simply switched off. But that didn't remove the urge to piss. It didn't change the pulsating pressure building up in my penis to explode outward. It added a bit of pain to my pleasure. It sparked a sense of even greater urgency. When I did cum, I knew the relief would feel even more desperate.

Amy seemed unaware of this. Instead she groaned and giggled, extra loud.

"Oh, I love my little brother's massive cock," she said. We hadn't started moving yet, we were still both enjoying the feeling of being connected so intimately. Amy repeated the words, louder this time. Accenting the words brother and cock to make it clear.

Finally, the twins began to stir on the ground. Brianna was completely naked. She sat up and her eyes went large, though still tiny in comparison to her massive chest. She nudged Jenna and the skinny girl did the same, though I noticed she winced a bit as she rolled onto her bottom.

"Wow, they're really doing it," Brianna said.

"Amy's fucking Chase," Jenna said, "His big dick is buried in our big sister."

At first, I didn't understand why the twins were so surprised. Was this really so different than what we'd done together? But then I remembered, the twins had never seen me with Amy. We'd talked about it. I told them I'd done it. Hearing about it and seeing it were clearly two different things.

The three of us were so used to Amy being untouchable. Even after we'd started doing sexy stuff, it still must have been quite a shock to see Amy prostate before my penis. I mean, maybe if she'd had me bound to the bed and was whipping me with a riding crop, they could have imagined it.

But this, seeing our older sister lying back and letting me give it to her, face scrunched up in helpless pleasure? Amy could have ridden around the apartment on a unicorn and it would have been less surprising. The only reason I wasn't shocked was I had seen it twice before. And even I wasn't one hundred percent I wasn't dreaming.

"Our brother feels so good in my bare pussy," Amy told the twins, matter-of-factly. "Now fuck me Chase. Fill me up with all your awesome sperm."

The twins both stood up, entranced. As if unaware of their mostly unclothed states. They stood on either side of me. Stared down to where I was attached to our older sister. Jenna reached down for Amy's clit but our sister pushed her away.

"None of that," Amy said, "Just our brother's awesome cock. That's all I need to cum."

Both girls stared down at where my body met Amy's. Where my cock disappeared into her pussy. Like they were hypnotized by the pulsing pressure of my penetration.

Amy slapped my bottom, bringing me back to the moment. "Come on stud. Show your sisters what they're missing."

That was more than enough encouragement for me. I drew back and began to slam my sister into the table. The wood squeaked and groaned in time with my thrusts, like it could break at any second. Amy did the same.

I felt Amy's cunt cinch around me. She started making sounds. We'd had sex before. Amy, I knew, was vocal. This? It was something else. My big, blonde sister turned into a needy, wanting animal. Unable to express anything except the pleasure of my penis. Amy cried out. She whimpered and mewled. She begged for my cock. Demanded it. She was a diva of sex. A prima donna of getting plowed.

Maybe my sister was acting. If she was, she was laying it on pretty thick. Pretending to be having the best sex of her life in front of the twins seems like something she would do. But I don't think so. I think she was legitimately over the cliff with ecstasy.

Because it wasn't just the sounds she made. The noises that no person even realizes they can create. Amy's arms and legs quivered with my every movement. Her face went red. Her eyes turned shockingly bright. I felt her pussy squeeze down, her orgasms racing through her one after the other.

No, I think Amy got off on the idea that she was getting laid while our little sisters had to stand idly by and watch her. I think she came just from the thought that she got to have all the pleasure while they'd settled for something far less. The way that she told them: our brother's in my pussy (which they had been prevented from the day before). His bare cock's going to fill me with his seed (which they clearly could not risk). It was like Amy was at Disney World while the twins were stuck back home taking algebra tests. They had to enjoy this vicariously while she got the good stuff. I think that sent Amy into paroxysms of pleasure that no penis, no matter how large or skilled, could put her through.

Amy started rambling. A font of words in a voice made raspy from all the shouting she'd already done. "God, Chase that massive dick feels so good in me. I really did it you know, what I said yesterday. Oh Fuck. I called Luke and dumped him. Because my brother -- my baby brother who used to make me tie his shoes for him -- fucks me so much better than my boyfriend ever could. You hear that Chase? I broke up with the love of my life, practically my fiance, for you. Because you... fuck... me... so... good. Do I fuck you good little bro? Am I the best sex you've ever had?"

"Y... yes," I said. I couldn't stop myself. I was standing right in front of my twin sisters. Who I'd both had sex with. And I was telling them that Amy was better. I didn't want to hurt their feelings. But I couldn't escape the truth with Amy's incredible, pink lie detector squeezing down on my cock. My younger sisters, for their part, said nothing.

"Do you want me to call him right now?" Amy asked. "I will. I'll call my ex-boyfriend in the middle of screwing my sibling and tell him I'm having the best sex of my life. That my little brother is making me, ohGod, cuuuum. I'm cumming on your cock. Oh fuck YES!"

I couldn't help myself. I had to tease Amy back. "Whose cock makes you cum better than any others?" I asked.

"Yours," Amy gasped, "My brother's."

"You're such a little slut letting your own brother fuck you. Aren't you?"

"Yes," she said.

"Who's the real incest queen?"

"I am," Amy said. "I'll do anything. For my brother's cock. His cum. Are you close, Chase? Are you going to inseminate your older sister? Give her your big load? Oh, put it all in my pussy. Do it Chase. Cum in me. Cum in meeeeee."

I was close. All that build up, I'm surprised I'd lasted as long as I did. To be honest, I'd been holding back a bit. Trying to make sure my sister got off before I did. Now that she was begging me to cum inside her, I stopped being careful and started fucking Amy for all I was worth.

"Wait," Amy said, "Not yet. Jenna. Brianna. Come look. Come see."

Amy gestured for the twins to come closer. To stare down at my penis pistoning in and out of my older sister's pussy. "See that, girls. That's how you fuck. Your brother's giant cock is in me. It's mine. Look at how hot that is. My little pink cunt can barely take all that massive meat. Doesn't that look good. Don't we both look so sexy?"

"It's so hot," Brianna said.

"Don't we look perfect together?" Amy said.

"Yes," Jenna said.

"And that's why I'm the favorite sister," Amy said. A wicked leer creeped across her face. "That's why I get it alllll and you get none. Chase can fuck your tits all day, Bree. And he can plumb your ass, Jen. But I get him in the cunt because I'm the best sister. And all you two can do is watch while he... fuck... Fucks me! Oh Chase, fu... fuck me so good, baby! Fill me up!"

I wanted to hold back in that moment, but I was too far gone. My sister was urging me onward. I could practically feel the whip at my flank. I buried my cock as deep as it would go in my older sister. My cum EXPLODED outwards.

The ejaculation, mixed with the almost unbearable tension of everything up to that point, I let loose in a way I'd never experienced. It really did feel like pissing, though some part of me knew it was not. Long hot streams of sperm roped out into Amy's pussy. Every burst a massive relief that ran through my body. It ached, too. Hurt. A pain that only made the pleasure more stark. More raw.

"Oh, I'm cumming. Cumming in my sister. Oh God I can't stop cumming in you, Ames," I streamed out words the way my dick shot sperm. Over and over, thick and hot, and barely in control.

"Yes! Oh I feel it in me. So hot! Making me... Oh making me cum. My little brother's making me CUM so GOOD!" Amy shuddered like I was shaking her. Her arms spasmed and her legs squeezed me close. Holding every ejaculation inside herself. I saw her chest flush red. Her perfect breasts flopped and shivered. Nipples so dark pink and hard they looked almost ready to bleed. Her green eyes flashed and rolled back to the whites.

Finally, Amy fell back, hitting the table with a bang. I expected the furniture to drop down with her, but somehow the legs held. Mine did not. I fell back out of my sister and on to the floor. The last of my cum dribbled out down my thigh.

I looked up through a haze of ecstasy and saw my twin sisters staring down at me. Watching my orgasm with a strange mix of excitement and remorse. Slowly, the orgasm drained out of me. Leaving me exhausted and with a desperate urge to pee, once again. I forced myself off the floor and ran to the bathroom.

I stood over the toilet. The pressure was unbearable, but for a moment, the piss wouldn't come out. Finally, it shot forward, burning. My whole body relaxed. It wasn't nearly as good as my orgasm, but there was something about it that extended the ecstasy a bit. Like a post sex cigarette, drifting slowly down the river of contentment.

I came back out of the bathroom. Amy was sitting up on the table, resting her arms on her hips. Her blonde hair hung over her bare breasts. A glob of white leaked out of her snatch and ran down her thigh. She was bright red and panting. She gave me a weary smile.

Jenna and Brianna were standing next to Amy. Brianna naked. Her twin wearing only a bra. Their faces troubled.

"Don't worry," I said, "That was just sex talk. Me and Amy. Of course, I love you all so much. Just give me a sec to recover. I can be there for you both, I promise."

"No, you won't," Amy said. Her voice was surprisingly strong. She sat up tall. How could anyone be imposing buck naked on a kitchen table with their brother's sperm leaking out of them? Amy found a way. "I meant what I said. I'm not risking you girls getting pregnant again."

"We'll go on the pill," Brianna said.

"Chase can pull out," Jenna said.

"No," Amy said, "You can do what you want, but I'm the only one that gets to have our brother that way. Admit it. You can't stop. Even now, God, you're thinking about destroying your lives just to have him. I won't let you. It's for your own good."

"But Amy," Jenna whined, "I mean, anal was good but I don't think I want it there. Not like, all the time anyway."

"At least you got to cum," Brianna said, "I didn't even get that. Just a giant load of semen all over my face."

"Get used to it girls," Amy said. She hopped off the table. "Those are the rules. You don't have to do it my way. You don't have to do your brother at all. You told Chase you didn't want to have sex with him. Well here you go."

Amy strutted past them. She grabbed my hand (my dick was too flaccid to be usable at that point) and pulled me into the bathroom with her. The last thing I saw was both my twin sisters' faces. They both looked about to cry.

*

As soon as the bathroom door clicked closed, Amy started to cackle. She hugged me close and kissed me on the lips.

"That was awesome, little brother. You really are the best," Amy said. She reached back and turned on the shower. "I need to clean up. You should too."

"But, Bree," I said, "Jenna. I don't know. Shouldn't I be there for them or something?"

"Please," Amy said, "Those little cunts need to stop playing games and get serious. Trust me, this is one more step on the road to something great."

Amy pulled open the shower door and stepped under the water. She glared at me until I joined her. She took out the soap and handed it to me. I looked at her perfect, tan body. Of course, I started to scrub every inch of it. Amy felt so soft and slippery. Her butt and breasts got the cleanest they've ever been in her entire life.

Amy grabbed the soap and rubbed me down, too.

"They need to understand that this is how it works, Chase," Amy said. "I'm... Excuse me. We're in charge."

"I just feel like, I mean, I know we're playing around and all. But I think this is hurting their feelings." It was hard to talk while Amy thoroughly cleaned my penis and balls. Again and again.

"Hurting their feelings?" Amy said, "Trust me, those brats need to learn their place before they can live with us."

I looked up at Amy. My older sister was slightly taller than me and it gave her this little imposing edge. Even when I wanted to give her my most dubious, doubting look, it felt childish and simple.

"I didn't dump Luke so I could rub my clitty all the time," Amy said, "And you're really going to turn down having all this whenever you want?" Amy gestured knowingly at her fantastic body. She didn't need to hear my response to know my answer.

"You can take the train to school from here," Amy said, "Best dorm room ever, don't you think? And good luck getting a better roommate."

I smiled. I had to admit that did sound nice. Living with Amy in her incredible apartment, she was going to see a serious uptake in the number of noise complaints she got from her neighbors. But I was a bit confused about the other part. "Ok, sure. But the twins are going to UCLA next fall," I said, "They're not going to live here."

"Chase, honey, I don't know if you have any idea how morning after pills work? But three days is already too late. They waited a whole week. Our baby sisters are going to have babies of their own. Twins, if we're lucky. The only class they'll be attending is Lamaze."

"Oh," I said. I felt my stomach twist a little. I'd loved having sex with Brianna and Jenna. And the pregnancy thing had been a total turn on at the time. But the reality of it? The twins had such bright futures. Had I actually ended them both?"

"Oh, come off it, Chase," Amy said, "I couldn't stop those two from fucking you if I wanted. If anything, this ensures they don't get in any worse trouble without us. It's better if they go to school here. With you. With us. We'll have so much fun together. The twins just need to admit they want it, too. And they will. Now that they think they can't have you? They'll want it even more. You think I closed the door? Please, I blew the whole building wide open. All those games they play. Pretending not to want it? Trust me, this will end that quick. And then they'll be ours. Yours and mine. Forever."

My older sister kissed me lovingly on the lips. She switched off the shower and stepped out. A moment later, I heard he bathroom door close behind her.

I stood there, water dripping off me, for a long time. Stared at the tile, my reflection all distorted. I'd seen plenty of movies where the villain lays out their master plan for the hero. It always seemed so stupid. Yet Amy had done it, right in front of me, like it was nothing at all. The reality wasn't funny at all. It was frightening.

I stepped out of the shower and dried myself off. Not really thinking about anything, totally overwhelmed by everything.

When I got out of the bathroom, I saw the twins were already dressed. I walked through to Amy's bedroom, all four eyes leveled at me in silence.

Amy was pulling on her coat, already wearing a blouse and skirt like she was heading off to work. "Your train's in about an hour," she said, "We need to get going if you're going to get home."

I wanted to argue. To keep debating the issue. I said nothing. Just got dressed, packed my own suitcase, and came back out again. The twins didn't say anything to me as I reentered the room. Our bags were all packed. The apartment remarkably clean.

We grabbed our things to go.

"Hang on," Jenna said, just as we were about to leave Amy's apartment. She ran back to the bathroom.

"Dammit, Jenna, we're already running late," Amy said.

Jenna didn't even turn her head. She sprinted into the bathroom and closed the door. A minute later, it popped open and she ran back.

"Sorry, had to pee one last time before we left," she said.

"You didn't even flush," Amy said with a look of disgust.

"Or wash your hands," I said.

Jenna shrugged at us both. "We're in a rush, like you said."

Amy groaned, but she stepped out of her apartment and we followed.

We walked to the subway and took it back to the main train station. Amy waited with us and we all shared a tense breakfast. I had a buttered bagel. The twins both ate bananas. I tried not to perv, but I couldn't help myself. The girls looked even better freshly fucked than they had beforehand. God damn I was already in so much trouble.

When the train arrived, we dragged our bags behind us and headed off. The walk to the train felt less like Harry Potter and more like going to actual boarding school. The twins started striding down the gangway immediately. But before I could follow them, Amy quickly pulled me aside.



"Remember what you learned this weekend, Chase," Amy said.

"Only the butt and boobs?" I asked.

Amy rolled her eyes and cuffed me on the shoulder. I tried to smile, but I couldn't form it. I felt like such a dick. A particularly pertinent description.

"Stop moping," Amy said, "I know what's best for all of us. When we were stripping together last weekend? When I brought home all the alcohol and we did it the second time? The gummies and the heat at my apartment? I've been right every time. You know it. I want you so bad, Chase. I know you want me, too. Think of it. All your sexy sisters to yourself. Me especially. You own my body. You'll own all your sisters soon enough."

I looked around to see if anyone was listening. The station was busy, and Amy wasn't being quiet one bit.

"Trust me this one last time," Amy said, "It's all going to work out great, I promise."

"But the twins."

"They want this, too," Amy said. "They won't admit it, but they do."

I did a better job of smiling this time. I got on the train and found my younger sisters sitting on a long bench by the back. They'd saved me a seat across from them. When the train took off, they started to smile. Brianna crossed over and rested her head on my shoulder. Jenna did the same on the other side.

We travelled home together, never saying a word.

*

My Dad met us at the station and drove us home.

"Did you have a good time?" he asked.

"Yes," we chorused, the exhaustion of everything seeping through.

"Good," Dad said, "Hopefully you can go back soon." We eyed each other cautiously.

It was late when we got home. The train seemed to take so much longer the way back, I don't know why. We had dinner with my parents and watched some TV. I went upstairs to my room and unpacked. It didn't take long.

I heard my Mom and Dad go to bed and I slipped out of my bedroom. I expected the twins to be in their own rooms, but I heard whispering coming from the TV room. I snuck down the stairs. Jenna and Brianna were sitting on the couch. They were both wearing their standard bed uniforms of a tank top and panties. God, they looked so good.

"Hi Chase," they both said and smiled, wanly.

"Look, about this weekend," I said. I sat down on the couch between them. Brianna tousled my hair and Jenna stroked my arm. Even normal-level touching felt like a total come on with the twins these days.

"It was fun," Brianna said.

"Definitely," Jenna said, "We can't wait to go back."

"Really?" I said.

"Of course, silly," Brianna said.

"We know you two were just doing sexy talk," Jenna said, "Saying stuff you didn't mean because it was a turn on at the time."

"OK, good," I said, "Cause it was. I love having..." I glanced around. My parents were right up the hallway. I turned my voice down to whisper. "I like being with you both."

"Us too," Brianna said. Jenna raised an eyebrow at her sister but said nothing.

"And the pill thing," I said.

"We took them," Jenna said, "I'm sure if you did anything inside us, it's all gone."

"Definitely," Brianna said.

I eyed them both. I tried to break into my confession, but I couldn't. They both looked so innocent and happy sitting there on the couch. Maybe they were right. Maybe it was all better. I mean, who knew their bodies better than them?

It was all such a jumble. I didn't see how I could make it straight again. Certainly not with words. Though my actions weren't much better.

"We're not mad at you, Chase," Brianna said.

"Believe us," Jenna said.

"Here, we'll show you," Brianna said. Both twins slid down to the ground. They got on their knees. Eager eyes looking up at mine on the couch.

"Girls, you don't have to do this," I said. My pants were already pulled down below my knees.

"We know," Jenna said.

"We want to," Brianna said. The buxom blonde girl reached up and grabbed my dick at the base. She dragged me forward (I was starting to get annoyed by how often this was done to me) and pulled me into Jenna's open mouth. The skinny brunette looked up at me, supplicant, while she swallowed my cock.

The twins were a perfect working pair. Jenna sucking up and down while her sister worked me forward and back with her fist. Then they switched, Brianna sucking me in while her tiny twin jacked me off.

I'd had so much sex the last few days, my cum was nowhere close. But my sisters felt so good; looked so sexy. Their innocent faces contorted around my cock. They switched again and I groaned as Jenna wrapped her tongue around my shaft.

"Shhh," Brianna said, the only one with her mouth free. "Mom and Dad are, like, right there." Jenna groaned almost as loudly as I did. Brianna looked over at her twin and gave her a light slap on the shoulder. "What did I just say?"

I noticed that Jenna had her hand between her legs, dipped under the waistband of her little panties. Brianna noticed, too and started doing the same.

"You want me to? I know what Amy said. But you're both so hot and I..."

"No, it's OK," Jenna said, pulling off my penis with a pop, "She's right. Until we get on the pill you shouldn't be in our pussies."

"Amy acts like she's mean, but she has our best interests at heart," Brianna said, "We know that."

"Besides, don't you like having your sexy sisters suck you off?" Jenna asked.

I nodded. It was Brianna's turn to lick, and she went after it with gusto. Jenna looked up at me, both hands now buried in her snatch.

"Getting close," I said. I was. My blonde baby sister had me right on the edge. For a girl who'd only seen her first dick a few days ago, she was already on her way to being a blowjob master.

"Mmmhmmm," she hummed, only increasing her efforts.

"Cum, Chase," Jenna said. "I'm really close, too. Let's cum together. Shoot your sperm down your slutty sister's throat."

Brianna choked a little at her twin's words, but she didn't stop sucking. Jenna gasped and I saw her whole body flush as pink as her cheeks. Her tiny breasts even jiggled a bit and she tipped over onto her side. Shaking.

I felt the cum rise up my shaft. The pleasure overtook me. My whole body stiffened. Brianna slipped me out of her mouth. Gave me two quick jerks and I exploded, my cock aimed right at Jenna.

"Oh ffffFUCK!" I couldn't help it. I cried out. A font of white splashed on Jenna's shirt. Brianna aimed me higher. I exploded onto Jenna's elfin face. Not nearly as much as I'd put on the blonde girl, herself, the day before. But enough to get Jenna good and coated. A long stream went from her eye down to her chin.

Jenna was too overcome with orgasm to care. Her eyes squeezed shut as I bathed her. I was barely able to pay attention myself. My knees went week and I dropped to the ground next to my sisters.

"Again, I'm the only one who didn't get off," Brianna said, pouting. I looked over at Jenna and we shared a smile. We both tackled Brianna to the ground. Jenna ripped her twin's bottoms off, and I spread her thick thighs.

Jenna ran her fingers through the cum on her face, collecting it. Then she began tracing her greasy fingers over Brianna's massive boobs. The blonde girl groaned. Seeing the top was taken care of, I put two of my own fingers inside Brianna's snatch. They slipped in easily.

I pumped her pussy with my fingers and used my thumb on her clit. Jenna pinched and squeezed Brianna's nipples. It took only a moment to push her over the top. Brianna's back arched. Her hand flew down and held us both in place. She shivered, then dropped back, done.

We lay on the living room floor, entangled with each other. I hugged Brianna and Jenna close.

"I'm sorry," I said, "I'm really truly so sorry. For everything I said. Everything I did."

"Oh, Chase," Jenna said.

"Please don't be this way," Brianna said. They were slipping into twin-speak again. I did my best to keep track.

"We're sorry, too," Jenna said, "We say one thing."

"Do another," Brianna said.

"It has to be hard for you," Jenna said.

"Well, we also make you less hard," Brianna said, lifting my flaccid penis like presenting an example. She giggled.

"No, but... All of it. I just never wanted to hurt you," I said.

"Chase stop," Brianna said.

"Seriously," Jenna said, "We had fun. The break's over, but we'll see each other in the spring and figure things out from there."

"We took the pills," Brianna said.

"There's no harm done," Jenna said.

I tried to keep going, to explain that the pills wouldn't work. That the twins weren't going anywhere. That Amy had plotted their doom and I'd unwittingly contributed to it.

The twins didn't let me say it. Instead, my sisters practically pushed me off to bed. Hugs and kisses carefully placed to keep me quiet.

I climbed into bed, still naked. My cock sticky with my sisters' saliva. I told myself everything was OK. My sisters had said everything was OK. Eventually, I got tired of thinking it, and drifted off.

*

While I lay back in bed, unawares, Jenna and Brianna marched back to the living room.

Both picked up their clothes and got dressed again. They sat back down on the couch. The room was lit only slightly by the ambient brightness of the nearby electronics. A similar smile playing on their lips, barely visible to each other in the near-darkness.

"He really is a sweet boy," Jenna said, "Our big brother."

"He tries so hard," Brianna said.

"Maybe too hard," Jenna said.

"Yes, but he's not the problem," Brianna said.

"Agreed," Jenna said.

"Amy," the girls chorused. They both sat back with a sigh.

"So, we're agreed?" Jenna said. Brianna nodded. Both twins looked each other in the eye. So very similar. So very much the same.

"Revenge."

To be continued...


It's Only Fair Pt. 04

The final chapter! Worlds will live! Worlds will die! OK, probably not. But a man WILL have sex with his sister! Maybe several of them, in fact.

Everyone here is over the age of 18.

*****

I had the holiday break of a lifetime. While my classmates were wasting their holidays shoveling heavy snow, visiting cranky relatives, and getting crappy gifts, I was having wild orgies with my three sexy sisters.

It all started when I accidentally saw my older sister, Amy, naked. I didn't need Amy's clothes off to know she was amazing. My sister was tall, blonde, with a body that broke my brain and a face that fractured my heart. Seeing Amy naked had been like getting a free, all-access preview of heaven. Five seconds was more than any human could endure - and just enough to make me want to spend an eternity there.

That had led to a 'punishment' where Amy stripped me and our younger, twin sisters: Brianna and Jenna. I say it was a penalty, but it was really a reward. The twins were truly stunning. Brianna, blonde, with massive breasts and Jenna, brunette, and athletic. One of them, alone, could fill your spank bank till it overflowed. I ended up having sex with both twins that night, cumming in my unprotected baby sisters.

The next day, I screwed the incredible Amy, herself. Then we played another stripping game and we all had sex, once again. Further insemination ensued. What can I say? I was a busy boy.

If that wasn't enough, the next weekend we all visited Amy at her apartment for another round of dirty stuff. Despite Amy's insistence that I was the one running the show, she established her dominance over all of us. She controlled the when, the where, and even the how of my having sex with my sisters.

At the end of the festivities, like a cartoon supervillain gloating over her plans, Amy confided it all to me. These hadn't been accidental escapades - Amy enjoyed having sex with me and wanted more. But she needed the twins to be involved, too. It was the only way she could justify her actions to herself. Yes, I know this makes no sense, but Amy said it so here we are.

Amy's plan to draw us into her web? Get the twins pregnant, keep them from going across the country for college in the fall, and have all of us move in with her for a never-ending parade of perversity. Like I said, nutso crazy batshit whacky stuff. But also kind of awesome if you think about it?

So yes, as bizarre as Amy's plan was, I was in for it.

The twins, however, were less enthused about everything that had happened that weekend and I doubted that Amy's secret pregnancy plans for them would change their minds. My older sister was convinced that my younger sisters would come around to our way of thinking. But I wasn't so sure.

We left Amy's apartment with everything still in flux. This was a huge moment, a cliffhanger ending that had consequences for my entire life. Only I wasn't around to find out what would happen. Because the day after our second wanton weekend, I was back at school.

Just like that, winter break ended, and reality snapped back into place. I was no longer Chase: sibling-fucking sex god. I was regular Chase: college student who didn't even have a girlfriend. It was such a complete transformation, I spent the first few days back at school feeling dizzy.

Like the last time things had been put on pause, I naively took my sisters at their words and assumed that sexy times would soon be straight ahead. But when I texted Amy, she blew me off. And not in the good way. My dorm was only a few subway stops away from her apartment downtown. We could have easily visited each other. Even met halfway. But my older sister was too busy to even sext, let alone show up for the actual thing.

At least Amy was willing to write back. My younger sisters simply ghosted me.

I guess I should have been angry. Or upset. Instead I chose to be both. That isn't a good way to live, but I was getting good at it. I told myself it was only sex, nothing to get worked up about. If it meant no shtupping till spring break, well, that was annoying but not devastating.

Except it sort of was. Not the intercourse part. Though sure, that too. No, something far more disturbing was happening: I'd started to fall in love with my sisters. Not in the sibling way, because that's ingrained from birth. The love love way. The 'can't live without you' way that Harry Connick Jr sings about. The way that no brother is ever supposed to feel about his sister (let alone sisters). Yes, I had that.

And once I was aware it was there, I couldn't shake it off me. Worse, I felt like the world could see it as I walked around. There goes the weirdo in love with his sisters. Yes, all three of them. No, I don't think they have a vaccine, yet.

That's what really worried me about the lack of texts - that my sisters had figured it out, could see my love splattered all over their cell phone screens, and were ignoring me in the dire hope that I would move on. Sibling sex is wrong, sure, but I bet it happens a lot more than people admit. Sibling love, though, that's a whole other can of poisonous murder snakes. There was no way my sisters felt that.

I found myself trapped between two diametrically opposed urges. I wanted to be with my sisters more than anything, yet I was terrified of what would happen if we got back together; if they found out how I felt. Their silence those first few weeks was both the best thing and the worst thing that could have happened. And I was stuck wallowing in between.

And so - with nothing to do but flounder in my feelings - I reluctantly settled back into regular college life. It's weird how you can feel so isolated in a place with fourteen thousand people. I was living on campus in a tiny dorm room that looked more like a prison than student housing. Small rooms, cement walls, and shared bathrooms. My roommate had a serious girlfriend, and he was usually over at her place. I had a few friends and we hung out occasionally. Mostly, though, I was alone.

Then, out of nowhere, right in the middle of my Monday morning Shakespearean Lit course, I got the family text I'd been hoping for. But it wasn't from any of my sisters. It was my Dad.

"We need to talk."

Shit. He even put a period at the end of the sentence. That was a really bad sign.

Immediately, every worst-case scenario I could think of raced through my mind. Was that why I hadn't heard from my sisters? Had my parents found out about what had happened over break? Oh my God, if my father knew I was fucking Amy, Brianna and Jenna, I'd be a dead man. If he found out I might have knocked up the twins, he'd kill me twice.

I jumped out of my seat, mid-lecture, and raced out of the building. I found a quiet spot on the quad, put in my AirPods, and prayed to the incest gods for mercy. I could barely click my Dad's name on the contacts list, my hands were shaking so bad.

"H...Hi Dad."

"How's school?" my father asked cheerfully.

"Fine," I said. He sounded OK. Maybe this was OK?

"We need to talk about the twins," Dad said. Nope. Not fine. Nothing was fine. "Can you tell me what you've been doing with your younger sisters?"

Maybe if I jumped in front of traffic, I'd be OK. Getting smacked by a two-ton vehicle and then ground to paste would be so much less painful than listening to what was about to come next.

"Dad, I... I mean, I can explain. I will. It's just..."

"I knew you were close to Brianna and Jenna," my Dad said, "Well, closer than you ever were with Amy. Though that's not saying much."

"Amy, yes. I mean, I guess it all started with her..."

"Really? I find that hard to believe," Dad said, "Anyway, all I can say is, your Mom's thrilled."

Wait. What?

"Wait. What?"

"What?" Dad asked.

"Did you just say Mom's thrilled?"

"Of course," Dad said, "She's so happy the three of you are getting along. If you heard half the things the twins have been saying about you lately? You'd get a swelled head."

"A what?"

"Chase is so smart. Chase is so fun to be around. Chase is so funny," Dad said, mimicking a high-pitched sister voice. "All day every day the two of them go on and on about what a great time they had with you during winter break and how much they miss you. I'm starting to wonder where this cool guy is, myself."

My heartbeat started to slow. Finally, it sunk in. My father wasn't angry at all. He was pleased? About my newfound closeness with my sisters? Oh Dad, if you only knew.

I started to take deep breaths again. Felt my shoulders loosen. If humans, like cats, have nine lives, I'd burned through three of them standing there and listening on the phone.

"Anyway, the girls are both after me about coming to visit you at school," Dad said, "I don't see what the big deal is. They're already going to UCLA, it's not like they're touring campuses. But they keep saying how much they miss you and they want to see what college life is like. Anyway, I told them you were busy with classes and it wasn't appropriate. You in that little dorm room, I mean, where would they even sleep?"

Where, indeed. I smiled, despite myself. My near-death experience hadn't stopped me from seeing my sisters in a less than brotherly way.

"So, we've talked it out and, if you're OK with it, Jenna will come up and see you this weekend," Dad said.

"Jenna?" I asked. I couldn't help it, my heart soar.

"Brianna has some sleepover thing at a friend's this weekend. But Jenna's around and she wants to see you. If it all works out, if Jenna's well behaved and doesn't drive you too crazy, then Brianna might visit you a few weeks after. Honestly, it's probably for the best to have them come one at a time. I know it takes a lot to keep up with the two of them. I don't want to wear you out prematurely."

Oh, the twins had worn me out in only the best ways so far. Having only Jenna around would be almost quaint. I told my Dad that she was more than welcome to visit.

"Excellent. I think this is a real chance for the girls to prepare for college, so I want you to give Jenna the complete experience. I know it's not her first time doing this kind of thing, but I want to make sure she gets it. Don't be afraid to get down and dirty. Really pound it into her, you know?"

"Understood," I said.

"Great!" Dad said. We agreed he'd drop Jenna off that Friday morning so she could go to a few classes with me. He'd come get her at my dorm on Sunday.

After I got off the phone with my father, I went through the logistics of a sisterly visit. I filled out the forms for having a guest in the dorms. I made sure my sister could attend my classes with me for the day. I tried to reach my roommate, but I ended up leaving him a voicemail and some texts, hoping that he would be OK with it. It was so unlikely he'd even be in the room, but I wanted to be sure.

The rest of the week went by in a blur. I think I went to classes? I'm not sure. I was legit giddy, barely able to eat or sleep. You'd think I was anticipating the arrival of Santa Claus, not my baby sis. Any worries I had about letting my secret love slip, they were washed away in a typhoon of adrenaline and hormones.

The night before she was due to arrive, I finally heard from my younger sister. My phone shook with a text.

Jenna: Sorry it's been awhile since I wrote you.

Me: No worries, I'm sure you're busy.

(That's me. Mr. Cool. I haven't been lying around for weeks pining for you, alternately crying out and cursing your name, no sir.)

Me: Looking forward to seeing you tomorrow.

Jenna: Me too. We need to talk.

And there they were. The four words I knew my sister would say. Amy told me this was part of the twins' turn-on - telling me no till they were screaming yes. As my older sister had explained it, the twins had no problem with sibling sex. But they had to be 'forced' into it. This wasn't an objection, it was foreplay.

Me: You want to call now?

Jenna: Nah. We can do it in person.

Me: Sure thing. Soon as I see you.

Jenna: K. Thx.

I went to bed somehow even more excited than I was before. Jenna's text had quelled any of my remaining concerns about the nature of her visit. If my sister wanted to talk to me about not having sex, I was going to get laid for sure.

*

I woke up early the next morning, got dressed, and stood out front of my dorm. It was icy cold out, the ground still covered in brown snow from a month before. Yet, for the first time, I felt like I could see the early threads of spring threatening to rise beyond the horizon.

A few minutes later, my Dad's Cayenne pulled up to the curb. He jumped out and shook my hand, the wan winter sun reflected off his mostly-bald pate. Then, already panting from the exertion, Dad went back to the car and popped the trunk.

The back door opened and there was Jenna. Fuck me. My sister looked good.

Jenna was wearing a tan pea coat with white, furry fringes. A few strands of brown hair slipped out of her knit, white hat. Jenna's always-pinkish cheeks were apple red from the cold and her green eyes shown like beacons. I could tell my younger sister was trying to look serious, but her face broke into a wide smile soon as she saw me.

You ever look at someone and feel your heart crack? I was going to be picking up little pieces of aorta for days.

My Dad came up to the curb, dragging a rollaway black suitcase behind him. He gave me the bag, then tried to hand me a couple of crisp hundred-dollar bills. I pushed his hand away - jeez, wasn't my allowance enough? - but my father insisted.

"You're already doing me a huge favor," Dad said, "Let me make sure I'm not putting you out even more." So now, not only was Dad unknowingly pimping out his daughter, he was paying me for the privilege. I did feel bad about that. Sort of.

"If Jenna gives you any trouble, I'll come get her right away," Dad said, "Seriously, don't worry about it a bit." I don't know what he expected. This was a petite, shy 18-year-old girl. But my father kept acting like he was leaving me alone with a rabid wolverine.

Finally, Dad got back in the car and pulled away. As soon as he was gone, Jenna gave me a tight hug.

"It's good to see you," I said, meaning it. I swear I felt a tear well up in my eye. Good lord, I was so shattered for my sibling. I quickly changed the subject.

"Time for class," I said, "We can throw your bag upstairs afterwards."

Jenna grabbed my hand and let me lead her across campus.

"Seriously, Chase," Jenna said, "I really want to talk to you."

"As soon as classes are over," I said, "First chance we get."

Jenna nodded. She understood the seriousness of schoolwork.

"So, Brianna's at a sleepover?" I asked as we walked across the quad.

"What? Oh, ummm yes," Jenna said. She wouldn't look me in the eye as she said it. Dammit. I'd told myself I'd be able to keep things under control. That when Jenna was here, I would keep my feelings from fucking things up. Now that I could see her pretty face, hold her thin, warm hand, everything exploded out.

"You know, it hurts my feelings that you and Bree don't text me back," I said.

"Oh, Chase," Jenna said and kept walking.

I spent most of the class shooting glances at my sister rather than listening to the lecture. Jenna, on the other hand, was enraptured by the experience. She'd even brought a little notepad and was jotting things down. It was cute, how studious my sister was, despite the fact that there was nothing for her to study.

We went to a second class after that, then got lunch in the cafeteria. The whole time I played tour guide, explaining all the intricacies of college life to my not-so-innocent sister.

Everywhere we went, I could see Jenna was getting looks. It wasn't that she was dressed inappropriately: my younger sister was in her usual jeans with a sweater - a tight, purple turtleneck. But Jenna is super cute, with her long brown hair, tight body, and elfin face with permanently pinkish cheeks. It made me proud to be seen with her, even if she was just my sibling.

After lunch, I could tell Jenna was eager to get on with her oh-so-serious conversation, but I had another class in the afternoon. I offered to let her go hang out in my dorm room and wait, but Jenna insisted on coming along. This next class was a three-hour monster. I intentionally scheduled things this way because it allowed me to create off-days. This semester, for example, I had no classes at all on Tuesdays. But the setup made me suffer through some marathon sessions.

Jenna, for her part didn't complain. My sister, always so serious, was almost as bubbly as Brianna that day. Having her around was like having a companion, a buddy, who made everything more fun.

Like having a girlfriend.

When class finally ended, it was time for dinner. We went to the dorm dining hall this time. Again, my sexy little sister got some appreciative looks while we ate. She didn't seem to notice. Not that she only had eyes for me, either. Instead, Jenna seemed too nervous to notice much of anything. The closer we got to 'the conversation' the more fidgety my sister became.

Finally, we went upstairs to my dorm room. Jenna had been schlepping her suitcase all day. When we got to the room, she dropped it on the ground like it was a dead animal. Then she flopped onto my bed.

The room was empty. It almost always was. Like I said, my roommate had a serious girlfriend and they were serious about making out in places other than his dorm room. I almost never saw the guy. Most of my friends were convinced he was a myth.

"It's really warm in here," Jenna said. She lifted off her turtleneck and tossed it to the side. She had on a little yellow t-shirt underneath.

"Totally," I said. I sat down next to her on the bed and pulled off my own sweater, also leaving me in a t-shirt.

"Chase, hold on," Jenna said. She swiveled her knees to face me. She put her little hand on my chest. "I know we did some dirty stuff a few weekends ago."

"Yes," I said. I leaned in and kissed her on the lips. A loud, wet smack.

"And the week before that, as well," Jenna said. I kissed her again. Smack. "I don't want you to get the wrong impression about me. About us."

I reached over and lifted my sister's shirt over her head. She raised her arms to make it easier for me. She had on a deep blue, lacy bra. Her little chest barely needed one.

"I know sometimes I say these things and I hurt your feelings," Jenna said.

"My feelings aren't hurt," I said, and I lifted off my own t-shirt.

"What we did together was very special to me. To Brianna too. But we can't keep doing this. We're brother and sister."

"Totally," I said. I reached around and unsnapped Jenna's bra. Her perfect little breasts popped free. Her pink nipples were already puffing outward with arousal. I leaned down and kissed one of them. Another wet sucking noise.

"The sex is great," Jenna said, "Amazing. Even when it's not exactly sex." I slid my hands down Jenna's tight stomach and unsnapped her jeans. "What we have is special, you know? But that's all the more reason that we shouldn't keep doing this."

I pulled Jenna's pants down her legs. She lifted her butt to let me. I took off my own pants and let them pool on the ground. Both of us were just in our bottoms now: Jenna in a pair of cotton white panties and me in dark blue boxer briefs.

"I understand," I said, "I want you to know how much it means to me that you can say these things. Your feelings are important to me and I hope you feel respected and heard."

I put my hands on Jenna's bare shoulders and kissed her on the lips, dancing my tongue against hers.

"Good," Jenna said, "Thank you, Chase." She leaned back and pulled me forward, placing my hardness between her legs. Still kissing, I ground my penis against her pussy. We both groaned at the contact.



"You mean the world to me, Jenna," I said. I pushed my hands down to my sister's waist and stripped off her panties. She reached for my underwear and pulled it off, as well. Jenna didn't stop there, though. She grabbed my now-bare cock and pulled it forward. Placed it at her pussy. Centimeters from Shangri-La.

Jenna's eyes glowed emerald up at me. In that moment, if I had any doubt about my feelings, that gaze simply burned them away. "You mean a lot to me, too, Chase," Jenna said. She pulled me forward.

"Fuck yes," we cried in unison as my penis penetrated my little sister. She was so tight, I could barely even get the head in. She was so wet, it was a miracle I didn't go balls deep with one push. I was going to need to change these sheets for sure.

I drew back and was able to get about halfway in. One more thrust and I was buried. My sister shook as my nuts bounced off her ass. She crossed her arms around my neck and kissed me. Teased at my tongue with her own. We started building a rhythm together. Brother and sister. Connected in ways no siblings ever should be.

"Fuck you feel so good," I told her. Jenna giggled and kissed me again. I ran my hands up and squeezed her little tits.

"You sure you don't miss Brianna's big ones?" Jenna asked.

"Fuck no," I said, "Your body is perfect the way it is."

"Well, I definitely missed your big one," Jenna said. She squeezed down on my cock with her cunt. Fuck, my sister really was built for sex.

"It is a little weird," I said, "Doing this with just one woman in the room."

"I know, right?" Jenna said, "Someone should be stroking my clit right now."

"On it," I said. I paused my pumping and paid attention to Jenna's hot spot. I rubbed her little nub back and forth. She started panting. Groaning. Her pink face went bright red and her eyes rolled back. She sucked in air, almost louder than a scream. Then went still. Only Jenna's pussy moved, tightened, practically squeezing my cock right out of her. I fought to stay inside that happiest of places.

I realized that Jenna still wasn't breathing. I looked at her with alarm. Finally, she opened her mouth and took a huge gasp of air. Her whole body shook, paroxysms rippling through her. She was panting. Shaking. Then she fell back. Two words slipped out of her mouth.

"Pump me."

I drew back and plowed deep into my sister's sex. Almost immediately I saw the muscles in her neck strain as another orgasm careened through her.

"Fuck!" she cried, "Fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck." She said it every breath. Like she was punctuating every push of my penis.

"You love your brother's cock, don't you?" I said. I couldn't help myself.

"Oh fuck yes," Jenna said.

"You're going to stop this silliness with telling me you don't want it anymore, right?"

"But Chase it's so WRONG," Jenna said, "It's so twisted and broken to fuck your sister. And that's what makes it so riiiiight." She leaned in and kissed me so hard I tasted blood. I couldn't tell if it was from Jenna's mouth or mine.

"That's what you've been doing," I said, "You're not telling me 'no,' you're teasing me. You're not stopping the sex you're turning yourself on."

"Maybe," Jenna said. An innocent little smile played on her lips. "But admit it - it feels so good to fuck your sister. Maybe that's because you're not supposed to. I mean, oh God, Chase. When I think about sex, I get hot. When I think about sex with you I get out of control. Thinking about how wrong it is. I mean, it's fucking illegal to fuck your sister, you know. Thinking about what would happen if we got caught - if Mom and Dad found out - it turns me on so much. If I think that this is OK? That's taking half the fun out of it."

I growled at my sister. I nipped at her ear. Started fucking her faster. I reached down and squeezed her tight little ass in my hands. Drove into her as hard as I could.

"Yes, Chase. Do it. Fuck your sister. Make her cuuuummmm!" Jenna's pussy cinched on me and I could no longer hold out.

"Getting close..."

"Oh fuck Chase," Jenna said, a look of worry creased her brow, "I'm still not on the pill. Please don't cum in me, bro. Please don't put your cum in my unprotected pussy. Don't put your baby in me. Pull out."

I nodded, then drove two more times into my sister. I couldn't bear the thought of leaving her wet, hot paradise. But I wanted to respect her wishes. I leapt back, jerked my cock with my fist, and splattered my little sister's tiny tits.

Jenna giggled as the first warm spurts splashed on her breasts. Pooled in her belly button. I heard her little cries and laughs but I could no longer see her as the pleasure overcame me. I shuddered as each crescendo of ecstasy escaped out of me. Savored each of Jenna's moans as I bathed her in my boy juice.

Finally, I felt the bliss retreat and I opened my eyes again. Jenna was rubbing my sperm into her nipples, then tasting her fingers. "I missed that, big brother," she said.

I was perched over her. My limp cock still in my hand. Something she said before triggered in my mind.

"Wait. So, all that stuff about saying no and meaning yes," I said, "Does that mean you actually did want me to cum in your pussy?"

"Maybe," Jenna said, and that innocent smile played on her lips once again.

*

We fell asleep like that, lying on top of each other, both naked in my bed. Sticky with each other's spends. I don't know how long we were out. Suddenly, my dorm room door popped open and I startled awake. Quickly, I pulled the covers over both me and my sister.

"Chase, you in here?"

It was my roommate's voice. I would have been less surprised if aliens appeared at my door.

"Yes, ummm, I'm here with my sister?" I replied.

The door opened wider. Indeed, it was my roommate, Gabe, and his girlfriend, Lauren. They both walked into the room, letting the door shut behind them.

"Sorry, man," Gabe said, "Lauren's roommate has her boyfriend over and we weren't able to..."

"It's fine," I said quickly, "But don't turn on the light. We're, uhhh, you know. Used to the dark and all."

"Sure thing," Gabe said.

I could only see their basic shapes, but I remembered enough of what they looked like from the few times we'd met to fill in the empty spots. Gabe was whatever: a tall, skinny dude with curly, dark hair, gauged earlobes, and green-blue tats running down both arms.

His girlfriend, Lauren, however, was something else. She was a curvy brunette, voluptuous, with big brown eyes. The fact that I almost never got to see her only increased how attractive she was. Like spotting a rare flower. Or one of the fae.

"Hi, I'm Jenna," my sister said, poking her head out from under the covers. Her naked body pressed against mine. As if things weren't awkward enough already.

"You're in bed with your brother?" Lauren asked.

"The floor wasn't comfortable," Jenna said.

"It's a tight fit," I said, "But it works for us."

"Well, we're going to crash if that's OK," Gabe said. Jenna and I carefully repositioned ourselves, so we were lying next to each other on our sides. My sister formed the little spoon. I closed my eyes, trying to will myself to a safer spot than naked in bed with my baby sister.

Then I heard Lauren giggle and my eyes popped open again.

She and Gabe were both getting undressed. Like I said, the room was dark, but it wasn't that dark. The outside streetlights meant I could make out a good amount. It made me wonder if my roommate had a way better idea of what my sister and I were up to than he was letting on.

Gabe and his girlfriend both got down to their underwear. Lauren was even better looking than I'd given her credit. She was tall, like her boyfriend, with large breasts and long legs. Gabe kissed her and - yes, even with my naked sister pressed against me - I felt a little jealous that Lauren was with him and not me.

"He's kind of cute," Jenna whispered in my ear.

"She's fucking gorgeous," I shot back. We both giggled to ourselves. Jenna squirmed against me, grinding her bare butt into my already erect cock.

I'd assumed that when my roommate said 'crash' he meant sleep. That was clearly not the case as Gabe and Lauren started kissing more. He undid her bra. She pulled down his boxers. They both fell onto his bed and started groaning.

Jenna's pressing progressed to even more. She tilted her backside up with each stroke, bringing me closer and closer to her wanting pussy. I tried to focus on anything else, but I was surrounded by sex on all sides.

Lauren lay back and raised her thighs, spreading them apart. Gabe climbed between them, holding his dick in his hand. Either they'd forgotten about us entirely or they were too worked up to care.

"Oh fuck," Lauren gasped as Gabe entered her.

Jenna, watching this, was clearly inspired. My little sister reached back with her hand and found my dick. She steered it so I was pressing against her hot, tight hole. Gripping her little tits for leverage, I slid into my sister. We both hissed with pleasure, hoping the other couple was too distracted by their own entertainment to notice ours.

Fortunately, neither Gabe nor Lauren looked our way. They both rutted in a frenzy. Lauren gasped and groaned with every thrust. She giggled and nipped at her boyfriend's lips.

Jenna and I weren't able to be so expressive. We couldn't take the risk of getting caught having incestuous sex a few feet from where my skinny roommate was plowing his hot girlfriend. The position on our sides, caught between the wall and the edge of the bed, didn't allow for much movement, anyway.

Instead, Jenna squeezed me with her cunt, rocking slightly back and forth. It was enough. My sister's tiny body felt so good impaled on my cock. I teased and pinched her little titties with no mercy. She flexed her soaking pussy around my dick. We both desperately fought to stay silent.

Meanwhile, Gabe was giving it to Lauren like getting caught was the whole point. Their bed squeaked like it was crying for help. Lauren was rambling.

"Oh, so good," she said, "Keep fucking me, love. I love your cock so much."

Her voice was a whisper, but it might as well have been a shout in our tiny dorm room.

"Yeah, you like it?" Gabe said, "You like taking that big dick?"

"So much," Lauren said, "I'm getting close, baby, I'm going to... Oh fuck. Fuck. Gabe, baby. We forgot the condom. Oh, I knew you felt too good."

There was something about the way she said it. She didn't sound like someone who was all that disappointed or even surprised.

"Well it's too late now," Gabe said, "I'm not stopping."

"OK, it's just... Pull out, babe, OK?" Lauren begged, "Please pull out of my fertile cunt before you cum."

Gabe grunted and kept going. I wondered if this was a game the two of them played. I'd participated in the real thing and this sounded more like a turn on for the two of them. Me, on the other hand, I really was bareback in an unprotected pussy. And the way we were positioned, sandwiched between my sister and the wall, I couldn't pull out. Fortunately, Jenna wasn't moving in a way that was likely to make me...

Hold that thought.

Breaking news from where my cock was ensconced in my sister's tight, slick, sex. Apparently, all that dirty talk from Lauren and Gabe had taken Jenna to another level. I felt her fingers tickle at the underside of my shaft where she was now rubbing her clit for all it was worth. And then she started humping up and down on me as well. Not full thrusts, but enough that she was starting to get me pretty worked up.

"Jenna," I whispered in her ear, "Jen, you're going to make me..."

"I'm going to cum," Gabe announced loudly.

"Oh, fuck baby, please," Lauren said.

"Tell me," Gabe said, "Say it."

"I'm your horny slut," Lauren said. She had such an innocent face, a sexy body, hearing her say those words was incredible, "You can put it anywhere you want."

"No," Gabe said, a bit threat threading into his voice, "Say it. Beg."

"Oh, please baby shoot your cum in me!" Lauren cried out.

"Fuck YES," Gabe said. He drove into her.

"OH! Ohhhhhhh!" Lauren screamed then groaned. Her body popped up. Back arched. Her awesome tits pointed right into the air. Then she fell back as her boyfriend filled her.

"Oh FUCK!"

It was Jenna. Right as the other couple got quiet, my little sister's orgasm overtook her. Her hand froze on her clit and her whole body trembled. Her pussy though, stayed airtight.

"Jenna, I can't," I tried to whisper but I doubt I was quiet, either. "Jenna I'm going to..."

My tiny sister did nothing. She just strained against my cock, her cunt undulating like a wet fist running up and down my shaft. There was nothing I could do. I groaned as I exploded inside my sister. Blast after blast of unfiltered fertility filled my sister's womb. The rapture of it grabbed hold and shook me like an earthquake. I held onto her so tight, siblings trembling through their shared, illicit ecstasy.

My orgasm faded, allowing my penis to finally slip out, dripping, from Jenna's pussy. The room went very quiet. The only sound was the panting of four lovers, post peak.

"So," Lauren said, not at all cautiously, "Do you like fucking your brother?"

My breath caught in my chest. They knew. I mean, of course they did, how could they not? But getting called out for it was something else entirely.

"Yes?" Jenna said. Her voice echoed in the empty room. I didn't need to see my sister's face to know she was turning red. She squirmed against my body.

"Is it still a tight fit?" Lauren asked. She started laughing hysterically. Jenna did, too. I guess if she could joke about it, then it was probably OK.

We all got quiet after that and drifted off to sleep. My little sister wrapped in my arms. My cock nestled between the cheeks of her ass. I assumed that Gabe and Lauren were in a similar position.

*

I woke up the next morning feeling off. I was still in bed, still naked under the covers. My sister's bare body was still wrapped in my arms. I blinked my eyes open. The room was bright with morning. My roommate's bed was empty. If I didn't know better, I wouldn't even believe Gabe and Lauren had been there the night before.

I shifted slightly. The naked girl in my bed felt different somehow. Her body was a bit thicker in my arms. Her parts a bit fuller. I looked down at the head resting on my chest. Blonde hair. What the fuck?

"Brianna?"

"Hey big bro." My blonde younger sister stretched slightly and gave me a big, goofy grin. Looking down at her, I couldn't imagine how I could have mistaken her for her twin, even through the haze of sleep.

Brianna had long golden curls where Jenna's hair was brown and straight. Jenna was almost flat chested, while Brianna had the largest breasts I'd ever seen in real life - she made Lauren look flat chested. Jenna was straight as a board, with a taut little body. Brianna was curvy with wide hips and an ample ass.

"How did you...?" I could barely speak, I was so shocked to find my other younger sister in bed with me.

"Jenna had some stuff to take care of this morning, so we switched places," Brianna said, "We didn't want to leave our hot big brother all alone."

"I thought you were at some sleepover," I said. The blonde girl cocked her eyebrow at me. It was more an expression that Jenna made, far too serious to work on Brianna's smiley face. "Yeah, I guess I should have seen through that," I said, "What friend would have you over but not Jenna?"

"Yup!" Brianna said, like she was proud of me for figuring it out.

"How did you get in here?" I asked.

"You mean the crack security at the front?" Brianna made a raspberry noise. "I missed my big brother so much. I heard you gave Jenna a special gift. I want mine too."

"It was an accident," I said.

Brianna gave me that same raised eyebrow. "If I'm not allowed to pretend like I don't want to fuck you anymore, then you have to stop acting like you don't want to knock up your baby sisters." She laughed and gave me a hard kiss on the lips.

Brianna climbed on top of my body. Her massive breasts hung over me. I was still confused, but boobies solve all ills. I leaned up and latched onto her dark nipple. Brianna groaned. "God, I love it when you do that to me."

"Suck your breasts?" I asked.

"Do anything that big brothers aren't supposed to do to little sisters," Brianna said. She reached down and found my cock. I was hard again, of course I was hard. I had to pee a bit, but my body had already switched into fuck mode. Unlike that time before with Amy, I didn't have to go so bad it was painful. I let my sister manipulate my cock so it was pointing right at her blonde puss.

Brianna lifted up, aimed, then lowered herself back down. "Oh, fuck yes," Brianna said.

"You feel so good, Bree," I said. My blonde sister didn't waste time. She started bouncing up and down on my dick. She groaned and giggled as she went. Her massive breasts flew every which way as she rode me.

"I love my brother's big cock," she said.

"I love my little sister's tight pussy," I said.

Brianna froze. "Even more than little Jenna's?" Her eyes got big and serious for a moment. "Nah, just kidding, bro. That's Amy's thing. As long as you promise to fuck me forever, I don't care what you do with those other two."

Brianna redoubled her efforts on my dick. Her pussy was practically milking me. I reached up and rubbed at her clit. She gasped, gaped, then ground down. She pushed my hand away and started stroking herself. Brianna diddled herself like lightning. She leaned back and ground that poor clitty down. Her body stiffened, and she screamed.

I glanced around, reflexively. The walls in the dorm looked thick but they really weren't. The sounds that had been coming out of there the last few days, my neighbors probably thought I was running a brothel.

Brianna now leaned forward again and started pumping me. Her face was red, she was dripping sweat. Now that she'd cum once she was like an orgasm machine, churning them out one after another. But I could tell she was getting tired. Her movements more erratic. I'd cum twice the day before; I wasn't going to be so easy to get off now.

I grabbed my sister by the shoulders and rolled her over. She fell back, pliant. Somehow, we were able to keep our connection. I drew back and started rutting into my sister. She came again, screaming my name.

Brianna's pussy rippled along my shaft and I knew I was about to explode.

"No more pretending," I said. I reached down and pinched her brown nipple and she gasped. But Brianna nodded in agreement. "You want your brother more than anything."

"Yes," she said.

"No more fucking around, acting like you don't want it, ignoring my texts."

"I promise," Brianna said.

I gripped both her breasts in my hands. They were so big, they spilled out the sides. I leaned down and kissed my sister hard on the mouth. Our teeth bouncing off each other.

"Say it."

"I swear, I'll be a good little sister," Brianna said.

"No," I said, channeling my roommate from the night before. "You have to say it for me. Beg for your brother's cum."

"Please Chase. Give it to me. It's OK. I'm not safe but it's OK and I want you to cum in me. I need you to cum in MEEEEEEE!"

I drove home one last time, then exploded inside my baby sis. Despite her talk, I don't think Brianna was actually expecting it. Her eyes suddenly went wide.

"Oh!" she exclaimed. "Oh. Oh fuck. Oh, I can feel it in my... YYESSSSSS!"

Brianna's body responded to my cum. Her unprotected pussy pressed, pulling all of that fertile sperm inside, deep as it could. My little blonde sister, already overrun with pleasure, reached a peak above all peaks. Her screams went silent. Her body arched and shook, skin going red from cheeks to chest. And then she finally fell back.



I was too overwhelmed with inseminating my sister to notice her reaction. I came bucketloads I didn't even know I had. The bliss of fucking my baby sister flooded my senses. It kept going, the aching pleasure dragging out to the point of pain. Finally, I fell forward. I felt Brianna wrap herself around me. She kissed my cheeks and forehead.

"Oh, I was worried about you for a second, bro," Brianna said. Her lips wet on my eyes, my nose.

"I'm OK," I said.

We rolled out of bed. It felt like we'd been in there for days. Wordlessly, I grabbed a towel for myself and my sister and then led her down the hall to the communal bathroom. It was a fairly large space, tiled from ceilings to floors, with two urinals, two stalls, and a wall of three showers on the other side. Early on a Saturday morning, the bathroom was completely deserted.

I went over to pee while Brianna turned on one of the showers. She eyed the urinals like they were some weird, alien contraption. When I was done, I stepped into the shower while Brianna used the stall. She left the door wide open and I watched, entranced, while a thin stream of clear liquid spurted into the bowl. I don't have a pee thing, but it was pretty hot to watch my blonde sister do it.

When she was done, Brianna padded across the tile and joined me in the shower, pulling the thin brown curtain closed behind her. We shared a sibling-like look of mirth and shyness. Even after sex, showering together still felt naughty.

I had already begun soaping up, but my baby sister pulled the bar out of my hands and started to scrub herself. Brianna's body would look fantastic in a parka and sweatpants. You can only imagine how good she looked naked, under a steady stream of hot water, rubbing soap all over herself.

"God damn you look so good," I said, then kissed my little sister. She smiled up at me. Brianna was always a happy girl, but she seemed almost doped-up the way she was grinning now.

"That was amazing," Brianna said, "Fuck. I'm going to need you to do that to me again. Probably lots of times."

"Promise," I said, "I really do. I mean, you mean so much to me, Bree."

"You mean a lot to me, too," Brianna said, eyeing me oddly. Fuck. My post-orgasm brain had almost let it slip out. It was fine for us to have fun, but if my sisters ever realized the line I'd crossed, into real, honest-to-God love? I knew they'd never be able to look at me again.

My blonde sister hugged me tight. Our soapy bodies slippery against each other. Despite already having three go-rounds, my cock rose to the occasion. Brianna giggled, then pushed me away.

"But Amy said I'm supposed to fuck your tits," I said with a bit of a whine.

"Oh, don't worry, big bro, there's plenty of time for that," Brianna said. "Just not right now, OK? We have a whole day ahead of us."

"We do?" I asked.

Brianna winked at me.

We got out of the shower, dried off, and made our way back to my dorm room. Then we got dressed. Brianna must have brought her bag into the room at some point during the swap out that night. Or Jenna had packed for both of them. I wasn't sure. Already, what had once appeared to be a simple strategy for the weekend felt like a full-on scheme. I needed to interrogate my sister before things escalated further.

"So, this was your idea?" I asked, "Dad wouldn't agree to having both of you here, so you decided to switch out?"

"Sort of?" Brianna said, "It was a side benefit of the actual plan."

I eyed my sister suspiciously, but she wouldn't say anything. We finished getting dressed and I took Brianna down to the dining hall. The place was almost empty, but anyone who was there glanced and stared at the busty blonde getting her breakfast.

I found us a table and we sat down to eat. Brianna looked at everything with wide eyes, like we were in the Sistine Chapel rather than my dumpy dorm.

"This is so great, Chase," Brianna said, "I can't wait till I start school in the fall."

I winced, remembering Amy's plans for the twins. I supposed they could attend college around here. I imagined all of us living in Amy's apartment, me and the twins attending classes together. It was a warm thought and I let myself get lost in it.

"Are you mad at me, Chase?" Brianna asked.

"What? No. What makes you think that?"

"You're staring off and not talking," Brianna said.

I almost let it slip out again. Those feelings I was very much not supposed to have for my sister. Instead, I smiled wanly.

"I'm OK," I said, "Just glad you're here."

"OK," Brianna said, relief flooding her voice, "I don't ever want to hurt you, Chase. I mean it. Everything that we're going to... I mean. I hope you know that Jenna and I are doing this for you. For us."

There it was again, that strange sense of a strong undercurrent beneath my sister's placid exterior. Like there was a river running under the floor. And the tiles were beginning to crack.

Brianna's phone buzzed, but she grabbed it before I could steal a look. "Time to go!"

My little blonde sister jumped up and dumped the contents of her tray in the trash. I scrambled to catch up to her. Now Brianna was leading me out, like I was visiting her instead of the other way around. She dragged her suitcase behind her, with me a bit more behind that.

When we got outside the dorm, I saw Jenna standing outside. She was back in her pea coat and knit white hat, smiling silly in a way that was more similar to her sister.

Brianna ran up and hugged her twin like the two of them had been separated for days. I noticed their outfits mostly matched, though Brianna's coat was charcoal instead of Jenna's tan one.

After she extricated herself from her sister, Jenna leaned over and kissed me on the cheek.

"Did you have fun, Chase?" Jenna asked, "Did you like fucking your sisters?"

"You know I did," I said.

"Well, we have one more surprise for you," Brianna said.

"But you have to agree to some ground rules, first," Jenna said. They both stared me down, serious as a stroke.

*

We went for a walk around the college, ostensibly to give Brianna the same tour I'd given Jenna the day before. Mostly just so we could talk and enjoy each other's company. With Jenna on one arm and Brianna on the other, I felt like the king of the campus.

I showed the girls where some of my classrooms were and then we went past the library.

"Ooo, I bet it would be fun to do it in there," Brianna said.

"By 'do it' she means study," Jenna said.

"No, I don't," Brianna said indignantly. "Can't you picture it? In some back corner of the stacks, struggling to stay quiet while our brother gives it to both of us?"

Jenna seemed to picture it in her mind and a naughty grin crept across her face. "OK, maybe next time," she said.

"So, you're actually going to talk to me again after you leave?" I asked. What can I say, I was bitter about how things had happened. I may have loved the result, but the lead up left much to be desired.

"We're both sorry about disappearing on you," Jenna said, squeezing my arm.

"We got so busy with everything else," Brianna said.

"But we promise that's the last time it'll happen," Jenna said. They were slipping back into twin-speak. Was it weird that I was starting to understand their strange patois?

"We know it feels like we've been playing with your feelings," Brianna said, "These last few weeks have been hard for us, too. But we'll do a better job of being honest with you. With ourselves."

"Except for when it's fun," Jenna said with a dirty grin.

I found a bench nearby and sat down with a sigh. The wood felt cold against my bottom. The twins joined me, both sitting down on either side.

"Look, I get the game and it's fun for me too," I said, "Sort of. But you have to understand how hard it is for me. You tell me you want it, then you get mad after and I don't know how to feel about anything. It's important to me to be a good brother."

The girls both snickered.

"No, I mean it," I said, "If you asked me to stop, I would. I don't want to, it would be really hard for me, but I would do it. I lov... I mean, I care about you both. I'm a modern guy, at least I'd like to think I am, and things like positive consent actually do matter to me. All this stop and go, though? It's pulling me apart."

"You're right," Jenna said, "We want to keep playing but we don't want to hurt you, either. We'll come up with a safe word or something. Pineapple or kangaroo or something weird like that. But we hear you and we'll try to get better."

"If it helps, we're not mad at you for anything," Brianna said. She rubbed my arm while Jenna played with my hair.

"Not angry at all," Jenna said.

"You're kind of an awesome, amazing brother," Brianna said.

"Who happens to give us both mind-blowing orgasms," Jenna said.

"So, the best, basically," Brianna said.

"But we are upset about what happened a couple weeks ago," Jenna said. Both girls stiffened.

"Amy?" I said.

"Amy," the twins agreed.

"She plays it off like we're all just playing a game," Brianna said.

"But she's only interested in her own fun," Jenna said, "We're going to give her a taste of her own medicine."

"I don't know," I said, "I don't want her to get mad."

"I told you," Jenna said, glaring at Brianna.

"Chase, you can't honestly think that what happened last time was OK," Brianna said, "The sex with her can't be that amazing."

I think the dreamy look in my eyes told my younger sisters everything they needed to know.

"Fine," Brianna said, "But that's not going to stop us from having a little fun of our own."

"If Amy gets angry it'll be her own fault," Jenna said.

"What exactly are you going to do with her?" I asked.

"We were going to tell you," Brianna said, "But at this point I don't think we can trust you."

"What does that mean?" I asked.

"You're under her power, Chase," Jenna said, "We all are. She's like some weird sex magician. We need to show her that we can get even. That we can be in charge, too. It's the only way she'll treat us right."

"We're not going to hurt her," Brianna said.

"At least not too badly," Jenna said with a wicked smile.

"But we're going to give her what she deserves," Brianna said.

"Show her she doesn't own us," Jenna said.

"You're not her sex toy," Brianna said. Actually, I wasn't so sure about that. Even if it was true, was that so bad?

I thought about what Amy had done to the twins at her apartment. Drugging them without their knowledge, using their bodies. Then the whole thing at the end where she basically admitted she was trying to get them pregnant. Ruin their lives. Maybe she truly believed this was what was best for the twins. But I couldn't trust Amy to keep her own self-interests from getting in the way.

"You're right," I said, "Of course. I'll do whatever you say."

"We're going to hold you to that, Chase," Jenna said.

"If you agree now, there's no going back," Brianna said.

"We mean it Chase," Jenna said, "All those things we said - everything we promised to do. It really will stop if you betray us."

I sat back on the icy bench and watched the trees sway in the winter wind. A few students walked by, but the world was calm, empty. Just little swirls of snow and the distant sounds of traffic. Yes. I could do this. For my little sisters? I would do anything in the world.

"Tell me what I need to do," I said.

"Nothing yet," Jenna said, "Just go along with everything we say. We promise it will all work out for the best. For all of us."

"What are you two up to?" I asked, warily. I stood up from the bench and stretched.

"Oh, nothing too bad," Brianna said.

"I bet you're going to enjoy it," Jenna said.

"In fact, we need to get going," Brianna said, looking down at her phone. "Amy's waiting for us right now.

*

We took an Uber downtown to Amy's apartment. The city was as sleepy as my campus had been, and we whizzed through streets that were usually clogged with traffic. I tried to interrogate my sisters as we went, but they stayed tight lipped.

When we got to Amy's building the doorman recognized the three of us immediately. He waved and let us in. I kept waiting for the twins to text Amy. Or to at least buzz her door. Instead, we went straight up, as if Amy was expecting us. Both twins looked very serious as the elevator groaned upwards. Even Brianna, which I knew was very hard for her to do.

"Remember, Chase, whatever we say," Jenna said. The more the twins tried to convince me, the more it made me nervous. What were the two of them up to?

I understood why they were upset. Amy had said it was all in fun, but it was pretty clear she meant her own fun. And maybe mine, too. Definitely not for Jenna and Brianna. Amy herself had vacillated on whether she was playing around or was actually trying to do something mean to my little sisters. That was always the problem with Amy: she was the proverbial girl with the curl: she could be oh so good in one breath and extremely evil in the next. Which Amy you got, well, you didn't know until she showed up. And then sometimes they switched mid-sentence.

Amy had given all sorts of explanations for her behavior. That she'd been drunk or horny. Sometimes she said it was my fault, that I was driving her to do those things. Sometimes I believed her. In the end, the twins had decided that their older sister needed to be taught a lesson. Not knowing what they were planning, it was hard for me to agree or disagree. I supposed a little prank could be harmless and even fun. I worried that my baby sisters were planning something way more dangerous.

The elevator door dinged open. We walked down the hall. I expected the girls to knock, but Jenna showed me she'd palmed Amy's door key. The brunette clicked the lock open and we stepped inside. The apartment looked the same as I remembered it. Tastefully furnished, well appointed, though quite cleaner than how we'd left it the last time. The massive windows opened out to that incredible view of the city. I still couldn't get over it.

The place was empty. Where had Amy gone? Were we going to booby trap her apartment or something like that? The girls stripped off their coats and hats. They were both wearing sweaters and jeans, like always.

I heard a loud, muffled shout come from Amy's bedroom. The twins both looked at me and shrugged their shoulders. Who me?

The hallway to Amy's bedroom was dark. Only a bit of light slipped out of her door. Anxiously, I padded down the hardwood floor. I was only wearing socks, I'd taken off my shoes at the entrance, and so I sort of skated my way along. I started to shout, ask Amy what was wrong, but something held my voice in. My older sister was moaning and groaning, and it echoed softly down the hallway.

Her door was cracked open, no more than an inch. Wan, yellow light escaped down the hall. I walked up to the doorway. Looked inside. And there, in a halo of golden brightness, I saw my blonde big sister.

Oh my God.

Amy was on her back and completely naked. Tied to the bed. Both her arms and legs individually roped to the frame. She was completely spread out. Her sex gaping pink, as if it was trying to shout. Amy's mouth was gagged. Her eyes, already wide, seemed to jump in size as soon as she saw me.

I knew Amy was attractive. I'd seen her this way many times. But seeing her now, tied to the bed, it was like finding a mythical goddess to have at my disposal. Amy wasn't just attractive or even striking. She was fucking incredible. Her tan skin and perfectly formed butt. The way her golden hair splayed out over the pillow. I watched as Amy flexed every muscle. How her perfect breasts rose with every breath. The way her toned, thin core gave way to her wide, womanly hips.

"Amy, what happened!" I asked, as if I really didn't know. I went up to her and undid the gag. My older sister gasped for air.

"Your stupid, slutty, little sisters did this to me!" Amy said. Her face was red with rage. Her eyes alight. I tried to treat this seriously, but part of me couldn't. For one thing, I had a hard time believing the twins could do something that was intended to hurt anyone. They were both so sweet.

For another, this was my amazing older sister. Naked. Spread out for me to enjoy. Her perfect body, incredible breasts, pouting pink pussy. I looked again.

"They shaved you?"

"I had a little fun," Brianna said. Both she and Jenna came into the room. They were smiling, shyly.

"This isn't funny," Amy said, "Untie me, you little fuckers."

I stood there, conflicted. The twins shook their heads at me, vehemently. I knew what I was supposed to do now. I had my orders. The problem was, Amy was giving me very different instructions and I no longer knew who to follow.

The twins had promised a bit of innocent fun at Amy's expense. I understood why they wanted that. But this seemed like a bit too much.

I looked down at Amy. She was looking at me strangely, panting heavily.

"You OK?" I asked my older sister. She nodded yes, then shook her head no.

"They gave me something," Amy said.

I glared back at the twins. They were both looking elsewhere.

"Like you said Amy," Jenna said, "We're just a pair of tits and an ass. If our brother wants a real fuck, he has to come to you."

"And here he is," Brianna said. "Don't you want it? Aren't you the incest queen?"

To my shock, Amy lowered her eyes, meekly. "Yes," she said. I expected her to argue. To scream and fight. Instead, she looked close to tears.

"What did you give her?" I asked. Again, I got no answer from the twins.

"Come on, Chase," Jenna said.

"You agreed," Brianna said.

"You heard what she wants," Jenna said.

"Give it to her," Brianna said.

The twin speak was messing with my brain.

"It's OK," Amy said, her voice remarkably soft and calm. It was like some strange spell had come over her. If she was a sex wizard, like Jenna had said earlier, then Amy's own magic had been turned against her.

"See? Our older sister wants you to fuck her," Jenna said.

"Please, Chase," Amy said, "I'm fucking burning up right now. I want you so bad."

"I'm not... I don't feel good about this," I said.

"You felt fine the last time you fucked me," Jenna said, "When you took my ass."

"You were OK with cumming all over my face. In my unprotected pussy," Brianna said.

The girls bringing up my past indiscretions did not make me feel any better about this.

"It's OK, Chase," Amy said. She was lying back on the bed, eyes half lidded. Her pussy gaping, like it would suck onto the first hard thing it could find. "The twins said if I let you fuck me they'd let me go."

"That's what we agreed," Jenna said.

"See, not so bad," Brianna said, "Seems like everyone wins."

"Amy drugged you," I said, "She used your bodies. So, you're doing the same to her?"

"Exactly," the twins chorused.

"Chase, whatever they gave me, I'm so fucking horny," Amy said, "Please, I need to cum so bad." I realized that what I'd ascribed to anger earlier wasn't that at all. It was need. Amy was covered in sweat. Her thighs were slick with grool. She was aching for it, like some kind of fuck-crazy fever. "It's OK. I'm glad you want to stand up for me. It makes me feel so good that my little brother cares. But right now, I don't give a fuck about any of it. I just need cock. Yours. Please, Chase. For them. For me."

"She took, like, a lot of ecstasy," Jenna said.

"Way more than she should have," Brianna said.

"What a shame," Jenna said.

"And now she's going to get fucked by her brother," Brianna said, "Like a little incest slut. Isn't that right, Amy?"

Amy growled, but she agreed. It did make sense as revenge, I supposed. As I'd already pointed out, it did kind of mirror what had happened to the twins. And besides, I knew Amy would have sex with me willingly, even without the pills and the ropes. It was only a game, like we always played. Another variant on our sick, sibling sex frenzy.



Slowly, like I was afraid I might explode, I stripped down to nothing. The twins looked me up and down and smiled. Amy eyed me too, with something more like hunger. She tried to hold her head up and watch what I was doing. The position did not look comfortable. My older sister's body was already in the perfect position, but she seemed to be trying to spread her legs even wider. Seeing Amy strapped to the bed might have messed with my mind, but my dick was good to go. Primed. I hefted myself in my hand and stepped forward.

"Wait!" Amy said.

I stopped. We all did. Had Amy changed her mind? What would I do if she did? I didn't think the twins were going to give either of us much choice. And now I started to wonder, if they were capable of doing this to Amy, what would Brianna and Jenna do to me if they thought I wasn't cooperating?

"He needs to wear protection," Amy said, "I have condoms in my drawer."

"Why's that, Amy?" Jenna asked. Oh fuck. I had a feeling my little sister knew the answer.

"Yes, you've done our brother bareback before," Brianna said.

"In fact, that was one of the many things you said only you could do," Jenna said, "Take Chase's cum in your nasty little cunt."

"I'm not on the pill," Amy said, "I mean, I was. But I couldn't find my meds and when I called the CVS they... Oh God. It was you, wasn't it?"

Jenna and Brianna both cackled maniacally. How had they gotten Amy's pills? And then there it was, the memory playing through my mind like I'd just cued it up on YouTube. It was the weekend we spent at Amy's apartment. My older sister had just asserted her dominance in front of the twins. She'd just confessed in the shower that she was doing it all on purpose.

Then, right before we left the apartment, Jenna had run back to the bathroom at the last minute. She said she had to pee. Now I realized what had happened. I saw it in my head, as if I'd watched the act, myself. Jenna had stolen Amy's birth control. Until that moment, I'd had no idea how deep the deviance had dug.

"And then we called the pharmacy and cancelled all your refills," Jenna said.

"Seriously, you need to be more responsible, Ames," Brianna said.

"Fuck," Amy said. She fell back to the bed, realizing how bad the girls had gotten her. After all, she didn't just drug them. She didn't only make them commit incest with their brother. She'd gotten them both knocked up. Or at least tried to.

"Now it's your turn big sis," Jenna said.

"Trust me, it'll feel soooo good," Brianna said.

"Won't it be hot," Jenna said, "Seeing our big sister's stomach swell and know she's carrying her brother's baby?" Amy had said the same exact thing about the twins. Had they heard her? Was Jenna twisting the knife, or was this another weird coincidence?

My older sister thrashed on the bed. I thought she was angry, but I saw the look in her eyes and realized, again, it was desire. Whatever those girls had given her, Amy was beyond rational thought.

"I don't even care anymore," Amy said, "I just need to get fucked. Oh God, Chase. I want that big dick so bad." She was sitting back up again, staring right at my cock. All this arguing hadn't weakened it even a little. Apparently, my dong was on board with knocking up my older sister. I, however, was not.

"No," I said, "I was OK when this was just a little fun. But I'm not doing that," I said. It ran too close to something too wrong, even for me and all the messed up stuff I'd already done. In the end, I really had inseminated Brianna by accident that first time. The other times, well, the twins had told me it was OK. I had permission. Even though Amy was begging for it, literally pleading in the moment, I couldn't trust her.

The twins both grabbed my arms and pulled me out of the room. Amy screamed in frustration, but it was muffled as the girls closed the door behind them.

"We had an agreement, Chase," Jenna said, her voice close to a growl.

"Anything we said," Brianna said, "You promised."

"Not this," I said, "It's not right. I don't want to lose either of you but... If that's what this means, then I'm going to have to live with it."

"This would be sweet if you already didn't do it to us," Jenna said. Her glare could have switched off the sun.

"Look," Brianna said. She reached into her pocket.

"Don't do it, Bree," Jenna said.

"He needs to know," Brianna said. She pulled a little pink pill out of her pocket. "OK? That's Plan B. I picked it up yesterday, first thing, when I got into the city. Amy will think all of this is real and she'll get her punishment. But then tomorrow it'll be all gone. No consequences. I promise."

I looked down at Brianna's palm. I could hear Amy's shouts coming from the next room.

"OK," I said, as if the twins had convinced me. But now I had a plan of my own: when the moment was right, I would simply deposit my spend elsewhere, before it had a chance to swim up to my sister's waiting womb.

The twins took my answer for truth and we went back into Amy's room. Our older sister was still struggling against the ropes. They were quite thick, and the twins had done a masterful job in tying them. This was navy-level knot competence. The only way we were ever going to get Amy free was by cutting her loose. And the hardest thing I had was between my legs.

God, Amy looked incredible. Blonde hair askew. Perfect breasts jiggling as she writhed on the bed. It certainly helped my decision, that I was being 'forced' to have sex with the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen. The twins were really good looking, I've said that many times. They both got double-takes wherever they went.

Amy had them crushed. They were mere peasants next to Amy's regal standing.

"OK, we've come to an agreement," I said. I put my hand on Amy's bare arm and, I swear, her eyes rolled back in her head just from that little touch.

"Thank God," she said, "Thank you, Chase. You're a good brother." I doubted this was what good brothers did. But still, I figured she would be even happier when she saw how I'd saved her.

I climbed onto the bed. Amy and I were both totally naked. Our younger sisters still completely clothed. They stood to either side and watched, like they were about to judge an Olympic event. Brianna reached into her back pocket and pulled out her phone.

"Ummm, guys?"

"Just saving this moment for posterity," Brianna said, sunnily.

"Don't worry, no faces," Jenna said.

Brianna held the phone up and pressed record. Amy's only response was to, again, try to spread her legs even wider. To push her pussy onto my cock.

I wouldn't let her. Instead, I crawled up my sister's body, resting my hard dick on her chest. For a moment I reached down and grabbed Amy's awesome tits, wrapping them around my member. Brianna giggled, like she got the joke.

I let go of Amy's massive mounds and leaned forward. Amy opened her mouth, like a good girl, and let me slip inside. This was how I would save my sister - by making her suck my cock. If I came in Amy's mouth, I couldn't get her pregnant. Yes, I'm well aware how ridiculous all this sounds but it made sense in the moment, I swear!

Before that day, Amy had only sucked me a little, mostly to get the twins to do it. But I knew my big sis was excellent at oral and she didn't disappoint. I groaned as Amy licked at my dick. She made wet smacking noises. Her face formed that sexy, cocksucker's double chin. Fuck she looked so good. Felt even better.

"You like that cock in your mouth, big sis?" Brianna asked. The camera was clearly focused on my sister as she sucked my shlong. So much for not showing faces. All Amy did in response was grunt as she worshipped my dick with her mouth.

"Do you like that?" Jenna asked me, "Do you like having that big brother dong in your sister's slutty mouth, Chase?"

"Fuck yes," I said, "God, Amy, your mouth feels so fucking good. Your tongue, your lips, you look so hot sucking on my cock. Feels so fucking good."

"That's a good incest slut," Jenna said.

"It's fine, Amy. I'll cum in your mouth and it'll be OK," I said, "No risk."

"No!" the twins both said. Amy spat out my cock and said the same thing.

"Please, Chase," Amy said, "I know you're trying to help but... Oh God. I need it so bad."

"What do you want?" Jenna asked, "Say it."

Amy looked right at Brianna's phone. "I want my brother's cock inside me."

There was a pause, like the weight of the moment was pushing us downward. And then, I decided that if everyone was going to have some fun teasing Amy, I might as well do it, too.

"Well, if your pussy wants attention," I said, "There's some other things you've been making the twins do that you should try."

Jenna looked at me and rolled her eyes. But she nodded her agreement. I fed my dick back into Amy's mouth. She started sucking again. Her body had taken total control.

Jenna climbed up on the bed between Amy's legs. She took a long lick of her sister's sex. Amy groaned, then spit my cock out again.

"You dirty... Chase, please, no. I want your cock, not my lezzie sister. I'm not like them. I don't like that stuff."

"I seem to remember saying the same thing," Jenna said, "Not that it stopped you."

"Yes, we're sisters," Brianna said, throwing Amy's words back at her, "It's more like masturbating, right?"

I tried to put my cock in Amy's mouth, but she closed her lips and shook her head.

"Please, Chase," Amy said, "Put it in me. I need it so bad."

"How does she taste, sis?" Brianna asked. She was like the Ken Burns of sex videos. I couldn't wait to see the final cut on PBS.

"Pretty good, actually," Jenna said, "Though I like licking my twin better."

Brianna blushed while Jenna went back to slurping on Amy's sex. My older sister still refused to suck my cock, but her face was flushed in a way I'd never seen before. Her eyes small and distant. My older sister was going to cum on Jenna's tongue. Maybe was already cumming. And no matter how much she protested, she wasn't going to stop.

"Want it," Amy gasped. "Inside."

"Amy, you're not safe," I said, "I don't want to do that to you."

"Do what, Chase?" Brianna asked. Little troublemaker.

"I don't want to..."

"Tell the camera, bro. You have to say it," Brianna said. Don't think I didn't notice the similarity to what I'd said that morning.

"I'm going to get my sister pregnant," I said. I swear I felt Amy's body cinch as the words left my mouth. Jenna sat up and wiped her mouth with her arm.

"I don't care," Amy said, "I need your cock! Please, stick it in me. You didn't want to do it against my will. I appreciate that. But I'm telling you. Please little brother I'm begging you. Put that cock in my pussy. I promise it'll be OK."

I looked down at Amy. I could tell she was desperate.

I climbed off her chest.

"Oh, thank God," Amy said.

I moved Jenna aside. She smirked at me, wickedly. Her face sticky with her sister's juices.

I got between Amy's legs. Her pussy, newly shaved, looked positively purple. I lined myself up with her sex.

"I'll do it a little," I said, "Get you off."

"OK," Amy said.

"I'll pull out," I said.

"Heard that before," Brianna said

I looked over at the buxom blonde girl and give her a dirty look.

"I will. I promise," I said. "I'll mark you. Cover your sexy body with my cum. Your tits, your face. Whatever you want."

"Stop talking about it and do it, dammit," Amy shouted.

Well, with that kind of encouragement. I leaned forward. My dick slipped right to the hilt. There was no pushing. No back and forth. I went completely into my sister's wanting, waiting pussy. She cried out.

"Oh FUCK yes! Finally. Holy fucking fuck!"

Amy's quim seized around me. Clenched tight like it had been tied shut. Like a warm, wet fist holding on to my cock for dear life.

I knew my sister's orgasm by now. Had seen it plenty of times. Just putting my bare cock in her pussy, this was like nothing I'd ever experienced.

Amy screamed. She sobbed. Her body went bright red. Eyes rolled back in her head. I hadn't even pumped her yet. Holy fuck, she was primed.

I felt someone at my side and saw Brianna, recording the whole thing.

"That's one for the highlight reel," she said and gave me the thumbs up. I looked down at Amy, still rolling through her orgasm. Whatever the girls had given her, she was in another world of illicit pleasure. She was gasping for air. Her tits rolling around her chest. Trying to pump my penis with her hips.

"Pleeaaaase," she groaned.

I drew back as best I could. Amy's pussy was gripping me like it would never let me go. I could only manage a little bit of movement; it was like I'd been glued in there. My dick had gone in so easily, and now it seemed to be stuck forever.

I started to fuck my older sister. Every push seemed to make her go even higher.

"OH! Oh God. My little brother's big dick feels so good in my pussy," Amy said.

"Do you love it?" Brianna asked, "Fucking your brother is wrong."

"It's incest, Amy," Jenna said.

"I don't care," Amy whined, "Please. Just don't stop fucking me. Don't ever stop fucking ME!"

"God, your pussy feels so good, sis," I said, "So tight. You look so good. So hot cumming on your brother's cock."

"Oh yes," Amy said, "Pound my naughty pussy. Nail me to the fucking bed. Fill me with that big brother cock. I need your dick so bad."

"Amy you're such a slut," Jenna said, "Letting your brother fuck you."

"We're putting this online, when we're done," Brianna said, "The whole world's going to see what a slut you are for your brother."

"Don't. Care," Amy said, Her breaths coming in gasps, "Just. Don't. Stop. Fucking ME!"

"But Amy, what if Luke sees?" Jenna asked. "Your ex-boyfriend. The guy you dumped to have nasty incest sex. What if he finds the video online and sees the love of his life getting plowed by her little brother?"

"Oh God," Amy said. All the dirty talk was only driving her further.

Meanwhile, I felt like a fucking machine. My sisters' tits pinwheeled with every push. The twins had done a good job draining me already. I felt like I could fuck forever.

"What would you say to your soulmate if he saw what a little incest whore you are?" Jenna asked.

"Oh, God. My boyfriend," Amy said, "He never... Never fucked me like THIS! Oh fuck. I love this cock too much. I need it so badly. My brother. He's the only one that can make me cum. Oh GOD cummming so GOOD!"

"What about Dad?" Jenna asked, "He'll see the video, too. His precious daughter fucking his son. Taking his seed. Oh, God Amy what will your special Daddy say when he sees?"

"Oh Daddy, OH!" Amy rambled through cum after cum, "I'm so sorry but I love Chase. I love his perfect cock. I know I'm a bad girl. I know you're disappointed in me. OH! But I need it. Please Daddy. Please let me have my perfect brother's amazing cock. I promise I'll be so GOOOOOOOoooood."

"Gee, she's getting pretty loud," Jenna said.

"I know a way to shut her up," Brianna said. She handed the camera to her twin and stripped down to nothing. Her massive breasts sprung out from under her bra. Her wide hips and little thatch of blonde pubes.

Brianna strutted up to the head of the bed. She climbed on, straddling Amy's chest.

"What are you...?" Amy gasped, "No. Please no Bree, I don't do that. I'm not..." Amy's voice was silenced as Brianna sat down on her older sister's face. Brianna smiled broadly. Her face went pinkish. Apparently, Amy was licking her little sister's pussy whether she wanted to or not.

"That's so hot, Bree," Jenna said. She was moving the camera back and forth. Focusing on her twin's oral pleasure, then shifting to me as I fucked our older sister.

I reached over Amy's prone body and hefted Brianna's boobs. I couldn't help it. She was in the perfect position. I slowed to long, languid strokes, making sure Brianna was getting her pleasure from Amy.

"Ugh, what is that?" I heard Amy say between Brianna's thighs. The blonde twin sat up slightly. Amy's face was already slick with her sister-juice.

"Oh, I almost forgot that was in there," Brianna said, "That's our brother's cum. It's fresh from this morning. You should definitely make sure to eat all of it."

Amy groaned, but I heard a wet, licking noise as Brianna lowered her backside back down. The blonde twin shook and shivered. "She's doing it Jen, she's eating Chase's sperm right out of me. It feels so good."

"You like how our sister licks you?" Jenna asked. She aimed the phone right at the oral action. Capturing her twin's face as it twisted in pleasure. Her massive tits flying about wildly. Her ample ass bucking up and back.

"Not... Not as good as you, sissy but... Oh Fuck. Yes. She's going to make me... Oh GOD!" Brianna bucked, her eyes rolled back, and she fell forward. Amy caught my eye over our younger sister's body. I swear she smiled at me. A pussy-eating grin. Her face was totally sticky with what I knew now was a mixture of Brianna's spend and mine. Amy's face contorted as yet another orgasm raced through her.

"Fuck!" Amy gasped. "Whatever you gave me? Got to get more of that. I feel everything. Every ridge of his cock. It's like I'm fucking plugged in. I could sneeze and probably cum a little."

"Some guy at school sold it to us," Jenna said, and shrugged, "Come on Bree, get off. It's my go."

The blonde twin groaned and rolled off the bed, taking the phone back from her sister. She looked barely able to stand. Amy had gotten her pretty good.

"Yay!" Jenna said and threw her hands in the air. She stripped down and climbed on the bed. "Now, Ames, you'll find Chase's stuff is in me, too. You'll have to go nice and deep. There's probably a bunch in my ass from the other time, so you'd better lick there, too. To be sure." She giggled and sat back.

"You came in both your baby sisters?" Amy asked.

"They told me to," I said, like that was an excuse. Amy sighed in exasperation, but then I heard nothing as she was buried under Jenna's butt.

My brunette twin didn't have much to hold onto, but I reached over and grabbed her tits anyway. Better than nothing, I saw. Jenna squealed happily as I tweaked her pink, puffy nipples.

"Oh, yeah," Jenna said, a distant look went into her eyes. "She's licking my butthole. Like I told her to."

"How is it?" Brianna asked from behind the phone.

"Kind of weird, kind of awesome," Jenna said, "Like a lot of that ass stuff."

Brianna walked over to me, whispering so that only me, her, and the cellphone could hear. "She'll swear it isn't true, but Jenna kind of liked it last time," Brianna said, "When you fucked her in the butt. She wants to do it again - you just have to 'ask.'"

"So, like, she'll beg me to do anything but anal, and that's when I should do it?" I asked.

Brianna patted me on the back and smiled. I guess I really was starting to understand my sisters. Only took me 19 years.

Jenna gasped. She started rocking back and forth on Amy's face.

"Here, Bree, get a close up of this one," Jenna said. Brianna walked over and pointed the phone where Amy's face met Jenna's bottom. I couldn't see, exactly what she was taking, but I assumed it was a bunch of Amy's tongue right up her little sister's ass.

"God, our sister licks like a champ," Jenna said, "I don't care what she says. She's a bisexual, incest, slut just like us."

"Uh-huh," I said. I didn't think Amy could hear us, but when the little brunette said those words, I swear our older sister's pussy got even tighter. Fuck. Whatever stamina that weekend had given me, it was very quickly draining away. We were going from marathon to sprint in a matter of moments.

"You're going to keep doing this, aren't you, Amy," Brianna said from the side of the bed. The blonde girl's body was flushed with orgasm.



"Uh huh," I heard Amy say, weakly, from under Jenna's snatch.

"Say it loud so the world can hear," Brianna said, "You're going to fuck your brother. Eat out your sisters. Swallow all that cum."

"You'll let him fuck your pussy," Jenna said, "Your mouth. Your tight little ass."

Amy only moaned again. She was incoherent with incest. Brain dead from boinking. Stupid with sex. And we were still building toward the big end.

"You want that, Chase?" Brianna asked, turning the camera on me. "All your sisters, your incest harem, just lying here waiting for your dick? Begging for your cum?" And then she whispered four more words, like she was afraid of letting them slip into the universe. "Begging for your babies?"

"God yes," I said. I didn't care anymore. Maybe Amy wasn't the only one who'd lost her mind. The girls must have heard it in my voice, the way I could barely get the words out.

"You getting close, Chase?" Brianna asked. I noticed her moving towards me. I didn't think about it at the moment.

"Yes," I said, hesitantly. Amy felt so good, I wanted to fuck her forever. My legs were aching. My whole body hurt. I was dripping sweat. I didn't care. I didn't want this to ever end. But the pinnacle was coming. The very top of the mountain we'd all been climbing. And once I got there, I knew I would plummet straight down to the bottom in a screaming, incredible cum. Nothing was going to stop me.

I needed to be outside my sister's fertile twat before it happened.

"Amy's ovulating you know," Jenna said, as she rode her sister's face. "We checked."

"Her body's ready for a baby," Brianna said, "That older sister egg is in her womb right now, looking for little brother sperm."

"It only needs one, Chase," Jenna said, "Hell, you might have already put it in her. Our sister? Look at her. See how she's cumming? That's not the drugs, Chase. That's her. That's our sister begging for your baby. You going to give it to her?"

"Chase?" I heard Amy's voice, distant, under Jenna. "Pleeeeeaaase." I felt her body jerk under me, another orgasm betraying what the twins were telling me.

"She's primed to be pregnant, brother," Brianna said, "She wants that incest baby so bad."

"Your kid. Your own sibling. Won't it be so hot?" Jenna said. She was holding the phone now. Pointed right at me.

"Yes, Chase, do it," Brianna said, "Fill her up." Brianna was whispering in my ear. She must have been right next to me, though I didn't notice.

"Getting... close..." I groaned. I couldn't hold on much longer.

"One last thing before you go," Brianna said. She slid behind me. Her breasts pressed warm against my back. She ran her hand up my chest. Nibbled on my ear. Tweaked and pulled at my nipples as I'd often done to hers. "You have to tell her. Tell us."

"What?" I startled. Brianna held me still. I wanted to keep fucking. A few more pumps, then pull out. Stream my sister with sperm. Brianna wouldn't let me move.

"Say it Chase," Jenna said.

"I want to fuck my sisters," I said, dumbly.

"Yeah, no kidding," Jenna said, "No. The other thing."

"We know, Chase," Brianna said. She kissed my neck. "It's OK. We feel it too. We all do. Amy would agree if she wasn't tongue deep in Jenny's twat."

"I don't..."

"Yes, you do," Jenna said. "Now say it."

"I... I..." The words fumbled out of me, all ill-shaped and clumsy.

"You can start with Jenna," Brianna said.

I looked over at my brunette sister. Her cute little tits bouncing up and down while she rode Amy's face. Her green eyes bright and shining. Not only with orgasm. Although also, yes. But in that moment, I knew it was true.

Maybe I was a freak. A weirdo. A broken human being. And as wrong as sex with my siblings was, the feelings I had were even wrong-er. But it didn't matter. Because my sisters felt the same way.

"I love you, Jenna," I said. "With all my heart and soul." My little sister nodded. A tear ran down her pink cheeks.

I felt Brianna's arms around me. Her massive tits pressed tight. Her breath warm on my neck.

"I love you Brianna," I said, "Deeper than any way I can describe." And I felt my sister's arms go slack.

The overwhelming drive to fuck took over. I grabbed on to Amy's hips and drove into her, deep as I could.

Jenna dismounted from Amy and sat at the top of the bed, cradling our older sister's head. Amy stared back at me wide-eyed. I look of hope, desire, and fear.

"I love you, Amy," I said. And I saw my big sis' blue eyes start to shine. "I know maybe you don't want to hear that, but I can't stop it from being true."

Amy opened her mouth to speak, but Jenna quickly covered it with her hand. She gave me a slight, imperceptible nod. Or was it meant for Brianna? I couldn't be sure.

Biological need overwhelmed intellectual curiosity. All that romance hadn't stopped me from fucking my sister. I drove into her, my backside bumping Brianna's legs with each thrust. And then the precipice was there. I was one pump, one leap, from exploding.

I knew it would be more than I'd ever felt. So much swirling around. I told my sister I loved her while I fucked her unprotected pussy on camera, and she pleasured our twin sisters. I wasn't about to cum, not like I had all those other times. It felt like my whole body was about to collapse into boiling, liquid bliss.

I started to pull back. I'd shoot all over my sister's big tits. Her taut tummy. From where I stood, I could probably get Jenna, as well. Spatter her tight, tiny body. It would be so good. The release was right there.

I stepped back. I tried to step back. Brianna wrapped herself tight around me. Her hand reached down to cup my balls. Her arm squeezed tight against my chest. My little sister thrust me forward, deep as I could go, pressing her hairy pussy against my butt. Like fucking Amy through me. I felt the spark at the base of my balls. The fire raced up my shaft.

I exploded into Amy's unprotected pussy.

"Oh FFFFFUCK!" Amy screamed.

"Amy, oh God," I cried out, "Oh fuck. You feel so fucking gooooood."

The pleasure was so much it was unbearable. My whole body shook out of my control, the ecstasy racing through me like lightning bolts, ripping me into tiny pieces of shivering, shaking cum.

I bathed my sister's pussy with my seed. Filled her up, and then dumped even more. I tried to fall forward, but Brianna held me right in place. Ensuring I'd inseminate our sister.

Amy was still screaming. Going on and on. Rambling as she took on orgasm after orgasm. Wave after wave. "I feel it! In ME. Oh, so hot and OHH! God. Cumming. Still fucking cumming. Oh my fucking God, Chase, you're filling me up. More, baby. Please. Oh fuck how is there so much cUUUMMMM!?"

Amy's whole body went bright red. She thrashed the bed. Her pleasure seemed more like something she was enduring. Wracked with bliss as it blew through her. Like a freight train of pleasure, dragging a tidal wave of happiness behind it.

I felt it too. In my fingertips. My toes. I was cumming in my beautiful sister. All sense left me. Just sounds and colors. Light.

"Oh GOD, Amy you feel so good. It feels so GOOD!" I was rambling, too.

"I knnnnnooow," Amy whined, "Oh I Iove you so much little, bro. I love that awesome cock. Your fucking cum. Oh fffffuck."

Her words drifted off. Brianna finally let me go and I fell forward. I tried to move but couldn't. I'd died. My sister's snatch had finally killed me.

I was lying on the bed. The breath rattled in my chest. My joints ached and tremored. I slithered up Amy's body, leaving a trail of kisses across her incredible body. Her thighs and butt. Her ribs and breasts. Finally, at her face. Amy stank of our sisters' pussies. Of ass and cum. I kissed her lips. She tried to pull at the ropes, to hold my head as she kissed me back.

"I'm sorry, Amy," I said, "I shouldn't have..."

"Yes, you should," Amy said, "I promise brother, you did so good for me."

Suddenly Amy's arms popped free and they were around me. Hugging me close.

I looked at her wrists and they were purple from being tied. It looked like it hurt something awful, but all Amy wanted to do was run her hands over my body. She kissed my mouth, my nose. Smiled at me post-orgasm dopey and playful.

"God, I'm still so tingly," Amy said.

I felt a body at my side. Jenna's thin arms wrapped around me from behind.

"I love you, brother," she said, "With all my heart and soul."

Brianna climbed into the bed on the other side. She cuddled against Amy, holding the phone above the four of us. I could see our incestuous union mirrored on the screen above us.

"I love you, Chase," Brianna said, "Deeper than any way I can describe." She leaned across Amy and gave me a big sloppy kiss on the lips

Amy didn't do anything. And then, to my shock, Amy started to cry. Big wet tears and loud, heaving blubbers.

"I love you, Chase," Amy said. "I love all of you. Maybe you think that's not true, but I do. I love you three more than anything. Even though I know you don't love me."

"That's not true," Jenna said, and she kissed her older sister's mouth.

"Of course we love you," Brianna said, and took a turn planting a smooch on Amy. We all wrapped around each other. A strange, sweaty, cummy, sibling-y tangle. I had Jenna's hands on my chest, Amy's legs around my waist, Brianna's hair on my face. I felt surrounded and wonderful. Safe.

"How could you love me, after all this?" Amy's sobs slowed to a sniffle.

"We're sorry, too, Amy," Brianna said.

"We didn't know what to do," Jenna said.

"No, it was me. Oh God, I was awful. I'm the one that's sorry," Amy said, "I treated all of you so badly. If this is what I made you do... Tie me down, drug me, I mean. If this is what I drove you all to? Fuck. Part of me is so happy now, being with my beloved siblings. Like you gave me a reward? But I know. I see it now. I fucked up. So badly. I love all three of you so much. I hope you can forgive me."

Amy leaned forward and Brianna flinched. But my blonde older sister only kissed her on the lips. Then she did the same to Jenna. Finally, she kissed me, hard. Her tongue slipped into my mouth.

"We love you, Amy," Brianna said, "Truly."

"That's all we ever wanted," Jenna said, "To love our sister."

"I know," Amy said. "I'm sorry. But I'm going to make it up to all of you. I promise."

"Well, we do have some plans going forward," Jenna said. She gave us that same wicked smile.

Both Amy and I shared a nervous look.

"We think you'll like these," Brianna said, "It's what you wanted, all along."

*

When we woke up the next morning, the girls gave Amy the Plan-B pill. She took it, happily. "Maybe someday, Chase," Amy said to me. "When we're ready. But I don't think any of us is there yet."

We told my Dad to pick up Jenna at Amy's place. Brianna, who was still supposed to be at a sleepover at home, snuck back home by herself. We met Dad in front of Amy's apartment, right by the Common. There were people skating on the lake nearby. It was cold as anything out, but somehow the world felt warm and wonderful. Welcoming.

I hugged my Dad hello and tossed Jenna's bag in the trunk of his car. Then Amy and I took him aside on the sidewalk and told him that we wanted to live together.

"The dorms suck, Dad," I said, "The room is more like a cell. My roommate is always in there fuck, er, doing stuff with his girlfriend."

"It's not far at all to classes," Amy said, "And I really want some time with Chase. We missed so much when we were younger."

My father was delighted. He hugged Amy tight. "I was so hoping you two would get along. You don't know how hard it's been having the family split apart. Plus, it'll save us money on college expenses. Not that, um, that's as important as having our family together."

"Thanks, Daddy," Amy said, "I know I've been hard to live with lately, but I promise I'm going to be better. With Chase's help of course."

"Speaking of which," Jenna said. I'd forgotten she was still standing there. She was fully dressed in her pea coat and hat, but I was pretty sure I could see some girl-cum crusted on her pink cheeks. I prayed my Dad wouldn't notice. "I called Brianna last night. We both changed our minds. We want to go to school with Chase."

"But you were accepted at UCLA," Dad said.

"And we can get in here, too," Jenna said. I was sure she was right. Both Brianna and Jenna were excellent students. "Touring the campus with Chase totally changed my mind about what I want out of school. What's important to me. Brianna feels the same way. We can't be with our family if we're in California. We both love you all so much."

My father looked at Amy. She tried to look conflicted, like this really troubled her. I knew her playacting so well by now.

"I guess I can find a bigger place," Amy said, "If the girls don't want to be at the dorms."

"You don't have to do this, Amy," Dad said.

"No, but I want to," Amy said, "This apartment is nice, but I'm ready to move on. I can't even change the thermostat." She winked at me as she said that.

I moved out of the dorms the next day. Gabe was home, oddly, and he gave me a strange look, but he didn't say anything.

Amy and I looked at places and we found a brownstone over in the older section of the city. It was right on the subway line, even closer to my school than her old place, and had three full bedrooms. Only one bathroom, we'd have to share the shower, but I don't think any of us minded that one bit.

The twins graduated high school in June. We all spent the summer hanging out at my parents' house. Amy even came by on the weekends. The next fall, we all moved into the brownstone together. The twins cooked us meals. Amy cleaned occasionally. I went to class with Brianna and Jenna while Amy worked. It was nice to come home to a warm house, close hugs, and bright laughter. Plus, other activities, of course.

Now, are you ready for your doctor-recommended daily dose of irony? Despite putting gallons of fertile sperm in my younger sisters' unprotected pussies and Amy's little trick with the morning after pill, Brianna and Jenna didn't get pregnant.

But Amy did.

She gave birth to a new baby daughter that fall, right after we moved into the brownstone. We looked at the calendars like it was some kind of mystery, but we all knew exactly when it happened. Despite all the warnings you read, our little girl doesn't have fourteen toes or a pig's tail. In fact, she looks just like Amy, which means she's absolutely gorgeous.

Amy told my parents it was the result of one last fling with Luke. Mom and Dad were very supportive. I think the idea of grandkids overwhelmed any other concerns.

Amy's a fucking nutjob, but you know what? I think she's going to be a great mom. If not, well, that little kid's going to have two other mommies around. Plus, I'm not bad as a dad. She has a huge family that loves her very much. Maybe that's all that matters.

And, if things go as planned, our little girl's going to have at least two more siblings/cousins (Sibsins? Couslings?) come spring. In fact, Brianna's already showing. Hard to imagine her tits could get any bigger, but here we are.

I'm sure we'll have to tell my parents about our relationships eventually, but for now it's our little secret. I have a feeling it'll all work out, though. Despite how everything may feel in the moment, life kind of balances out in the end - misery and ecstasy in equal doses.

After all, it's only fair.

The End.
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Like the Devil With a Deal

WARNING: unlike my usual absurdities, this story is DARK. A reader once described my writing as "twisted, but with a warm side." This one is straight up twisted. There are no heroes here. It also involves cheating as well as a bunch of other stuff that tends to trigger people. So be warned in advance.

I wanted to try something a little different and well... This is definitely different. If it isn't your thing, no hard feelings.

This is Part One of a three-part story. Everyone depicted here is over 18.

I knew I was in trouble as soon as my wife came home.

Kate had been out with her younger sister for their bi-weekly brunch date. Every other Saturday, the siblings met for a few hours to catch up on life and consume a few too many mimosas. It usually worked out quite nicely for me. I'd learned that having a well-lubricated wife often led to other kinds of lubrication later.

This time, though, it was clear when Kate walked into the house that I wasn't going to be getting laid. Her soft, pretty face was twisted into a scowl. She made a loud sigh, brushed her long, brown hair over her shoulder, then brushed past me.

"Something happen with Tara?" I asked.

Instead of answering, my wife marched straight to the kitchen. She reached up to the cabinets, pulled out a bottle of cheap vodka, and poured herself a glass, straight. Then she sat down at the table and took a large gulp. Apparently, brunch hadn't been boozy enough.

"You would not believe what Tara told me today, Andy," Kate said, loudly. She was wearing her standard uniform of jeans and a nice sweater; this one was canary yellow. Her diamond earrings, a gift from me for our tenth anniversary, twinkled in her ears.

I fought the urge to flee and sat down across from my wife, carefully clasping her hands.

"Is everything OK?" I asked.

Although her current behavior might indicate otherwise, Kate was usually a very even-tempered, easygoing woman. She's a kindergarten teacher, and she fit the stereotype to a tee. For her to be this upset, I knew something awful must have happened.

"Men are disgusting," Kate told me, "Gender equality, whatever. No woman would ever suggest that. Fucking Jesse."

"Suggest what?" I asked, "Was Jesse at brunch?"

Jesse was Tara's husband, which also made him my brother-in-law. He was a cocky bastard, and we got the sense that he didn't treat Tara well. But, as Kate reminded me many times, he was married to her sister, so we had to be nice when he was around.

"No, Jesse wasn't there," Kate said, "Thank God. But Tara told me what he said to her."

For a moment, I thought that maybe Jesse had asked Tara for a divorce, and I felt relieved. But guilt quickly overcame my joy. Wishing for someone else's misery -- even if they might find happiness later -- felt unforgivably cruel.

Kate took a big swallow of vodka, then continued. "Jesse told Tara he wants to see other women," she said.

"He broke up with her," I said. My intuition was confirmed.

"Oh no, he wants her to see other men, too," Kate said, "Like the both of them, together."

I nearly fell out of my chair. Instead, I got up and found myself a glass. I was going to need my own liquid courage after that revelation.

"You mean like, he wants her to," I couldn't say the words, "And he also wants to. So, they'd be like... Open?"

"Swapping," Kate said, spitting the word out like it was poison. "He wants them to 'share' with another couple. That's how he put it. Or at least, that's how Tara told me he did."

"Oh my God, he doesn't mean us, does he? Is that why Tara told you about it?"

"Ew, no!" Kate said, jumping back from the table like I'd electrocuted her. "Andy! What is wrong with you?!"

"Well, at least that's something," I said.

It wasn't the most ridiculous suggestion in the world. I'd caught Jesse eyeing Kate quite a few times. In truth, I couldn't blame him. My wife was very pretty with huge brown eyes and thick, kissable lips. Her sweet, heart-shaped face was almost always tuned to a smile. Kate had an innate, innocent beauty that told you she'd love you and keep you safe forever.

But she also had a body that would break your heart. Kate was tall, nearly matching my own height of six feet. Yet her breasts still managed to look overlarge on her frame. She worked hard to stay in shape, too, with a flat stomach, long shapely legs, and a pert bubble butt. She kept her thick, brown hair long, letting it hang straight down to the middle of her back.

Naturally, you might wonder how I had scored such a stone-cold fox. I wish I could say that I was some killer stud who hooked this gorgeous babe with my dashing looks and toned body. In truth, I'm just a normal looking guy with slowly thinning mouse-brown hair and skinny arms.

When Kate and I met, in our early twenties, she was breaking out of her awkward phase. She had been cute, clearly, but she didn't truly blossom till after we got married. I lucked out, basically. Won the lottery.

So, I was used to guys checking out my wife, glancing at me, and thinking they might have a shot with her. My brother-in-law was definitely the type to do so, and I was happy to hear that he hadn't. Not that he had much of a chance with Kate, anyway. She might force us to put up with him in person, but I knew that, in private, she despised him.

"Jesse told my sister wants to swap," Kate continued, settling back into her chair, "But not with who. He says there are websites where you can find people. Or secret clubs in the city. It's perverse." Kate gave a little shudder.

"Did Tara agree?" I asked, "To, um, share?"

"My sister told him no, straight out," Kate said, a little bit of pride playing on her face, "Apparently they're still arguing about it, though. He gave her the whole 'you'd do it if you loved me' thing which is so wrong I can't even. I told her she could come stay with us if she needs to."

"Of course," I said, on autopilot.

"I can't believe that jerk said that to my little sister," Kate said, "I mean, could you imagine?"

I shook my head and took another drink. The vodka burned its way down to my belly. Could I imagine asking my wife for that? No, no I could not.

Kate might have had an apex sexy body, but she didn't use it that way. We had what I would describe as a perfectly vanilla experience in the bedroom. She had a very traditional, romantic conception of love and she assumed that the rest of the world saw things the same way.

Did I wish, sometimes, that Kate might open up a little more? Yes, I did. But my fantasies definitely didn't extend to what Jesse was trying to convince Tara to do.

"Seriously, Andy," Kate said. "Would you want to be with another woman? Share me with another man?"

I knew better than to even pretend to consider the question.

"Kate, what do you want me to say here?" I said, "I love you. I want to be with you. I don't want to be with other people, and I definitely don't want you to be with someone else."

Kate nodded, accepting my answer. But she kept eyeing me, warily, like I might surprise her at any second. As if she could see something, deep in my own consciousness -- dangerous despite the fact that it had yet to take shape.

In case it isn't clear, I did not get laid that night.

*

For the next few days, despite the fact that we didn't talk about what had happened, our conversation kept rambling through my mind. I soon found out that Kate had been ruminating on it, as well.

It happened on a Wednesday night. We'd gone out for dinner with my work friend, Brian, and his wife, Vanessa. It was one of those meet-cute couple dates where we tried to see if maybe we could be more than people who shared a job.

We met at a new restaurant, a former diner that with a retro 50's style and cheeky offerings like 'deconstructed mac and cheese' and 'impossible meatloaf.' The place was loud and bustling -- far too hip and trying way too hard for the simple suburbia that surrounded it.

Brian and Vanessa were a nice enough couple. They were younger than us by a few years and clearly from a more popular crowd. Brian was athletic, shorter than me but well-built, with close-cropped dark hair. His wife, Vanessa, was a very pretty blonde with one of those shining smiles that must have taken years of practice to get just right.

Both of them were dressed nicely, wearing clothing that I would have reserved for a far more formal evening. I felt a little beneath them, if I'm being honest. But Brian was a super nice guy and we never lacked for conversation at the office, so why not play up a little, you know?

Dinner went normally at first. We did the usual tentative talking that comes with two couples feeling each other out. No, neither of us had kids. Yes, we all liked the area. And hadn't the weather been crazy lately?

Then, right after we ordered our food, Kate, sprinted past the warning signs, vaulted over the safety gates, and leapt right into the conversational deep end.

"You won't believe what my sister said to me the other day," she said, eyes wide like she could barely contain them. Immediately, I knew where she was going with this, and I glanced around the restaurant nervously. This wasn't exactly polite dinner conversation, but Kate seemed weirdly excited to share it.

Right there, to people she'd met only an hour before, Kate reviewed all the sordid details of what her younger sister had told her. How Jesse had sat Tara down very seriously and said, without a hint of embarrassment or propriety, that he wanted them to be intimate with another couple. Kate really went into it, providing loads of detail that she hadn't even given me. What Jesse had said, how Tara had responded, a real blow-by-blow. Then Kate sat back in our booth and waited for Brian and Vanessa to concur with her condemnation.

Instead, Vanessa only nodded. A little smile played across her lovely, heart-shaped face. "I've done that," she said, as casually as though she were talking about going windsurfing or eating escargot.

I glanced over at Brian, but he just looked at his wife with a slight smirk, wrapping one muscular arm possessively over her shoulder. To that point, the only things I knew about Brian were that he was a jock in college, he now worked over in sales, and he was a huge Yankees fan. Suddenly, I realized that information wasn't nearly enough.

"I had kind of a wild college experience," Vanessa continued. "It's not a big deal. I've found that, if you're with the right people, that kind of thing can be a lot of fun."

Kate gripped my hand under the table, hard. I could feel her heart pounding through her fingers. She stared at the couple across from us like they'd just told her they smuggled heroin into the country for extra cash.

"So, you...?" Kate asked.

"People get way too worked up about sex, in my opinion," Vanessa said, "All of us would be healthier if we could be more comfortable with our bodies. Imagine if, when you got married, you could only ever eat with that one person. What if they were a vegetarian and you loved meat? What if you were very hungry but they were on a diet? It's all very silly. There needs to be consent, of course. Trust is the basis of everything in a relationship. But if you truly love someone, why would you ever want to deny them pleasure? Despite what our sad, puritanical upbringings have taught us, love isn't about ownership. In fact, I've found it's the opposite."

Brian nodded along, contentedly, as his wife proclaimed the benefits of polyamorous relationships. Again, I found myself wondering about who my work friend truly was. I'm sure Kate was thinking something similar. What kind of weirdos was I associating with at work? I was going to hear about it for sure when we drove home.

"If you'd like, I'd be happy to talk to your sister and help set things up for them," Vanessa said, "Brian and I haven't done that kind of thing in years. But when you've been in the lifestyle, well. I still have connections, is what I'm saying."

Kate shook her head. She looked down at the table, defeated, like the world had punched her right in the gut, and all she wanted to do was cower in a corner. I tried to show her she had my support, but she wouldn't even look my way.

We spent the rest of the meal talking about other things. Work stuff for me and Brian, mostly. Kate stayed quiet. After dinner, though, as we walked back to our car -- an orange-y moon hanging heavy and low overhead -- Vanessa reminded us of her offer.

"Seriously, let me know," Vanessa said, "I'd be happy to help you out."

Kate and I didn't say a word to each other the whole drive home.

*

A week later, Kate met with her sister for brunch again. This time, thankfully, my wife came home buzzed and bubbly. It was like seeing the sun for the first time after weeks of storms.

"Tara laid down the law," Kate explained as she walked into our house, "And Jesse backed off." She wrapped her long arms around my neck and gave me a kiss. She started to lead me back to the bedroom. I followed her, like a giddy puppy.

As soon as we got to the bedroom, I reached back to unzip her dress, but she wagged her finger at me. Kate slipped away from my grasp, then turned out all the lights and closed the blinds. The room took on a dusky, tangerine tint. Kate went into the master bathroom. I heard her washing up.

I got naked and sat on the bed, waiting for her. Kate opened the door and gasped.

"Get under the covers, you naughty boy," she said, giggling.

I did as I was told. The room was bright enough with the midday sun that I could make out the curves of my wife's incredible body as she crossed the room. The bed warmed as she slipped in beside me.

I rolled over and our lips met. At one point, I tried to turn Kate over so she would be on top of me, but she refused.

"Be good," Kate said, spreading her legs. I got the message and slid inside of her.

Kate squeezed her eyes shut as I penetrated her. She kissed me. "I love you so much," she said.

We got a good rhythm going. I reached down to squeeze Kate's breasts, the ample flesh overflowing my palms. She arched her back, reacting to my touch.

Like I said, both of us enjoyed sex well enough. But there were times when I wished for more. I wanted Kate to love it, to demand it, to be controlled by carnal need. Something about seeing my beautiful, innocent wife enraptured in ecstasy -- it actually exceeded my own, personal pleasure. But Kate would never abandon herself to the moment.

"You're getting close?" Kate asked as I strained against her.

I nodded. I knew what she was asking, but I kept pumping her. Hoping that maybe this time she'd let it go.

"Andy, what are you doing?" Kate asked. She was using her kindergarten teacher voice and it actually made me soften a little.

I sighed and pulled out, finishing myself with my hand. Kate handed me a wad of tissues from the nightstand, and I used that to snare my spend. She stroked my arm as I peaked, looking at me with wide, adoring eyes.

I flopped down next to her. Both of us breathing heavily. Slick with sweat. I felt this weird mix of post-sex satisfaction and frustration. Like some chunk of me was still looking for a way to finish.

At least I didn't have to use a condom, I thought to myself. Kate couldn't go on the pill for medical reasons, but I felt strongly that being married meant I didn't have to use protection anymore. It had been one hell of an argument at the time, but it was one of the few I'd won.

"What was that all about?" Kate asked lying back in bed. Her body looked languid but her deep brown eyes were like sparks. "Before."

"I thought maybe we could," I said, "You know. Start trying."

My beautiful wife shook her head. It would have been adorable if it wasn't so frustrating in the moment.

"You know I love kids," Kate said, "But I see them every day. I want us to enjoy our time as a couple while we still can. You know?"

"Right," I said, "I get it. Just got caught up. In the moment."

Kate leaned over me and kissed me, hard.

"You'll get your chance," she said, "Someday. Soon."

*

Nearly a month passed. Kate didn't mention Tara's issue again, so I assumed it had been resolved. We went back to our normal lives. It was a moment, nothing more.

Then, on a random Wednesday in early April, Brian invited me out to lunch.

We walked across town to a new taco place that Brian had been raving about and grabbed a table near the back. The food was as good as Brian had promised and the atmosphere was fun with indie artwork on the walls and thumping tunes. Again, I felt a little out of place, but it was nice being out of the office, and Brian was fun company.

Based on his body, you'd think that Brian was one of those muscle-headed douchebag bros you meet at the gym. But, in truth, he was a sincerely nice guy. He was easy to talk to, pleasant to work with. His sunny attitude always shone through. I have to admit, I had a bit of a boy-crush on him.

We did the usual work talk while we ate -- complaining about contractors, worrying over deadlines, the usual. Then Brian got down to business. He told me that he and Vanessa were hosting a party that Saturday night and asked if Kate and I would join.

"This isn't your typical boring couple's night," Brian said, "There will be no brie or boardgames."

I raised an eyebrow, thinking of what Vanessa had told us over dinner. Was Brian inviting us to one of those parties? Brian laughed.

"No man, nothing like that," he said, "Look, will a few people end up doing stuff? Probably. But no one gets involved with anything they don't want to be a part of. Look, Nessa and I both really enjoyed dinner with you guys last month. We think you're a lot of fun and we'd like to have more fun with you. That's all."

Being honest, I was tickled by the thought that Brian and Vanessa liked us. They both seemed too cool, too good-looking, to get on with a couple like Kate and I. Oh, sure, Kate was a knockout, but I thought I was kind of average. And both of us were quiet, shy people. Hearing a popular guy like Brian say he enjoyed our company, well, I guess it stroked my ego a bit.

As to the event itself, I supposed it could be fun. Some small part of me whispered, too, that if a few people did end up hooking up, maybe Kate would see it and open up a little, as well. Nothing wrong with some healthy inspiration, right?

But as soon as those words entered my head, reality washed over me. Even in college I didn't truly like parties. All the loud music and drunk dopes. It was something I had to endure rather than enjoy. And even if I could talk myself into it, somehow, there was no way that Kate would agree. She made me seem like an outgoing guy in comparison. There was just no way that we would be attending this event.

"I appreciate the offer," I said, feeling a mixture of regret and relief as I spoke. "We like you guys a lot too and we'd love to hang out again sometime. But we're not party people."

Brian nodded, knowingly. He started to speak, paused, then started again.

"Let me ask you something," he said, "How long have you and Kate been together?"

"Eleven years," I said, "We met when we were both fresh out of college."

"You're happy?"

"Oh yes, definitely," I said.

"But there's things you'd change, right?" Brian asked, leaning in conspiratorially.

"I don't know what you mean."

"Sure you do," Brian said, "Nothing's ever perfect. Like, Nessa's always after me about leaving my workout stuff around the house. Stuff like that."

"Oh," I said, "Oh yes. Of course. That's being married."

"Exactly," Brian said, "There are things that you want. That she wants. Things that you'd change about the other person, if you could. See, some people look at marriage as an ending. Happily ever after, right? But I see it as a beginning, the start of becoming your best self."



"I suppose," I said, "It's a nice thought."

"Right?" Brian gave me a hearty slap on the shoulder. It felt like getting shoved by a gorilla. "We get married and we get locked into who we are. Who we think that's how it should be. But the truth is, you can have everything you want. Trust me, Kate's feeling the same thing. Even if she isn't willing to say it. You just have to be willing to take risks. Are you willing to do that, Andy? Take a risk to get what you truly want?"

"I'm not sure I understand what you mean," I said, cagey.

"I'm talking about a party, man!" Brian said, and he threw back his head and laughed. "Going out, having a good time, the whole thing. Vanessa and I both think you two would have an amazing time. It would mean a lot to us if you showed."

I knew my answer was 'no.' But I couldn't form the word in front of Brian. I was weirdly anxious about disappointing him. So, instead, I deftly deflected. I told him that I had to talk to Kate first, knowing that my wife would decline for me.

Problem solved.

*

That night, as we ate takeout Chinese over the kitchen table, I told Kate about Brian's invitation. I relayed what he had told me -- how he liked us both and wanted us to come to their place. I stayed mum about the other things he'd said about marriage and change. I guess because I still wasn't sure I understood what he meant.

I expected Kate to flat out refuse, but instead, she put down her chopsticks and paused, lost in thought.

"I do like them," Kate said, finally, "Vanessa's so glamorous and amazing. And Brian's so good... I mean, such a good guy."

"So, you want to go?" I asked, my mind scrambling with surprise.

"Do you?"

"I don't know," I said, "I do like them, and I guess it could be fun."

Another long pause while Kate twiddled with her lo mein. She let out a deep sigh, then said, "I don't think we should." I felt myself relax as my universe reordered itself to its normal disposition. "Not unless we can bring Tara, too."

And just like that, everything was upside down again. Tara? What did Kate's younger sister have to do with any of this?

"She's been dragging since that whole thing with Jesse," Kate said, "I think a night out might help her feel better about stuff."

"Maybe see that there are other possibilities out there?" I asked, "Be inspired by what's going on around her?"

"Something like that," Kate said, blushing slightly. It wasn't like her to be so sneaky and I kind of liked seeing it in her. "I think Tara would have a good time."

"So wait, are we actually considering going to this?" I asked.

"I think so?" Kate said. She seemed to be rolling the idea around in her mind. Seeing how it bounced and settled. "See what Brian says about Tara."

Like me, I think Kate was just pushing the ball forward, hoping that someone else would block the way. But it didn't happen. When I texted Brian about bringing one more, he wrote back a simple, "Can't wait to see you there!" and an address.

And so, somehow, we'd agreed to go to a party that weekend. I spent the rest of the week feeling like something was growing in my stomach. I told myself it was anticipation. Excitement. But looking back I know exactly what I was feeling.

It was fear.

*

Saturday evening, as we got ready for the party, we both started to feel the jitters. Kate showered and put on a very cute red and white polka dot dress that showed off her figure. It wasn't tight, but it flared nicely at her chest and hips, accentuating her perfect, figure-eight figure.

She did a little spin and caught me staring from where I was sitting on the bed. "What?" she asked, smoothing her dress back down like she'd been doing something naughty.

"You just look good, that's all," I said.

Kate looked down at herself, dubious. "I'm not all that," she said.

"Are you kidding? You're gorgeous. Every guy at that party is going to be jealous of me, having you on my arm. You're so beautiful. And your body. I mean, you're amazing."

"That's sweet of you to say, honey," Kate said, "But it seems to me that all the girls will be jealous of me with my tall, handsome husband by my side."

"Maybe we skip the party," I said, "Stay here." I was only half-joking. Staying in the bedroom was becoming more and more appealing.

Kate rolled her eyes at me. "My sister is coming," she said, as if that that answered everything.

Kate swished past me to do her makeup in the bathroom while I got dressed. I kept it simple -- a light, navy sweater and a pair of khakis. I ran a hand through my light brown hair, checking myself in the mirror. Trying to see the man that my wife had been gushing over a moment before.

My lips were too thin, and my eyes were a pale, listless green. I could see the beginnings of a widow's peak on my forehead. At least I kept myself in pretty good shape. I'd been a long-distance runner in high school, and I'd kept the knack of it as I got older.

As I was pulling my shoes on (brown loafers) the doorbell rang. Kate went downstairs to get it. I heard Tara's voice echo up the stairs as she came inside. There were the usual ecstatic hellos and high-pitched giggles. But then, oddly, there was a strange sort of silence. As if they had suddenly both left the house. Sensing something was up, I quickly finished tying my shoes and hurried out of the bedroom.

As soon as I came down the stairs, I understood what had happened. Tara, Kate's sister, was standing in our living room as expected. But behind her was someone I didn't anticipate: her husband Jesse, looking morose as always. I looked over at Kate, standing off to the side. My wife shrugged, as if she'd already resigned herself to the situation.

As soon as she saw me, Tara ran over and wrapped me up in a hug. "Andy!" she cried out, like I was some celebrity she'd dreamed of meeting.

I'd always been attracted to my wife's younger sister, though I don't think either of them knew. Unlike Kate, who took after her dad with darker coloring and a fuller body, Tara looked a lot like their mother. She was a slim, slip of a woman with poker-straight red hair that went down to her shoulders. She had thin, pink lips and bright, emerald eyes, with a dusting of freckles across the bridge of her nose.

From description alone, I'm sure it's hard to understand why I was into Tara. Kate had the sexier body, no doubt. But something about Tara was straight up hot. Her bubbly personality, the way she moved, her lascivious little grins. It's nothing I can quantify, but she got to me at an animal, instinctual level. As if I could feel her pheromones crawling up my skin whenever she was in the room. I knew nothing would ever happen, but I couldn't help but hold Kate's redhead little sister in my fantasies.

I realized our hug had been going on for a while and so finally I stepped back. Tara sensed it too and gave me a shy smile, her cheeks flushing slightly.

"You look good," Tara said, eyeing me up.

I could see why she appreciated my outfit as Tara was wearing practically the same thing: a thin green sweater and a pair of dark jeans. Sensing that the moment was only getting more awkward, I hurried over to shake Jesse's hand. He gave me a firm grip, but the look in his eyes spoke only of escape.

Jesse was a tall guy (I had to look up to meet his eyes and, as I said, I'm over six feet) with messy, dark brown hair, and tattoos sleeved top to bottom on both arms. I'm told he's handsome, but I found him gawky and odd. The fact that he stank of cigarettes only made him more off-putting.

Unlike the rest of us who'd dressed up, Jesse looked like he was going to spend the night working on his motorcycle -- he had on a dark, stained t-shirt and a pair of ripped jeans. I doubted he'd washed his hair in weeks. His look matched his 'dirtbag' personality to a tee.

We spent a little time standing there, talking in the living room like some higher being was forcing us. We were all familiar with each other, but everything felt off. Even the way we stood, a strange distance between us that was neither close nor far -- arms stuck at our sides like they'd been tied there -- spoke of the tension. The whole room seemed sticky with it.

Finally, I worked up the courage to announce that we should head out. While Tara and Jesse took turns using the bathroom upstairs, I grabbed Kate and pulled her into the kitchen. I didn't even have to ask my question.

"Tara told him she was going out and he insisted on coming along," Kate said, her voice a harsh whisper. "I know, I don't want him around either. But what was I supposed to say?"

I thought of the fiery woman who'd come back from brunch a month before, ready to rip apart every man she met because of what Jesse had said to her baby sister. That girl would have given Jesse a piece of her mind, plus a knee to the balls. But my usual Kate was back, and she was going to go along to get along.

"We'll drive him to the party," I said, "We don't have to spend time with him."

"I know, I just feel bad for Tara," Kate said, "She needed a break from all of this. Promise me you'll take care of her, OK? Make sure she has a good time."

I drove everyone to the party in my Audi Q7. Shockingly, we had even less to say to each other in the car. Even when you're going 55 mph, it's impossible to escape your problems. By the time we got to our destination, it felt like we'd been driving for hours instead of twenty minutes.

As we turned onto Brian's street, I realized I'd made another error in my expectations. Up till that moment, I'd been imagining a small, quiet evening like we usually had when we met up with other married couples. Sure, Brian had said this was going to be a different kind of party. But I assumed he meant that it was catered or something fancy like that. The reality was far more ridiculous.

Brian's place was raging. The house was lit, multicolored like a concert stage. I could feel the beat of the music through the car. Even finding parking was an ordeal. We ended up squeezing in about three blocks away. As if I wasn't already intimidated enough.

After we got out of the car, on our way up to the house, I grabbed Kate's arm and leaned in close.

"We don't have to stay long, if you don't want to," I said.

My beautiful wife nodded, her lips pursed, like I'd just shared the secret escape route. We weren't even at the party yet and she already looked nervous.

While things were clearly happening inside, the well-manicured front lawn was surprisingly empty. We stepped up to the stone stoop and I rang the bell. Kate, Tara, and Jesse all crowded close behind me. I didn't think anyone was going to hear the door over all the noise, but I felt weird just walking into a stranger's house. As we waited, I glanced over and noticed a pair of empty stone planters shaped like upside-down pineapples flanking either side of the steps. I don't know why that detail caught my eye.

I was about to give up on my sensibilities and throw open the door when it popped of its own accord, revealing Vanessa. Her face broke into a wide grin as soon as she saw us.

Like I said, Brian's wife was a very attractive woman. I wouldn't have been surprised to hear she had been a model at some point. Tall -- about the same height as Kate -- and skinny, she had long, golden blonde hair that ran in ringlets down to her chest. Vanessa was wearing a tiny green, strapless dress that showed off her trim body perfectly. Around her neck was a massive bronze necklace, laden with four surprisingly large, differently-shaped chunks of smoky quartz.

Vanessa clapped her hands excitedly as we came up to the door. "Ooo, I'm so glad you're here!" I felt myself warm with her compliment.

Vanessa quickly brought us inside, like ushering us into her private speakeasy. The place was clearly anything but secluded. Crowds of people, like herds of buzzed buffalo, migrated through the house carrying drinks, lost in their own conversations. Laughing and gabbing so loud it almost made the pulsing music seem quiet.

Despite the dark and the throngs of people, I could tell the house was expertly designed. It looked like someplace out of a magazine, with hardwood floors and classic furniture. In places, there were little playful pieces that offset the more regal setting. Bright spots of color that shouted that all of this was not to be taken too seriously. The home was the perfect evocation of the people who lived there -- elegant, yet playful. Debonair but never debilitating.

But before I could really get a sense of the place, Vanessa grabbed both Kate and Tara by the wrists and led them into the house.

"I have to show you around," she said, giving Jesse and I a wink as she went.

Suddenly, my wife -- my safety stone -- was gone. Jesse and I were left standing there in the entryway, staring anywhere but at each other. I felt stuck to the wall, magnetized, like I was back at a middle school dance.

Fortunately, almost immediately after Vanessa took off with our spouses, Brian swooped over. He had on a blue-striped button down and dark jeans. The perfect mix of casual and coiffed. He greeted both of us warmly.

"Nice tats!" Brian said as he shook Jesse's hand. My brother-in-law shrugged.

My muscular co-worker then led us around the house like a guide through the jungle, through the packed crowds in the living room, past a staircase, and into the kitchen. It was a massive open space with marble countertops, walnut cabinets, and Vulcan appliances. Clearly this was the engine room for the party, and alcohol was everywhere. There was even a keg in one corner, and another guest was standing behind the island and mixing drinks like it was a full-on bar.

Brian went straight to a nearby cooler that was resting on the floor. He knelt down and grabbed a bottle of beer, cracking it open before handing it to me. I turned to hand it back to Jesse, but he was gone. I supposed he'd dropped away at some point on the journey over. I guess I was supposed to wonder about him, but honestly, I was glad my greasy shadow was gone.

"See? I told you," Brian said, clinking his own beer with mine. "Nice, right?"

"It's a lot," I said.

"Hell yeah!" Brian said, clapping me on the back.

"Won't the neighbors complain about the noise?" I asked.

"Are you kidding? They're all here, too," Brian said, pointing around the room.

We stayed in the kitchen, drinking and doing our best to talk over the cacophony. Brian plied me with beers, and we talked about work stuff. When that topic ran out, we moved to sports. We didn't have much else to say to each other, and it was a stark reminder of how surface-level our friendship was. Like a particularly fickle houseplant, it withered once it was out of its narrow comfort zone.

On the other hand, standing next to Brian was like getting to share the spotlight with a celebrity. Everyone who came by had to say hello and chat for a bit. I got the standard guy nod from a whole town's worth of people: businessmen, cops, politicians. All of whom seemed to know Brian and want a minute of his time. And, since I was standing next to the prince of the party, all assumed that I must be important, as well.

But when I finished my fourth beer, reality finally set in. Like I was shaken out of a dream, I blinked back to consciousness and realized that I'd been standing in the kitchen for almost an hour, and I hadn't seen Kate. The house was pretty big, sure, but Vanessa's tour couldn't be taking that long.

Hurriedly, I told Brian I was going to go find my wife. He gave me a knowing nod, then raised his beer at me before he was quickly pulled into about four other conversations. The man was the life of the party, and it was hard not to be envious of him.

That feeling was mostly overwhelmed, however, by my worry about Kate. I reminded myself that she was a big girl who could take care of herself. But she'd seemed super nervous going in and I couldn't help but feel like I was letting her down.

I fought my way back into the living room, assuming I'd find Kate there since that's where almost everyone else was. Instead, however, I immediately noticed another familiar face: Tara.

My cute, redhead sister-in-law was sitting by herself on the couch, idly holding a half-empty beer bottle in her hand and staring off to nothingness. Tara must have been pretty out of it, because she didn't seem to notice me until I sat down next to her. Finally, she turned my way, gave me a tight, pained smile, and clinked my beer.

"Have you seen Kate?" I asked her.

Tara shook her head. "I think she's still getting the grand tour. How many bedrooms does one house need, seriously? I told them I needed to use the bathroom and snuck back down here."

"How are you?" I asked. We practically had to shout to hear each other, so instead we moved closer, till we were both nearly whispering in each other's ears. It felt almost intimate. Like we were a couple, getting ready to canoodle on the couch.

Being so close to Tara -- smelling her strawberry hair, seeing the tiny freckles on her neck -- it exacerbated my already underlying desire for her. I let myself be slowly swallowed up in her presence.

"I'm fine," Tara said, flatly. I gave her a knowing look and she took a deep breath. "Kate told you about the whole 'sharing' thing, huh?"

"No secrets between husband and wife," I said.

"Or siblings," Tara said.

"No doubt," I agreed, "You know Kate's not being mean or judging. She's legit worried about you."

"And you?" Tara asked. For some reason, the question struck me strangely.

"I want you to be happy," I said, "That's the only thing that matters to me."

"Jesse makes me happy," Tara said, "Sometimes."

"But maybe not happy enough," I said. Not a question.

"Well, we can't all marry Prince Charming," Tara said. She slugged my shoulder, playfully.

I looked around, like maybe this handsome gentleman that Tara was talking about was standing behind me.

"Oh, come off it," Tara said.

"Seriously?" I said, legitimately surprised. Being silly aside, I truly didn't think Tara could mean me.

"You really don't see it?" Tara said, "You're amazing. I see the way you take care of Kate, how much you love her, and I get so jealous. You're funny and fun. It doesn't help that you're really fucking handsome." She paused. "Sorry. I may have had a little too much to drink."

"It's OK," I said, now even more aware of how close the both of us were on the couch. I felt my erection fill my pants and it was both wonderfully welcome and excruciatingly embarrassing. "More than OK. I guess I still see myself as the awkward guy. Too little up here," I stroked my hair, "Too much down here," I rubbed my stomach.

"Not even close," Tara said, "When we first met, maybe? But sometime in your twenties you, like, blossomed. I can't think of another word for it."

I smiled to myself -- that was exactly how I'd described Kate earlier. Maybe both of us had grown into something more. I didn't see it in myself because I was too busy being entranced by my wife's transformation.

"Well, if you're that drunk, I guess I can confess," I said, "I've always had a bit of a crush on you."

Tara blushed.

"You're always outgoing and energetic," I said, "I guess that's why it weirds me out that you've been so quiet today."

"What Jesse said? It really hurt. We've been married for less than two years, and he's already bored with me. It sucks," Tara said, kicking her skinny legs out like a pouty little girl.

"I get that," I said, "The hurt part. Not being bored. Not with you."

"Thanks," Tara said, perfunctorily, "The way he keeps trying to explain it, I don't know. sometimes I think maybe he's right and I'm the one that's twisted. Like he says, it's only sex, right? I mean, do you and Kate ever..."

"No," I said, "Whatever you were going to ask about sex, the answer is no."



Tara laughed. "She can be a little conservative, I know. I remember her high school boyfriends all limping home with horrific blue balls. I guess I don't want to be like Kate, either. Just, maybe, something in between?"

"Speaking of our significant others, maybe we should try to go find them," I said.

Tara agreed.

We climbed off the couch and wandered around. Through the living room and over to the kitchen. I noticed that Brian had abandoned his post. We found a set of stairs that led down to a gaming room with a pool table and yet another fully stocked bar. It was still as crowded as before -- more people than I could remember ever seeing in one house. But we didn't see Kate or Jesse anywhere.

"Maybe in the upstairs?" Tara suggested.

We made our way up to the second floor and found ourselves looking down a long, dark hallway. There were four closed doors on either side, plus one at the end. The music was quieter here, muted. The crowds had kept themselves to the downstairs. It was almost eerie how quickly we shifted from crazy to calm.

"So what, we just start knocking on doors?" I asked.

Tara shrugged.

I took that as a yes, but when I went to rap on the first door on my right, I clearly heard the rhythmic thumping of a bed against a wall. I turned and motioned for Tara to listen. She gave me a funny look.

"There's no way," I said.

"Kate would never," Tara agreed. Don't think I missed the implication that Jesse might.

I started to walk away from the door, but the cute redhead grabbed my arm.

"Still, we should check," Tara said, a naughty smirk creeping across her face. "Just to be sure."

I rolled my eyes at her, but I turned the knob, carefully cracking it open. I saw a familiar face, but it was neither of our spouses. Instead, it was Brian.

My coworker was completely naked, ropy muscles straining, as he pumped his dick into a woman laying splayed on the bed. I didn't recognize her, but she certainly wasn't Brian's wife. This woman was short and chubby with dark, curly hair. Her legs were up on Brian's shoulders She grunted with every violent thrust.

I guess I should have been surprised but I wasn't. If anything, it felt oddly expected, like I knew this was coming. As I said, I didn't think this was one of 'those' kinds of parties but I was pretty sure that Brian and Vanessa had a different definition of marriage than most people. Seeing it in front of me felt more like a logical conclusion than a twist ending.

I went to close the door, but Tara reached down and grabbed my wrist. I looked over at my sister-in-law. Her normally pink face was bright red, nearly matching her hair. She was breathing heavily, too.

The sex between Brian and this woman was weirdly hypnotic. I'd seen plenty of porn videos and this looked like a scene straight out of one. Only it was happening right in front of my eyes. The copulating couple didn't acknowledge us at all. Brian pistoned into the woman like a machine. Her body undulated under him. The only sounds were her little whimpers, the slaps of their bodies, the squeals of the mattress springs.

I had to marvel at Brian's physique. He looked like something made of marble. The woman, too, was quite alluring. Her soft little body seemed to scream sex with her ample breasts, wide hips, and cherubic face.

I felt myself stiffen, a natural response. But the coupling was so aggressive, almost industrial, that I felt odd about my arousal. Like I was getting off on something wrong. Raw. Not that my penis got the message, extending so assertively you'd think it was trying to join the action.

The reality of what we were doing dawned on me. I was getting aroused standing next to my sister-in-law, watching my coworker have sex with another woman while neither of them was aware we were there. And my wife was nowhere to be found.

"Let's go find Kate," I said, easing the door shut. The hall went dark again. I could see Tara nod her agreement back at me, dumbly. Her mind still clearly in that room with the other couple.

Just as we turned to check the next room, the door on the other side of the hall popped open and a giggling couple spilled out. The woman, a stick-thin brunette, was buttoning up her blouse and straightening her skirt.

The man was Jesse.

He had his t-shirt on, but his jeans had been discarded somewhere else, leaving him in only his dark, tight boxer-briefs. He was laughing too, playfully trying to pull her back to the bedroom.

Then he looked up and saw his wife and brother-in-law staring at him in the hall and everything went still. I expected Jesse would be immediately embarrassed or ashamed. Instead, he leaned back nonchalantly in the hallway, giving us both a wide, slightly crooked smile.

"Babe!" Jesse said, "That's awesome! I'm so glad you're finally getting into it, too."

"This is Andy!" Tara said, indignant.

"Oh awesome," Jesse said, giving me a cheesy wink, "This is Carol."

The skinny brunette waved hello, like this was totally normal.

"Jesse, I can't believe you," Tara said.

I waited for Jesse to start sputtering, but instead he stayed there, grinning like an idiot. "Babe, we talked about this. It's no big deal, just a bit of fun."

Tara stood there dumbfounded, clearly trying to make words, but none were coming. Kate told me that Tara had turned Jesse down, flat. But now I was wondering if Tara's true response had been so clear. Had she lied to Kate about what she'd said? Had Kate not told me the whole story? Or was it the other way around -- maybe Jesse had decided to go ahead, no matter what his wife said.

"You should have fun, too," Jesse said, "Seriously. If Andy doesn't do it for you, I bet we can find you someone. This party is wild."

"You're such an ass," Tara said.

"Come on, babe. I'm sorry about the girl," Jesse said, "It was only a blowjob and I swear it just kind of happened."

Carol stood next to him, not responding at all. Like his story was probably a lie but she honestly didn't care. Again, I was struck by how odd this whole situation had become.

"Whatever," Tara said, "Do whoever you want."

"You know I'd rather be watching you," Jesse said.

"Just go," Tara said.

Jesse paused for a moment, then grabbed Carol's hand and led her downstairs. I was surprised at how quickly he surrendered. Like, I knew Jesse was an ass, but I thought he'd try to fight for his marriage. Instead, he seemed perfectly content to skip off with this other woman and let things fall as they may. I felt sad for him, honestly. Like watching someone drop a treasure in the sand and walk away, not knowing what they'd lost.

Tara watched her husband go down the steps and then slumped against the wall. She looked like she was about to cry.

"You OK?" I asked, once Jesse was gone.

"Not really," Tara said. Her eyes were wet with tears and all I wanted to do was hug her. But I stayed back, not sure if I should.

"You can do so much better," I said.

"Sure," Tara said.

"Do you want me to chase him down?" I asked, "Maybe kick his ass?"

"Let's go find Kate," Tara said, quickly straightening. She wiped at her eyes, forcing her body stiff.

"Are you sure?" I asked.

"Yes, let's get my sister and get out of here," Tara said. She grabbed my hand, a bit too tightly, and walked me down the hall to the next door. I followed, grateful for her suggestion. It was time to head home. I'd already had my fill of this party, and I could only imagine things getting worse as the night went on.

Tara stopped in front of the next door. After the first two reveals, I couldn't imagine what we'd see next. And yet, I was strangely not worried about Kate. After all, this was my chaste wife. If anything, I thought we'd find her in some bedroom by herself, bingeing Gilmore Girls or something like that.

This time, Tara turned the knob. Once again, I was surprised by what I saw. It was a totally clean, completely empty, white-tiled bathroom.

Well, I did have to pee.

Like everything in this house, the bathroom was well appointed with silver taps and fluffy towels. The room was surprisingly deep with double sinks, a bathtub shower, and a large, almost elegant, toilet against the back wall.

I went straight to the commode and unzipped my pants. I glanced over at Tara, but she didn't look away. She leaned against the door frame and stared off, distant. I think she was still thinking about Jesse, wondering what he was up to, despite herself.

As I started to pee, I heard voices coming through the wall. I couldn't parse most of it, but I did catch the word 'orgasm.' There was a door to my left. When we came in, I'd thought it was a closet, but now I realized it must lead to yet another bedroom.

Again, intrigue got the best of me. I felt like a peeping Tom, opening doors and seeing what was happening behind them. But, I rationalized, I was looking for my wife. That made it OK, right? So, after I finished peeing and washed my hands, I inched the door open.

Sure enough, I found myself looking into another bedroom. It was dim in there, but I could make out a large bed, several huge pieces of hardwood furniture, and four people: two men and two women. They were all facing each other in a circle, intent. It was dim enough that I could only catch their shapes at first.

Then one of the women, the one sitting on the bed, turned my way slightly, and I saw it was Vanessa, Brian's wife. The beautiful blonde caught my eye and held finger to her lips. The rest of the room didn't seem to notice me watching.

It might seem silly to think that, if one person noticed me, the others couldn't. But they were all angled in the other direction, facing toward the bed. Further, as I said, the bedroom was dark, and we'd never bothered to turn on the light in the bathroom, either. Finally, a towering mahogany dresser was set up by the door, creating the perfect amount of cover. So, I could see everything without anyone else being aware. Well, except for Vanessa. But she seemed more than happy to have me staring in silence.

I glanced back at Tara, and she loped over to look. The cute redhead scooched in next to me, legs pressed against mine, with her hand on my back. She gave me a glance as she saw what was going on, but she stayed quiet. My wife's little sister was quite the voyeur it seemed.

"I'll join in, too, of course" Vanessa said, now clearly speaking to everyone else in the room with her, "But I want to see each of you cum. That way, we can each talk about our own, unique orgasms. It's really interesting -- every person is different."

"All together or one at a time?" One of the guys asked. My eyes were adjusting, and I saw he was blond, with a shock of tight, curly hair.

"It's more fun if we all do it together," Vanessa said.

"That sounds good to me," the other man said. He had a bit of an accent and was caramel-skinned with full, wavy black hair.

"I don't know..." the other woman said.

That voice! I don't know how I'd missed her before. It was Kate. My Kate, in her red and white polka dot dress, sitting on an ottoman on the far side of the room.

Vanessa must have heard me gasp because she quickly looked my way and sharply shook her head like I was a poorly behaved pet. I glanced back at Tara for reinforcement, but she seemed entranced, as well. Her verdant eyes were wide. She appeared even more taken aback than when she'd found Jesse.

Yet neither of us said a word. Vanessa's warning glare held us in place. Logical choices like closing the door or stepping into the room never occurred. We stood there, captivated.

"It's not a big deal," Vanessa said, talking to her three other supplicants, "It's not dirty. Think of it as asocial experiment. We're not even going to touch each other. Just cum real quick so we can compare."

I should have been nervous about this whole situation -- my innocent wife in a bedroom with two strange men and a beautiful woman who clearly loved to instigate -- but I wasn't. I knew my wife. This kind of thing wasn't for Kate. Especially this particular scenario. Kate never masturbated; I knew. I'd tried to get her to do it a couple of times, but she'd said it made her feel icky. There was no way she was going to let loose in front of a room full of strangers.

"I'm not sure I should do this," Kate said, confirming my intuition. I didn't need to see her face to know that she was wearing a nervous look.

"Here, why don't I start," Vanessa said. She lifted her little green dress over her butt, exposing a pair of black, thong panties. She quickly slid them down her long legs. Again, she gave me a little wink when she saw me staring her way.

I know I shouldn't have been aroused, but after everything I'd seen so far and with Tara wrapped around my back, I was already on edge. Plus, like I said, Vanessa was gorgeous. Getting to see her bottom-less was quite a treat.

The two guys in the room promptly stood, shucked off their pants, and stepped out of their underwear. The blonde, curly-haired guy was pretty well hung; his long, thin dick was already hardening as he stood there. The darker-skinned dude also had nothing to be ashamed of. His thick, brown member pointed straight and proud.

"There you go," Vanessa said. She reached down and casually began to play with her nether lips. To my surprise, she had a thin tuft of blonde hair on her pubis. I thought women like Vanessa came naturally shaved. "Come on Katie, go for it."

I knew this was the moment my wife would rebel. Three strangers, bottomless, stroking themselves in front of her, and asking her to do the same? No way. Plus, Vanessa had just called her Katie. This was over.

Instead, to my shock, my demure wife reached under her polka dot dress and pulled off her panties. They were white, cute, and cotton. She dropped them on the floor, then slid her dress back far enough so she could reach her own sex. No one could see anything private, only a bit of tan leg. But for Kate it was scandalous.

I should have felt awful. That was my shy wife, showing these strangers something I'd never been able to acquire for myself. I was supposed to feel jealous, betrayed. And some part of me did.

But another part, a shameful aspect that I couldn't ignore, thrilled at the moment. After all, this was what I'd always wanted: an outward, expressive, sex-positive wife who used her amazing body to its most powerful purpose.

Yes, Vanessa was a very beautiful woman. But she paled in comparison to my Kate and the way the other two guys were drooling my wife's way only confirmed my conclusion. Watching Kate ineptly reach for herself was incredible. Seeing her go half lidded, legs open, was a revelation.

I finally had what I wanted. Maybe not in the exact situation I was hoping for, but still. If this was the result of the risks we were taking, I was willing to gamble a bit. The potential prize was simply too big to walk away.

"How's it feel, Carlos?" Vanessa asked.

"Really good," the dark-skinned man replied.

"Mason? You like looking at me and Katie?"

"So hot," the blond-haired man said.

"Come on Katie, you can do better than that," Vanessa said. Unsurprisingly, my wife was clumsily rubbing at herself, seemingly more concerned about everyone looking at her than how she felt.

"Here, let me help you," Vanessa said. She stood and walked over to my wife.

I started to move forward, to step in. I'd been willing to let things develop till now. But I also knew what too far looked like and I wasn't about to let it happen.

Before I could interrupt, Tara put her hand on my chest.

"Wait," Tara mouthed.

What did she mean 'wait'? What exactly was I supposed to be holding out for? I still don't know what Tara's intentions truly were. But I let the little redhead hold me back.

Vanessa knelt down and put her hand on top of Kate's. The beautiful blonde adjusted my wife's hand through the dress, never actually touching her pussy, and slowly shifted her grip.

"More like that, OK?" Vanessa said.

My wife's face cinched and her eyes unfocused. "Yes," Kate said, absently.

"There you go," Vanessa said. She walked over and gave each of the guy's dicks a little squeeze. "Only fair," she said, then sat back down on the bed.

She saw me watching and spread her legs wide before reaching down to play with herself again. Vanessa was putting on a show. For my wife. For the room. For me and Tara. It was amazing how this beautiful blonde woman could control all of our attentions. If she could ever find a way to spread her legs on national television, she'd take over the world.

"Remember to tell us how it feels, Katie," Vanessa said.

"...it's good," Kate said, her voice trembling.

I felt Tara's hand push against my chest again. Her thin, pink fingers traced their way around my pecs, then down my stomach. I tried to catch Tara's attention, but she was completely focused on what she was doing. She let out a long, low 'shhhhhh' as she traced my body.

Tara's hands went lower. She pulled down my zipper. Intuitively, I put my hand over hers to stop her, but the movement seemed to only encourage my slim sister-in-law. Like it was nothing, Tara stuck her hand through the fly of my boxers and grabbed my dick. I heard her breath catch in her throat.

"Seriously?" the pretty redhead whispered, fishing out my bare cock. Her little fingers could barely wrap around my shaft. She hefted me, eyes wide, like she'd discovered a completely unknown, inexplicably delicious, kind of fruit.

If I hadn't felt trapped between two evils before, now I was completely captured. I knew this was wrong. It was cheating, and worse, with Kate's little sister. Sure, I could argue that my wife was also in the process of crossing some lines, but it wasn't like this.

However, I couldn't control myself in the moment. The word 'stop' appeared in my mouth but faded away before I could form it. As I said, I'd always crushed on Tara. A primordial attraction that held me in her thrall. My sister-in-law's ministrations, the action on the other side of the door, it all held me silent.

So, I stood there -- paralyzed -- watching my wife work herself over in one room while her own little sister held my cock in the other. Tara traced the shape of me, then started rubbing the loose skin up and down over the crown. Any further argument I might have conjured stopped completely as Tara started to stroke my dick.

"Katie, are you getting close?" Vanessa asked, bringing my attention back to the other room.

"I think so," Kate said, her voice tremulous. My gorgeous wife was sitting back, legs askew, though not enough to show anything beyond the pale skin of her thighs where her tan ended. Her eyes were shut, dreamlike. Her long brown hair splayed out over her shoulders.

"Boys?"

"Feels OK," Mason said.

"Oh, what's wrong?" Vanessa asked, pouting, "Oh, I know, you need a little lubrication, don't you?"

Both men nodded vigorously, immediately understanding what Vanessa was suggesting.

"Mason, why don't you come over here," Vanessa said, "Carlos, go over to Katie."

Again, I started to step forward to interrupt, but Tara had the perfect way to hold me in place. She dropped to her knees and, in one long slurp, sucked my cock into her mouth. I groaned so loud, there's no way the room didn't hear it. But no one looked our way.

I'm sure someone will say I should have pushed Tara away. Or say that I'm a bastard for letting my sister-in-law suck me off. My only excuse is that, from my perspective, there was a lot of good coming along with all that bad.

The pretty redhead sucking my dick was something that I'd consigned to my dreams. To see it, to feel it, come to reality was incredible on its own. But Tara's skill was what pushed it over the top.

Kate had given me oral a few times, but it was nothing like this. In fact, I'd never had a blowjob this good. Tara was a fucking master. She licked and sucked up and down my shaft with abandon. It was amazing. There could have been a raging fire at my back -- I wasn't going anywhere so long as my wife's little sister kept blowing me.



"Go ahead, Katie, give him a little slurp to get him going," Vanessa said, ripping my attention back to the other room.

As if to demonstrate what she wanted, the hot blonde pulled Mason's dick to herself and gave it a long lick. He patted her head affectionately and started stroking himself again.

I watched as Kate looked up at Carlos, standing above her. The dark-skinned man gave her a hungry smile. She eyed his penis nervously.

"I don't think I should," she said, her voice weak, "Andy, my husband, I don't think he'd like that."

"I promise it'll be OK," Vanessa said, with a knowing look back at me. She had a point. How could I complain about a little dick lick if Kate's younger sister was blowing me at that very moment?

"I'll use my hand," Kate said. She licked her palm and rubbed it over Carlos' cock. He groaned as she made slippery contact, then reached down to rub himself.

Both men had been given sufficient stimulation, but neither stepped away from their respective women. Both stayed standing, jerking off over the girls. The room filled with wet slicking sounds as everyone got themselves off.

Tara reached up for my hand and put it behind her head. I gently rested it there. I wasn't a 'face fucking' kind of guy, and I didn't want to choke my wife's kid sister. Still, I lovingly ran my fingers through her bright, ginger hair and even stroked her cheek lovingly. She let out a little groan as I did it.

"I'm so slippery," Vanessa said, "It feels so good. Doing it together is so hot. Right Katie?"

"Yeah," my wife said. Her face was red from exertion. Her hand moved back and forth between her legs with abandon. She'd given up on modesty, pushing her dress up over her hips. The whole room could see her full, hairy bush and her engorged vaginal lips. She didn't seem to care.

Carlos, seeing an opportunity, pushed his cock forward so it hit Kate's face. My wife looked up at him, but he didn't say anything. A moment later, he did it again. The third time, he pushed his cockhead right against my wife's lips and, shockingly, she let him slip right into her mouth.

"Oh fuck, yeah," Carlos said, throwing his head back while my wife swallowed his cock. She didn't move or bob her head, she just let Carlos stroke himself onto her tongue.

"Mmhm," Katie said around the strange man's dick.

"Thatta girl!" Vanessa said, cheering my wife on.

Looking at my wife taking on Carlos was more than I could take. I tried to push Tara off my dick, but she gleefully kept sucking. And then it was too late. Looking right into my sister-in-law's bright green eyes, I unloaded down her throat.

Any instinct I had was washed away in a tidal wave of pleasure. The ecstasy overflowed me, washing my brain clean. My body went weak. My dick erupted with the strength of an unleashed ocean.

Tara made a little grunt as my first explosion hit her tongue. She greedily gulped me down. Smiling the whole time like it was the greatest treat she'd ever been given. She let me slowly soften in her mouth, a little smile playing on her lips.

Almost as soon as I finished, Mason went over the top. He grunted, groaned, and exploded over the bed. A moment later, Vanessa peaked. Her body stiffened and shook.

Carlos started grunting as well. Even I could tell he was getting close. Kate spit his dick out, but he kept stroking like it was nothing. Suddenly, he roared and came. The first blast caught my pretty wife right on the cheek. Then another. Another. Huge gouts of creamy white splattered Kate's innocent face.

Kate didn't notice though, because she was too busy cumming, herself. The moment Carlos' first gout hit her, my wife's whole body tightened. Her legs kicked out. Her jaw fell open. A long, high-pitched gasp escaped her lips. I'd never seen her like this. It broke my brain a bit to witness it -- in both best and worst ways.

Kate drifted down a river of bliss while Carlos continued to cover her. His spend tangled in her hair. It dribbled down into her open mouth. Kate licked it up, absently, like it was melted ice cream. Carlos emptied every drop he had onto my wife. Even dragged his rapidly shrinking member along her shapely neck to wipe off the last of it. All the while, Kate lay back and bathed in her own ecstasy.

"Oh, fuck that was nice," Kate said, her use of the curse word almost as shocking as the fact that she was covered in another man's cum. Her eyes rolled back. Body prone on the little seat.

"Well, I have to agree with Katie, that was lovely," Vanessa said, as though she was complimenting a home-cooked meal. She stood and straightened her dress. "Thanks so much for sharing it with me."

I felt a little tug on my leg. I looked down and saw Tara was still kneeling under my cock. Her face and lips were red. A bit of my cum had leaked out of her mouth and dripped onto her sweater. The cute redhead gave me a big, happy smile, then slowly stood. I was already caught up in a whirlpool of emotions when a tsunami of guilt washed over it all.

"Thanks," Tara whispered, as if I was the one who'd just blown her. "We'd better get out of here before we get caught."

I didn't know what to say, I was so overwhelmed. The regret held me back while the satisfaction soothed me quiet. Stupidly, I nodded in agreement and pulled up my slacks.

The fact that we'd done this in the bathroom had its benefits. I watched as Tara took off her cum-stained sweater -- revealing a cute, green v-neck t-shirt -- and balled it up under her arm. She quickly washed her face and even gargled a bit of Listerine she found in the medicine cabinet. Finally, the cute redhead carefully fixed her makeup in the mirror. All the while I watched, entranced. Like seeing an attractive criminal clean up after a crime.

I washed my hands and face as well (like my shame was something that could be cleaned away).

"Tara, I..."

"Andy, don't," Tara said quickly, holding her hand up in a literal stop signal. "Just tell me it was OK."

"Well, I mean, it was more than OK."

Tara smiled and it made my heart brighten despite myself. "Not OK like that," she said, "You know what I mean."

"It was OK," I said, trying to soothe my own guilty conscience as much as my sister-in-law's. I didn't know what to say. I wanted to promise that we'd talk about it more later, but I knew that was silly. So, instead, I reached for the door to leave the bathroom.

Standing in the hallway, as if they'd been waiting for us that whole time, were Kate and Vanessa. Carlos and Mason were nowhere to be seen. My heart dropped.

"Oh, there you are!" Vanessa said, like she was happily surprised. Maybe I'd had her mis-cast as a model. Maybe she'd been an actress instead. "Katie and I have been looking everywhere for you two."

I looked over at my wife. Kate's face was red, and she couldn't meet my eyes. I noticed she was wearing a totally different dress. Navy blue with white stripes; a tiny outfit that was barely able to hold back her ample assets.

"What happened?" I gestured to Kate's new look. Like that was the most concerning thing in the moment. I knew exactly what had gone on. And I was certain that Kate knew about my own indiscretions. Though I didn't think Vanessa would have said anything -- my brain was simply convinced that Kate knew. As if she had some kind of wifely telepathy or something.

All four of us stared at each other in the hallway, nervously. It felt like one of those Agatha Christie books where it turns out the four of us were secretly the killer and we had all just figured it out. My eyes raced from Vanessa to Tara to Kate. I had no safe place to stare.

"Katie spilled wine on her dress," Vanessa said, "That's what we were doing in that bedroom. Getting her a clean outfit."

"Yes," Kate said, staring down at the dress. God, she was a terrible liar. Even if I had no idea what was going on, that one word would've given everything away.

"Well, I hope you two have been having fun," Vanessa said to Tara and me, not even trying to hide what she actually meant. The implication was clear. Judge not lest ye be judged and all that jazz.

But right when it seemed like things were about to erupt, Tara used her own tragedy to prevent ours.

"I caught Jesse with another woman," my sister-in-law blurted out.

"Oh my God, what happened?" Kate asked. And just like that the dam broke -- my wife's concern for her little sister washed away her remorse and drowned her own suspicions.

"We found some chick blowing him in a bedroom," Tara said.

"Oh my God, Andy, why didn't you come get me?" Kate asked, turning on me as if I was the transgressor (which I was, actually, but I wasn't going to tell her that).

"Andy's been super supportive," Tara said, "He's been taking amazing care of me."

"Oh I'm so glad," Kate said, proudly. She raced over and wrapped her arms around me, tight. I smelled something off about her and told myself it wasn't the stench of another man's semen. "I'm so sorry," she breathed in my ear, "I mean, that you had to take care of my sister this whole time."

"It's fine," I said, intending it in every way. I knew I was supposed to be angry. But what had my wife done in that room that I didn't just commit with her younger sister? In some ways, it was even worse, because I'd seen what Kate did and chosen not to stop it.

Plus, I had to concede, there was something incredible about what had happened. I don't mean the blowjob from Tara (although also, yes). But seeing Kate, finally, let loose and open herself to sexual experiences was like seeing my caterpillar wife become a beautiful, sexual butterfly. Her orgasm, so expressive and unrestrained, had been amazing. I didn't want to chastise her for what had happened, I wanted to recreate it in my own bedroom.

"Everything's fine, right Andy?" Vanessa asked, catching my eye. Her bright blue eyes twinkled with mischief.

"Definitely," I replied, and my wife squeezed me tighter.

"I'm sorry about your husband," Vanessa said, turning to Tara, "Positive consent between couples is super important for this kind of thing. I hate the way cheating gets tangled up with sharing. They are not the same thing. If you want, we can go find your husband right now and really humiliate him. Trust me, he'll never do anything without your permission again after I'm done with him."

"It's fine," Tara said, dismissively. "Honestly, I just want to call it a night."

Kate and I shared a nod. This was fine, honestly. We'd both transgressed a little, but it wasn't too bad. In fact, there was a real possibility that the evening's events would bring us closer. Allow us to grow as a couple.

We would leave the party stronger than before, having skirted danger, but avoided disaster. A nice, easy, happy ending.

"Guys, I can't let you leave," Vanessa said, "All three of you are sloshed. You can't drive home like this."

"We'll grab an Uber," I said.

"And have to come back for your car in the morning?" Vanessa said, "Stay the night here in the house. As you saw, there's plenty of bedrooms. Sleep it off so you can feel fresh and ready in the morning. Hell, you can even crash in our master bedroom. Everyone here knows not to use that room. I'll make sure Brian knows you're in there and you'll be all good."

I looked over at Kate. She was too busy warily eying Vanessa to notice.

"What about you?" Kate asked, overly kind as always. "Where will you and Brian sleep if we're in there?"

"Trust me, if tonight ends in my own bed, then something truly has gone terribly wrong," Vanessa said. She tittered at her own joke. I thought of her husband, plowing that chubby woman in the other room. Yes, those two had a very different kind of marriage than me and Kate. But it seemed to make them happy.

"It would be safer that way," Tara said, "Not driving, I mean."

"I guess it does make sense," Kate said.

Vanessa led us down the hall to the master bedroom and let us in. The room was quite luxurious with a king-sized bed, a massive flatscreen TV, and a private bathroom off to the side. Again, I was shocked at how well Brian and Vanessa seemed to live. I thought Kate and I did pretty well for ourselves but compared to this couple we lived like animals.

The bedroom door had a lock on the inside, and the beautiful blonde showed us how to use it. After she was sure we were settled, Vanessa slipped away.

The three of us sat on the edge of the bed. I turned on the TV and flicked through the channels. There was something cozy about hiding in the room while the wild party thumped on around us. Like sheltering in a sturdy cabin during a heavy thunderstorm.

"Do you want to text Jesse?" Kate asked her younger sister.

Tara made an ugly face, like she'd just bit into an overripe plum. "He's probably buried under some slutty brunette," Tara said, "I'm sure we'll find Jesse in the morning. Or not. Right now, I want to shower and go to sleep."

Kate nodded, her face soft with understanding. She climbed across the bed and lay down, resting her head on the pillow. I smiled her way, but she looked afraid to beam back.

Tara got off the bed and went to the bathroom, shutting the door behind her. A moment later, she called out, "Andy can you come in here and help me with something?"

I slid off the bed, giving my wife the obligatory shrug. I opened the bathroom door and stepped inside. This bathroom was even nicer than the last with blue and gray tiling, a stall shower, and a spa bath.

"I can't figure out this stupid plumbing," Tara said loudly. She gently clicked the door closed behind me.

"What's wrong?" I asked.

Tara tilted her head at me like I was an idiot. I couldn't stop picturing her little mouth wrapped around my dick. The way her red hair spilled over my shaft. How her green eyes went wide as I filled her mouth with my spend.

"I'm sorry about before," I said, "Truly."

Tara shook her head at me, then rested her thin hand on my shoulder. Even that little touch was enough to spark me up all over again.

"You need to stop being sorry," she said. "We both know that was all my fault. After seeing Jesse with that slut and watching all the stuff with Kate. I kind of lost control. I'm sorry."

"Please don't apologize for doing that," I said, "It was amazing."

Tara blushed, her already pink skin again turning a deep red.

"I wasn't kidding about having a crush on you," I said, "And you're an incredible, um, well... You know. That was by far the best I've ever had."

"Your dick is awesome," Tara said, then giggled at how silly the words sounded. "I wasn't even planning on doing that. Maybe just playing a little? But I took it out and, I don't know, I just had to have it in my mouth."

I desperately wanted to ask if she'd pictured my penis in other places, as well, but I knew better than to push. Then I thought about my wife in the other room, and I was overcome with regret and desire all over again.

"I wish your sister felt the same way about me," I said.

"Don't be mad at her," Tara said.

As if it was nothing, she reached for the hem of her t-shirt and pulled it up over her head. She had on a light blue bra; a thin, lacy thing that kept her little tits well-covered.

Tara must have seen me goggle at her reveal, but she kept talking like it was nothing. "My big sister is a little reserved, but I know for a fact that she's crazy about you. You can tell she's already feeling terrible about what happened."

"No, I know," I said, "Is it weird that I kind of wish she would do more things like tonight?"

Tara gave me a look. "Don't be going all Jesse on me now."

"Not like that," I said, "More like you."

Tara shook her head, then sat down on the edge of the tub. She undid her jeans, revealing skinny pink legs and a pair of blue, bikini cut panties that matched her bra.

"That was a one-time thing," Tara said, "I like you. Way more than I should like you. And I won't let myself regret what we did. But I'd never forgive myself for hurting my sister. Please don't tell her what happened."

I nodded, as if I was making a promise to Tara rather than simply helping myself out. I had as much to lose from Kate discovering my bathroom blowie as Tara did. Probably even more.

My half-naked sister-in-law stood up and wrapped her arms around my neck. She gave me a little peck on the lips. I knew she intended it to be sororal, but it felt too intimate for that.

Tara broke our embrace and stepped back. Again, I appreciated her body. Tara was petite everywhere. Thin arms, flat stomach, and slim legs. Her little breasts and pert, tiny butt. Freckles sprinkled lightly everywhere, like God had tossed a handful of them her way as an afterthought.

I forced myself to stop staring. Bad enough that I was perving on my wife's little sister. Worse that I was wishing she'd take off her underwear, too.

"Come on, get out of here," Tara said, practically shoving me out of the bedroom. She closed the door behind me.

I found Kate still lying on the bed, wearing Vanessa's striped dress. The TV was off, but she was staring at the screen.

"All good," I said, "Tara couldn't figure out how to turn on the shower." As if to corroborate my story, I heard the pipes squeak as the water started up in the other room.

Kate nodded absently.

I climbed into bed. Held my wife close.

She pushed me away, then looked me in the eyes. "There's something I have to..."

"I know," I said, "I saw it."

Kate's eyes went wide. She started to cry and it all spilled out in one big breath. "Oh my God, Andy, I'm so sorry. I don't know what came over me. I was walking around the house with Vanessa, she's so dazzling, and before I knew it, we were up in that bedroom and the boys came in and she gave us this whole speech about how beautiful orgasms are and each one is unique and how we should share it. You must think I'm such a slut."

"I don't," I said.

"I am such a slut," Kate said.

"You're not," I said, "It's OK."

"How is it OK? I broke our vows. I did something... I can't even think about it," Kate said.

"I don't know, but I'm not mad," I said, "Honestly, thought it was really hot."

Kate looked at me through teary eyes, confused and concerned.

"I did some other things, too," Kate said, "Vanessa gave me stuff."

I tilted my head, not sure what she meant. Kate made a pointed sniffing noise.

"Coke!? Jesus, Kate."

"It was only a little bump," Kate said, abruptly on the defensive.

I have to admit, I didn't anticipate that one. My wife didn't like to talk about drugs, let alone do them. The fact that my innocent, kindergarten teacher wife was using the word 'bump' so casually made me feel sick to my stomach.

"Vanessa had it in the bedroom," Katie continued, "She offered it to me, and I didn't feel like I could say no, you know? You've seen it, Andy. Vanessa has this way about her that makes it eerily easy to agree."

I couldn't argue that. A couple of looks from the blonde woman had gotten me to stand idly by while my wife sucked off some strange guy. If Vanessa had used words, I could only worry about what she might have convinced me to do.

"I feel all amped up and loopy," Kate continued, "I've been so bad. I understand if you hate me but please don't hate me. I love you so much Andy I don't know what I was..."

Kate trailed off. Her big brown eyes got distant. Like she was flashing back to everything she'd done that night. Watching it run through her mind like it was set on a loop.

"Did you enjoy it?" I asked.

"The coke?" Kate asked.

"Any of it," I said, "All of it."

Kate froze. I realized I'd asked her a trick question. Especially since I already knew the answer. I decided to rescue her from the trap I'd accidentally set.

"It looked like you were enjoying it," I said, "When Tara and I were watching you. You seemed really into it. And that's OK. In fact, it's great. Kate, I love you so much. More than anything. And watching you like that? It was so sexy. Amazing."



"But..." Kate started, then faltered.

"I don't remember feeling angry at all. A little jealous, sure. But mostly? It turned me on to watch you enjoy yourself like that. Just lose yourself in it."

"It's scary," Kate said, "I don't know what came over me."

"Well, I know who came over you," I said, a smirk playing on my lips.

Kate shoved my shoulder. "Not funny."

"Sorry," I said, realizing that this was probably the wrong place for humor. "I feel like you found something in that bedroom, and I don't want you to let go of that."

"That sounds dangerous," Kate said, but I could tell she was coming around.

"It doesn't have to be," I said.

"What if I go too far and do something you don't like?" Kate asked. She tucked her long brown hair behind her ear.

"I don't think that's possible," I said.

Kate gave me a dubious look. "I don't know who that woman was, Andy. The one you saw in the bedroom with Vanessa and those guys. And, yes, I ummm... I 'enjoyed' it. But it was also really super frightening being out of control like that. And now you're asking me to do it again? I don't know."

"I'm asking you to be in touch with yourself more," I said, "To allow yourself to open up and experience things. With someone you trust."

"So, what does this mean?" Kate asked, "Going forward."

I was about to answer when the bathroom door popped open. Tara walked into the room. The cute redhead was back in her t-shirt and jeans, red hair dripping and dark from the shower. She gave us a little grin, then sat on the edge of the bed.

Kate popped up and held her sister's shoulders. The two of them looked so different, yet were clearly, obviously related. There was a sweetness between the two of them, a bond that was evident even if you couldn't physically see it.

"You feeling better, sweetie?" Kate asked, kindergarten teacher voice in full effect.

"I'm thinking I'm just going to go," Tara said. She glanced back at us, and the implication was clear. Who wanted to share a bed with their older sister and her husband? That was beyond third wheel, it was twentieth. Especially after what Tara and I had shared earlier.

"How will you get home?" Kate asked.

"I'll flag an Uber," Tara said.

"Are you sure?" Kate asked again, "This bed is plenty big for the three of us. Or Andy could sleep on the floor."

"Certainly," I said, a little miffed that I wasn't allowed to at least volunteer myself. I lay back and let it all play out.

"I appreciate the offer, but no," Tara said with a sigh, "After everything tonight, I want to sleep in my own bed," Tara said.

"I'm sorry," Kate said, "I wanted tonight to be fun for you."

"I did have fun," Tara said, "I mean, in a weird way, I really did. But I've got a lot to process, and I'll be happier doing that at home."

"What about Jesse?" Kate asked.

Tara shrugged. "I'm sure my husband will crawl out of whatever hole he fell into, eventually," she said, "I'm done letting him drag me around after him."

It wasn't the ending of Tara's awful marriage that I'd been hoping for, but it was close enough. I didn't enjoy rooting against my sister-in-law's relationship, but she deserved to be happy. More than ever, I knew Jesse wasn't going to make that happen. And it seemed like, finally, Tara did too. Still, I kept my celebratory smile to myself.

"At least let Andy walk you out," Kate said, firmly.

"It's OK," Tara said, repeating that evening's key refrain, "Truly. I'm going to thank Vanessa for the party and hit the road."

She stood up and smoothed her clothes, eying the two of us analytically.

"What about you guys? Are you two going to be OK?" Tara asked.

"I think we'll be just fine," Kate said, with a twinkle in her eye.

And I knew that she was right.


Like the Devil With a Deal Pt. 02

This is Part Two of a three-part story. Everyone depicted here is over 18.

I felt someone shaking my shoulder.

Consciousness raced back in. I was in an unfamiliar bed. Everything smelled off. My body felt weirdly heavy, constrained, and I realized I was still wearing my clothes -- dress shoes and all.

My memories slowly leaked over me. I was at my co-worker Brian's house. Sleeping in his bedroom. I must have passed out at some point.

Another shake. My eyes popped open. I looked over at Kate, lying across from me. My wife was snoring in a cute, quiet way. A slight sleep smile played across her lips. But if Kate wasn't waking me up, then who was?

I rolled over, expecting to see Tara, my wife's younger sister. Or even Jesse, her husband. But, to my surprise, it was Vanessa, Brian's wife.

The beautiful blonde woman knelt by the side of the bed. Her golden hair ran rivulets over her shoulders. She had on the same plunging green dress from before and that strange, bronze necklace with the large, irregular chunks of smoky quartz. Her face was so perfectly formed, it seemed almost alien.

Vanessa left her hand resting on my shoulder, not unkindly. When she saw that she had my attention, she put a finger to her lips. I acknowledged her command, and she rolled her head -- the universal symbol for 'follow me.' Careful not to disturb my slumbering wife, I slid out of the bed and let Vanessa lead me out of the room.

Despite feeling like I'd been asleep for days, it was still nighttime. The hallway was dim, and my eyes struggled to adjust. The music was gone, and the house was eerily quiet. Despite the general quiets (and also somewhat because of it), I could hear the sounds of illicit activities. Moans and groans. Gasps and cries. The rhythmic beats of headboards on walls.

For a moment, I thought back to my conversation with Brian a few days before about the kind of party he was hosting.

"This isn't your typical boring couple's night," Brian said, "There will be no brie or boardgames."

I raised an eyebrow, thinking of what Vanessa had told us over dinner a few weeks before about being 'in the lifestyle.' Was Brian really inviting us to one of those parties? Brian just laughed.

"No man, nothing like that," he said, "Look, will a few people end up doing stuff? Probably. But no one gets involved with anything they don't want to be a part of. Look, Nessa and I both think you're a lot of fun and we'd like to have more fun with you. That's all."

That's all, huh? If this was 'normal' I could only wonder about what Brian would consider to be a rager. I did not ever want to find out.

Once Vanessa took me into the hallway, I assumed that she would explain why she'd woken me up. Instead, the attractive woman simply grabbed my hand and pulled me forward. I let myself be led all the way to the far end of the hall.

I'll admit I didn't know how to feel in that moment. On the one hand, Vanessa was truly stunning and being the object of her attention was a thrill all its own. I might have followed her over a cliff if she wanted.

But that was the problem. To this point, letting Vanessa lead the way had been thrilling but also dangerous. She'd encouraged my innocent wife to participate in a strange circle jerk that ended with Kate getting a stranger's cum all over her face.

The fact that I continued to be twisted up about how I felt about that event (thrilled and dismayed, mostly) meant that I didn't have a good handle on what Vanessa was up to. In some ways, she seemed to have my best interests at heart. In others, she seemed to have her own agenda, my own feelings be damned. She flitted between filthy fairy godmother and kind-hearted devil so often that I could no longer recognize which persona she was playing.

Vanessa walked us back to the first bedroom at the top of the stairs. A few hours before, Tara and I had found Vanessa's husband, Brian, fucking another woman in that room. I could only imaging what I'd discover behind the door this time. I reminded myself that Kate was safely ensconced in the master bedroom behind me. One less shocking sight to worry about.

Again, Vanessa held a finger to her lips, staring at me pointedly. I was getting far too familiar with that gesture from her. I tried to speak, but she shook her head vigorously.

"You'll see," Vanessa whispered. Her sapphire eyes were wide with excitement. I remembered Kate told me that both women had done cocaine earlier that evening. I wondered if Vanessa had maybe indulged in a bit more. While her body was clearly in control, her ice blue orbs looked wild.

Vanessa gave me another look, one that clearly asked if I was going to abide by her rules. With no other options, and the curiosity grabbing hold of me by the cock, I motioned my agreement. The beautiful blonde nodded back and carefully cracked open the bedroom door.

As if no time had passed at all, I saw that Brian was still in that same room, in a remarkably similar position. Pumping away like a fucking automaton. But time had passed because there was a different woman under him this time.

It was Tara.

My wife's slim little sister lay back on the bed, her thin pink legs propped up on Brian's muscular shoulders. It was unnerving to see the cute redhead so exposed. I could see every bit of her body. Even sexier than I'd imagined.

I never thought I'd see Tara's cute, little tits. Bubblegum nipples swollen with desire. I never believed I'd see her hairless pussy, luridly spread wide by another man's member. I certainly never imagined I'd hear her amorous groans and grunts while she got pounded into pleasure.

The immediacy of the experience didn't come from just watching Tara having sex. It was how Brian was fucking her. Animal. Raw. The pretty redhead was getting used, like her body's only purpose was for taking dick. And she was clearly loving it. Lost in what looked like one long, rolling orgasm. Body shaking. Head lolled back. Green eyes wide and bright -- like her brain couldn't encompass what she was experiencing.

If Tara noticed the open door -- the people standing on the other side of it -- she didn't show it. She was locked in the universe of cock and cunt, captivated by her lover beyond conscious thought. I could have fired off an air horn and I doubt Tara would have even blinked.

Back in the hallway, I felt a hand on my shoulder. Vanessa was standing next to me, smiling proudly, like this was some strange art installation she had conceived and now completed. Suddenly, the circumstances of what I was watching, of where I was, collapsed over me and I raced from aroused to horrified.

This was Tara. My wife's adorable baby sister. The married woman who had unintentionally started all of this because she didn't want to experiment beyond her husband, was now laid lewdly in front of us, getting fucked like a slut by a stranger.

My urge to interrupt became overpowering. Vanessa must have sensed it, because she gripped my shoulder tighter. Dug her nails through my sweater and into my skin. The beautiful blonde's eyes went cold as she shook her head, 'no.' How did I keep ending up in these situations?

"That's my sister-in-law," I whispered harshly. "She's married, for God's sake."

"And this is her choice," Vanessa said. She tilted her head at me, like realizing something, herself. "But you have a choice, too."

At first, I didn't understand what she meant. Then, slowly, Vanessa dragged her hand down my chest, over my waist, and right to my crotch. I was achingly, embarrassingly hard. Of course. Vanessa gave a little giggle when she got to it.

"Tara just needed a little help to get going," Vanessa said, slowly caressing my cock through my khakis. "Now, let's see about helping you out, too."

The gorgeous woman undid my belt. I thought back to earlier in the evening when I'd been in almost the same position. Only that time I'd been standing by a door with Tara, watching Kate.

This was beyond deja vu. More like accidentally catching the same movie twice. Once again, I was seeing someone I cared about acting out of character with a strange man, while a beautiful woman I'd previously labeled as unattainable was very much attaining my dick.

"Oooo," Vanessa said, as she mapped the outline of my erection with her fingertips, "This is very nice."

I risked a look back at the bedroom. Brian and Tara continued to go at it, full speed. Like sex could be an infinite loop. There was none of the usual building crescendo, the standard rise and fall. Brian simply rutted into Tara, a perpetual plowing machine, as if nothing would ever stop him -- not even the laws of physics or the limits of biology.

As I was lulled to the soundtrack of my sister-in-law getting slammed, Vanessa unzipped my pants and began rubbing my bare dick. She gave me a pretty smile, turning on the full wattage. It was amazing, seeing this striking woman stroking my cock. And the look on her face told me I could have much more from her, if I desired.

But I couldn't tear my attention away from what was happening in front of me. Tara's pretty face screwed up with pleasure. The smatterings of freckles and sweat across her torso. Something about seeing my wife's little sister this way -- I felt a sickly mix of aroused and jealous. Angry and anxious. It made for an intoxicating cocktail, and I nearly choked as I greedily gulped it down.

Vanessa noticed, too. Clearly, she was used to being the center of attention. After all, a handjob from a hot blonde goddess like her was supposed to rank higher than a fuck from a regular, earthbound woman. But no matter what Vanessa did, it couldn't compete with seeing my petite sister-in-law getting banged on the bed.

Vanessa clearly noticed my lack of attention and let out an overdramatic sigh. She dropped my dick and shimmied up, straightening her dress. I braced for her to berate me. After all, you don't turn down the best of an attractive woman without getting the worst from her. Instead, however, Vanessa gave me a knowing grin, nodding as if she understood my dilemma. Almost empathetic. She took my hand and led me into the bedroom.

I could smell Tara's arousal now. Could see the little crinkles in the corners of her eyes as she endured her ecstasy. The strain in Brian's muscular arms as he aggressively thrust into Tara's tiny twat.

Vanessa reached over and gently tapped her husband on the shoulder. Impressively, Brian paused mid-stroke. He hung right on the precipice of burying himself in Tara again. It was the most astounding physical feat I'd seen from him so far.

Tara moaned and shook her head, restless. She blinked, as if waking from a dream.

"Oh, don't..." Tara stopped mid-thought when she saw me standing over her. Her emerald eyes went wide and her face, already red, flushed even deeper.

"Hey, babe, what's up?" Brian asked his wife, casual as anything.

"I think Andy here wants to say hi," Vanessa said, nodding meaningfully at the petite redhead lying prone on the bed like she was strawberry jelly, spread thin across a slice of bread.

"Hey, man," Brian said, giving me the universal guy nod. Still perched perilously above my sister-in-law's pussy.

"She looks like fun," Vanessa said, smiling at her husband.

"Oh yeah, she's great once you get her going," Brian said. His eyes drifted down to my crotch. "Hey, that's a great dick."

I looked down, shocked. In all the excitement, I hadn't realized that Vanessa had left my bare cock hanging out of my fly. Pointing fleshy and full at the action in front of me.

"I was going to try it out," Vanessa said, "But I think Andy has other ideas."

"That's cool," Brian said. He pulled his dick fully out of Tara with a loud, wet schlllllurp. The little redhead keened in something like sadness as he disconnected.

Brian turned and talked to us like it was nothing. As if we were having a totally normal get together in the bedroom, our genitalia just coincidentally hanging out. Curiosity got the better of me and I couldn't help but look down at my co-worker's crotch. Like the man, himself, Brian's dick was squat and thick. Is it wrong that I was gratified that he wasn't as big as me? Like that made a damn difference.

I felt eyes on me, and looked over. Tara was sitting up on the bed, staring doe-like. A strange combination of demure and desire. She saw me looking back and quickly moved her thin arm over her little breasts. As if I hadn't seen it all and so much more. As if her bare, hairless pussy wasn't still staring right at me, agape.

Tara opened her mouth to say something, then closed it again. Like a fish, gasping for air. There was a wet, smacking sound and we both turned to see Brian and Vanessa making out next to us, like we weren't even there.

Vanessa wrapped her hand around her husband's cock. "Ooo, slippery," she said, excitedly.

I turned back to Tara, and she extended her arm, inviting me to pull her up. As soon as I helped her off the mattress, Brian and Vanessa fell back onto it. The muscular man had already gotten his blonde wife's green dress bunched up around her waist. Her body, like the rest of her, was stunning. For a moment, I felt a wave of regret over what I could have had for myself.

I noticed Tara was also watching the couple wistfully. Brian roughly shoved his cock into Vanessa's pussy and Tara gasped, almost like it was happening to her in that same moment. We both shared a strange, knowing look. I kept my grip on Tara's wrist and slowly pulled her out of the room. Brian and Vanessa didn't even pause as the door clicked behind us.

Tara ripped her hand away from mine as soon as we got into the hallway. I flinched, knowing that I was about to get a very different kind of tongue-lashing from my wife's little sister than the one she'd delivered earlier that evening. After all, what was it my business who she got busy with? Especially after everything else that had happened that night, I had a lot of nerve playing chaperone.

Instead, Tara didn't say a word. She just looked at me, like trying to get her bearings -- remind herself of where she was and how she'd gotten there. I became very aware of the fact that little Tara was stark naked, and my own hard dick was hanging out of my pants. I quickly tucked myself away, like that would make things more appropriate.

I tried to speak -- to apologize or explain or, I don't know, a hundred things -- but Tara shushed me like a naughty child. Instead, she spun around and headed down the stairs. Her pale ass bounced alluringly as she went. I didn't need to be told to follow; I went right after her like we were magnetized.

As I went, I wondered at why I felt so ashamed. After all, she was the one I'd caught fucking some guy she'd met that night, who was very much not her husband. Wasn't Tara the one who'd been embarrassed by Jesse's behavior? Wasn't she, indirectly, the reason we'd ended up at this porny party in the first place? Kate and I both had worked so hard to protect her, but she ended up doing it, herself, anyway.

And yet, I couldn't exactly feel blameless, either. After all, I'd let Tara suck me off. And I'd watched, worked over in every possible way, while Brian had taken her so completely. Worst of all, I'd let myself be consumed -- not by anger or sadness -- but by the desperate wish that Tara had chosen me, instead.

Tara traipsed down the stairs. It was quieter down here, but not empty. Every few feet, piles of people lay on the floor. Like they'd dropped right where they stood, mid-party. Some of them were slumbering, but others slithered around each other, roiling in uncontrolled lust. I couldn't see very well, it was too dark, but it seemed like many of them, awake or asleep, were mostly naked.

Tara took me from room to room like she'd lived there her whole life, deftly dodging the landmines of writhing bodies. We got to the living room. Here it was almost completely quiet. The TV was on, but it was showing snow. Someone nearby was snoring in a very not sexy way.

We hopped over a couple that looked like they'd passed out mid-fuck and sat down on the surprisingly available couch in the middle of the room. The cushions were hard as rocks and scratchy. I now understood why no one was sleeping there.

"Tara, I..."

"I know," the pretty redhead said. There was a bay window behind her, so I could see her surprisingly well. Her freckled skin was bluish in the thin light. "I really was heading home," Tara continued, "But then I passed by that door and... It wasn't what I wanted."

"What do you mean?"

"This is what I wanted," Tara said. She wrapped her skinny, arms around my neck and kissed me hard, on the lips.

Before I could take stock of what was happening, Tara's arms slipped from my neck and her fingers dexterously lifted my sweater over my head. I felt it then -- a pull as strong as undertow. A draw as undeniable as gravity.

I didn't justify or rationalize. I didn't consider at all that I was in someone else's house, breaking my marriage vows with my wife's sister, while my innocent partner slept undisturbed in a nearby bedroom. I didn't think at all. I acted. I let the moment overtake me without flailing or fighting. It washed over me and I willfully, gloriously, drowned.

I'd wanted Tara from the minute I met her. Kate had introduced us early in our relationship and I'd crushed so hard it had nearly cracked me. It wasn't that Tara was pretty (although she was). It had nothing to do with her personality (although I truly enjoyed my time with her). There was something visceral about that woman's hold on me. A chemical reaction that, as soon as I was exposed, left me addicted for life.

And here she was, lips pressed to mine, soaking me in her scent while she rapidly ripped off my clothes. I could no more pull away than I could strip off my own skin.

In seconds, my shirt was off. I reached over to start undoing Tara the same way. But, of course, she was already naked. My rough hands brushed her perky, pink breasts and both of us gasped. I felt Tara's urgency grow.

She moved down to undo my pants. Now both of us were naked on the couch, panting like we were midway through a marathon. We'd only begun to run.

Tara rolled forward and we kissed, sloppy and wet. Somehow it was so much more traitorous than touching each other's most private parts. Physical desire, you could rationalize that. Explain how the human body, made for reproduction, might drive the conscious mind into a marital mistake. But that kiss came straight from the heart. We weren't fooling around after a night of unfulfilled passions and too much alcohol. We liked each other. Our mouths pressed tight, sealing our choice with more than a symbol.

Tara danced her hands down my arms. Through my chest hair. My own digits grasped greedily at her little tits, taut with sharp nipples. So perky they seemed to float on my palms. Like cupping warm, fleshy clouds.

Our tongues wrapped around each other. Saliva slipping like two tributaries into a river of desire. I roiled in the heat of Tara's body as she pressed closer to me. Her nipples tickled at my chest. She wrapped hand back around my butt. Pulled me closer. Drew me in.

I felt the heat of her center drip onto my dick. When did we get this close? How did her legs wrap around my waist? Her red hair hung over me cool and slightly tickling.

With Kate, every choice I made was conscious. Every touch was part of a carefully planned expedition. No movement was initiated without careful consideration.

With Tara it was more like a brawl -- roaring around each other, every progression merely a confluence of our chaotic actions. Lusty and longing. Wild and out of control.

Tara pushed me by the shoulders till my bare back scratched against the stony cushions of the couch. She crawled up my legs. Her eyes bright and hungry. Mouth open. Body covered in pink blotches where she'd been kissed, grabbed, scratched.



"You want me?" Tara asked, sitting up. Her feet pressed against my thighs. Her lithe little hand wrapped around my cock, holding it in position, readying to plunge me into her pussy.

This was the moment where I was supposed to stop. To step back from the precipice. It was my last chance to preserve the promises of my marriage -- admittedly already cracked, but at a point where it could still be fixed, sloppily, with super glue and hope.

You think that's how it happens. That the instant of cheating is obvious, pronounced, and you have the time and wherewithal to weigh it carefully. In truth each moment rolls on top of the next like a lightning avalanche where you see the flash in the far distance and, suddenly, you're buried in your sister-in-law's impossibly tight, indescribably wet pussy.

"Uhhhhhhhh-UGH!" Tara groaned as she engulfed me. "Slow-slow-slow. Fuck that's a lot."

Tara settled down on my dick like a three-inch ring being forced around a 3.5-inch pole. Slow and steady. Sinking down. Panting like she was having a panic attack.

Finally, my wife's baby sister bottomed out. Looking at me wide eyed with shock, like even she couldn't believe what she'd just done. The way you'd stare at a sword if the sharp end was sticking out from your stomach.

Neither of us moved. We hung there, wondering at what we'd accomplished. Amazed at the experience of each other's body. Sure, we'd crushed on each other before, but I don't think either of us understood exactly what we'd been holding ourselves back from till that moment.

"Kate can't get excited about this?" Tara asked gesturing down at her cock-filled crevasse.

"Jesse wants to be with someone different than you?" I asked with the same incredulity.

We both laughed. Tara's pussy rippled up and down my shaft as she giggled. The pretty redhead leaned forward, careful to keep my dick inside her. Like she was playing a weird party game where she couldn't let go -- not even an inch. Clenching for cock. Bobbing for penis.

Tara kissed my lips lightly. She began to rock her hips. Grinding down on my dick with the slightest bit of motion. It wasn't enough to stimulate me. Just warm and tight. But clearly her movements made all the difference to her. She grunted, focused entirely on her own pleasure.

I reached down and found my sister-in-law's clit. Unlike what I was used to with her older sister, Tara's magic spot was easy to find. It stuck out almost swollen from between her puffy vaginal lips. Tara gently swayed against me. Her eyes crossed slightly as a little cum overcame her. She stuttered, then started again. Trying to hold back, yet clearly also convincing herself to do the opposite.

Unbidden, I thought about how I'd caught her before, thrashing under Brian's powerful thrusts. This was nothing like that. This was languid -- almost more like soaking than sex. For a moment, I wondered if Tara wanted me to take her like Brian had. If she was hoping I would completely overcome her. But my sister-in-law seemed plenty happy to perform on her own.

I rubbed Tara's clit with my thumb. Reached back with my other hand and steered her little bum. Tara was still inching back and forth, lost in her own world. Red hair tossing. Little tits jiggling. It was like watching a cam show that happened to be hosted on my dick.

"I want you," I said.

"You've got me," Tara said, a hint of confusion in her voice.

I pulled her tight to me and flipped her over, holding our connection as I slammed her back into the couch. For a moment, I caught the flash of something in her emerald eyes. The thrill and terror of doing something dangerous. But a moment later it faded back to her now-expected warm affection.

But I was now in a position where I could do more to take charge of my own pleasure and I didn't pause. Again, the images ran through my mind. That asshole, Jesse, with his arm possessively around Tara. Brian, nailing her to the bed. But now, she was mine. That pussy was creaming on my cock. That woman was moaning from my ministrations. I licked her pointed nipples and squeezed her little ass. Drew back and then buried my cock as deep as it would go.

"Oh, fuck me, Andy," Tara said, "Give me that big dick."

Again, I couldn't miss the difference. She'd been barely capable of speech with Brian. But now she was rambling, one long nonsense monologue, egging me on like a little sex cheerleader.

"You're doing it. Fucking your wife's little sister. How does it feel?"

"So good."

"God yes," Tara said, "You have no idea how much I've wanted you. Ever since we first met. I know Kate's leaving you hard up. I want that hardness for me. In me."

"You've got it."

My sister-in-law's mouth might have been running loose, but her pussy was playing a different tune. Cinching and sighing around my dick with every thrust. I wanted Tara to cum. I wanted to see her orgasm and know that I'd created it for her. I needed it even more than my own climax

I reached down and found her clit again. It really was a big, round nub. A literal pleasure button under my thumb like the tip of a tiny finger hidden under her folds. Tara responded immediately. Her pussy tightened like I'd knotted it shut. Her running speech devolved into a sucking gasp. Tara's hips arched. My name danced on her lips. Her whole body trembled for a moment, stiffened. Then stilled. Finally, she broke and fell back laughing, exultant and pure. A captivating cackle of joy.

For a moment, reflexive, I glanced around to see if anyone had noticed us, but everyone else was either dead asleep or far too busy fucking to pay attention to one couple on the couch.

"Fuck me," Tara said putting her hand on my cheek. It seemed I'd shrunk her vocabulary down to those two words. "Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me."

OK, so maybe she was still in cheerleader mode. But this was the kind of chant that could spark a rally. I increased my pace. Grabbed her shoulders for purchase. Our bodies slapped rhythmic on the couch.

But right as I was about to get close to something spectacular, Tara grabbed my hips and held them tight.

"Slow down, baby," she said, "Be gentle with me."

She leaned up and kissed me again, so full of passion it made me dizzy. She kept her fingers tight on my hips, holding me so hard it almost hurt. I drew back slow, savoring every centimeter of her sweet, slippery sex.

"Yes, baby. Like that," Tara said, and the look in her eyes screamed love so loud I couldn't think past it.

We moved together in measured strokes. Synchronized. Our bodies reacted to each other in perfect time. Almost leisurely. I never wanted it to end. I needed to cum so bad. Again, I tried to increase my pace, adding a little aggressive pump -- punctuating the end of each stroke.

"You getting close?" Tara asked, investigating my face.

For a moment, I was back in bed with Kate. With my wife. Are you close was code for it's time to pull out now. I flinched, waiting for Tara to tell me the same thing.

"Yeah," I said, so selfishly reluctant to slip away. It went beyond my basic desire to finish what I'd started. More like a biological imperative. I can't explain it except to say that cumming anywhere but inside Tara would be harder than walking myself into a room of spinning razors.

I waited, cringing for the inevitable refusal of my most basic need. But instead, the adorable redhead just smiled and nodded.

"It's OK," Tara said. Relief washed over me like my first gasp of air after holding my breath for hours. "Inside is OK."

I worked us both back into a frenzy. Tara reached around and grabbed my butt. Arched her back to push her tits forward. I was too enraptured in my own enjoyment to take one into my mouth.

My little cheerleader returned. "That's it, Andy. Do it. Fuck your wife's little sister. Fill me up. Oh, I love this. I'm fucking my sister's husband. I want it. What she won't give you. I know she doesn't let you. Come on. Cum inside. Please."

The abandon of that moment grabbed hold of me. The ardor of Tara's cries, her pleading for my seed, it was like being set free. I savored every stroke. Tried to make myself record every glorious moment.

Finally, I felt the spark of sensation that warned an explosion was imminent. I drove into Tara with abandon. She whined and shuddered. Her hands shot to my hips. Legs wrapped around my waist. Held me close.

"Oh yes!" Tara cried.

I shouted out as my first stream of cum shot right into her cervix. I shouted again with my next eruption. My vocalizations matched the intensity of my ejaculations. I'd never felt anything like this. The sense of satisfaction, the way it amplified my pleasure, it was more than I'd anticipated.

Tara giggled as my warmth filled her, her vagina squeezed around my dick like trying to slurp up every drop of my essence. She kissed my lips. Ran her fingers through my hair.

"There you go," she said, "That's a good boy. Give it to me. All of it. Fuck, that feels so good."

My groans fell back into grunts, till my sounds rounded down to nothing. My cock slowly softened inside Tara. A bit of our shared juices dripped out, warm, over my balls.

Tara scooched up and I slipped out of her entirely. Both of us were gross with sweat. Her hair was wild, sticking up on one side, drooping over her eye on the other. She gave me a satisfied smirk.

"I need a tissue," she said. I looked around, but the only cloth I could find nearby was my boxers, so I handed them to her. She bunched them at her opening, wiping her sloppy pussy.

I sat back and stared, still catching my breath. Everything felt over-hot. My dick dribbled idly onto the cushions. Rationality slowly returned. A succession of emotions cascaded over me, too much for me to parse all at once.

Tara read it right on my face. "Don't, OK? Don't make me feel bad for this."

"No," I said quickly, "Of course not."

"If you feel guilty it means we did something wrong and I won't let you do that," Tara said, "Maybe the rules don't apply here, or they do but it doesn't matter. I don't care anymore. Just this once I had to have you."

I nodded my head in agreement. Just this once. For a moment, I thought back to my earlier conversation with Kate. Before the party she'd made me promise to take care of her sister. I doubted that this was what my wife had in mind.

"That was nice," Tara said, sopping up her soaking pussy with my underwear. "My sister's super lucky. Though I bet she doesn't know it."

"It was amazing," I said, "I don't know what Jesse's problem is."

Tara wiped at herself again. "Jeez, you put a lot in me," she said.

I dug around the couch for the rest of my clothes, but all I brushed was bare bodies and rough carpet. The only piece of my outfit I could find, my boxers, were now in my sister-in-law's hand, saturated with semen and grool. Resigned, I stood up naked. Tara did the same. Again, she leaned over and kissed me. But it was back to the usual, chaste expression of sisterly affection.

There was no doubt, whatever we'd shared was over. It would be this one moment, a drunken dalliance. Like we'd met in a dream one time; that wasn't wrong. Just an uncontrollable action that had no impact on the real world.

My remorse shifted to relief. It was sad that what we had would never be recaptured. But it was a comfort knowing that we never could.

Tara took my hand and led me out of the living room. We walked up the stairs. The hallway was totally dark now. Completely quiet. We'd reached the end. Tara let go of me.

"Come with me," I said, "There's plenty of room in that bedroom for all of us."

"I don't think that's a good idea," Tara said. "You on your own, I don't think Kate will notice it. Us, together? We smell like sex, Andy. We stink of each other."

"I marked you," I said, unable to let go of it in the moment.

"Yes," Tara said, that simple syllable saying so much at once.

"I don't want you out somewhere where you're not safe," I said.

"You mean fucking some other guy," Tara said, and I could hear the judgement in her voice.

"No," I said far too final. "Dammit Tara, I wasn't kidding before. I care about you."

"I know," Tara said, "But you love my sister."

I couldn't deny that.

"Have you ever thought that, maybe, Kate isn't the one for you? I mean, yes, she's probably the sweetest person on the planet. But maybe... I mean too much sugar can be a bad thing, too, right?" I heard the whine in Tara's voice. The pent-up need of unwanted emotion burbling forth.

"Tara, I can't."

"I'm just saying. There are other options out there," Tara said.

"You know the sad thing is she'd probably be OK with it," I said, slumping back against the wall. "You're the most important person in her life. Kate would do anything for you. But I can't break her heart."

"Not even for yourself?"

I took a deep breath. "Come back with me, Tara," I said, "With us."

Tara seemed to think about if for a moment. "I just want to get myself cleaned up real quick." She nodded toward the hallway bathroom door, where we'd shared so much before.

"And then you'll come join us?" I asked.

Tara nodded noncommittally and I made myself believe that I'd gained her agreement. She gave me another quick kiss on the cheek, then slipped behind the bathroom door. Her pale, little buttcheeks jiggled as she went.

The door clicked shut and I let out a deep breath.

That was it. It was over.

A wonderful sense of solace washed over me as I padded down the hallway. I was tired, blown, and all I could focus on was that my wife was waiting for me in that bedroom. I would find her, hold her tight, and bring her home.

Even better, after what had happened earlier in the evening, maybe we'd evolve into something even better together. Kate would be a little more open to sex stuff. Tara would finally realize the dope she was married to. I would appreciate my marriage, my life, even more.

I touched my hand to the doorknob. Then froze. There were noises coming from that room. Sounds that sounded a lot like -- that clearly were -- sex.

My heart dropped into my stomach. My brain popped out of my skull. My whole body fell liquid, cold. It may sound strange, having just cheated on my wife, to now be devastated to discover that she was doing the same. It would have served me right, I suppose. But the human mind isn't rational, so you can only imagine how stupid the heart is.

I gripped the knob tightly, my palms too slippery to do much more. To my relief, it turned in my hand. The door swung open.

A couple was on the bed. A pair of feminine legs stuck straight upward. A toned, muscular ass pumped, mechanically. A waterfall of blonde hair spilled off the edge of the mattress.

Blonde!

Brian and Vanessa were fucking on their marital bed. My muscles started to slack. My lungs swelled back to full size and my stomach untwisted. The relief of it was almost as good as the orgasm I'd experienced less than an hour before.

The copulating couple turned my way as I walked in.

"Oh, hey Andy," Brian said, casual as anything, "Don't mind us, just helping out the missus."

Vanessa's legs slowly lowered. She gave me a broad smile. She was nearly naked, only that giant bronze and quartz necklace remained. Neither of them commented on my own lack of clothes.

"Is there anything I can do for you?" Vanessa asked, always the gracious host.

"Kate?" I gasped the word out.

Vanessa gestured with her head to the far side of the room. I looked and, sure enough, my shy wife was standing there, pressed into the corner so tight you'd think she was trying to slip through the walls.

Kate was still in the too small dress from earlier, long brown hair disheveled. She held her right hand in front of her mouth. She turned to look at me, wide-eyed. Wordless. I don't think she'd even noticed me come in until that moment.

I went over to my wife and put my arm around her shoulder. She kept her eyes focused on the bed where, again, Brian and Vanessa began to build up speed.

"I'm glad you're here," I said, meaning it in every way.

"I woke up and you were gone," Kate said.

"I went to find Tara," I said. The exact amount of honest.

Kate nodded, appreciative. As if I'd done her some amazing favor. "Thanks for taking care of her," Kate said, "You know how much that means to me."

Not for the first time, I wondered if my wife knew way more than she was letting on. She'd always put her sister's happiness before her own. Maybe this was her own little bargain. An agreement with herself that fell well short of approval but achieved acceptance.

"What happened to your clothes?" Kate asked, ripping me back to the moment.

My brain froze. Whatever easy explanations I had collected abruptly dropped to nothing. "In the moment. It just happened."

Kate nodded sympathetically, as if my scattered alibi made any sense. "I bet Brian can lend you something after he's, um, finished."

"Are you alright?" I asked.

"I woke up and went to find you, but I couldn't so I came back to bed," Kate said, "Vanessa and Brian were here when I got back."

"Did they, um, ask you to... you know?" I don't know how I could justify feeling so possessive in that moment, but I did.

Kate shook her head. "They said I should wait for you."

"Oh FUCK!"

We both turned to the source of the scream. Vanessa's legs were back in the air and Brian was railing her. On the surface, it seemed like the same scene I'd seen twice before now. But there were subtle differences in the ways that Brian banged his wife. Even in that prone position, there was more of a give and take. He wasn't just fucking Vanessa; they were clearly enjoying each other. It was shared, sensual. Intimate and intoxicating.

Both Kate and I watched in silence as the attractive couple took each other. I felt my wife's hand dandle near my thigh. I turned and found her staring at me. I didn't recognize the look in her eyes.

You'd think that after everything that had happened that evening I'd be satiated. Instead, all I felt was desire. My wife's incredible, curvy body called to me with instinctive imperative. And the action around us only amplified its undeniability.

For me, the problem was never attraction: Kate's body was apex sex. She was beyond a fantasy to me -- she exceeded imagination. Her long brown hair, huge breasts and broad hips. Those big, doe innocent eyes and sweet, princess face. It all combined to create a desire undeniable.

But I didn't want just sex. Kate had sex. I wanted that angelic face to be twisted with wanton desire. Her heart pumping pure sexual need through her body. Overwhelmed by hormones. Controlled by carnal need.

When I looked at Kate in that moment, for the first time, that near-feral state was exactly what I saw. It nearly washed me away, that sudden tidal wave as my wife finally allowed her baser self to take over.

And then it got even better.

Hungrily, Kate grabbed at my shoulders and forced her mouth onto mine. My buxom wife melted into me shoving me back into the corner of the bedroom. She wrapped her arms around me so hard I swear I felt a rib crack. Her massive tits pressed urgently into my chest.

Kate sighed as we made out like horny teenagers. Our tongues entwined. Impossibly, despite everything else I'd done that day, I felt my cock go hard. Solid as if it hadn't already been sapped of its strength twice already. As though I hadn't ejaculated in decades.

I reached for the shoulder strap of my wife's dress, and it was like I ripped Kate back to reality. She paused mid-kiss and wriggled out of my grip. She glanced over my shoulder at Brian and Vanessa on the bed. I could tell her eyes were on Brian, in particular. I wasn't built like my co-worker, and I wondered if maybe Kate found that more attractive than she'd let on.



I kissed Kate to pull her attention back. Again, I tried for her dress. This time she let me -- her body only stiffening slightly as I slid the strap off her shoulder. I quickly did the other side. The front flopped forward; her full breasts now barely contained by a sheer, white slip. I knew I was pushing things, but Kate continued to kiss me, so I shoved the too tight dress down, past my wife's waist. Over her ample butt and hips. All the way down to her bare feet.

Kate stepped over the discarded clothes. She was still mostly covered by the silky slip, but her body was so much more exposed. I could see every curve of her now. The faint darkness where her nipples tried to push through the fabric.

It might seem that my Kate was frigid, but she had erogenous zones like anyone else -- especially her neck and ears. I kissed past her cheeks and took a lobe into my mouth, sucking forcefully. I felt her knees go weak.

Somewhere through the haze of working my wife, I heard the sounds from the bed grow louder. No words. Just masculine grunts and feminine mewls. Like we had a porn video on in the background. But this was real. It was happening right there with us.

And I became overtaken by the idea of seeing it. I turned Kate so both of us could keep an eye on the action. Brian and Vanessa remained in the same position, but everything else had changed.

The two of them were now so close they could have been one being. Vanessa had her legs wrapped around her husband's waist. His face was nuzzled in her breasts. The golden-haired goddess' head was thrown back; face frozen in a rictus of ecstasy. Brian stayed buried in his wife, barely moving. Both of them trembling so slightly I barely saw it.

Finally, Vanessa went slack. She giggled and kissed her husband's cheeks as her orgasm fluttered out.

The two of them slowly turned to see Kate and me, holding each other tight. Even though our situation hadn't changed, I felt on display. I was completely naked. My wife was down to a sheer white slip. Both of us were standing, mid-make out, in this other couple's bedroom.

I don't know why I felt so exposed. After all, Brian and Vanessa had just finished fucking in front of us. But it seemed that their orgasm had granted them an intimate power and it left me vulnerable before them.

Kate seemed to sense it, too. Her face went pink as the other couple eyed us. She started to tuck her hair behind her ear. Nervous.

"Kiss her," Vanessa told me with a naughty smile.

I did as I was told and pressed my lips to Kate's. She gasped, surprised, and put her hands on my pecs. Trying to push me away. I wouldn't let her. Slowly, my wife allowed herself to sink into my embrace.

"You two are truly adorable," Vanessa said, "Don't you think so, babe?"

"Totally," Brian said, like they were talking about a new tea set they'd just purchased.

"Katie, dear, your body is amazing," Vanessa said. My wife didn't say a word, but Vanessa rambled on. "Look at those tits," she said, "Those hips. That perfect, blowjob face. Hell, even your hair is sexy. Holy fuck, Katie, it's like you were built for banging."

My wife didn't say anything, but I could feel her squirm under our hosts' appraising gaze.

"And Andy, you're quite the cutie, yourself," Vanessa said, "The way your hair sticks up at the back. I love the little brown tufts on your nipples, too. Plus, your cock is, wow, you know? You've got that perfect combination of PG-13 earnestness mixed with an X-rated dick."

Now it was my turn to feel like a piece of meat. I can't say I enjoyed it any more than my wife had. It was nice to have Vanessa's appreciation, sure, but it felt more like judgement than praise. The difference between being desired as a person versus wanted like a lobster in a tank.

Yet, neither of us stopped kissing. It was like Vanessa held the keys to my wife and me. She told us to make out, so we did. No matter how inexplicable it seems in retrospect.

"Watching them together is really something, isn't it?" Vanessa asked her husband.

"Definitely," Brian agreed.

"Amazing that you've never been to one of our parties before," Vanessa said to us, "You're the stars of the show. Brian, you did so good to get them here."

"Why don't you two come a little closer so we can get a better look?" Brian asked.

Again, I felt myself forced to respond. I held Kate close and moved us both till we were standing right next to the bed. I felt a pair of hands on my shoulders -- Vanessa pushing me down to the mattress. I saw Brian do the same to Kate.

Now my wife and I were sitting on the sheets, still kissing. The other couple sat down next to us. I didn't know where this was going. It all seemed fine. Playful. But my stomach kept tightening, and I couldn't explain why.

This evening had been one weird event after another. Kate with Carlos. Tara with Brian, then me. It all tumbled together, and I felt concussed from it. Like one blow after another had finally broken down that part of my brain. The emotions kept coming but the thoughts wouldn't form. I felt like I was in two places, enjoying this moment with my wife and also watching it, terrified, from a distance.

"Katie, do you realize what a lucky little girl you are, getting to have Andy's big dick?" Vanessa asked.

"Uh huh," Kate said, running her tongue around in my mouth.

"Well, why don't you stroke him a little? Show him your appreciation."

To my shock (and delight!) Kate grabbed my greedy cock, wrapping her cool hand around me. You'd have thought it'd never been touched, the way my member responded to her attention. Kate lightly ran her hand up and down my shaft, pulling the loose skin along with her touch.

Without being told, I reached under Kate's slip, pulled her panties aside, and found her hairy slit. I gently probed at her folds. My wife was wetter than I'd ever felt. Her pussy lips were engorged and full. Even her little clit seemed to be sticking out. I'd never felt Kate's body react this way. It was amazing.

"Go slow," Vanessa said, "Just tease for now."

We didn't know who she was talking to, so we both obeyed. As I pulled my fingers back, Kate keened. She slid her butt forward, like her snatch was reaching out to suck my fingers back in. Again, I'd never seen Kate this way. It was a total transformation. Beyond what I could ever have asked for.

Maybe that's why I kept doing what I was told. Vanessa and Brian had found this hidden part of my wife and as long as they could keep pulling back the veil, I was willing to let them.

Kate made a little whimper, drawing me back into the moment. I saw Brian had his hands on her slip, and now he was lifting it up, exposing my wife completely. At the same time, Vanessa pulled at Kate's panties in the other direction. I thought my wife would argue, but instead she lifted up her arms and raised her butt to let these strangers strip her.

Kate's body slowly came into view. Her cunt, covered in thick, curly dark hair. Her broad hips and flat stomach. Her massive breasts, almost overfull, capped with light brown, hard nipples.

"Fuck me," Vanessa said, "Will you look at that?"

"I know," Brian said, and I could hear the ache in his voice.

"I mean..." Even Vanessa was lost for words. I didn't think that was possible. "Fuck me!"

Katie's blush spread like a rash from her chest to her face. She went so red, I thought she was about to explode. She dropped her head, burying her eyes behind a curtain of brown hair.

I knew my Kate had an incredible body. But something about sharing it with the other couple, their reactions to seeing her, gave me a completely new perspective. Maybe I'd grown used to Kate. Become too familiar with her charms. In that room, in that moment, I couldn't get over how incredible my wife was.

Everything else that had happened that night disappeared from my mind. Tara, Vanessa, who cares? My entire universe shrank down to that bedroom, that woman, that moment.

"You're a fucking goddess, Katie," Vanessa said, finally able to verbalize again. "You know that, right? I even like your hairy pussy. It's so natural and wild."

Kate managed to blush even harder when Vanessa called out her pubes. Now I was sure my wife was about to erupt.

"I'm sorry, I have to do this," Vanessa said. She reached between the two of us and cupped Kate's oversized boob. The beautiful blonde shivered slightly as she made contact, like touching my wife's breast had given her a tiny orgasm. "Brian, you have to feel this."

Without even a word, my co-worker reached around Kate's other side and cradled her tit.

"Nothing can be that huge, full and firm, yet so perky," Vanessa said, "I refuse to believe it."

The blonde woman looked down at her own chest. Somehow though all of this, I'd lost track of the fact Vanessa was naked except for her necklace. Vanessa's breasts were fantastic, like the rest of her. But she touched her own tit like it was a sad, popped balloon.

"You have to introduce me to your guy," Vanessa said, "Whoever did these for you should be sainted."

"They're mine," Kate said, her voice barely a whisper. Both Brian and Vanessa kept feeling her breasts. They moved around, lifting and stroking, like a personal, multi-handed exam. "They're not... I didn't have them done."

"These are real?!" Vanessa goggled. "There's no fucking way."

Kate smiled demurely and looked away. Then she gasped.

Brian had reached over and tweaked her engorged nipple. Kate usually didn't like that kind of stuff. Honestly, she wasn't into having her breasts stimulated at all. Most of the time, in bed, she watched me play with her boobs with a look of idle bemusement rather than any arousal.

But when Brian pinched her nipple again, I felt Kate's pussy gush over my fingers.

"Uhn!" she exclaimed, as now both Brian and Vanessa tweaked and teased at her tits. Kate arched her back, giving the other couple better access. Inspired, I began stroking up and down my wife's dripping slit. Her hand let go of my dick and she reveled in the pleasure we all imparted to her.

"A fucking fuck goddess," Vanessa repeated under her breath while she continued to tease at Kate's teats.

Kate leaned back on the bed. All of this was so exciting yet frightening, I didn't know what to do. I quickly crawled over my wife, covering her body like smothering a bomb. Possessive and protective.

I thought the other couple would push me away. Instead, Vanessa patted my head.

"Thattaboy, Andy," Vanessa said. She turned to her husband. "Let's give our lovers a little breathing space."

Brian nodded and both of them climbed over to the far side of the bed. For the first time since I'd opened that bedroom door, I felt myself truly relax. This was OK. It was fine. Despite everything, Kate could still be mine.

Kate leaned up and, aggressively, started kissing me again. I wasn't surprised that she was into this, but I was shocked to see her keep being the instigator. This was the Kate I'd been searching for. While I couldn't believe what we were doing, what had already happened, if this was the result, I'd take the trade off every time.

Next to us, I felt the bed shift and saw that Vanessa and Brian were mirrored to us, with the blonde woman on top of her husband. Both completely naked. The two of them kissing with similar abandon.

I dragged my tongue down my wife's body, past her neck and down to her breast. I suckled on her nipple, and she groaned, appreciatively. I reveled in the moment. Sex for us had always been under the covers in the dark. Not on top of a bed, in a bright room, being watched by another couple. I saw my wife in a totally new way. How she abandoned herself to desire, it changed everything about her. Even how her body looked and felt.

I kissed lower down Kate's stomach, moving between her legs to lick her pussy. I didn't know how she was going to react in that moment, but I certainly didn't expect what happened. She made a low groan, followed by a loud lip smack.

I looked up, my lips tickled by her pubes, and saw that Brian was now over Kate, kissing her neck. Vanessa was sitting by the side, and she caught my eye. She gave me the nod to go ahead, like it was her decision. Although, I suppose it was.

While the hot blonde's husband began to pleasure my wife, I dipped my face into Kate's quim. Her legs flopped open. Her wanting sex welcomed my tongue. I heard a long, low groan and knew my wife, once again, was letting go.

To say I was out of practice was an understatement. Kate had never allowed me to go down on her. Even in college, before I met her, I can't say I was a connoisseur of cunnilingus. I did my best to lick all the important parts and I used my fingers to support as well.

Kate raised her knees, granting me greater access. Her pussy, already soaked, was now drenched. So, I must have been doing something right.

I looked up, unable to contain my curiosity. Brian continued kissing Kate's neck. His hands now cupped both her massive breasts. It was like my wife had split into two separate people. One of her passionately kissing another man. The other engaged in oral pleasure with her husband.

A pair of hands grabbed my hips on either side and raised them upward. Again, I paused my pussy licking to look. Vanessa grinned over at me. She slid her head under my crotch, like she was about to look for leaking transmission fluid, then swallowed my pendulous piston.

Now it was my turn to groan. Kate heard my noise and looked over, but Brian blocked her view. I tried to focus on pleasing my wife, but Vanessa's sucking stole my attention. I'd been so impressed by Tara's oral skills. Now, they seemed like nothing next to the performance that Vanessa was putting on. Her mouth as dexterous as a hand; as wet and warm as a cunt.

Tara. For a second my mind flitted back to her. My sister-in-law had never returned to the bedroom, as she'd promised. I hoped she was safely at home. Or passed out in the bathroom. The alternative was something I tried not to think about.

Then Vanessa slurped, and my wife groaned, and my mind was ripped back to the bed

Brian's hand drifted in front of my face, and I realized he was reaching for Kate's snatch. Vanessa rolled me over, onto my back. Miraculously, she was able to keep my cock in her mouth.

And just like that, the transfer was complete. Brian kissed and fingered my Kate while his Vanessa sucked my cock. The swap was so subtle, I hadn't even realized what had happened until we were separated.

I looked over and saw Kate glancing nervously at me over Brian's chiseled body. Before I could say something (Comforting? Encouraging? I honestly don't know), Vanessa put an elegant hand on my cheek and brought my attention back to her. She climbed on top of me. Her perfectly formed body hung over mine. The strange bronze and quartz necklace hung low like a talisman, tickling cold against my chest.

"It's alright," Vanessa said, and kissed me on the lips, "Let Katie enjoy herself."

Vanessa was, objectively, the most beautiful woman I'd seen outside of a magazine or a movie. Her blonde hair was like spun gold; thick ringlets cascading over her shoulders. Her perfectly shaped tits were perky and slightly upturned. Her dripping pussy, with that little bit of pubic hair, hung promisingly over my erect penis. All this angle wanted was for me to kiss her, to feel her body and please it with my own.

Still, I couldn't stop looking over at my wife.

Brian's muscular build seemed so compact next to Kate's. He was at least four inches shorter than her, and it looked like some strange, strong creature was having his way with my wife. He sucked her tit, hard, and I could already see the hickey forming there. He had one hand on her other breast, twisting and pulling the nipple so taut, it looked like he was tearing a piece of over-chewed bubblegum off her skin. His other hand was at Kate's pussy, strumming her like his own personal instrument. His bare penis, thank God, hung absently by her thigh.

Kate's body was completely flushed. Her eyes rolled back in her head. She was making these strangled, gasping squeaks. She looked like someone enduring electroshock therapy, not a woman in the heights of pleasure. But I could tell that she truly was relishing this on a deep, primal level.

"You really have a focus problem," Vanessa said, again turning me to look at her.

"Sorry," I said, meaning it.

"Maybe this will help hold your attention," Vanessa said. She grabbed my cock and, in one swift motion, buried me to the hilt inside her pussy. Well, that was certainly one way to go about it.

Vanessa sat back, grinning hungrily as her hungry nether lips gobbled up the last few centimeters of my cock. I felt the head kiss her cervix as her butt bounced against my balls. The gorgeous blonde stayed perched there. She slowly moved her hand to her clit and began to rub. Her teardrop tits trembled. Pink nipples protruding even farther than I thought was possible. That smoky quartz necklace flopped against her chest, jangling discordantly.

I tried to move my hips. To seek my own pleasure while she dug for hers. But Vanessa held me down with her hips.

"Not yet," she said, harshly, and I wondered what she could be waiting for.

I quickly found out.

"Oh... Oh God," Kate said.

Brian was squeezing her tits, the flesh threaded through his fingers. He had his dick right on top of Kate's pussy, and he masterfully dragged it back and forth over her clit.

Kate was looking right at me, but she wasn't seeing me at all. Her big brown eyes looked lost. Her mouth hung open. Brian dragged his dong over her pussy again. Kate popped her hips up, clearly trying to catch him in her canal.

My wife was completely under another man's control. She was desperate for his dick. Not even caring about anything else around her. She was drowning in carnal desire, like an animal in heat, high on aphrodisiacs. Whatever universe Kate was in, nothing existed there except her body and the stranger's cock that was poised to claim her.

"Watch this," Vanessa whispered in my ear. She sat astride me, lazily playing with her clit while her husband displayed his master cocksmanship. Dragging and teasing, holding Kate right at the precipice. Again, my wife's body bucked as she tried to trick Brian into taking her. As if he was the one being fooled

"Please," Kate choked. I'd never heard her so desperate. Like she had been in the desert for weeks and Brian was holding the only glass of water.

"You have to say it," Vanessa called across the bed.

"I want it," Kate said.

"What do you want?" Brian asked, pausing over her. An appropriately cocky smirk plastered across his face.

"In me," Kate said. She arched her back and whined. Brian deftly held his dick away. His muscled arms wrapped around my wife. His mouth inches from her own.

"Say it," he said.

"Andy?" Kate asked, suddenly lucid. My sexy wife looked straight at me, her eyes glassy, as she took in the fact that I was buried inside another woman. A thousand thoughts ran through my head, but none could coalesce. I lay there silent.

"He's busy," Vanessa said, "Tell Brian what you want."

Kate's face flitted back to the one above her.

"I want it inside me," Kate said, "Please put it in."

"My fingers?" Brian asked, nipping lightly at her lips. "My tongue?"

"Nooooooo," Kate said.

"If you can't say it, I can't do it," Brian said, like a lawyer with a contract. Like the devil with a deal. "You have to tell me exactly what you want."

"I want your penis."

"My what?"

"I want, I need, your cock," Kate said.

"In your hand? Your mouth?"

"In my pussy," Kate pleaded, "Please put it inside. I need your cock in me."

"I don't have a condom," Brian said. I was sure he did, actually, but it didn't matter in the moment. This was his reality, and he could make it whatever he wanted. Kate and I could only live with it.



"It's OK," Kate said, "Just be careful." As if those two sentences didn't cancel each other out.

"Vanessa?" Brian asked, like he actually needed his wife's permission at this point, "What do you say?"

"Please let your husband put his cock in me," Kate cried out.

Vanessa's grin practically wrapped around her face. She nodded her agreement, imperiously.

Brian held his dick up with his fist, aimed it at my wife's pussy, and slid it inside. For the first time in her life, a man other than me was penetrating my wife.

Kate groaned low as Brian filled her. Her body stiffened. Eyelids fluttered. She tipped her head back.

"Ohhhhhhh..."

Brian drew back, then slid forward, his dick plumbing my wife's depths with ease. She spread her legs wider, letting him inside as far as she could. His muscled ass clenched with every push into her pussy.

"Fuck she's steaming," he said. "Like a goddamn summer day. Red hot and ready to fuck."

When our partners' connection was complete, Vanessa raised her hips and slowly began riding me. Her pussy gripped my cock, tight. This time, when I tried to hump her, Vanessa allowed me to move.

"Go slow," she said, "You're a lot thicker than I'm used to."

A more rational me might have been dubious -- Vanessa had certainly had way bigger cocks than mine -- but I wasn't about to argue. We built a rhythm together. Vanessa rising up, me thrusting with my butt. The both of us slowly building a crescendo.

But while I was moving with all the subtlety of a jackhammer, Vanessa was a virtuoso of the vagina. She rippled her pussy up and down my cock like a thousand little fingers. She squeezed and cinched like a constrictor. She rolled her hips, rocked her ass, a master performer pulling at my dick with abandon.

But, for the first time that night, my member was acting like it had already cum twice. I could tell I was going to last a while, despite the blonde beauty's amazing ministrations.

I reached up to squeeze her breasts. Her little pink nipples scratched at my palms. I twisted them slightly and she groaned and giggled.

"You're so fucking beautiful," I said.

"Your cock is awesome," Vanessa said.

We were whispering to each other, almost intimate. Our little sounds shared only between the two of us. The exact opposite of the other coupling on the bed.

"Oh GOD!" Kate cried out. "Fuh-Fuh-Fuh-FUCK ME!"

Brian's head was buried between her tits. He was slamming into her with abandon. Kate's legs wrapped around his waist like she was holding on for dear life. I'd never seen my wife like this. I'd certainly never heard her like it, either.

A kind of cold horror took root in my stomach. A strange, arousing twist stiffened my dick. This was the most awful thing I'd ever witnessed. It was the hottest thing I'd ever seen. My heart didn't know which way to go. I needed it to end. I never wanted it to stop. I watched, mesmerized, as another man fucked the life out of my wife.

"You like that?" Brian asked, biting down on my wife's brown nipple.

"So good. Oh, don't stop. Give it to me. Keep fucking. Oh fuck!"

Vanessa caught me looking again and laughed. "What am I going to do with you?"

I smiled like a guilty child, caught with his hand on a cookie.

"It helps that you're so cute," Vanessa said. She raised an eyebrow, clearly processing. "Do you think that you'd be less distracted in my ass?"

"Probably not," I said, being honest.

"I doubt that you would fit, anyway," Vanessa said. She was still idly riding me up and down. "I get it, you know. Your Katie is fucking hot. I kinda can't stop watching her, either. She must be wild in the bedroom."

I must have made a face because Vanessa's eyes widened, and she giggled. "What about that whole thing she told us at the restaurant about wanting to swap? You mean she actually was talking about her sister? I thought it was a euphemism."

"Uhn! Uhn! Uhn! uuuuuhhhhhhhOOOOOOH!" My wife moaned.

"Wow," Vanessa said, now both of watching as Brian blew through my wife, "This has to be quite the revelation then. For both of you."

"Yeah," I said, absently.

"The fact that you're letting her," Vanessa said, "That you're liking it. You're a good husband."

"I wouldn't go that far," I said, thinking about the knot in my stomach and the remains of Tara's pussy on my cock.

"Here, let's watch them together," Vanessa said, "They're putting on quite a show. I want to see it too. Let's see where Brian can get her, huh?"

We rolled to our sides, somehow still connected, and watched while Vanessa's husband railed my wife. Despite the ardor of Kate's cries -- the trembling, shaking violence of her body -- I could tell the other couple was only getting started.

"Uhhhh... uhhhhhh... ohhhhhhh," Kate moaned with every thrust. Back arched. Head thrown back. Like her whole body was committed to milking his cock dry.

Brian feasted on my wife like she was a buffet. He grabbed and twisted every part of her. Her boobs were going to be bruised. Her ass would have his handprints. He molded her flesh under him like clay, making her into something new and almost frightening.

"Oh god... yes," Kate said. Her legs spread open welcoming. Brian took her long hair and wrapped it around his fist, pulling. Kate screamed and it wasn't pain. "fffffFUCK!" she cried out. Her hand reached out and squeezed Brian's muscular thigh. Trying to hold him in place.

Kate dropped back to the bed, panting. Her hair stuck to her face with sweat. Her eyes vacant. She looked exhausted. Brian didn't give her a break. He kept pounding her.

"It's... it's too much," Kate said. "Please."

Brian didn't say a word. He definitely didn't slow. And for all my wife's complaints, she kept cumming on his unrelenting cock.

On her next orgasm, Kate surrendered herself to the idea that it would never stop. She opened her mouth and let the sounds come out. Her body totally pliant. Her pussy completely controlled.

Brian sensed her surrender and started talking. "You like that cock?"

"Ohhhh...uhhhhh... Oh YES! I.... Fuck I need it."

"Tell my wife," Brian said, "Tell Vanessa."

"Oh. Ungh. Your husband's dick. So good. Fucking me... Keep fucking me. Don't stop. Don't let him stop. Please. Ohhhhhh. Oh thank you for letting your husband fuck me. I can't, OH! OH yyyyYES! FUCK mmmmmeeeeEEEEEE."

"What about you, Nessa?" Brian asked. I startled as I realized he was referring to us.

"Your husband's dick is so big and thick, Katie" Vanessa said, taunting Kate now, "I think I'm going to keep it."

"Nnnnnooooooo...." Kate moaned, "Please. I... I want it. It's mine."

"You greedy slut," Vanessa said, "You want both?"

"Yeh-eh-eh-es," Kate said. Her voice reverberating like someone was beating on her back.

For a moment, I thought Vanessa was going to let me go, but she only squeezed her pussy tighter around my dick. Despite the stimulation, I couldn't take my attention away from Kate.

My wife had clearly cum more times than I could count. I could tell it had broken her brain. A trail of drool ran down her cheek. Her eyes were bloodshot. Her skin had taken on a permanent flush. Her muscles were so limp, I imagined Brian could toss her anywhere and she'd just lay there.

"Are you getting close, babe?" Vanessa asked her husband, "I don't think that poor girl can take much more of the machine."

"Puh-Please," Kate sobbed out, so needy. I couldn't tell if she was begging him to stop or pleading for him to continue.

It didn't matter because Brian took the hint.

"It's time," he told Kate. Her brown eyes went wide.

Brian reached under my wife and lifted her ass off the bed. He placed her legs on his shoulders. Only her neck and head stayed on the mattress. Her boobs slipped to her sides. He reached down with his hand and dragged his thumb over Kate's asshole.

If Kate didn't like nipple play and she wasn't into oral, you can only imagine how little butt stuff appealed to her. It wasn't that she didn't like it; the idea didn't even occur. To her, anal sex was like elbow sex or ear sex, or a hundred other weird things people made up for comedy that couldn't possibly be real.

Brian grazed her anus with his thumb. Then pressed it inside.

Kate cried out. The sound she made was inhuman. Beyond animal. Something in the very base of her brain. Her body bucked. She stiffened and she howled. Keened and thrashed. But subtly I saw her ass inch up as if trying to swallow more.

"Fuck... she got... tight," Brian said, and I knew Kate had finally found a way to finish off the monster. His face flushed. His neck muscles went tight.

The reality of what we were doing crashed over me. A stranger was bareback in my wife's unprotected pussy, and he was about to unleash a deluge of cum inside her. I knew Kate was too far gone to say anything. I tried to shift Vanessa off me, but the surprisingly strong blonde held me in place.

"Not in her." I managed to croak out. "She's not safe."

Brian glanced my way and nodded. I flopped back. The relief washed over me. Instinctually, I knew that my muscular co-worker was going to listen.

He plunged himself deep, and Kate's eyes went wide. A final, high-pitched gasp escaped her lips. Long and almost pained, like every bit of air was being squeezed out of her.

Then Brian ripped his dick out of her. He roared as his first ejaculation spewed out over my wife's stomach and chest. It was so immediate I couldn't be sure that he hadn't already pumped some into her pussy.

Another massive gout of cum exploded out of him with a loud, raining splatter. Kate shivered as it splashed on her. His sperm covered her chest and pooled on her neck. She lay back like a corpse as Brian covered her with his seed. His fourth and fifth pumps, incredibly, even larger than his first few.

I thought back regretfully to when I'd proudly proclaimed to Tara that I'd marked her. Kate might as well have been branded, Brian's sizzling sperm burning onto her skin.

Finally, he fell back with a long, low groan.

"Damn. Good pussy," he said, "That's... Fuck that slut can fuck."

Like a wounded soldier, Brian got up on all fours and dragged himself over to Kate. Wrapped his arms around her. She moved to kiss him, but he shifted his head away. Instead, he whispered something in her ear.

Kate nodded, looking serious. Then, with the muscular man spooning her from behind, she turned to look at me. Her eyes wide with worry and expectation. The reality of what she'd done, of what I was doing, suddenly inescapable. Yet still muted by the endorphins still devouring her mind.

"Oh," Vanessa said, practically rubbing her hands together like a supervillain, "Yyyyyyyes."

Did I mention that Vanessa was a smart woman? She was a fricking sex genius. Because as soon as I saw, in totality, what Brian had done to my wife, I had to have the same with Vanessa. I needed to do even more.

I tossed the gorgeous blonde off my cock, shoving her, roughly, onto all fours. I drew her hips up, positioned her pussy, and pressed inside.

"Oh ho ho ho!" Vanessa said, a mix of incredulous and excited. "Here we go!"

Looking around Vanessa's perfect body, I could see Brian and Kate both snuggling on the bed, watching the two of us intently. Now that I had my audience, I was ready to perform.

Vanessa was dripping wet. Her pussy rumbled up and down my cock, like it was desperate to feel me inside her.

"Come on," she said, "Give it to me."

I drew back and thrust forward so hard the slap of our thighs was like a thunderclap.

"Oh yes," she said, "Take me." As if there could be any other way. Her hair hung too far forward for me to pull it, so I reared back and slapped her ass. Vanessa cooed and her pussy tightened even further. I took that as enough encouragement to slap her again.

All of it overcame me. I was no longer myself -- seeing Kate had transformed me. Bent and broken me till I was someone different. Confident and in control. It was almost like watching myself, for all that I made conscious decisions.

"You like that cock?" I asked. Even my voice sounded strange in my head.

"UH...uh... oh God," Vanessa was already into it. Her head lolled. I realized that, like me, she'd been getting off on watching her spouse mate with someone else.

"Tell Kate," I said. I couldn't help but play back what I'd seen a moment before.

"Th... thank you for letting me have your husband's huge, awesome cock," Vanessa said.

"Um, you're welcome?" Kate said, still wrapped in Brian's powerful arms. I guess she wasn't ready to banter on Vanessa's level.

Again, drawing from the other team's playbook, I licked my thumb and slowly worked it into Vanessa's backside. It made for a strange contrast, me violently tapping her pussy while I gently explored her butt.

As my thumb popped in, Vanessa's pussy clenched even tighter. "Ah!" she made a sharp, high-pitched squeak.

"You OK, Nessa?" Brian asked. I could hear the teasing in his voice.

"His dick... So big..." Vanessa said. She'd said it so many times, I was beginning to believe her. "So thick."

"Fuck her good, man," Brian said to me. Like I was borrowing his car and he was encouraging me to open up the throttle. "She fucking needs it."

"Oh. Uhn. Don't stop... Don't stop fucking. Ohhhhhhh. Oh! Oh fuck ME!"

Again, I stared down at the woman I was plowing. They'd called Kate a fuck goddess before, but then what did that make Vanessa? She was a piece of female perfection, from the curve of her sides to the jiggle of her breasts hanging down, conical under her. Her tan skin and golden hair were flawless. You couldn't mold a more perfect woman. And I was fucking her. Forcing sounds and screams out of her. It's enough of a dream to play a Stradivarius. But to suddenly become a virtuoso in front of an eager crowd? It was beyond anything I could have fantasized about.

And yet, I couldn't keep my eyes off my Kate. Despite the fact that the man who'd just fucked the life out of her was holding her tightly. In spite of the fact that she was covered in his spend. I had to stare her way.

At the same time, my wife watched me fuck another woman, enraptured. And I realized that I recognized that face. Because it was the same one I'd been making a moment before. When I was watching her.

As completely captivated as I'd been in seeing Kate abandon herself to illicit bliss, so too was my wife now totally enthralled by watching me fuck this gorgeous blonde past rational sense. And I realized, I wasn't doing this for my own enjoyment. That was just a side benefit. Even now, buried in another woman, I was focused on bringing my wife pleasure.

"You like this, don't you?" I said to Kate. She blushed and glanced away, biting her lip. She let her long hair hide her eyes. "You like watching me fuck her."

"Yes," Kate said. Like a guilty confession. We shared a smile, the two of us. That couple connection that outsiders can only catch by accident. The knowing look that you share only for each other. We'd found something. Something terrible and tragic. Wonderful and magic.

We weren't just down the rabbit hole. We'd purchased land in the upside down. We were constructing a house behind the mirror. Settling in for the long haul in a land that didn't exist.

And I had a feeling I knew who our next-door neighbors were going to be.

"Guh... Oh! Fuh-fuh-fuck," Vanessa said.

"You're drooling, baby," Brian told his wife, with a playful grin.

"Fuck you," Vanessa said, clearly teasing, "You take this cock and see how you turn out."

"I might have to," Brian said. He winked at me. "If I thought Andy would be into that."

"Sorry man," I said.

"No worries," he said, "Just keep doing what you're doing, and we're cool."

I focused on Vanessa's pleasure. On getting her off as hard as I could. I didn't worry about my own orgasm. I honestly didn't have to. After everything I'd already done that evening, I was going to be good for a while.

I'd built a rhythm with Vanessa's body. A percussive performance of slip, slap, pow. Her pussy shlucking lewdly on my cock, our hips crashing together. Vanessa's own digits were rubbing her clit. Her other arm shook as she struggled to hold herself upright.

For a moment, as much as I liked this position, I wished I could see Vanessa's face. Then I realized, I could. In a way.

"What does she look like, babe?" I asked Kate.

"Tell him," Vanessa said, and her words again set Kate to action.

"She's so beautiful," Kate said, "Her eyes are half-open. Every time you, um, drive into her? I swear her eyes cross. Her hair is everywhere. Mouth hanging open. She looks like she's overloaded on pleasure."

"Feels good, doesn't it?" Vanessa asked, "Getting fucked."

Kate had the temerity to look embarrassed. As if any of us could've missed her own enjoyment before.

"You're doing her so good, Andy," Kate said, like I'd gotten an A+ in her class and she was ever-so-proud of me. "It's so hot. Seeing what you're making her feel."

"You're next," I said.

Kate's eyes went down to the sheets. But she nodded, compliant.

"I'm going to lick your pussy. Finger your ass," I said.

Kate couldn't look my way. The word came out so quiet, I had to strain to hear. "OK."

As if I hadn't been giving Vanessa my all already, I shoved myself as hard I could into the blonde woman beneath me. I gripped her hip and started pumping her ass with my thumb in time with my thrusts.

"Uhhhhhh... GOD!" Vanessa cried out. Her body trembled. She reached back, reflexive, to grab my hip. "W... wait. Please... Just huh-huh-hold....ooooooooooOOOOH! AH!"

Vanessa tilted back on her knees. Her fingernails dug into my flesh. She bucked like a bronco. Her breasts shook. Mouth open, letting out a high-pitched scream like a tea kettle ready to spew forth.

And right then I knew I had her.

Everything up to that point could have been Vanessa playing. She'd been fucking forever, and I knew she was more than capable of saying whatever she thought she should to heighten the moment for her partners.

But this was real. I'd ripped past her defenses and assaulted her gates. I'd destroyed the many facades and forced the real woman forward.

Vanessa tumbled headfirst into the mattress. Her body so limp I worried she might have passed out. Shivers ran up down her back. Tremors. "Uhn. Oh. oh wow."

"Nice dude," Brian shouted, "You blew her out!"

Kate stared up at me, grinning like a maniac. Her face was slightly flushed again, and I realized that watching me overcome Vanessa had actually squeezed one last little cum out of my wife.

Vanessa stayed splayed on the bed.

"Finish," she said, "Finish me. Please."

I looked down and saw, to my surprise, that we were still connected. I turned her over onto her back. I thought to before, when Kate had seemed like such a ragdoll, and realized I'd done the same to Vanessa.

I didn't have the strength that Brian did to lift her onto my shoulders. Instead, I flopped her legs open and steered myself into her pussy.

The orgasm had snapped Vanessa shut. It was like trying to enter her for the first time all over again. Vanessa moaned and I legitimately could no longer tell if I was hurting her.

"Give it to me," Vanessa said, her voice weak, "Finish with me. Please."

I stared down and, for the first time, looked at Vanessa's incredible face while I fucked her. I was overwhelmed by her. Her lips formed a small, knowing smile.

"You got me good," she said.

"I know," I said.

"Come claim your reward," Vanessa said. It was hot, of course. But I realized that whatever prize I'd won wasn't the woman under me at all. It was the other woman on the bed: my wife, currently being cuddled by another man.

"Cum in her," Brian said, pulling me back to his wife one last time.

"Plllllease," Vanessa said. Practically sobbed.



"She's safe," Brian said, "We never let anyone do it. But you can. You should. She wants it. It's OK."

To my shock, Kate chimed in. "Yes Andy. Do it. I want to see."

I felt the need to empty myself overtake me. Whatever stamina I'd earned throughout that insane night finally gave out.

"Ugh," I grunted.

"AH!" Vanessa groaned.

"Oh!" Kate squeaked.

I exploded inside Vanessa's squeezing, cinching snatch. My first burst long and nearly painful with how much I'd already held back.

"Ohhhhhh... s-so hot," Vanessa said. Another orgasm rippled through her. A small, wrung out thing that had her shivering from her toes to her shoulders.

I burst forth, the pleasure overtaking me. It felt more like relief. Like I'd been holding my breath for hours and the air came in so sweet and good. My cum spattered against Vanessa's cervix. Her body responded in kind, sucking it all up.

I tilted over her, my orgasm finally draining out. Vanessa gave me a squeeze.

"That was lovely," Vanessa said. She gave me a little peck on the lips. Then she glanced over, guiltily, at her husband. After all that, I finally figured out where their line lay.

"It's OK, babe," Brian said, "After all that, it's fine."

Kate extricated herself from her lover and crawled over to me. She kissed me. I felt the cold sperm of another man drip onto me as her luscious body pressed against mine.

I looked over and saw that Vanessa and Brian were engaged in a similar, loving make-out session.

"I don't think I've seen you cum like that since college," Brian told his wife.

"Shut up," Vanessa said. His attention was making her self-conscious. Another thing I thought I'd never see from the confident blonde woman. "Like you were so controlled with Katie."

"Babe, look at how much cum I covered her in," Brian said. He gestured at my wife. She was soaked, like she'd gone down the semen-slide and dunked into the sperm pool at the end. "She fucking got me so good."

"You realize you two can never leave now," Vanessa said. Kate and I looked at each other and shared a blush. "You can't leave this house. We're going to chain you to the headboard."

It would have been funnier if some part of me wasn't convinced that Vanessa was at least ten percent serious.

"They'll come back, honey," Brian said. He looked at both of us meaningfully. "After this? They're ours."

I knew it was true. Again, the command of their tone. Maybe we didn't want to admit it, but they owned us, this couple. As thoroughly as you possess a piece of furniture, or a work of art. Kate and I might as well have handed over our documents and called it a day.

"Kiss her," Vanessa said, impulsively, "Do it again."

I looked at my wife, her full lips were chapped. Her body was covered in love marks and dripping with another man's spend. My own dick, soft and beaten, sticky with the juices of another woman. The two of us were barely in position to move, let alone fuck.

"I think we need to give our guests a break," Brian said, stroking his wife's hair gently.

"But I want to see Katie get pregnant," Vanessa said, whiny like a little girl.

"Another time, honey," Brian said. Vanessa pouted, but she cuddled against her husband. I could see that the two of them were already drifting off.

Kate wrapped her arms around me. I flinched, then fell back pressed against her body. I felt the warmth of sleep slip over me. Kate snored adorably in my ear.

I blinked and I was gone.


Like the Devil With a Deal Pt. 03

This is the final part of a three-part story. Everyone depicted here is over 18.

The sun spilled into my sight, waking me from my slumber.

I blinked and slowly got my bearings. I was in someone's bed. Naked. Lying on top of the covers. My wife's bare, cum-covered body was pressed against mine.

Kate. Oh God. What had we done? I rubbed my face, trying to relive everything that had happened. Desperate to forget.

I rolled over, aching. Brian and Vanessa -- the couple that had caused our current situation -- were still passed out next to us on the king-sized bed. It was like we'd been sleeping next to lions. Fortunately, like great cats lazing in the summer sun, Vanessa and Brian were dead to the world.

I gave Kate a little shake on the shoulder.

"Wha huh?" My wife slowly opened her eyes as consciousness returned. "Oh fuck." I wasn't used to this cussy version of my wife.

"We fell asleep," I said.

"We did a lot more than that," Kate said. We spoke in hushed tones, careful not to disturb the other couple.

"Are we OK?" I asked.

Kate raised her eyebrow at me.

"Am I getting a lawyer?" I asked.

"You tell me," Kate said, suddenly anxious.

"I love you," I said, "I'm not going anywhere unless you make me." I kissed Kate on the lips and, to my relief, she pressed back.

"Well, you did say you liked watching me play," Kate said.

"Apparently you don't mind seeing me do stuff, either," I said.

"We're kind of broken, both of us. Aren't we?"

We kept lightly kissing each other. Chastely feeling each other out.

"Yeah," I said, "Very broken. But in other ways, maybe fixed?"

"That other woman, the one you want me to be? I don't know if it's such a good idea to let her out," Kate said.

"Your brain says that," I said, "But your body gives a different answer."

"That's what scares me," Kate said, "I don't feel like myself like this. I don't know what it is but it's like I'm possessed. I don't know if it's this couple. This house?"

"The coke you did?" I prompted.

"Yeah, that too," Kate said, dreamily. "Seriously, Andy. I don't know what to do. I'm scared I'm losing you. Terrified I'm losing myself."

I pulled my wife close and held her there. She was right, in a way. We'd both acted out of character. I didn't feel controlled by something other than myself, but I'd sure acted like I wasn't in charge of my own actions. Yet I also couldn't deny that part of me liked being that other person. Confident and crazed.

"There has to be some in-between," I said, "Where we acknowledge the person you are without suppressing the person you want to be."

"I know," Kate said, "I promised more. I want that, too. Just go easy on me, OK? I have a lot to live up to as a sex goddess."

"Actually, they said you were a fuck goddess."

"Same dif," Kate said, then shrugged. The way she casually reacted to her new nickname was almost as frightening as everything else I'd seen so far.

I looked around the bedroom, specifically at the people we were sharing the bed with. I knew, immediately, that Brian and Vanessa wouldn't make that pledge to hold back. If anything, they were almost certain to exacerbate any situation. And worse, I knew that neither Kate nor I were capable of stopping them.

The dread of that reality sank over me. It felt like we'd taken so many hits. And yet there were bigger bullets yet to fire. The only way to avoid them now was to stop being a target. Fast.

While Kate and I were clearly (inexplicably) still together, it was far too easy for everything to fall apart. We needed to leave that house while we could continue to say we were married.

I took Kate's hand and pulled her off the bed. I held my finger to my lips.

"There's nothing for us here," I said, "Just more trouble."

"We can't leave it behind like it didn't happen,' Kate said.

"I love you," I said, "I want you. We can figure the rest of it out."

"Couple's counseling," Kate said.

"Lots of it," I said, "Now grab your stuff and let's go."

"I feel like I should shower," Kate said to me.

"We'll do it at home," I said.

"It'll only take a second," Kate said, "It's right there and you won't have a gross, cummy wife in your car."

"At. Home."

Kate saw the look in my eyes and nodded. She squeezed my hand. We'd reached the end of the movie. Escaped the house of horrors bruised but not beaten. But I knew, if we didn't leave now, we'd encounter an entire gauntlet of different dangers. And, I had to admit, I wasn't sure we'd survive.

Kate reached down for her undersized dress from before and pulled it on. I rifled through Brian's drawers and found something that fit well enough -- sweat pants and a t-shirt. We dressed like it was a gameshow race and the clock was running out.

When I reached for the door, Kate glanced back at Brian and Vanessa on the bed.

"Shouldn't we, like, thank our hosts?" Kate asked.

"I think we thanked them more than enough last night," I said, pulling Kate out of the bedroom.

*

The hallway was murky, but it was closer to the darkness that comes before the dawn. The house was truly quiet for the first time since we'd been there. We retraced our every step on the way towards the exit.

Kate and I scampered away from the bedroom where we'd been shared by Brian and Vanessa. We raced past the bathroom where Kate's young sister, Tara, had sucked my cock as we both watched Kate get herself off while getting covered in another man's cum. We went by the second bedroom where we'd caught Jesse, Tara's husband, with that other woman. Finally, went by that first bedroom by the stairs where I'd watched Brian fuck Tara.

But then, Brian hadn't been the only one to have sex with my wife's sister the evening before. Fuck. I'd been so worked up about what happened with Kate, I'd forgotten my own transgressions with the cute redhead. I was sure Tara wouldn't say anything to her sister. But I knew that didn't clear the board, just cover it.

I pulled myself back to the moment. Kate and I had to escape. The first step was leaving this place. Everything else would find answers outside.

Speaking of which, I realized that my car keys were still in my pants pocket, abandoned somewhere on the floor of the living room. So were my phone and wallet. Now that it was brighter, I was sure I'd be able to find it all if I quickly picked through the piles. Yes, this was fine. Easily solved. Only a few steps more.

I could see the stairs in front of me. A distant dawn was starting to sneak through the downstairs windows. Everything was shifting hazy grayish. Kate's hand tightened on mine.

We'd done it. Our marriage had gone right over the falls, but it was mostly intact. I felt it. There'd been a moment when I was with Tara on the couch that it had cracked. Then again, back in that bedroom, with Kate completely under Brian's control, it had snapped a little more. And I'd felt like nothing would be the same.

But somehow, now that we were leaving that party, I was sure we'd managed to seal it back up. Chipped and misshapen but workable. I could forgive Kate everything if this was the first step to a stronger marriage. Kate could absolve me if I used this incident as a spark to reignite our passion.

We got to the bottom of the stairs. I could see the front door in front of me. Over a pile of prone, sleeping bodies, yes, but reachable. This was it. We were going to make it.

"There you are!" Tara, my cute, redheaded sister-in-law, appeared in front of us like she'd been conjured out of nothing. "I've been looking all over for you two."

The cute, slim woman had found her way back into her jeans and t-shirt. More noticeable, however, was what else she'd found. Tara was dragging Mason along behind her. I immediately recognized the blond man from Kate's previous, masturbatory encounter. My wife did too. As soon as Kate saw whose hand Tara was holding, she blushed and shrank behind me.

Mason's blond hair was perfectly coiffed in devil-may-care curls. He had a cleft chin, high cheekbones and bright blue eyes. His button-down flannel and blue jeans completed the standard good ol' boy package. He reminded me of the kind of guys TV execs used to drool over in the 70s. He gave my wife a knowing smile, but he was smart enough to not say anything more.

Tara had also uncovered one other thing of note: my pants. Apparently, she'd been able to dig them off the living room floor. Kate gave me a calculating look as her sister handed me my trousers.

"Thank you for, um, finding these," I said. Tara cocked her eyebrow my way, but she didn't elaborate.

I was comfortable enough in Brian's sweatpants and didn't feel like getting dressed in the hallway. So, I reached into my pockets and pulled out my phone and wallet but held the slacks in front of me like they were a parting gift.

"We're heading home," I told Tara, forcefully. Making my message clear. Let's go.

Tara made a little girl moue. I was reminded of the other, non-sexy side of my wife's kid sister -- the kid part.

"We're going to watch the sunrise in the hot tub," Tara said, matching my own finality.

I wondered who 'we' was. I assumed Tara and Mason, but the way she said it made me think she might mean more than that. In fact, I was starting to wonder about a lot of stuff with my sister-in-law.

Up to this point, I'd thought that Kate and I had been the wild ones the last few hours. But seeing Tara and Mason, even though they were both completely clothed, made me rethink my theory. Maybe, despite a full swap foursome, Kate and I had managed to miss the real action.

"You should come with us," Tara said, "Mason says it's amazing. There's this huge deck and it's just cold enough outside to make the hot water feel like heaven."

Mason grinned at Tara as she spoke. She was clearly parroting something he'd said to her earlier and he liked the way his words sounded in her mouth.

"I don't have a bathing suit," Kate said. Like that was truly the only thing holding us back.

"Neither do we," Tara said, "It's no big deal."

As she spoke, another man walked up to us and gave Tara a little kiss on the cheek. I recognized him immediately, as well: it was the other guy from Kate's earlier escapade, Carlos.

"Oh hey!" he said, as soon as he saw my wife standing behind me. He reached out to shake my hand in a way that was disturbingly normal. "You're Tara's brother-in-law, right? Kate's husband?"

Carlos was wearing a Hawaiian shirt and a pair of khaki shorts. The top was unbuttoned and untucked, showing off his taut, dark-skinned chest. His oil-black hair hung playfully over one eye. The smile on his face as he stared at my wife was so broad, he looked like he could swallow Kate whole.

"We're getting in the hot tub," Carlos continued, "You two want to come?"

Kate looked at me, eyes pleading wide. The problem was, I wasn't sure what she was asking for. On the one hand, I couldn't imagine she would want to stay considering all the risks we might encounter. But on the other, I didn't think she wanted to abandon her little sister, either. In other words, I knew my wife wanted me to give the right answer, but I didn't know which one that was.

We'd gotten so close. Escape had been within a few breaths. Yet now, it seemed as far away as ever. I knew my wife; she wasn't leaving without Tara in tow. And I wasn't leaving without Kate. Which meant that we were all anchored, again. As our ship came ever closer to dashing on the rocks.

"We talked about this, Kate," Tara said, "Don't keep doing this to yourself. Don't miss all the fun."

She did a weird little curtsey, then skipped out of the room. Kate and I were alone again, looking at each other dumbly. Like a tornado had just randomly sped past and neither of us knew how to process it.

We had a strange, silen staring showdown. I eyed my wife, intrigued. What did Tara mean by we've talked about this? All sorts of theories traipsed through my thoughts, but I wasn't able to fully formulate any of them.

Kate, on the other hand, stared pointedly at the empty pair of pants I was holding in my hands like some weird, khaki fig leaf. As if there was a body on the ground before us, and I was gripping the bloody glove.

I could feel it all coming crashing down. The reality of what had happened the night before. I looked into my wife's innocent face. All I could see were the shadows of her younger sister. I knew I shouldn't have, but in the moment, I couldn't hold my betrayal back. The timing was terrible, but I knew that I had to confess.

"Kate, with Tara, I..."

"You took care of her?" Kate asked, "Kept her safe?"

"I mean, sort of?"

Kate raised her eyebrow at me.

"I mean, sure. Yes. I made sure she was OK. But you need to know that I. We."

Kate shook her head. "Whatever happened, it's alright."

"But..."

"It's fine," Kate said, "All I care about is that Tara is OK."

I started to argue again, then stopped myself. Was this an fight that I really wanted to win? I didn't think that Kate truly knew what she was absolving me of. But I didn't believe it was in anyone's best interests to give her the gory details, either. So, instead, I took a deep breath and stood back from the ledge I'd put myself on. Sometimes, you have to take 'yes' for an answer.

"Speaking of which," Kate said, "We need to go after my sister."

I gave my wife a dubious look, but I could tell she was serious. "Are you sure? We go out there, I don't know that either of us can control what could happen."

"I won't leave my little sister behind."

I let out a breath and closed my eyes. But I agreed.

*

It was now clearly morning, and the thin light made the evening's indiscretions appear even sharper. Most people were still passed out on the floor, but I saw open spaces where guests had gotten up and left. We went through a formal dining room, into the kitchen, then up to a huge, glass, sliding door where we caught back up to Tara, Carlos, and Mason.

As soon as we showed up, the attractive redhead flung open the door and we followed her outside. There was a large, multi-level wood deck stretching across the backyard. Beyond was a thick forest of evergreens. The outside air was icy, but in a way that was oddly welcoming. The smell of fresh cut grass and pine filled my nose, cleansing.

As promised, dead center in the middle of the deck, was a large, inset hot tub. The water was clean blue, like a tiny Caribbean Sea built just for us in the backyard.

Mason sauntered over to one side and flipped the switches to get the water bubbling. Without further ceremony, he pulled his t-shirt over his head. Mason, Carlos, and Tara all began to take off their clothes. Like it was nothing, the three of them got completely naked right there in the backyard.

"Tara!" Kate said, covering her eyes, like seeing her naked sister might burn her retinas right out. I'd forgotten that Kate hadn't witnessed Tara's earlier adventures. Kate was still picturing her innocent little sister, rather than the sultry sexpot that Tara had revealed herself to be.

I, on the other hand, couldn't help but stare. I'd already had that woman so completely, yet I continued to be captivated by what I was seeing. With her skinny body, perky breasts, and bubble butt, Tara was sex with freckles. Even with my wife standing next to me -- the epitome of attractive -- I still found myself entranced by her younger sister.

Tara shrugged at both of us, then sauntered over to the hot tub and dipped her toe in the water. "Oh, that's going to feel so nice in a sec."

Kate turned back to me, whispering in my ear. "I hope Tara's being careful with those boys. She's not on the pill or anything."

I choked on my own saliva. Coughed so hard I felt it in my guts. I tried to pull my breath back, but it burned.

"She's not?" I managed to gasp out.

"She's got the same clotting thing I do," Kate said, "Neither of us can take the pill. And she had a bad experience with an IUD a few years ago."

"Well, I don't think she's, um, doing that kind of stuff anyway," I said, finally back to breathing normally. Meanwhile, my list of potential problems compounded in my head.

Tara must have felt us staring because she turned and shouted our way. Her little tits bounced alluringly as she spoke. "Come on, you guys. Don't just stand there!"

Kate and I should have stepped away, though looking back I don't see how we could have. We'd trapped ourselves with arbitrary rules and powerful promises. After all we'd done to try to escape, we'd blinked our way back to this same place. It would have been frustrating if it wasn't so familiar.

I don't know where Kate's head was, honestly. If she was looking at Mason and Carlos and thinking, maybe, or if she really was so worried about her sister that she didn't care what happened otherwise. I'd like to think that Kate went into this knowingly, aware of everything that had happened and deciding that she was going to be this other person. Sexy and uninhibited in the ways I'd always dreamed of.

I'd like to think that she was doing all this for me. But I can't say that for sure.

As to what was going on in my own head, well, I'd love to say that I was caught up in the circumstances. But I'd be lying if I didn't admit I was staring at my naked sister-in-law and thinking about what might happen. It would be quite false for me to say that I wasn't looking at my own wife and thinking, what if?

In other words, once again, I was picturing the ends instead of worrying about the means. Considering what I might win without weighing what there was to lose. Trying to get fucked was fucking me over, essentially. Only I didn't realize how badly. Yet.

I turned to look at Kate, to see if she was on the same page, but she was already lifting her dress up over her shoulders. Carlos straight up wolf whistled as my wife revealed her apex body once again. Mason gave me a big thumb's up. Kate blushed and quickly wrapped her arms around herself. Fortunately, she had put her underwear back on -- the sheer white slip and her cotton panties -- so she wasn't completely exposed.

With everyone distracted by Kate, I took the opportunity to strip down as well. Like my wife, though, I didn't go completely naked and left my underwear on. As if that thin bit of boxer shorts was going to make much of a difference.

My clothes piled behind me, I walked down the wooden steps to the tub. Even mostly naked, the morning felt cool but not cold. The deck was slightly slick under my bare feet. My skin prickled. I would be fine, as long as I slipped into the warm water soon.

"I hope Brian doesn't mind us using their tub," I said to Kate as she sidled up next to me.

"You came in his wife," Kate said, "Pretty sure you can relax in his jacuzzi." She gave me a small half smile. Her ability to joke about all this was both immensely comforting yet also distinctly worrisome.

"I think we're good," Mason called out from the controls a few feet away. "You may now witness the firepower of this fully armed and operational hot tub."

Tara, her pink skin even pinker from the cold, didn't wait. She hurried into the water, sinking down with a low, satisfied groan. I realized I'd heard that sound before and for a moment I flashed to the couch, the living room dark, as Tara settled down on my dick. I shook myself back to reality.

Carlos and Mason followed Tara into the hot tub, flanking her on either side. All three of them looked back at us, clearly communicating that it was our turn to get in.

Kate took a deep breath, steeling herself. She looked down at the water, then at her slip. Her brain seemed to be putting it all together. The thin covering would only be an inconvenience

"Come on, just do it already!" Tara cried out.

"Fine," Kate said, exasperated. In one frantic motion, she lifted the slip off her body. Quickly -- before anyone could see -- she raced into the hot tub and under the water. The bubbles kept all but the very tops of her massive breasts covered.



Except, judging by the looks on Mason and Carlos' faces, the boys had both seen more than enough. Even Tara was giving her older sister an appreciative look.

Once Kate was covered, I followed her into the tub. I made sure to bob across to the far side, so I was sitting next to my wife. That put me between Kate and Mason, facing Tara. Carlos was on my other side. The tub was huge -- we could have easily fit another four people in there. The last twenty-four hours had taught me that was not a comforting thought.

I forced my nerves back down. Made myself lean back and soak it in. The only sounds outside were the rousing birds, the wind lightly playing in the leaves, and the loud, rumbling bubbles of the hot tub. I looked out to the horizon where the sun, a sliver of bright orange-pink, began to creep up into full view. The backyard was quite secluded -- I could make out the beginnings of another house in the distance, but that was all.

"This is so peaceful," Kate said, "I'm glad you suggested it, Tara."

"Uh huh," the redhead said. Her head was lolled back. Arms and legs spread. Her response was oddly distracted, and it didn't take much for Kate and I both to realize what was going on.

"Oh my God, are they...?" Kate whispered in my ear.

Both Carlos and Mason were right next to Tara on either side. Both had one hand below the bubbling water. I didn't need to dunk my head under to see what was going on. As we watched, both Tara's hands slipped down. The boys both stiffened and groaned.

"Wow," Kate said.

"Look like fun?" I asked. My wife shot me a dirty look.

I slid my own hand into the water and found the spot between Kate's legs. To my surprise, she spread them easily. I ran my hand up and down her panty-covered slit. Kate did nothing as I began to stroke her bare pussy in the same hot tub where her sister was getting matching treatment from two strange guys.

Speaking of what Tara was receiving, I wondered if I could get what she had, as well. I don't know how I was horny. I have no idea how I was hard. But I knew what I wanted. I used my spare hand to bring Kate's dainty fingers down to my crotch. My wife beamed at me, knowingly, and she squeezed my cock through my boxers.

Kate's warm palm felt good on my dick, even around the underwear. Water is surprisingly not slippery, however, and I think both of us were rubbing each other off more out of a strange politeness than any actual pleasure.

I heard a groan and looked across the water. Tara wasn't even trying to hide it anymore -- her freckled, skinny arms overtly pumped up and down as she worked both men over in rhythm. Her chest and cheeks were flushed, and I knew it wasn't from the temperature of the tub, either.

I glanced over at Kate, not sure what her reaction to all this would be. She was getting rubbed in public, watching while her little sister got off, as well. To my surprise, Kate looked entranced. Totally enraptured by what was going on around her. What she and I were sharing.

"I..." Tara gasped, "I'm gonna..."

"Oh hey, Babe, I didn't realize you were out here."

The whole jacuzzi froze mid-masturbation and looked up to the deck. Of all the people I'd seen so far that morning, this was the biggest surprise of all.

It was Jesse, Tara's husband. The man who'd started this whole thing in the first place. Sure, it wasn't his party -- he wasn't the one who'd invited us -- but it had been his demands, his desires, that had started us down this path.

If Jesse hadn't told Tara that he wanted an open marriage, she'd never have said it to Kate. And Kate wouldn't have mentioned it to Vanessa. And none of us would be here. That made Jesse a kind of pervy pied piper.

And yet he'd been amazingly absent from almost all of our evening's adventures. Weirdly, I'd kind of forgotten about him. He'd become abstract in my mind. Tara's husband. Yet, clearly, he'd been there the whole time. Seeing him now was like the bill coming due at the end of an indulgent dinner. We all knew it was coming, but somehow we were all still disappointed when it was delivered.

Jesse stood on the deck, casually pinching a cigarette like he was surveying his domain. He was in full dirtbag mode, his brown hair hanging long over his shoulders. His shirt was off, revealing a surprisingly cut, yet mostly skinny, chest. I could see the length of his fully tattooed arms -- a rolling kaleidoscope of blues and greens. He was wearing a pair of mirror sunglasses; I had no idea where he'd gotten them from.

In his non-smoking hand, Jesse was cupping the ass of a bony blonde. I'd been so shocked by his arrival, I hadn't noticed her till that moment. The woman was beyond skinny and wearing a pink tank top, bikini-cut black panties, and nothing else. Her left shoulder was tattooed with an oversized, coiled snake -- sliding and slithering its way down her arm. Her hair was so light, it was nearly white, and she'd cut it sharp to right below her ears.

The blonde grabbed the cig out of Jesse's hand and took a long puff. She too, had on sunglasses, so I couldn't see her eyes. I didn't need them to know she was looking at all of us with a cool detachment. I wasn't sure where this woman had come from or who she was, but I was now certain that Jesse had found his soulmate.

Tara dropped her head back and glared upside down at her husband. If looks could banish, Jesse would already be in the twenty-fifth dimension, so far from reality that even quarks and quantums would be unable to reach him.

Jesse, however, read his wife's glower as an invitation. Wordlessly, he took one last puff on his cigarette, then idly stubbed it out on the railing of the deck. He ambled over to the spa, stripping off his jean shorts as he went, revealing a long, pale, skinny penis that flopped limply against his leg as he walked. I half expected it to be tattooed, as well.

Jesse's blonde followed after him, undressing in the same languid way. Her small, thin boobs were capped by nipples that were so light pink I could barely see them. The left had a barbell piercing in it and the metal glinted in the early sun. Her pussy was completely shaved. I noticed a tiny turquoise butterfly tattoo floating right above her mons.

The two of them slipped into the hot tub, wordlessly. Jesse knew better than to try sitting with Tara. Instead, he slunk across the tub, and settled between me and Carlos. He fixed his sunglasses as he sat down. His girl sat next to him on his far side.

"This is Lil," he said, noticing my attention on the girl. He turned to her. "That's my sister-in-law and her husband."

"Hey," Lil said, giving us a half wave.

It was like the weirdest Thanksgiving ever.

"What a night, huh?" Jesse said. I think he was talking to me, though being honest, I can't say for the life of me why.

The rest of the hot tub all separated like the water had gone cold. Tara wasn't jerking off the boys anymore. In fact, there seemed to be a foot of space between everyone. Even Kate and I were giving each other distance. The world went silent again. Only now it felt oppressive rather than freeing -- odd since all the sounds were the same.

"What'd you all get up to?" Jesse asked. Again, he was talking to me. Again, I have no idea why he decided that I was the friendly face.

"You know, the usual," I said. Kate gave me a look, her cheeks turning pink. "We've been sleeping, mostly."

Jesse gave me a judging stare and I was glad for it. I'd sooner tell my wife's 103-year-old grandma about my night of debauchery than Jesse. No matter what I said, he wasn't going to be impressed. And even if he was, I wouldn't want him to be.

"Tar'?" Jesse asked, "I hope you at least had some fun." Here, he looked directly at Mason and Carlos.

Tara let out a long dramatic sigh. "Just tell us, Jesse. I know you want to."

Her husband broke into a wide grin, not at all sheepish and far too proud. "I did some stuff," Jesse said, "This party was awesome. So many hot chicks." He gave Lil a lascivious wink.

"I'm glad you enjoyed yourself," Tara said, clearly not at all glad.

"Don't act like you didn't," Jesse said, and my heart skipped a beat. Something about the way he said it made me wonder if he knew way more than he was letting on. If Jesse was aware of what Tara and I had done together, I was doomed. The consequences of all my choices were barreling down on me, and there was no way for me to jump out of the way.

"You're right," Tara said, conceding, "I did have fun." She gave Mason an affectionate tap on his shoulder. But she didn't say anything more.

And then, just as it seemed I couldn't be buried any deeper, I head the glass doors slide open one last time and Vanessa and Brian stepped out onto the deck. They looked down at the tub, at me and Kate, and smiled broadly.

"Hey guys!" Vanessa said.

"I see you found the jacuzzi." Brian said, with an air of playful resignation. He was carrying a couple of good-sized bottles of amber liquid in each hand, and he passed them down to Mason.

"We figured we'd watch the sunrise," Mason said, smiling up at Brian. Immediately, I could tell that the two men were longtime friends.

"I wish you'd woken us," Vanessa said. Both she and her husband were wearing a matching, baby blue, silky pajama set. Shorts with a collared top. I was able to get a good look at the outfits right before they came off again.

Brian and Vanessa both disrobed, casual as anything. I'd seen their naked bodies so often by now, they were embarrassingly familiar. Brian, almost cartoonishly muscular with dark chest hair. Vanessa, fantastically figured with her full breasts and round bottom. It appeared that she'd taken off that strange, smoky quartz necklace and it oddly made her seem even more naked than usual.

The lascivious couple climbed into the hot tub and found a space to my right. All of us were now paired by relationship, more or less -- Tara was next to Mason, then Vanessa and Brian, Kate and me, Jesse, and Lil, with Carlos closing out the circle. I remembered thinking we could fit four more into that hot tub and now here we were. Nine people packing into that little blue circle -- I didn't dare think about the fact that it seemed like we could easily fit a tenth.

Mason opened one of the jugs that Brian had brought and took a deep swig.

"Whoa, you brought out the good stuff," Mason said.

"Only the best for our honored guests," Brian said.

They passed the bottle around the hot tub. I noticed Kate took a healthy gulp, so I did as well. I knew I was supposed to be impressed, but it burned down my throat the same as any hard liquor I'd ever had.

When we finished the first jug, Mason opened the second one. It followed its predecessor around the tub. After three or four gulps, combined with the boiling water, I was feeling pretty comfortable. Not drunk, I didn't think, just floating along.

Kate leaned her head on my shoulder. I figured she was about as far along as me. For a moment, I wondered if the coke she'd done earlier had finally left her system. She didn't seem to be crashing, but she wasn't acting high anymore either. I gave Kate a light kiss on her scalp.

This wasn't so bad, I told myself. Kind of nice. A little fun. Nothing too untoward.

With the second bottle gone, the whole tub seemed to settle back.

"This is lovely," Vanessa said.

"I wish I'd brought out another," Brian said.

"Brother, I got something way better," Mason said. He reached behind him to where he'd discarded his shorts. Then he pulled out a small plastic Ziploc filled with about five thin joints and a lighter. He held the baggie up, eyes twinkling with mischief.

"Now we're talking," Jesse said, looking at the pot, hungrily. Tara raised her eyes to the heavens and sighed, dramatically.

"My man!" Brian said.

"Always come prepared," Mason said.

"Boy scout?" Vanessa asked, raising an eyebrow.

"Not exactly," Mason said. He quickly lit a joint and took a puff. He passed it along, following the path of the alcohol.

After Vanessa and Brian both took their turns, it came to Kate. I prepared myself to send it over to Jesse. Even after everything that had happened, there was no way my Kate was indulging in marijuana.

But, to my shock, my innocent wife took the joint out of Brian's hand and gave it a deep pull. Then she coughed, hard. The rest of the tub looked on, patronizingly, as Kate struggled to get her breath back.

"First time?" Carlos asked, not unkindly.

"No!" Kate said in a way that clearly meant 'yes.'

Since my wife had a toke, I figured I had to, as well. The joint was spicy and smooth. Heady and powerful. I hadn't smoked since college and this stuff was at a level I wasn't used to. It smacked me upside the head before it even had the chance to get down to my lungs.

One smoke followed another. By the third puff, even Kate wasn't coughing any more. If I was floating before I was near flying now. I got the feeling the rest of the group was right there with me.

I guess we were all inspired because the inevitable began to happen. Brian and Vanessa started kissing. Jesse and Lil joined them, so Tara and Carlos did the same. I heard a couple of low moans. Hands disappeared beneath the water.

Again, I reached down for my wife's crotch. Again, she was soaking wet, even with the water. But there was a new development: her panties had gone missing.

"What's the point in wearing them at this point?" Kate whispered in my ear. Her warm breath tickled my skin, as if I wasn't already too erect.

I slipped off my soaked boxers and tossed them behind me. They hit the deck with a wet splat.

"There you go, Andy," Vanessa said, smiling.

She went back to kissing Brian. Tara had switched over to making out with Mason, but her one hand looked to be between Carlos' legs. Jesse and Lil stayed engaged with each other as we all split off.

I luxuriated in my wife's kisses. Reveled in her moans as I ran my hands over her warm, wet body. This wasn't bliss but it was damn close. The hotness of the sounds and visuals that surrounded us. The wonder of being with my wife while also watching others. This was everything I wanted. More than what I could have wished for.

"I love spending time with friends like this," Vanessa said, between loud smacking kisses. "It's the perfect way to share ourselves with all of you."

Her statement was total nonsense, but the group agreed anyway. My wife's hand was stroking up and down my shaft. I had two fingers buried in her twat. I doubted anyone else was paying all that much attention to Vanessa's logic, either.

"But I feel like this is our chance to truly experience each other," Vanessa said with a smirk, "And I don't want to miss out on that. If you know what I mean."

"That sounds like fun," Mason said.

"What are you thinking, babe?" Brian asked.

"Just a little game," Vanessa said. She was practically giggling now. "Like speed dating. But with less dating and more everything else."

"Like a round robin kind of thing?" Carlos asked.

"Works for me," Jesse said.

"Brian will set a timer for seven minutes," Vanessa said, "When it goes off, us girls will move one space clockwise. And we'll see where things go."

The group buzzed for a moment as they discussed the new plan. My head was buzzing too, so much that I couldn't separate one thought from the other. I ran my eyes around the hot tub, half of me hoping to see some dissention, the other half calculating who would be coming my way.

"Is this OK?" I asked Kate, quietly, under my breath.

"If you want, we can go," Kate whispered back, "It's up to you."

Go. Go home? Go forward? I'll never know what my spouse was asking for. It didn't help that I was unsure of my own desires.

Go like go home meant giving up on the progress we'd made so far. It was an acknowledgement that the past evening was a one-time thing, a quick swerve off the road we'd been heading down, rather than a conscious choice to try something different.

Go home meant giving up on gorgeous Vanessa. Meant cutting it off with cute Tara. In a way, it was even letting go of my newly lascivious wife. It was a surrender back to our boring suburban life.

But go forward. Well, that was something far more frightening. Because while I could see what go home was going to lead to, I had no clue where go forward might take us. Well, I had some idea, obviously. But it was the difference between seeing the moon and visiting there. And knowing, deep down, that we might never find our way back.

So, I did something that I believed, in the moment, was quite clever. I chose both. I was going to have my cake and the ice cream sundae. And conveniently forget about the indigestion afterwards.

"Just a little fun, OK?" I whispered to Kate, my hand firmly on her thigh.

"Same for you," she said, smiling coquettishly.

"Everyone gets seven more minutes with their current partner," Brian said, holding up his phone so we could see him start the timer. The air felt heavy as he spoke those next few words. "And then we move."

Around the tub, everyone started to warm each other up. Lil and Jesse kissed sloppily. Wet and hungry. Both Carlos and Mason returned to almost their exact earlier position from before -- working Tara while she returned the favor. Vanessa and Brian hummed and moaned as they wrapped around each other.

Kate kissed me and brought my attention back to herself. Her massive breasts pressed into my chest. The both of us started masturbating each other almost immediately. My hand in her warmth, hers on my hardness.

We were all so worked up from the night before, from the naked hot tub. The alcohol and the pot. Not to mention the thought of what was about to happen. But, as far as I could tell, no one moved on from manual stimulation. And even that seemed to be more about getting our partners ready to play, rather than getting them off.

Kate's kisses got sloppier. Her hips started to rock back and forth on my fingers. She wasn't stroking my cock anymore, just holding on. I had her ready to pop.

Which of course meant that it was time for Brian's timer to go off. It made a discordantly light little jingle. The seven of us all reluctantly separated.

"Girls, let's go," Vanessa said, like a troop leader heading out for a difficult day of hiking.

Kate leaned over kissed me on the cheek. Behind her, I could see Jesse eyeing my wife's full backside, ravenously. It didn't upset me one bit. Kate wasn't going to give in to a guy like that. I knew for a fact she legitimately despised him. Jesse was lucky he got to see my wife's butt, let alone get anything more from her.

I was startled back to reality by a new hand on my shoulder. I looked back and saw Vanessa was standing over me, a playful smirk on her face.

"I'm so happy you're still here," the beautiful blonde said, sitting down next to me in the warm, bubbling water. "You and Katie have grown so much in the last day. I'm proud of you both." Vanessa leaned in and kissed me. "I can't wait to reward you."

Even with the vivacious Vanessa kissing me, with the rest of the tub engaged in a heavy make out session, I kept trying to follow Kate. I wasn't worried about her, not in the least, but I wanted to see what would happen.

"So cute," Vanessa said, "Don't worry, I know what you want." She spun me around and leaned me back against her lithe body. Her breasts pressed warm against my back. Her arms hugged me tight around my chest. The both of us watched what was going on with my wife and her brother-in-law.

To my immense gratification, the two of them were barely touching. It looked more like a fencing match, Jesse advancing with Kate parrying and feinting him away. They seemed to be arguing about something, though I couldn't tell what. Jesse was animated but Kate seemed to only share her scorn. I assumed Jesse was trying one last ditch effort to convince Kate to fool around with him.



Then Vanessa reached down and grabbed my dick and I lost track of everything but that. She wasn't even aggressive, just lazily tickling up and down my shaft. Her other arm squeezed me tightly. Her tongue danced on my neck.

"The two of you truly are adorable," Vanessa whispered in my ear. "So in love with each other. Seeing how you abandon yourselves; I can't help myself. I love playing with you."

"Thanks?" I said, stupidly. Vanessa laughed.

"That's Jesse, right?" Vanessa asked, nodding my attention back to my wife. "I bet he's had his eyes on your Katie this whole time."

I had to agree. There was no doubt in my mind that Jesse had a thing for Kate. All the more reason for me to enjoy her current denial.

"What do you think he's telling her right now?" Vanessa asked.

"I don't know," I said, dismissive, "Doesn't matter. Kate hates him. He could promise her millions and she'd treat it like pennies."

"What a shame," Vanessa said, but there was something odd about how she put it.

I turned back to look at Vanessa, wondering what she knew. Brian's alarm went off. The beautiful blonde gave me a kiss on the cheek, then popped up perky.

"Save some for me, baby," she said, her blue eyes molten with lust. "I'll be looking for you later.

I felt a playful shove at my shoulder and looked up to see Tara looking down at me. The skinny redhead gave me a goofy grin.

"Hi there, big brother," she said.

"What's up, um, little sis?" I asked.

"It's been a while since I saw you," Tara said. She slipped into the water, slithering her thin, naked body against mine. Her skinny butt and tiny breasts were so different than I was used to, yet almost more alluring because of that. "I missed you."

"Seemed like you had someone to keep you company," I said, nodding over to Carlos.

Speaking of whom, the Latino man was now with my Kate. Carlos was kissing her, hungrily, his hands hefting her huge breasts. Kate's arms were both underwater; I could tell by her pumping motion she was stroking him off.

My gut twisted deliciously at the sight of it. Jealousy, yes, but also arousal at my wife's abandon. The perfect, sickly mix.

Interestingly, though, was that Kate seemed equally distracted by me and Tara. She kept glancing back our way. I shot her a small smile and she nodded back.

"Oh, my special savior," Tara said, seeing my attention on Kate, "Are you feeling left out?"

The pretty redhead leaned in and kissed me. I teased at her tiny tits. Her hands slipped down to my cock. It was strange, how familiar it felt to make out with Tara at this point. Like hooking up with an ex-girlfriend, rather than my wife's sister.

I felt like I was being watched again and looked up, expecting to see Kate's eyes on us. She was staring our way, as expected, her head tilted slightly. She didn't seem turned on, but she didn't look angry, either. The only word I could come up with for her expressions was 'calculating,' but that didn't exactly add up.

However, Kate wasn't our only audience. Vanessa and Jesse were also turned to look at Tara and me. Both of them were smiling at us broadly. I expected it from Vanessa, but Jesse surprised me. He looked like it the most pleasing thing in the world, to see me making out with his wife.

Tara broke our kiss, pulling my attention back to herself.

"Come here," she said, "I'll give you something better to focus on." I got her hint and climbed out of the hot tub, sitting completely naked on the wooden deck. My feel dangled in the warm water. "Besides, I'm starting to get pruney."

Tara climbed out most of the way, as well. Her pink breasts jiggled pleasingly. Then, just like that, she bent over and slurped my dick into her mouth. I groaned before I could control myself. Again, my wife's little sister was sucking me with abandon.

I couldn't really enjoy it, though. I was too busy eyeing Kate. Of course, she was watching me too. I wondered what she was thinking. If she was happy or jealous. Upset or turned on. If she was anything like me, it was all of it and more.

The alarm went off again. Tara disengaged from my dick, with a wet smack. She gave me a little grin and sauntered over to her next stop.

As soon as she was gone, Lil scrambled over and sucked me right back up without so much as a hello.

"Your cock is awesome," Lil said, wetly, around my dick. It wasn't the kind of greeting I expected, but I could definitely get used to it.

Not that I found the bony blonde all that attractive. She was pretty, just not in a way I appreciated. But she was certainly slurping my shlong and I wasn't going to stop her over something minor like actual desire.

There was a little hard spot on her tongue that she kept rolling up and down the underside of my shaft and I realized that she must have a tongue piercing. The hard metal ball pressed against my dick felt amazing but also a bit unsettling since I wasn't used to it.

Around the tub, the cast of characters had shifted. The game was getting even more involved. Kate was back to Brian. They, too, had climbed out of the hot tub and she was kissing the muscular man with passion, and her one hand was down around his cock. To do so, Kate was down on her knees on the deck, leaning forward on all fours. Apparently, it was too good an offer for Mason, who buried his face between my wife's legs. Her face was screwed up in obvious, illicit delight.

I'll be honest, that made me a little more envious than usual. Seeing my wife's posterior so perfectly exposed to another man. The intimate glance he'd been given. The fact that she was letting him lick her made it even worse. It was another barrier broken -- another liberty I hadn't been granted. OK, so I'd tasted her a few times before. But it was nothing like what she was letting the toe-headed stranger take from her.

I glanced around the rest of the circle as Lil sucked my cock. Vanessa was standing in the hot tub and licking Carlos' dick. His hand was buried in her blonde locks. I knew in my heart, that if Carlos was in command, it was only because Vanessa allowed him to be.

Tara and Jesse were leaned back on the deck, just kissing. I don't know why I was so surprised. They'd fought, for sure, but they were still together. They had a quiet, almost comforting, intimacy as they made out.

If my ability to pay attention to everything around me says something about my enjoyment of Lil's oral, well, that's probably a fair assumption. She was fine, really. But I couldn't get into her. Beyond the base physical response, I didn't enjoy the experience.

It was over soon enough. The alarm went off and everyone migrated back to where they'd started. Lil went to Jesse, Tara was between Carlos and Mason, and Vanessa sat next to Brian. Most importantly, my beloved Kate was with me. All of us were splayed on the deck, panting heavily, like we'd just completed group calisthenics. As far as I could tell, no one had gotten off.

I gave Kate a warm smile. Yes, I was surrounded by hot women. But the only one I wanted to be with was my wife.

"Have fun?" I asked.

Kate blushed, trying to stop a guilty grin from crawling across her face. "You?" she squeaked out.

"I missed you," I said, honestly.

We hugged each other tightly as relief washed over both of us. We'd done it, a whole cycle, and nothing had gone wrong. A little fun -- safe and easy -- but nothing more. The game was over. I honestly felt like we'd won.

Brian's alarm went off.

"Switch!" he called out.

I looked up at my wife, dumbstruck. Kate started to leave. I tried to hold onto her hand, but she gave me a flirty grin and slipped away.

"I told you I'd be back for this," Vanessa said. I hadn't even noticed her standing behind me. She stared right down at my dick, like it was a dildo stuck to the deck. She dropped down on all fours and slurped me right into her mouth.

I wasn't at all surprised by that, but I was shocked when I looked over and saw Kate doing the same thing to Jesse's long, thin cock. I guess I had nothing to complain about. After all, her sister -- his wife -- had done the same to me a moment before. But I wasn't used to seeing Kate suck anyone off enthusiastically, let alone skeevy, slimy Jesse.

Apparently, it was blow jobs all around. Carlos had both hands on the back of Lil's head, fucking her face like abandon. Like she was just some random hole he'd found to pleasure himself with. Tara took turns licking Brian and Mason, stroking the one off while the other was busy in her mouth. The two male friends shared a knowing look.

Vanessa seemed to sense my distraction (by now she probably expected it), and she started to talk dirty to me. Her words muffled by my erection in her mouth.

"You came in my pussy before," she said, her lips smacking on my shaft almost worshipfully. Her hands cradling my balls. Fuck they felt full. "Do you know how special that is? I haven't let anyone besides my husband do that in a long time."

"I'm sorry," I said, feeling legitimately upset that I might have transgressed.

"Oh no," Vanessa said, "You earned it. Having you and Katie with us was the hottest thing I've seen in a long time. And then your awesome, huge dick did the rest. I think I'm addicted."

"Oh FUCK!" Tara cried out. To this point, the low burbling of the hot tub and the sensual nature of our actions had kept things mostly quiet. Whispers and soft moans. But Tara's exclamation broke all that. What had made her shout in the first place though, that shattered everything else.

The pretty redhead was still bent over Brian's dick, sucking at him with abandon. But standing behind her -- her hips in his hands -- was Mason, slowly stuffing his dick into Tara's pussy.

Full on fucking.

The two male friends pushed and pulled the redhead between them like brothers fighting over the last piece of strawberry taffy.

"Oooo, I want some of that," Vanessa said. At first, I thought she meant she was going to go join her husband. Instead, she turned around and sat in my lap. She took my hands and put them on her breasts. Then she aimed my cock into her pussy.

The beautiful blonde shuddered as she slowly lowered herself onto me. She didn't say anything, but I heard her make these very un-Vanessa-like little grunts as she impaled herself.

"ffffFUCK Vanessa," the words slipped out of me as I filled the gorgeous blonde's cunt once again. She felt as tight and wonderful as before. Maybe even wetter if that were possible Her perfect breasts filled my palms.

Immediately, I looked over to Kate and Jesse. My wife had seen Vanessa stick me in, of course. She'd stopped sucking Jesse and was distractedly stroking his dick, staring right at me. He leaned forward to whisper to her, but she shook her head. Jesse rolled his eyes, frustrated. He stormed over to Carlos and Lil like a petulant child, leaving my wife behind. What an ass.

Carlos continued to slam Lil's face, but now Jesse moved behind her. In a mirror of what was being done to his wife, Jesse started plowing the bony blonde from behind. I could hear her choking as Jesse's motion pushed her even deeper down the dark-haired man's dick.

That left Kate on her own, sitting back with her legs spread and staring, dreamily, at the action around her. Personally, I couldn't understand Jesse abandoning her. Was 'just' a blowjob really so bad? But then I was married to the girl and used to far less from her. So, my perspective was probably skewed.

Somehow, in the ongoing chaos, Vanessa turned to her husband and caught his eye. They shared a nod. Brian disengaged from Tara's sucking and hurried over to Kate. My wife giggled and leaned back as the muscular man kissed my wife, aggressively. A moment later, Brian was sliding back into the warm, welcoming confines of my wife's pussy. She groaned, lewdly, as he filled her once again.

It was a familiar sight -- me fucking Vanessa while Brian did Kate. But it was completely different than what we'd done before.

Jesse and Carlos were still sharing Lil. Tara was now riding Mason. But by moving across the hot tub to take care of my wife, Brian had broken the circle. Whatever little rules we had left were now discarded somewhere near our clothes. Equally forgotten.

When Brian's alarm rang, no one even paused. He turned it off and chucked the phone to the side. He went back to ramming my wife, her legs up on his shoulders. Her massive breasts bounced in the warm sunlight. Kate, my oh-so-quiet wife, grunted loudly with every thrust from Brian. "Uhhh...ohhhh...uhnnnnn."

Vanessa rolled up and down on my cock, languid. Unlike her mechanical, muscular husband, she seemed to be in no hurry to get anywhere. It felt incredible, like every centimeter of her pussy was gripping onto my dick. Yet it wasn't nearly enough to get me off. In that way, it was closer to torture watching everyone else peak while Vanessa held me captive in the clutches of her cunt.

Meanwhile, all around me, the group moaned and groaned like a pack of wild animals. Riding and humping. Writhing in pleasure.

"Oh. Oh yeah!" Jesse cried out. He arched his back, then ripped his cock out of Lil, spraying her back with sperm.

Lil barely had to time to react. Carlos grabbed her head, holding it in place. He let out a loud curse and arched his hips upward. Lil choked, loudly, but she stayed latched as the Latino man exploded down her throat.

I felt a shadow cross over me. I looked up and saw Tara staring down at Vanessa and me. She was holding Mason's hand, leading him around like an eager puppy.

"Want to trade?" Tara asked, demurely. The cute redhead looked down at the deck, shyly. It was kind of adorable.

Vanessa paused mid-thrust, hanging halfway down my dick. The two women shared a loaded stare, knotted with conflicting emotions and confidences that I couldn't even begin to unravel.

"Well, I can't keep this awesome cock all to myself," Vanessa said, "Much as I might want to." She leapt off my dick, practically tackling Mason down to the deck.

Tara stared at me, twisting her legs almost shyly.

"Hey," she said.

"Hi," I said. So strangely awkward.

"Mind if I sit?" Tara asked.

"Not at all," I told her. Stupidly, I thought my sister-in-law was going to plop down next to me and start to talk. Instead, she dropped right down on my aching cock.

Going from one pussy to another so quickly was quite a shock. The differences and similarities were increasingly stark. Vanessa's pussy gripped and squeezed like a pro. Tara's was more insistent, eager. A good bit tighter, too.

Unlike Vanessa, who'd been facing the other way, Tara lowered herself onto me so she could look me right in the eyes. Wrapped her legs around my back. Her little pink nubbins brushed at my chest hair. Her green eyes stared deep into my soul. It was amazing how instantly intimate we'd become, simply by spinning around.

I know it seems silly, how much closer could a couple get than buried in each other? But there was something impersonal about how Vanessa had been riding me. Like it could have been anyone behind her.

This way though, with Tara in my lap, was increasingly intimate. Even the way we fucked was slow and sensual, staring at each other. Our bodies had to help each other along. Me lifting at Tara's hips. Her arms around my neck. This wasn't sex. It was making love. Frightening and fascinating all at the same time.

"There's something I need to tell you," Tara said. She cocked her head at me oddly.

"You're not on the pill," I said, "I know."

"Not that, silly," Tara said, with a giggle. As if the fact that I'd inseminated her was a trifling concern.

Distantly, I saw Kate looking our way. She'd managed to extricate herself from the fuck-machine that was Brian. They were still together, but now she was sitting on his dick reverse cowgirl, staring our way. I couldn't read the look on her face. Everything seemed fuzzy with Tara so completely wrapped around me.

"What I told Kate before, about Jesse and me?" Tara said, "That wasn't completely true."

I raised an eyebrow, but I let her continue. She slid down on my cock as deep as it would go. I felt the head press against the back of her pussy, like trying to slowly push its way through that opening, as well. Tara grunted, in a way that made me think she welcomed the pain. Then she kept talking.

"Jesse did demand a couple swap from me," Tara said, "That's true. But he was very specific about the details."

"He wanted Kate," I said. The words were bitter in my mouth, despite how much I anticipated them.

Tara nodded her head. "But it wasn't a one-way street. Jesse knew about my little crush. I'd told him about it, early on, when we'd first started dating. I said it was going to be hard for us to have a real relationship because I was in love with someone else."

"Who?"

"You, dummy!" Tara said and slapped my shoulder. "It's always been you. Since the day my sister brought you home that first time. So sweet and handsome. Most of my sister's boyfriends treated me like a brat. You were always so kind. So caring.

"But I was with Kate," I said.

"But you were with Kate," Tara agreed. "So, it was never going to happen. And I let myself slowly fall in love with Jesse, instead. And I figured, well, what I had would have to be good enough."

"That's when Jesse asked you to swap with us," I said.

"Not exactly," Tara said, "We'd had a particularly bad fight about some bullshit and afterwards we got roaring drunk, like that solves anything. That night, after the make-up sex, Jesse told me he was going to give me to you. As, like, an offering. And then he would take Kate in exchange. A deal. I got to be with my dream guy, and all I had to do was trade my sister away."

"But you told him 'no.'"

Tara laughed. "Are you kidding? I told him I was all-in! But there was no way Kate would go for it. I know my big sister; she probably didn't put out on her wedding night."

"We had sex that night," I said, defensively.

"You tried to go down on her, but she wouldn't let you. Eventually, you came on her stomach."

My eyes widened with surprise.

"Sisters talk," Tara said, shrugging like it was nothing. "Kate complains about you, you know. At our brunches. She thinks you're a horndog and a bunch of stuff like that."

That hurt a little. Not so much that Kate felt that way, I'd suspected it, but that she'd shared it with her sister. I felt exposed in a way I wasn't comfortable with.

"I'm sorry, Andy," Tara said, "Kate doesn't appreciate you. She doesn't realize what she has. How lucky she is."

"So, this whole party," I said, "It was all a setup?"

"No, that was a happy accident," Tara said, "Jesse told me that if I put the seed in your heads that eventually it'd flower. I didn't believe him. And when I told Kate the story, when she freaked out, I figured I'd been proven right. When she called me a month later and told me about the party, I couldn't believe it. But Jesse acted like he'd known it all along."

"Well, you got what you wanted," I said.

"Not exactly," Tara said, "It turns out there's a difference between the idea of something and the reality of it. I know Kate is way hotter than me."

"That's not true," I said.

"My sister is sweet, but my whole childhood was a constant reminder that she was the favorite. Kate's the smartest, Kate's the best behaved, Kate has the best body. That's the problem, I guess. I can't even hate her because she's also the nicest."

"You wanted to show her you were better at something," I said.

"Maybe?" Tara nodded slightly, like it hadn't occurred to her. "Mostly I wanted to be with you. I thought if I got you between my legs, in my mouth, you would finally realize that you could have so much more with me than with my sexless sister."

"So, you gave me the, um, blowjob in the bathroom," I said.



"Right. I know she doesn't suck you off," Tara said, "But then, as I was doing it, you couldn't stop staring her way. Afterwards, I didn't feel powerful or sexy. I felt guilty. So, I told myself I would stop. I was still horny as fuck though. And even though we'd sort of agreed to it, seeing Jesse with that skank pissed me off."

"So, you went to Brian," I said.

"Exactly," Tara said, "But you came in the room, and I thought that maybe I was wrong, and I could make it work. And the sex with you was..."

"Disappointing?"

"Amazing," Tara said, like I was the stupidest man in the world. Her pussy contracted around my cock, like she was reliving the memory. "Only afterwards, again, all I could feel was ashamed. I realized something. The truth is, you may want me, but you love my sister. And I may be in love with you, but I love my sister even more. I may resent her sometimes, but I don't want to hurt her."

"So why are we...?" I gestured at our intimate position.

"Every time we do something I feel bad after," Tara said, "But every time we don't, I regret it. I guess I'm just chasing this now, hoping I'll finally get my high. Also, this time seems different. I don't know. Maybe because everyone's here together, watching. It feels less like cheating and more like having fun. Kate's over there right now, with another man's dick inside her. Can I really feel so guilty?"

"Ah, FUCK!" Brian cried out.

I'd been so locked into Tara's reveal, I'd lost track of what was going on around us.

Tara and I turned towards Brian and Kate as best we could. My wife was still facing us, riding up and down on Brian. Her tits flying in a way that would have been comical if it wasn't so crazy hot.

"Oh god," Brian said, "Sweet pussy. So good. I'm gonna..."

"Oh fuck," Kate chanted, humping up and down "Fuh-fuh-fuck me. Getting close... Don't stop. Oh fuck it feels so GOOD!"

Both of them chugged towards the inevitable. I waited for sanity to break through. For Kate to pull herself off Brian's potent penis. Before he filled her fertile womb. But again, Kate's body was betraying her.

Fortunately, Brian remembered from before. Just as he was about to explode, he bucked Kate off of him. He grabbed his dick, and gave it three quick jerks before covering my wife's prone backside in cum.

"Nice," Tara breathed, so quiet I could barely hear her.

Brian fell back to the deck, beaten. Kate, though, stayed in position, trembling like a newborn doe.

"Dammit," Vanessa said from the far side of the tub. She was on her hands and knees; Mason was humping her from behind. Yet she was far more interested in what was happening in front of her. "So close. Brian, you left our Katie hanging, didn't you?"

"Sorry," Brian gasped. "That pussy is something else. She's got a vise grip."

Vanessa tsked her tongue like he'd told her he'd forgotten to get the milk at the supermarket. "Seriously, honey, look at that poor girl. She wants to cum so bad she's practically crying."

Sure enough, my Kate was crouched forward, her hips bouncing up and down like she was getting plowed by the invisible man. Humping the air in some fruitless hope that it might somehow get her over the top.

Vanessa slipped off Mason, then slapped his flank like he was a horse at the start of the derby. "Go help her out."

The blonde man hurried over, knelt behind Kate and plunged right into her. My wife groaned as she was filled by yet another man. Her eyes went empty. In a short 24-hours, my Kate went from only ever having one lover (me) to ticking her cock count up to three.

Mason wasn't as muscular as Brian, but he was fit and classically good looking with a full head of blond curls. Some strange part of me imagined Kate would probably be pleased with her handsome conquest. The weird thoughts that occur while you're watching your wife fuck another man.

Besides, could I really be jealous while I was buried in my wife's baby sister? Tara started slowly bouncing up and down on my dick. Again, our position precluded us moving any faster. Occasionally she glanced back at her older sister.

"She's getting fucked good," Tara said, a competitive sneer on her lips. Sibling rivalry at its finest. "What about you? You like what I can do for you?"

I nodded my agreement. Fuck she felt so incredible.

Tara giggled. She squeezed her arms around me, possessively. "Oh yes. Keep fucking me with that big, bare dick. I love it."

Personally, I didn't need the reminder of the risk I was taking with my wife's little sister. But that didn't stop me either. The both of us embraced tight, holding on to each other like life rafts in a storm.

Around us, the couples began to recombine. Vanessa found Carlos and started sucking him back to life. Lil and Brian were now entwined, their bodies twisted together like vines.

Meanwhile Jesse stood off to the side, smoking a cigarette and watching it all. When he caught my eye, saw me fucking his wife, he gave me a thumb's up and a smile. I thought back to what Tara had told me. I couldn't imagine he was enjoying all this. But who was I to talk? So excited by my own wife's unfaithful actions.

Kate was on her back now, Mason plowing her with long, forceful strokes. Every time he bottomed out, he brought a cute little "oh!" out of her mouth and a satisfying jiggle from her jugs. Mason humped her like it was performance art, like he was auditioning for a role. There was no passion, only performance.

Kate's own face was empty. Her mouth hung open. It seemed like she was enduring getting screwed more than she was enjoying it.

Kate's eyes though, were fully focused in one place. Sure, it was upside down and she was constantly rocking back and forth. But she stared straight at me and Tara. Like there was nothing else in the universe.

"You can't stop watching her, can you?" Tara asked. It was almost intellectual, the way she inquired.

"No," I conceded. I couldn't.

Tara started bouncing up and down on me faster. Her chest flushed pink. Her tiny, upturned nipples tickled against my chest hair. Her eyes hardened and her pussy cinched, bearing down on my dick.

We accelerated from fooling around to full-on fucking and I knew I wasn't going to last much longer.

"Are you getting close?" Tara asked, "I can feel that big cock swelling up. Are you going to shoot?"

I nodded. Barely able to form words. "Uh-huh."

Tara grinned. She leaned forward. Her tongue tickled at my ear while she talked.

"Maybe my tits aren't as big as Kate's," Tara said, "And maybe my body isn't as good."

"You're awesome," I said, "Beautiful." But it was like talking to wall. Tara didn't even blink.

"But there's one thing I can do -- ohfuck! -- that she won't."

Tara sat back. She stared me straight in the eyes. You could get lost in those deep green orbs. Wander around for days, not ever feeling like you'd truly explored every bit of them. No, Tara wasn't Kate. But she didn't have to be. The cute redhead was her own kind of amazing. In that instant, I felt so lucky to have gotten a glimpse of all that she beheld. Even if she didn't see it.

"Cum in me, Andy," Tara said, breathless. "Cum inside. Like before. It's OK. Fill me up. I want that huge load in my pussy. Do it. Please cum. Cum in ME!"

Here's the thing. I knew what Tara was telling me was a bad idea. I wasn't too drunk (or high, or fuck-crazy) to realize that she was begging me to fill her fertile pussy. And like I said, Tara was tiny. I could have easily thrown her off me. Lifted her right up. Cum safely on her face. Her body. Her breasts. Anywhere.

But I didn't.

"Here it... comes," I gasped out.

Tara's eyes went wide. She looked surprised, eager, afraid. All of it.

My cock swelled up. Then burst.

"AH!" Tara shouted. Her head rocked back to the heavens. Body thrashing. Legs stiff.

The bliss overwhelmed me as I filled her with my steaming seed. A kind of burning satisfaction that felt so wonderful it hurt. Gushing into her unprotected pussy like a firehose opened full.

And in that moment of ecstatic ecstasy, right when I reached that peak, I caught my wife's brown eyes staring right back at me. Boring deep. Her expression was something I'd never seen before. Horrified, yet also strangely delighted.

Tara and I fell loose. We dropped back onto the deck, like we were struck dead. My dick, still spurting, fountained up and splashed on my thigh. Tara shivered next to me in orgasmic aftershocks. Both of us beyond repair.

All around us were the sounds of fucking. The fleshy slaps merged with breathy gasps and groans. The world didn't stop, no matter how much it seemed like it ought to. The sun shone so bright, scattered reds and yellows. The scent of sex mixed with chlorine and pine. It all went fuzzy warm.

*

I looked up to see a hand reaching down for me. Long thin fingers punctuated by a silvery wedding ring. Kate, reaching down for me. Pulling me out of the mire.

I blinked and the world came back. It wasn't my wife at all. It was Vanessa.

The beautiful blonde grinned at me.

"You need to see this," she said, excitement threading through her voice.

I don't know how long I was out for, but it was clear that more time had passed than I initially realized. Tara was no longer by my side. Instead, she was sitting by the tub with Carlos; the two of them absently fondling each other. Meanwhile, Mason and Brian were sharing Lil between them. The bony woman had her mouth around the blonde man's dick while his muscular friend did her from behind.

Vanessa, however, was pointing in a different direction. On the far side of the deck, by the steps near the grass, Kate and Jesse had found each other. The two of them were talking, but it was a different kind of conversation than what they'd had before. Jesse slowly massaged Kate's massive tit. My wife's hand lightly stroked his long, thin cock. They looked more intimate than I could ever have imagined. Maybe not loving, but definitely without their usual disdain.

Kate was so beautiful in the morning sun, such a contrast to the man she was conversing with. Her ample body looked like it had earned about two more loads of sperm on it since I'd last seen her. I wondered who else had spattered my wife with their semen while I was unconscious.

"She still hasn't cum," Vanessa whispered in my ear. "Not really. I think the closest she came was with Mason, when you filled her little sister right in front of her."

I winced. Already, I was regretting my choice in that moment.

While Vanessa and I watched, Kate tentatively leaned forward and touched her lips to Jesse's. In response he started running his hands all over Kate's body, like tracing every inch. Their kiss became harder. Tongues entwined. Kate's hand closed tight over Jesse's cock. His fingers found her furrow.

"I knew you wouldn't want to miss watching her like this," Vanessa said. She squeezed my hand, and I could feel her fingers trembling with anticipation. She was clearly far more excited by seeing this than anything she'd actually done, herself.

But I didn't find it nearly as thrilling. If anything, I felt distinctly ill. Kate truly did not like Jesse, and I wondered how much control she had at this point.

"I should break them up," I said, voicing my concerns.

"You really, truly shouldn't," Vanessa said. Her grip tightened on my wrist. I felt the sting of her nails on my skin. "It won't go well if you do. Don't forget, she watched you with her own sister, his wife, a short while ago."

I wanted to protest that Kate was too busy getting plowed by Vanessa's husband at the time to make her complaints known. But I knew that was an empty excuse. I'd already had my shot, I would have to sit back and watch while my wife took hers.

"Katie's a big girl," Vanessa said, back to merely holding my hand rather than strangling it. "Let her make her own decisions. Trust me, it will turn out the best for both of you. Also, and I can't stress this enough, this is fucking hot."

I turned my attention back to Kate and Jesse. The two of them were still languidly getting each other off. Jesse moved his other hand up to Kate's cheek, caressing it. She kissed his palm. He reached around to the back of her head, tightening his fingers on her neck. Kate gave him a questioning look, searching, then let him force her down to his dick.

Dutifully, my wife opened her mouth. She wrapped it around Jesse's member, kissing it with the same affection she'd given his lips a few moments before. Kate licked up and down her brother-in-law's shaft, eyes wide like she was pleading with him to praise her.

Bending over meant Kate had to slip her bottom back, away from Jesse's fingers. The lack of stimulation didn't slow her one bit. She worked his dong like it was the world's tastiest popsicle. He brushed her long brown hair back from her face like petting a kitty. Pulled at her giant tit with his other hand.

"That's a good girl,' he told her. I could read it on his lips.

"Mmhm," Kate replied, pliant. I swore I could hear the sloppy sounds of her sucking from where we were seated, probably about 15 feet away.

"What is going on over here?"

I looked up and saw Tara standing next to myself and Vanessa. Without another word, the skinny redhead flopped down on my other side, sandwiching me between herself and the beautiful blonde.

"Apparently our spouses have discovered each other," I said, unable to keep the contempt from my voice.

"Isn't it amazing?" Vanessa asked.

Tara pursed her lips, and I braced for the inevitable barrage. But, instead, her sour look shifted to a smile, sweet as a summer lemonade.

"Oh, I don't care about that," Tara said, wicked grin threatening to swallow us all. "But you two are just sitting here, watching? Come on, you're setting a bad example."

I was about to protest; after all that had happened my dick was in no condition to perform further. But when I glanced down at my lap, I saw my cock was sticking up, straight as a totem pole. As if the last hour, the last day, the last lifetime, had never happened.

Tara saw where my eyes had gone and gave me knowing wink.

"Andy, I swear, you are a fucking miracle," Vanessa said, genuinely. There was something incredible about being in the gorgeous woman's good graces. Like knowing you had an angel on your side. Although, now that I think about it, maybe I should have invoked a far more infernal being.

"I believe it's your turn to do the honors," Tara said, gesturing at Vanessa.

"With pleasure," Vanessa said. She tucked her golden tresses behind her ear, dropping her head into my lap. "But as I'm sure you've noticed by now, I'm more than happy to share."

Vanessa took three long licks of my dick. Then she gripped it tight and pointed it towards Tara. My cute sister-in-law cooed happily, matching Vanessa tongue-for-tongue.

As, the two women passed my shaft between them, I dipped my fingers into their respective snatches. Both of them were so slippery and hot, yet I also noticed the subtle differences between their twats. I could barely focus on more than feeling them, though, considering everything else going on around me. The stimulation of two incredible women on my cock combined with watching my wife blow another man (her sister's husband!) was already too much for my battered brain to handle.

"Tell us what's happening, Andy," Vanessa said, as she bent down to take her turn on my tumescence.

"Yes, what's my slutty sister doing with my husband?" Tara asked, sucking my testicle into her mouth while Vanessa continued to minister to my dick.

For a moment, I wondered how Tara was feeling about all this. On the one hand, based on what she'd confessed while riding my cock, this was the final part of her master plan. She got to be with me, so Kate was traded to Jesse. But Tara didn't look like someone who was celebrating her success. More like grim acceptance. Her current enthusiasm felt forced, a mask to cover a far more morose feeling. Whether she was jealous or regretful, I'll never know.

"Tell us about Katie and Jesse," Vanessa said, exhorting me to get back to the moment.

"She's still, uh, licking him" I said. The words felt so heavy on my tongue, I nearly tripped over them. Something about describing the act was far more difficult than watching it. Like my words made it all the more real.

"Come on, you can do better than that," Vanessa said.

"She's, um, got her mouth on his, uh. His dick," I said. This wasn't getting any easier. "She's slurping up and down on it. His hand is in her hair. He's holding it tight. Wrapped around his fist. Like he's, uh, steering her. His other hand is on her, uh, her nipple. Pulling. Twisting."

"Does she like it?" Tara asked.

"I think so," I said. The whole thing looked so rough. The way Jesse was holding her, grasping her, it was so controlling. And yet Kate submitted in a way that seemed beyond supplicant. Like she wanted it that way. "I honestly can't tell."

Vanessa pulled her head off my dick with a pop. She looked behind herself at Kate and Jesse. "Oh yes," she said with a wicked smirk, "She's enjoying it all right." She slipped her mouth back over my cock.

No one bothered to ask if Jesse was enjoying himself, that part was obvious. He reclined on the deck. Head lolled back. Like he was working on his tan. A slight smirk played on his face.

Kate's enthusiasm for the blowjob increased. She began bobbing faster. Jesse's arm stiffened. I was sure he was about to give my wife another dose of dick juice. But instead, he tugged at her hair and pulled her off.

"He's stopping her," I said.

"Oooh, he's gonna cum all over those big tits," Tara said.

"Or give her a facial," Vanessa said, "That would be so fucking hot."

"Which one's he doing, Andy?" Tara asked.

"Neither." I stared forward, confused.

In fact, Jesse's dick was now sticking up in the air, neglected -- glistening with my wife's saliva -- jerking slightly like it was trying to get someone's attention. But my wife and Tara's husband returned to kissing. Much more passionately than before, but still oddly disconnected to what they'd been doing. Jesse's hands squeezed at Kate's tits. Her fingers played on his chest.

"They're making out," I said. My surprise slipped into my voice.

Both women popped up to look. Their hands stayed on my cock, but their attention was turned to the other couple.

"That's interesting," Vanessa said, knowingly. Like she'd already seen this movie and didn't want to spoil the ending for me.

"Huh," Tara said, shrugging dramatically to make it clear that she couldn't care less.

"Well, I don't know about you," Vanessa said to Tara, both their eyes sparkling. "But watching them has me all worked up. I need some dick, like, now."

"As I said, it is your turn," Tara said. Both women were smirking, wickedly. "Though it's a shame you don't have a second cock, Andy."

"I'll see what I can do about that," I said, wryly.

"There are ways we could still share," Vanessa said to Tara, "If that interests you."

"Oh, do go on," Tara said. She leaned forward parodying the stereotypical eager student at a particularly interesting lecture.

Vanessa got into her standard position, on all fours facing away from me. Her perfect, golden pussy pointed my way. For a moment, a wicked part of me whispered that I should shove it in her ass. After all, that tight pucker was right there, just waiting to be plundered.

I forced the thought away. Instead, I knelt behind Vanessa and aimed my cock at the hole that had been offered. Our heights were almost perfectly matched up. Like even this part of the morning, our physical shapes, had been planned in advance.

"Uhhhrrrrrr. Uh," Vanessa grunted in a very improper way as I slowly impaled her. "Not used. To that."

Again, I was dubious. Vanessa had plenty of experience and while I can concede I was the largest dick in the yard at the moment, I doubt I was all that impressive compared to what's out there in the world. I got the feeling the gorgeous blonde was playing it up for me. But I wasn't about to complain.



"The monster's going to eat you up," Tara said, taunting.

"Actually, I think. I'm. Swallowing it," Vanessa gasped out.

I couldn't see her face, but I could tell by how she was gripping the deck under her, that this wasn't an act. Only after I was buried to the root, and the blonde woman had given herself a few breaths, did her body visibly relax.

"Goddammit, Andy," Vanessa said, panting. "We need to get that thing a warning label or something."

"Object in pussy may be larger than it appears," Tara said.

Vanessa laughed. I slid my dick back. Rolled it forward. The blonde's surprisingly tight twat rippled around my cock as I slipped it back and forth.

"Fuck that's nice," I said. Suddenly, I realized what I'd said in front of my sister-in-law. Would she be upset that I was enjoying another woman? I looked over at Tara, but she was smiling, distantly, like she was remembering a joke she'd once heard.

Then the cute redhead turned to look at us, as if noticing us for the first time.

"I thought we were going to share?" Tara said, pouty.

"Don't worry baby, I've got you," Vanessa said. She gestured to the space in front of her.

For a moment, realizing what the blonde woman meant, Tara froze. We'd discovered a lot of new destinations that weekend, but I wasn't sure this was a place Tara wanted to go. Still, I give her credit, because her hesitation lasted for only a moment.

My sister-in-law flopped down to the deck and slid her crotch under Vanessa. The blonde woman dutifully dipped her head down and put her tongue on Tara's snatch.

"Oooooh," Tara groaned out, a mix of pleasure and surprise. "That's nicer than I thought."

The three of us settled into a strange, undulating motion. Vanessa pleasured Tara while I plumbed the blonde's depths. The three of us rocked back and forth, like my plunges were pushing Vanessa's tongue into Tara's twat.

It was incredible and exciting, certainly. But none of us let it distract us from our real purpose. I'm sure it seems strange, but I knew in my heart that we were only fucking to pass the time while the main event occurred elsewhere.

As if to confirm my convictions, Vanessa poked her head up from Tara's sex and asked, "What's going on with -- uhn, that's good -- Katie and Jesse? Describe it to us, like before."

"They're still kissing," I said, which was true. But that description made it sound like nothing had changed, and that definitely wasn't the case.

My wife and brother-in-law were making out, yes. Their mouths were pressed tight like they needed each other to breathe. But their bodies were doing a very different dance. Jesse was clearly trying to get Kate on her back so he could fuck her. My wife wasn't exactly protesting -- they continued to kiss, as I said -- but she rebuffed Jesse's advances. Pushed back against his chest when he pressed her forward. Casually dangled her hand over her snatch to deny him entry.

Jesse finally broke the kiss and whispered into my Kate's ear. She shook her head. He kept talking and I saw Kate's body slacken, like his words were gently loosening the restrictions she'd tied him in. But I saw her mouth make the word no.

They went back to kissing for a bit. But Jesse returned to the role of aggressor. He didn't let Kate block him and he didn't ask for permission. He grabbed my wife's shoulders, hard, and pushed her back into the ground. Even though it looked forced, I could tell that Kate was letting him get away with it.

"Don't put it in me," Kate said, and I heard the words clearly this time. "I'm not safe."

Jesse grunted. He lay down on top of my wife. His dick cleverly nestled in the crack of her pussy. He ground his groin into hers, and Kate responded, back slightly arched. As much as I was happy that she was setting boundaries with my slimy brother-in-law, I couldn't help but wonder why she was holding him to a higher standard than the other men she'd already been with.

"Katie likes to make rules," Tara said, as if this was obvious.

"Only because she likes being forced to break them," Vanessa said, mischief dancing through her voice.

Tara seemed to think about it for a moment, but then she nodded slowly. Like acknowledging something she didn't want to admit. I supposed I could see it, too. What had this weekend been except us piling guidelines on each other, only to immediately push them over? All the 'onlys' and 'nevers' quickly turning into 'yesses' before the clay could set on our personal commandments.

All of us paused to watch my wife and Jesse dry hump. Bodies so close together it was hard to tell they weren't already connected. They rolled against each other, rubbing hard while they stared past each other's eyes. Grunting and squeaking. Equally aggressive and intimate

For ourselves, we'd stopped almost completely. Tara's head tilted back to watch. Vanessa stared forward. All of us frozen in mid-fuck. We could all see just fine, but the women made me narrate it all anyway. I think they enjoyed the extra layer my own discomfort added to the scene.

"She's gripping his ass," I said, "Grinding into him. He's pulling at her hair. Her tits."

Kate's face was a mask of pleasure. Head thrown back. Body open in blind acceptance of what Jesse's motions were doing to her.

Jesse, too, seemed lost in Kate's incredible form. He buried his head between her breasts. Flailed against her sex. I noticed, however, that his motions were starting to subtly change.

"He's trying to 'accidentally' slip it in her," Vanessa said. I could hear her barely suppressed mirth.

The couple paused as, sure enough, it seemed as if Jesse managed to get the head of his cock to breach Kate's pussy.

"Stop," Kate said, clear as day.

They went back to dry humping. Then Jesse did it again.

Kate raised her eyebrow at him, like warning a naughty child. "We can't," she said.

Jesse stopped. He held in place, giving my wife an incredulous look.

"We shouldn't," Kate said.

Jesse started grinding against Kate again. But even I could tell, from a distance, that this was all a ploy. As expected, Jesse let his dick break into Kate's pussy. But this time, he didn't stop.

"Jesse..." Kate moaned.

"Stop being such a bitch," Jesse told her.

Kate's eyes went wide, but she nodded. "OK."

She let her hips fall prone to either side, granting him access to her most precious place. Jess drove inside my wife, a seemingly endless shove as his long penis plowed forward.

"He's in her," I told the women.

"Wow," Tara said.

"Nice," Vanessa said.

Jesse smirked down at Kate, clearly exulting that he'd conquered this incredible woman. He slowly drew back, then slammed forward.

"Oh!" Kate cried out, as Jesse clearly connected with her cervix. "Oh fuck."

Jesse didn't say anything, just slapped his hips against Kate's as he roughly fucked her. He took her legs and rested them on his chest. Kate let herself be positioned, limp.

My once-innocent wife lay on the deck -- her body spattered with semen and covered in bruises and hickeys -- getting absolutely nailed into the ground by her brother-in-law. Her eyes rolled back in her head. Her mouth hung open. Drool dripped down her chin.

"Oh. Uhn. Ohfuck," she spit the words out with every thrust.

I stopped describing what was going on. I didn't need to anymore. Kate and Jesse were doing it for me.

"That's it," Jesse said, "Let it go. Don't hold back."

"Oh. Don't stop. So good."

"Fuck you've got a sweet pussy," Jesse said, "Those awesome tits. That ass."

"Uh... Uh huh," Kate said.

"You're going to cum," Jesse said.

"Yuh... yes. Close."

"That's a girl," Jesse said, "Such a good girl. Let it out, baby. I know you can. Cum."

"ssSo. C-close," Kate mewled.

"Here we go," Vanessa said. I know it sounds crazy, I was buried to the hilt in the woman for God's sake, but I'd kind of forgotten about her. Tara too. "This is going to be good."

"Gonna make you cum, Kate," Jesse said, "Don't hold back. Let it out, little girl. Be good."

"Please," Kate said, "Don't stop. Puh-promise I'll be good. Just let me cuh - uh - cum. Gonna cum so hard."

Actually, I realized, where was Tara? I looked down to where she'd been lying under Vanessa, but there was just an empty deck. I wanted to glance around, but that meant looking away from my wife.

"Ugh. Fuck," Jesse said, "Sweet pussy. So damn good."

His skinny ass bounced up and down. Kate's massive tits shook, flew. Her face was contorted in near-pleasure. I could see her the anticipation overcoming her.

Then two things happened at almost the exact same moment.

Tara reached around and hugged me from behind. She squeezed me tight, wrapping her warm body around me as tight as she could. Her tiny tits teased at my bare back. She kissed my ear.

"I've got you, Andy," she whispered. "It's OK."

At the same instant, Jesse reared back.

"Say it," Jesse said, "Tell me. Say it or I'll stop."

"Please!" Kate cried out, "Please don't stop fucking meeeee."

Jesse flung himself forward. Buried his dick as deep as he could. Bellowed out. "Oh FUCK!"

Kate froze. Her eyes went wide. Her skin flushed pink from her toes to her face. In an instant, I knew exactly what was happening.

"Oh... uhn... AHhhhhhh!" Kate cried out. Her body bucked. She screeched. Screamed.

And just like that, I watched another man, my brother-in-law, inseminate my wife.

I was buried in Vanessa. Covered by Tara. Kate was ripped in rapture. None of us capable of doing anything but watching it all happen. Jesse tremoring as he pumped his seed into my wife's fertile womb.

"Ffffffffffuck!" Kate cried out, too blissed to be concerned. "Cumming. Cumming in me. So hot. Oh, I didn't think it would feel like... OH! Don't stop! Uhhhhhhhgh."

Kate's body shook and shuddered. Bucked like it was beyond her control. The orgasm seemed to grab hold of her, throttling her hard. Breasts and hips shaking. Kate's head lolled, but then another cum rolled through her. Another. She fell forward, prone on the ground. Teeth grit. Eyes sharp. Enduring an epic, ungodly cum. Just trying to hold herself still in this place where pleasure hit her so hard it was almost like pain.

The words spilled out of her. "Uhn. Ah. Ah fuck, I. Cumming. Keep cumming. Ah. AH! Ohhhhh. Oh fuck. Can't stop. Againnnnnah! Nuh. Never. Never cum like that. So hard. Fuck I needed that. Needed it in me. Ahhhhhh. Huh-uh. Huh uh. Huhhhhhhh." Her primal monologue finally faded into deep, blissful sobs.

If Jesse had any concern about what he'd just done, he didn't show it. Instead, he lay off to the side, arms crossed, smiling smugly. Like he couldn't be prouder of what he'd accomplished.

Vanessa clapped like a girl getting a gift. "Yay!" she cheered, "Finally! That was fantastic. Even better than I imagined."

"It's OK," Tara said in my ear. She'd been whispering the words this whole time. "I've got you. It's alright."

The world around me came aggressively back into focus. Time accelerated just as violently. Carlos was plowing Lil over by the steps. Judging by the angle and the look in the bony blonde's eyes, he was fucking her in the ass. Both of them making pained gasps with every thrust. Mason and Brian were wrapped around each other, sucking each other's dicks. I don't know why I found it so surprising after everything else I'd seen.

Closer to home, Jesse was now giving Kate another go 'round. He had her on all fours, pulling her hair and smacking her ass. Fucking her with the force of someone who hadn't just cum minutes before.

Roughly, I was pulled back into myself as Vanessa started humping against me. Her pussy gripped at my dick. She rode my cock with abandon, giggling and grunting, wriggling her ass with undisguised joy.

Tara stayed at my back. She kept her tight grip on my chest, but now she was humping herself into me. Like she was using my body to fuck Vanessa for her. Mechanically, I felt my body grow tight. The orgasm overcame me unbidden. I barely felt the pleasure of it, just spurted like a switch had been flipped.

Everything tilted. All I could hear was a low roar, like my ears had been switched off. The rolling sick of my high suddenly rumbled over me. Like the bill for all I'd done suddenly coming due.

I blinked.

I was lying on my back. The world spun like I was on a ride at the carnival. Twisting and tilting. I had to grip the ground just to keep from sliding off.

I smelled Tara's sickly sweetness. Felt Vanessa's lithe rummaging fingers. Heard my wife's plaintive moans.

The world started to kaleidoscope. I tried to sit up. Stop it. Climb out of the depths before it all fell away.

I tumbled back into the void.

Lost.

*

Consciousness came back in a rush. Like a gasp for air after being underwater for two minutes too long.

I found myself lying sweaty on the deck. The sunlight too bright for my eyes. Again, reality flooded back to me. We were still in the backyard. The sounds of sex surrounded me along with the usual birdsong.

I rolled over, body aching. All around me were people -- twos and threes and fours -- fucking like crazy. A mass orgy like something out of the end times. I didn't recognize any of them. Just naked bodies, undulating against each other.

I felt something bouncing up and down next to me. Another couple I hadn't caught. I rolled over to look. I already knew that I didn't want to see.

Kate -- my darling, innocent wife -- was on top of Carlos, lazily riding up and down his dick. Her long brown hair splayed all over her body. Her massive tits bouncing wildly. Thick thighs pumped as she rode him. Strange and mechanical like she was in a trance. A stream of dried sperm ran down her face. Over her tits. At the juncture of her pussy and the Latino man's cock. Like she'd been bathed in it.

At almost the moment I saw them, Carlos stiffened and groaned, unloading himself into my wife's unprotected pussy. Kate barely slowed. She grunted as another man's cum shot into her. Body barely even registering what was happening. Finally, she fell forward, lifeless. Seeing she was done, Carlos slipped away. If he noticed me lying there, he didn't acknowledge it.

Kate collapsed on the deck next to me. A river of sperm spit out of her pussy and began streaming onto the deck. A slightly smaller trail of drool leaked similarly out of her mouth.

I crawled over to Kate. Her body was trembling with the aftershocks of orgasm. Under her breath, she was mumbling madness.

I told myself I was going to check on her. Make sure she was OK. But then, why was I holding my stiffening cock in my hands? Why was I staring straight at her poor, abused pussy? The need wasn't rational. It was something buried deep in my lizard brain. An automatic reaction, a failsafe device, from a different time. But still there when needed.

I rolled Kate onto her back. Rolled her over and slid into her sex. She was warm, wet, far too slippery with the spends of so many strangers.

Kate groaned as I went in, sounding slightly pained. I thrust back and forth with abandon. Ignored everything but the sloshing motion of my cock in her cunt. I didn't look at the jiggle of her perfect ass. Didn't reach for her awesome tits. I didn't run my hands through her hair or stare into her liquid caramel eyes.

I fucked my wife, like a demon, till I came. My orgasm arrived like a punch to the gut. The pleasure of it something distant and forced, as if my body was telling me it felt good even though it clearly didn't. I fell back, having finally added my swimmers to the ocean of them rolling inside my wife. My eyes threatened to close again.

I felt a hand on my shoulder.

I looked up and saw Tara smiling down at me. It was neither a grin nor a grimace. It was a sad thing, wistful and worried. There isn't a word for that kind of smile, maybe because no one ever wants to see it.

"We need to go," Tara said. Her own body was streaked with sperm similarly to her sister's. Tara's chest was covered with finger-tip sized bruises and dark, pooling hickeys. Her knees and elbows were scraped, like she'd been rolling around in gravel. Which was probably true.

Tara pulled at my arm and repeated her request. I nodded, still half out of it.

"Yeah," I said, "Yes."

Tara helped me and Kate to my feet. My wife was even worse than I'd realized. Her hair was a wild nest of brambles. Her body was nicked and cut. She was covered in semen and stank like pussy. She started to stand straight, then stumbled. When I helped her up again, she looked up at me in surprise. Like recognizing me for the first time.

"Oh fuck, Andy," Kate said, "Andy, I think I fucked up." Her words sloshed together. She was still drunk and high and who knows what else.

"It's OK," I said, but neither of us believed it.

"I think I got some... Some stuff in me," Kate said.

"Maybe a little," Tara said. I couldn't tell if she was trying to be reassuring or cruel.

"Is it you?" Kate said asked me, "Yours?"

I nodded. It was a sort of truth and so good enough in the moment.

"Ok good," Kate said, gripping my arm tight.

Tara, Kate, and I formed a bit of a three-legged stool, helping keep each other up to our feet. We limped in concert around the house to the front yard. Behind us, the sounds of sex filled the air. I stared down the car-lined street and realized I didn't remember where we'd were parked. And my keys were back by the hot tub.

"Dammit," I cursed. I started to turn back, but Tara gripped my shoulder.

"I've already got it," she said. She held up my car keys and squeezed the lock button. Our SUV beeped happily in the distance.

"Can you drive?" Kate asked me, "I can't drive."

"I think I've got it," I said.

Tara eyed me, but she handed me the keys. We walked to the car, but halfway another question hit me.

"Where's Jesse?" I asked. I can't imagine why.

Tara was similarly surprised by my question. She looked at me like I was a crazy person. Then she shook her head.

Finally, after what felt like a three-hour hike, we tumbled into the car. All three of us were still naked. The velour of the seat felt weirdly warm against my bare butt.

I turned on the ignition. My body was on autopilot. My brain was back at that house. Maybe never able to escape.

Everything we'd said and done. The ways our lives had collapsed so completely under the weight of our own stupid, selfish decisions. It all settled onto our shoulders. The three of us, so perfectly doomed. A controlled demolition where we, ourselves, had placed the dynamite.

For a moment, like a premonition, I saw the future clear as though it was painted on the windshield. There would be tries, solid attempts, to reel it all back in. We'd pretend like it didn't all happen. But then reality would punch its way through. We'd address it all head-on, but then it would become too overwhelming to overcome.

We wouldn't so much drift apart as we would fissure and suppurate like an untended wound. What's that they say? It's not that we make bad decisions so much as we choose things that seemed smart in the moment. Spiraling down that endless hole, all the while convinced that the mountaintop is right around the corner.

It took twenty minutes for us to get home. The entire drive, I heard a foreign, cruel laughter echoing endlessly in my ears.

No one said a word.
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Love Like a Blue Shell Pt. 01

This is, by far, the longest story I've ever written for Lit. It was so big, in fact, that I had to break it into four massive chunks. This is Part One. Eventually this series will feature group sex, masturbation, exhibition/voyeur, incest, oral, girl-on-girl, and (a lot of) cheating/swapping. Things start out a little rough, but I promise -- everyone gets their just desserts in the end.

Everyone here is over 18.

*****

"Ah, the blue shell. There may be no better metaphor for the bleakness of life. One minute you're cruising along, on top of the world, and then... BAM, you're totally hosed. Just when you thought you had it in the bag, life throws a blue shell." - Kotaku

"Oh fffffffFFFUCK!"

Tim's girlfriend Taylor writhed and shook as she drove herself down on his cock. God DAMN that girl was amazing. Watching the lithe brunette work herself up and down -- her little titties wobbling, brown hair flinging into her face -- just looking was almost enough to make Tim cum. Let alone the splendid snatch currently squeezing his cock so wet and wonderful.

I am the luckiest man alive, Tim thought.

Taylor wasn't a supermodel, but she had a pretty face and a tight body with a mischievous smile that just made her oh so wantable. Tim had long ago decided that this was it: Taylor was "the one." He hadn't proposed or anything -- they were both only 24 -- but Tim knew. He'd never be with anyone else.

"Oh God I'm going to cum so fucking HARD!" Taylor cried. Her motions slowed and she leaned forward. She dragged her long, tight nipples through Tim's thick chest hair.

"M... me too," he groaned.

"Just warn me when, OK?"

Taylor was so close, Tim didn't want to stop her now. But he could feel his pleasure racing breakneck and he couldn't exactly stop that either. Tim knew that filling her up with his fertility was not an option. No matter how badly his body was demanding he should.

Usually they used condoms but that morning had come out of nowhere. They'd woken up and suddenly Taylor was on top of him -- stroking his dick, nipping at his neck.

"Oh..." Taylor was back up on her haunches, driving her perfect ass down like a fucking fuck machine. "Oh... Here it... Here it..."

KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK

*

Taylor fell off Tim like he was a mechanical bull at the bar. God dammit she'd been right on the edge when that stupid fucking...

KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK

Well whoever the fuck it was, they were fucking persistent, Taylor thought.

She looked back at her boyfriend, wistfully. Just one more second on that wonderful cock and she'd... Well it wasn't too late yet, Taylor thought, she'd just get rid of whoever was at the door and then get right back to where she'd left off.

"That's probably Steve," Tim said, "Man, he's really early, though."

Wait. What?

"Remember?" Tim said, now standing and stretching, "I told you they were coming over to watch football today. Steve and his new girlfriend. I can't remember her name."

This day just kept getting worse. Steve was a friend of Tim's from work. Steve thought he was funny and knew he was handsome and it made Taylor want to stomp his head like an overripe grapefruit. Except the grapefruit was probably smarter than Steve and, thus, probably worth preserving.

Taylor threw on her jeans from the night before and pulled on a sweater. She felt her pussy squelching as she walked through the living room. Her whole body was still screaming for it's hard-earned release and Taylor was already coming up with clandestine plans to sneak into the bathroom and rub her aching sex to sleep once the guests were settled.

For now, though, Taylor quickly dragged her hand through her hair, put on her smile, and swung open the front door.

"Swifty!" Steve cried and threw open his long, athletic arms for a hug. His turtleneck was scratchy and his cologne -- a scent that Taylor had quietly nicknamed Molestieur -- smothered whatever remained of Taylor's good mood. Taylor kind of understood why Tim liked Steve -- it had to feel like hanging out with one of the popular kids. But Taylor hated the popular kids and that's why she'd never hung out with them.

Taylor finally extricated herself and then gestured for Steve to come into the apartment. A girl with blonde hair and apple-pink cheeks followed him. The girl was cute, Taylor supposed. She waved in Taylor's direction and then looked at the ground. Taylor couldn't decide if she was shy or exceptionally rude. Knowing Steve's type, probably the latter.

"Sydney, this is Swifty," Steve said and Taylor bristled.

Swifty. Steve's little 'pet' nickname for her. Of all the things Taylor hated about Steve, she liked this least of all. She didn't even look like Taylor Swift -- more like Avril Lavigne if she were forced to pick. Taylor didn't like Swift's music, either. Or, really, anything about the poppy, overly popular blonde. But since she was named Taylor, that was enough for Steve. Thus with the Swifty.

Taylor got out some beers, then busied herself in the kitchen while Steve flipped on the TV. Taylor could tell, though, that Steve wasn't watching the screen. He was really looking her way. Like he could somehow see exactly what she'd been doing before he'd knocked.

It made Taylor feel ill, but it was also a bit of a thrill. She'd gone from burning hot to freezing cold in a matter of minutes and the drop had left her with the shivers.

*

Tim did his best to wash the sex scent off and then went into the living room to greet his guests. He found Taylor standing in the open kitchen, absently wiping down a completely clean countertop. Steve, his work friend, was recumbent on the couch, watching some reality thing about chefs marooned in the Arctic.

Tim noticed none of this. His eyes locked in one place: the young blonde sitting next to Steve.

"Oh hey," Steve said, "Glad you could join us. This is Sydney."

Oh. My. GOD. Sydney was absolutely fucking gorgeous. Blue eyes big and bright. Tim thought Taylor was beautiful. But this buxom blonde? She made his sultry soul mate seem almost shabby.

Sydney had long blonde hair like spun gold that hung down to her shoulder blades, while Taylor's was mousy brown and cut just below her jawline. Sydney had big, bee-stung lips while Taylor had thin pink lines. And while both women were about the same height -- five three or so -- Sydney's bust had to be at least triple Taylor's. Tim's brunette girlfriend was barely a B-cup on her best day, which meant that Sydney had to be a... God. Tim couldn't even put a letter on it.

Steve subtly eyed Taylor while she glared at Tim who was clearly entranced by Sydney who seemed to look at anything except anyone. It was late fall in Boston. The TV was blaring, the beers were out, and while everyone was looking, no one saw where they were headed.

*

Taylor stood in the kitchen and stared into the living room. She was going to stab something. Someone. And soon.

"Hey Swifty, grab me another beer?" Steve called from the couch.

"Get one yourself," Taylor snapped.

"Tim, your girlfriend is being rude," Steve said.

"Play nice, honey," Tim said, barely looking up from staring at Sydney

"That's a great idea," Steve said, "Let's play for it."

"What do you mean?" Taylor asked, cautiously. Her Spidey-senses started to tingle.

"I mean we play a game and whoever loses gets the other person beers for the rest of the day," Steve said.

Taylor didn't even blink. "Name your game," she said. Taylor didn't play games for a living, not yet, but that was her dream. She streamed 20 hours a week online, mostly MOBAs like LoL. But honestly, she'd play almost anything as long as there was a prize at the end. She'd grown up in a big family where competition was key. Challenging Taylor to a game was like asking LeBron for a little one-on-one.

"What about the Switch?" Steve asked, "I don't suppose you two have Mario Kart?"

They did have Mario Kart, of course. The most recent version of the venerable racing series was one of Taylor's favorites. She had played every installment, even the portable ones.

"Kart sounds like fun," Tim said.

Fun. Taylor shook her head. This wasn't about having a good time. Steve had just issued her a challenge, and on her home turf, too. He was trying to insult her, like always.

But this time stupid, annoying Steve had stepped in it. All Taylor wanted was a way to humiliate him for how he treated her all the time. Now he'd offered himself up in the easiest way possible. It was too good to be true. Taylor laughed in her throat, despite herself. Steve was a goner.

"I'll fucking rape you in Kart," Steve said, and Taylor couldn't help but shudder at the way he said that word.

"Fine," she said, gloating, "You've got yourself a game."

*

Steve sank back into the couch, like drifting down a river under the warm summer sun. In front of him, Taylor was setting up the console. She was bent over at the waist, practically planting her perfect ass in his face.

God, Taylor. Steve'd been with a lot of girls -- he had a way with women that he couldn't put words to -- but Taylor was different. She was everything he ever fantasized about: thin little body, sly smile, and deep green eyes. Her tremendous, tiny titties and perfectly sculpted butt.

Steve had been with Sydney for about a month. She was seriously hot -- the blonde hair, the big boobs -- but she was so vanilla in bed it was hard to bear. Laying there, silent, just letting it all happen.

Steve just knew that Taylor would be different. She would touch and tease. She'd play. Sydney was like a sports car -- fancy and unable to really do all that much besides look good. Taylor? That girl was a full on fuck truck. She'd get dirty as you wanted and come back for more. Steve couldn't help but covet her.

Taylor straightened and handed Steve his controller with a sneer. The sexy girlfriend seemed to dislike Steve so much -- too much -- and all that dirty look did was confirm what he had always suspected: Taylor wanted him. All she needed was an excuse to claim what she secretly craved.

And he was going to give it to her.

*

"Let's make this a little more interesting," Steve said, "How about whoever loses the race has to do a shot."

"Wait," Taylor said, "You want to play Mario Kart, the drinking game?"

"It does sound like fun," Tim said.

"Fine," Taylor said and flopped down on the lounge chair next to the couch, "Best of four races. Whoever loses does a shot."

Tim took his usual character, Yoshi. Then Steve and Sydney chose Link and Princess Peach, respectively. Finally, Taylor took her favorite racer: Donkey Kong.

"Going with the big monkey," Steve said, "That's a bit of surprise."

"Get used to staring at big monkey ass," Taylor replied, "Cause you'll be behind him the whole way."

Tim noticed that Steve didn't seem too unhappy about the idea of staring at Taylor's ass. Then he looked over at Sydney and saw she was holding the controller like she'd never seen such a strange device.

"Have you played this before?" he asked her.

"Not in a really long time," Sydney said, her voice soft, like she was afraid of someone hearing.

"Well it's your standard racing game. Just go fast and, y'know, try to stay on the road. OH! Also there are weapons. You pick them up as you go around the track. You can block the way with banana peels or knock other racers off the road with turtle shells. There are other things, too, but... Well, you kind of have to see it for yourself."

The screen panned over the track, showing the group's four racers -- plus eight others steered by the computer -- all set up and ready to go. It counted down 3...2...1... and then they were off. Tim stayed focused on his own kart as it pinged over boardwalks, blasted over a beach, and swerved around dangerous, kart-crashing crabs. Mario Kart was very strange when viewed objectively, Tim thought to himself.

The karts raced around the track for three full laps, racers dodging dangerous obstacles, flinging objects at each other. Cheering and cursing in equal measure.

Taylor burst out to an early lead and took first easily. If that frustrated Steve he didn't show it. He just smiled and waved the controller, admitting defeat. Then he went to the kitchen and came back with three highball glasses full of some brown liquor that Tim didn't recognize. He took a drink.

"Not just a sip, you have to finish it," Steve said.

"I thought you said we were just doing shots," Tim said.

"You guys don't have any shot glasses. Besides, this stuff is weak as water."

Tim would have sworn they had shot glasses somewhere but he didn't argue. The brown liquid burned down his throat in three deep swallows. He thought it was only beginning. He was already too far gone.

*

After she dominated all four races, Taylor figured they were done. Even Steve had to know when he was beat. She stood and started to put away the game.

"That's it for you, huh, Swifty?" Steve asked, "Afraid I might take your title?"

Taylor felt her cheeks warm and not from the alcohol. "You'd have to win one first."

"If you're so confident," Steve said, "Let's do another round. Unless you want to give up now and admit that I'm better than you?"

Taylor didn't even pause to think about it, she just tossed her brown hair behind her ear and pressed start. "Suck my dick, Steve," Taylor said. She hadn't even thought about saying it. The words had just slipped out. She felt a little sheepish at first. But Steve just chuckled.

"Swifty, you dope, you don't even have a dick to suck." His disdain made the words appear even more appealing so Taylor said them again.

Taylor took the first race easily, as before. However, as she crossed the line, she saw that Link -- Steve's character -- had been behind her right up to the end. It was a little disturbing, Taylor had to admit.

The second race started almost the same as the first. Once again, Steve was on Taylor's butt the whole way. Then suddenly he took a tight turn, his kart gained speed, and he took the lead. He didn't even cheer as he crossed the finish line. Just stood up and poured out three more tall glasses of alcohol.

The drink was sickly sweet and it made Taylor's stomach twist. Just one glass and already she felt the alcoholic warmth pulse out from her stomach and shot straight to her head. Whatever, Taylor thought, she wouldn't be drinking another.

Only the next course came up and everything seemed to go wrong. Steve won again and, worse, he didn't even bother to taunt her after his win. He was so far ahead, he hardly cared.

After every race, Taylor told herself that it was an aberration, a bit of bad luck. That next time she'd win with ease. And yet, once again, Taylor found a "shot" sitting in front of her, served by a smirking Steve. And then the cycle all over again. Lap after lap. Drink after drink.

"Uh ohhhhhh," Steve said, "Looks like the champ's in trouble."

Taylor slouched in her chair, head all the way back. Without lifting her head, Taylor said, "Rematch."

"Wait," Tim said, "I really don't think we should be drinking anymore. I'm way over my limit and I think Sydney is too."

Taylor picked up her head and glared. What was Tim thinking? They'd been together long enough for him to know that she wouldn't play for nothing. Couldn't. Not that every game had to be a deathmatch -- they would compete for who did the dishes or who had to drive the other to work. Once they even played for special 'favors.' That had been a lot of fun, even though Taylor had absolutely crushed him without mercy.

But if they were going to compete it had to be for something and Taylor took it as a personal affront -- a miscarriage of morality -- that Tim would even suggest such a thing as prizeless play.

"Can't we just, like, play for pride or whatever?" Tim asked. He looked at her wide eyed, like he couldn't understand where this was coming from. God, he could be simple sometimes. Tim didn't have siblings growing up. He didn't have to fight for every scrap. He played games because he liked the puzzle. For Tim, a loss was as good as a win. For Taylor, it was death. Especially against a smug s.o.b. like Steve.

And so Taylor said the words that would take the game from a little harmless fun to something far more exciting and destructive. From a rainstorm to a typhoon.

"It isn't fun if there are no stakes," Taylor said, the words seeping out of her like smoke.

"Well, Steve said, as a very strange smile slowly crept across his face, "I suppose you could pay me off in other ways."

"Like what, take my shirt off?" Taylor asked, poisonously.

Steve shrugged. "Sure, I'd accept that."

Taylor froze. She'd been joking, of course, playing around. And now she found herself foot-first in Steve's trap.

"Wait, so we're playing strip Mario Kart now?" Tim asked.

"Honey, I don't know if I'm comfortable, like, doing... Y'know. That," Sydney said.

"I don't see what the big deal is," Steve said, "Just a little harmless fun amongst friends. Unless you're really so worried about me kicking your ass, Swifty."

"I'll give you a sock,' Taylor said.

Steve agreed. Perhaps a little too quickly.

*

Taylor looked down at her bare foot and flexed her purple painted toes. Somehow this little exposure felt wrong. And because it felt wrong it also kind of felt right? But also not right. As well. Taylor was too drunk to untangle it all.

But, apparently, not too drunk to get her Mario mojo back. As if they'd never left, Taylor returned to her winning ways. And perfect timing, too -- every time she won, three other people took off clothes. So while the apartment was getting naked-er, Taylor stayed barely barefoot.

Tim was the first to lose his shirt. Taylor knew she should be upset about Tim showing his bare torso to the room, but for whatever reason it just didn't bother her. Tim wasn't muscular, really, but she liked his pecs and the dark brown hair they were covered in. Taylor thought about that morning. Squeezing Tim's thick cock with her cunny. The pleasure building in her sex, her body. Oh, why had she stopped?!

Taylor realized for the first time that she was really feeling it -- the alcohol, the thrill of the nudity. This was fine, she told herself. This was fun.

Then it was Sydney's turn. The blonde said nothing, just sighed and lifted up her sweater. Taylor couldn't help but notice the look of disappointment on Tim's face when he realized the busty blonde was still wearing a plain white t-shirt.

Finally, after yet another loss, Steve stood, made a loud sigh, and lifted off his long sleeve shirt. His chest was broad, with little circles of hair around his nipples and a stripe from his belly button down to his... other parts. Taylor found herself appreciating his body before she reminded herself how disgusting he was.

Taylor smiled. The room was nearly half-naked while she was only exposing toe. This was how she would end it, Taylor decided. Once she stripped them all down, Steve would have to admit defeat. Just the thought of him walking out of the apartment, clothes in his hands like they were a corpse... Taylor was willing to risk a lot if she could see that.

"Suck my dick!" Taylor said, arms raised, as she won yet another race.

With nothing else to lose, Tim had to shuck his long pants, revealing his wiry, hairy legs and a pair of blue boxer briefs. Taylor noticed the bulge there and didn't know whether to be proud that her boyfriend was packing or sad that the erection was almost certainly over the blonde sitting next to him. Well, Taylor thought, it would only get worse now because it was Sydney's turn to take off her t-shirt.



"Steve, honey, I'm not comfortable with..."

"That's OK, Syd," Steve said, "You can do other things. Like, I don't know, why don't you trade Taylor a kiss."

Taylor rolled her eyes. Sydney's innocent act only went so far when her boyfriend was the famously frisky Steve. But Sydney wasn't going to skip her opportunity to skip out. She stood up and planted a little peck on Taylor's cheek.

She looked kind of proud of herself, as if she'd actually done something instead of wussing out. Whatever. Taylor had them all right where she wanted them.

*

Tim sat with his arms crossed and tried to stay as unnoticeable as possible. He hadn't realized how cold the apartment was until he was sitting on the couch, almost naked. He wanted to turn the heat up, but that meant getting up and he didn't want to parade his erect penis across the room.

Tim decided he wanted one win, just to say he'd done it (and to earn a kiss from Sydney). So he buckled down and concentrated, just like Taylor was always telling him to do. Sure enough, he took the next race.

Taylor took off her other sock and tossed it at Tim. The tiny brunette seemed upset, though Tim couldn't imagine why. It didn't bother Tim for long though, because then Sydney turned and gave him a chaste little kiss on the cheek. Her lips made his skin tingle and he realized she smelled slightly like peaches. Then, Steve leaned in and gave Tim a kiss on his other cheek, laughing as he did so.

Things had gone so quickly, Tim was having trouble keeping up. The alcohol seemed to make time speed forward whenever Tim looked away. They'd all been drinking and gaming and then Tim looked up again and the room was getting naked.

And now, Tim realized, they were racing ever closer to the end. As soon as something real had to come out -- a boob, a dick, something -- that would finish things. It would be a funny story. A little innocent incident over too much alcohol and not enough self control. But that's all it ever would be and Tim was starting wonder if maybe he was missing out on something more. He tried to force himself to focus. To slow things down, even just a little.

The next race, Tim found himself back in fourth. But, somehow, Taylor lost again. This time to Steve. She grunted, angrily, and then sunk deeper into her seat.

As expected, Sydney stood up and kissed her boyfriend lightly on the lips. Tim would be lying if he said he wasn't focused on how the buxom blonde's tits bounced as she bent over.

Taylor stood up to do the same, but Steve held out his hand.

"What now?" Taylor asked. Tim noticed she was standing like someone who was about to tip over. "I'm just giving you your kiss."

"And I don't accept it."

Taylor towered over Steve and scowled. "It's OK for everyone else and not for me?"

"You accepted the exchange -- Sydney offered you a kiss and you agreed. But I think my win was worth more than a measly little smooch on the cheek."

"You want... tongue?" Taylor said that word almost silently. As if her own tongue couldn't bare to speak its name.

"Shirt," Steve said.

Tim practically choked on his own bile. Wait. What?

"No," Taylor said flatly.

"Those are my terms. Take them or admit that I'm better."

Taylor paused, as if she knew she had an argument packed somewhere, but couldn't find it at the moment.

"Think about it like a bikini, Swifty. I saw you in one of those at the Cape last year. What's so different about it now?"

Tim wanted to interject and say that clearly it was different, since Steve was asking for it. But he found that his voice had crawled down his throat and wouldn't come back out.

"I took off my shirt," Steve said, a little haiku, "And Tim's chest is also bare. It seems only fair."

Tim didn't know what to do. On the one hand, he really didn't want Taylor to take her shirt off in front of his friend. But something else spoke up in Tim's mind for the first time. Something that, in a wordless way, very much wanted Taylor to show Steve her bra-covered boobs.

It wasn't something Tim understood, this urge. Maybe, he rationalized, he wanted Taylor to do it because it was setting up Sydney to be forced to do the same. But he knew that wasn't it. Not totally. Some part of him just liked the idea. And the more he liked it the more that thought creeped him out and the more, then, that he liked that.

Taylor looked him in the eye, as if looking for some sort of answer. Tim just shrugged.

*

Taylor kept waiting for her boyfriend to stand up for her. To step in. Instead he simply shrugged and she was left to surrender.

"Suck my dick," she said, mostly to herself. Then in one swift motion, Taylor pulled her sweater right up over her head. The boys, even Sydney seemingly, all looked at her agog.

Taylor could feel her pussy cream a little. She was aroused. She'd already been aroused all damn day. The alcohol had only juiced her up even more. And watching these boys watch her had taken things up a notch beyond what she thought was the highest level. It was kind of a kick controlling the room with her body like that.

Oh God, she was really drunk. Way too drunk. Dammit. Taylor looked down at her tiny pink tits covered completely in white lace. She thought about the matching white, lacy panties under her jeans, as well. And beneath that, her hot little hole, drooling in anticipation. She told herself that this was as far as it would go.

Then Steve won again.

Sydney stood up and kissed her boyfriend. This time it was a little longer, a bit riskier. Taylor could practically see the jealousy running over Tim's face as he watched Sydney kiss Steve on the lips. As if that little peck was anything compared to the kinds of kisses Taylor gave him.

Steve then turned to Taylor and said, "Pants."

The room went dead silent. Taylor waited, again, for Tim to argue. But nothing happened. So Taylor slid her jeans over her ample ass, down her thin thighs, and into a pool at her feet. Her panties weren't all that revealing except...

Taylor looked down and noticed that there was a little dark patch right at her pussy. She saw immediately that Steve was staring at that exact same spot. The whole room seemed to be. Transfixed. Taylor took a deep breath and sat back down. The exposure that had felt so empowering before seemed to squeeze her down to nothing.

Despite that awful feeling, however, Taylor was able to (finally) take the next race.

"Well, guess I'm taking something off," Steve said, "Any requests?"

Once again he seemed so cocky despite the loss. It made Taylor nuts. Of everything Steve did that afternoon, his calm confidence made Taylor despise him most of all. She looked back down at her crotch. The embarrassing spot had almost gotten worse. Damn her stupid pussy. Well, two karts, one shell and all of that.

"No thanks. I think my win was worth more than a piece of your clothing."

"Oh Swifty, if you're angling for a kiss you're going to..."

"Pants," Taylor quickly corrected herself, "My pants. I want them back."

Steve just smiled and handed Taylor her skinny jeans. Somehow, despite the fact that she was still in just a bra, Taylor felt worlds better. Like wrapping a coat around herself in a heavy rain.

Then Taylor turned to Sydney and gestured. Shirt off, honey. Poor Sydney didn't look all that surprised. But she sure didn't look happy, either. Which was the point. Duh. Whatever gratification Taylor got from seeing the girl lift her shirt and expose her pale stomach and black bra, however, was lost when she say how Tim reacted. You'd think Sydney was unveiling the latest architectural marvel instead of a pair of boobs.

OK, enormous boobs. Especially on Sydney's thin frame, those tits seemed almost impossible. And the fact that there was a bra capable of holding those immensities back... Well, maybe it was an architectural marvel that Tim was entranced by.

Still, Taylor didn't like it and so, she took her last favor. With a not-so gentle tug she pulled Tim's face to hers and kissed him. Not one of Sydney's little pecks. But a real kiss with lips and tongue and teeth. She felt Tim's whole body rise to hers. His breath drew in. Their whole bodies connecting through that one place. Warm and wanting.

Taylor let him go and Tim dropped back, as if she'd sucked his very life force out his mouth. He lay there, dumbfounded. Unable to look anywhere but at her. Now that was how you kissed, bitches. Taylor gave Sydney a wink and then sat down in her lounge chair like it was a throne.

*

They all agreed to take a quick break. While Steve and Sydney took turns using the bathroom, Tim cornered his girlfriend in the kitchen. Both of them standing there in only their underwear, it was pretty strange and sexy.

"Well, this is not how I expected today to go," Tim said. "But you're OK with... We're OK?"

"Oh yeah,' Taylor said, "I'm fine."

"And if things keep going this way?" Tim asked. He didn't know why he pressed the issue. In fact, Tim was pretty sure that the game was coming to an end.

The beautiful blonde Sydney's beauteous bounteous breasts were now just bursting out of her bra. Taylor was at a much more acceptable state of nudity, and she seemed pretty pleased with herself. And that kiss! Holy fuck if that was a promise of things to come... Well then things were definitely about to cum alright.

All the more reason to accelerate the activities toward their finish.

"This seems pretty crazy right now," Taylor said. Then she paused, as if she was expecting Tim to say something more. "But yeah. Sure. Wherever it goes I'm cool with it."

After everyone sat back down, Sydney crossed her arms over her ample chest and said that it was getting kind of late. Her face was running reddish and Tim was sure that it wasn't just the alcohol.

"Let's do one more round," Steve said, "Just to even things out a little."

Taylor smiled wolfishly, clearly feeling unbeatable once again. "Can't miss the chance to show us your teeny-tiny peepee?"

"Oh Swifty, you wish."

Tim wasn't about to argue, either. Now that he'd cleared the way with Taylor, he couldn't pass up the chance to see even more of Sydney. He said a little prayer to the Mario Kart gods. Just one win -- he'd trade anything for that.

Apparently, the gods listened -- Tim took the first race with ease. His little Yoshi pumped his fist with glee as he took a victory lap. And speaking of little Yoshis, Tim took the opportunity to cover his back up, taking his pants back and quickly stuffing them on.

Tim looked over at Sydney but she wouldn't meet his eye. Having the blonde take off her pants sounded like an instant winner. But then Tim wondered if he was setting the bar too low. What, for example, would happen if he said 'bra?'

It didn't matter, though, because before Tim could decide, Steve spoke up. "Why don't you give him a kiss, babe?"

Sydney looked at Steve, her eyes wide and pleading. But her boyfriend just waved her on.

"Go on Babe," Steve said, "Show him what you've got."

Sydney stood up and turned to face Tim. He sat back and let her lean forward. Her long blonde hair hung in curtains around her adorable face. Her thick, oh-so-kissable lips slowly lowered down and then pressed against his own. That kiss from Taylor, this was not. Sydney kept her mouth tightly cinched and pressed down almost too hard, as if trying to grind Tim down with her teeth.

It should have been disappointing, but the situation made it so much more. Not just that Tim wanted Sydney -- that was almost enough on its own. But she was kissing him at her boyfriend's request and right in front of his girlfriend. It all just added this incredible charge to everything.

Tim gave into instinct. He pulled back a little then tasted at Sydney's thick lips. He ran his tongue along her mouth, then pressed forward. He did not perform some sort of strange mouth gymnastics. Didn't cast any secret spells. He just treated the connection like a real kiss between two people who might actually be attracted to each other.

And, almost shockingly, Sydney responded. She loosened her jaw and kissed back. Even let Tim slide his tongue lightly over her teeth. Playfully ran her tongue back against his own. It went from uncomfortable and wrong to sensuous and still really REALLY wrong. But that, too, only made things more amazing.

Sydney pulled away with a shy smile, then sat back down. They started the next race before Tim realized that he'd never even gotten his favor from Taylor.

*

Taylor focused on the next race with hot, hateful fire but it hardly helped. Once again, Steve took the win. He stood and made a long, deep sigh, like someone about to undertake a particularly messy job.

"Well, everyone else is getting kissed. I guess it's my turn," Steve said. Taylor took a deep breath to protest, but Steve kept going. "It is only fair. Your boyfriend kissed my girlfriend. It's not a big deal."

The breath stayed lodged in Taylor's throat. It was stupid logic. No logic. But she couldn't protest and Tim seemed unable, or unwilling, to argue as well. She looked up, expecting to see Steve's cocky smile on his face, but instead he just seemed resigned.

Well, Taylor thought, here goes nothing. She stood up and met Steve in the middle of the room. She couldn't help but notice Tim staring up at her, but she couldn't read his face. He still had quite the bulge in his pants, though. Couldn't miss that.

Taylor leaned forward for Steve's kiss, keeping her body distant. Then Steve pressed his lips to hers. She felt his hands rest on her waist. Thumbs tickling at the bare skin of her sides. Slowly he pulled her forward.

Taylor could certainly feel Steve's bulge now. It ground urgently against her sex and the traitorous, hairy twat did nothing but drip with desire in response. Bodies against each other. Mirroring mouths. Steve tested at her. Nibbled at her bottom lip. Probed with his tongue.

His hands dragged up Taylor's flanks and she fluttered. His fingers over her flat stomach. Against her ribs. Taylor careened between drowning in Steve's kiss and trembling under his touch.

Hands higher. Just under the wire of her bra now. He slid around as if he might... In that moment, Taylor wanted nothing more. Steve's hands slowly slid forward.

And he stopped.

Steve pulled away from the kiss so fast that Taylor nearly fell.

"Not bad, Swifty," Steve said, and Taylor hated herself but she giggled. They both sat back down. Taylor because she almost had to. Tim was looking at her and she couldn't tell if he was angry or aroused and she thought that maybe he didn't know, either.

The world was spinning. Her stomach twisted up. And all Taylor could think was I'm drunk. I am drunk. I am so so so drunk.

*

Steve took the third race, easily. Without even being asked, Taylor slid her pants off once again. She dragged them slowly over her perfect ass before placing them on the floor. Tim saw the little dark spot on Taylor's panties had spread even further.

"Last race," Taylor said, almost a whisper.

"This is the big one," Steve said, "Whoever wins this is the all time champion. They get one last wish from everyone."

Something about the way Steve said it, Tim knew this last round wasn't going to be for kisses and socks. Oh no. This was going to be epic. That thing he'd been asking Taylor about before -- about how comfortable she'd be if things went further. Tim imagined that this was what she'd been saying yes to. Whatever 'this' would be.

Taylor jumped out to the early lead, just like old times. Steve, however, stalled, and Tim quickly passed him. It looked to be a battle between him and Taylor. But then suddenly a red shell swerved in from behind and Steve sped past.

Now it was just Steve and Taylor racing for the win. But Taylor had such a lead that she seemed uncatchable. It was over, Tim knew. There was no way for Steve to take the lead.

"What's this?" Sydney asked. Tim looked over. Her character was holding the blue shell weapon. He supposed that she hadn't gotten one before, though he couldn't imagine how that could be. Still, he explained it to her.

Unlike the green shell -- which just went straight out wherever you fired it -- or the red shell -- which locked onto the racer in front of you -- the blue shell went straight after the player in first and was (except for a rare exception) completely unblockable. There was nothing to do but take the hit and, hopefully, move on.

As soon as Tim spoke, he regretted it. Just in explaining the weapon to Sydney, Tim knew he'd betrayed Taylor. But what was he supposed to do? Not say anything? Beg Sydney not to fire it? It all bolted through Tim's brain in moments. A whole argument about morality, fairness, and the loyalties we owe our loved ones. A lifetime of philosophical debate sped past in a matter of seconds.

But the moment was already gone.

"OOH, neat," Sydney said. Tim heard the telltale whoosh of the blue shell being fired.

"Fucking... Fuck!" Taylor shouted, "Suck my dick you stupid blue shell! Suck it!"

All the shouting hardly mattered. Taylor's kart went up in a big blue fireball. A moment later, Steve burst right past her.

The Mario Kart music sung triumphantly in the background. Taylor just stared down at her hands as if they'd betrayed her. She was mumbling and cursing and kind of rocking back and forth in her chair. It occurred to Tim that Taylor was far more intoxicated than he'd realized.

He started to interject that maybe it was time to just call it, but then Steve stood up and Tim's mind went blank. No one said anything. Steve surveyed the room and rubbed his palms. He'd been skipping Tim and Sydney since the kissing round, but now he told them both to go down to their underwear.

Tim was so busy with his own undress, he didn't see Sydney accomplish hers. She sat back down, jeans in one hand. Her thin pink legs pressed up against his own. Tim couldn't help but appreciate the blonde all the more: The flush on her cheeks and neck. The way her chest just spilled over her flat stomach. The tight black panties that barely covered her snatch -- a few rebellious shoots of blonde hair peaking out from the sides. And, sure enough, Tim saw, the girl had a wet spot to match Taylor's own. He looked back up and smiled and, to his surprise, Sydney smiled back. Wow.

Tim was so distracted by Sydney, he almost missed it when Taylor stood. She began to slide off her jeans again, but Steve stopped her. She sat back down, meekly. Steve slowly sauntered over to Taylor. He smiled that wolfish smile.

"You know, Taylor," Steve said in a way that was somehow more mocking than his usual Swifty, "You've been after me all day saying suck my dick, suck my dick. Well, I think that's what you should have to do."

"I don't... You want me to..."

"Suck. My. Dick."

Taylor looked up. Mouth agape like she was already going for it. Steve didn't wait for a response. He just walked into the middle of the living room and started unbuckling his belt.

This was the point where Tim said no. That this had already gone too far and it would not go any farther. And everyone laughed and agreed. Steve apologized and said he was just joking but of course no one believed him. Only it didn't matter because everyone had already packed up their things and moved on from it.

Except Tim didn't say no. He didn't say anything. He just sat there. Stared.

But that was OK. Because there was no way that Taylor would agree to it. She would just laugh in Steve's face and...

Taylor stood up slowly. She didn't speak, just loped over to where Steve stood in his grey boxer briefs. There was a pause. Tim waited for Taylor to say something. Anything! Everything just stuck for a second in time. And then Tim's soulmate dropped straight down to her knees.



*

Steve looked down and smiled. There was the beautiful brunette he wanted so badly, now bent before him. Head right at his cock. He could see into her cleavage this way -- whatever little she had -- an added treat. He loved her cute little titties. Wanted to squeeze and suckle them until she screamed.

Taylor reached up and pulled down Steve's underwear by the waistband. His cock, hard as a rock, flopped out and free. Without another word, Taylor leaned forward, opened her mouth, and sucked his penis up in one swift motion.

Steve groaned. The gorgeous girl had his whole cock in her mouth. This wasn't tentative tasting. A begrudging little blow. No, this fucking slut was onto him and she was into it. He smiled.

"Thatta girl, Swifty."

*

Taylor wanted to say something. To snap back. But her mouth was full of cock. There was nothing for it. She wasn't exactly sure why she was here or how she was here but she was and she wasn't stopping.

She'd joked before about Steve's teeny peepee but she had been wrong. Steve's man meat was thick, long, and deep dark purple. A perfect fit for mouths or, Taylor's traitorous mind thought, pussies.

Taylor thought about that morning. How good it felt. How close she'd been. Then all the alcohol and her dripping panties and... This just seemed a continuation of all that. The day's inevitable end.

Taylor wanted more and more. Took in Steve's cock till her nose was in his pubes. His balls on her chin. Up and back. Up and back. Her lips sealed tight around him. Slurping up all she could -- his cock, his smell, his essence.

Taylor didn't say anything. She just grunted and sucked. Faster now. Working for her reward.

*

Tim heard his cute girlfriend grunting and he couldn't look away. He felt someone brush his hand. Tim turned and saw Sydney, still in her underwear. Slowly, the incredible blonde slid her hand past his and onto his hairy thigh. Like taking her fingers through a forest hike, Sydney dragged her pretty pink nails through Tim's leg hair and then, carefully, cautiously rested them on his aching cock.

Taylor bobbed back and forth. Sucking, spitting noises filled the room. Sydney dipped under the waistband of Tim's boxers and took hold of him. For real now. Her touch was still soft, tentative -- nothing like how Taylor would grip him. But still, a girl grabbing your dick was a girl grabbing Tim's dick.

Gently, Sydney began stroking him. Running the loose skin up his shaft and over the head. Almost lovingly.

Despite himself, Tim turned back and watched as his girlfriend pleasured his friend with her mouth. Felt that same friend's girlfriend tugging at his own cock. He told himself to feel angry or upset. Hurt. Tim felt nothing but pleasure.

*

Steve reached down and ran his finger through Taylor's dark brown hair. It was strangely cool to the touch and he wondered what it would be like to cum in her tresses.

Cum. He could feel it building as the brunette suckled at his shaft. Steve had gotten a lot of blow jobs, but nothing compared to this. Oh, sure, the fact that it was his Swifty giving it to him in front of her own boyfriend, that made it ten times better -- no doubt. But it was also because she was so talented with her mouth.

Taylor was just amazing. She sucked Steve's dick like it was magical. Like it was the only thing in the world and if there was more of it she'd suck that down too -- rather choke on his cock than be forced to let it slip from her lips.

The bet had just been to suck. He'd assumed Taylor would just give him a few licks then step away. That wasn't what was happening here. She was fully focused. Driven. Steve could have died in that moment. Would have died in that moment. Just to have her mouth on him forever.

Far before he was ready for it to end, Steve felt himself pass the finish line. He pressed the little slut's head to his crotch. Hard. His jizz exploded up from his balls and burst into Taylor's mouth. He didn't know if she wanted to swallow. Didn't care. He just howled in pleasure as he delivered his massive load directly to the beautiful brunette's mouth.

"That's it Swifty. Swallow it. Take it all you little slut."

*

Steve shuddered and growled and Tim knew that he was cumming, right down his girlfriend's throat. Taylor grunted. Coughed. But even though Steve was no longer holding her there, she dutifully held her mouth around his cock and swallowed his spend.

Taylor seemed to shiver and somehow Tim knew that she was cumming, too. Cumming while she swallowed the other man's sperm. The act, itself, apparently more than enough to elicit Taylor's ecstasy.

Tim's own pleasure suddenly took hold of him. He groaned as his cum raced up his shaft and blasted into his underwear. Sydney kind of "hmmmphed" as Tim burst. Again and again Tim convulsed in Sydney's grasp as he watched his own girlfriend suck another man down, both lovers cumming together without the other.

Finally, Taylor took her mouth off of Steve's cock with a pop. A thin trail of sperm slipped out of the corner of her mouth. Dribbled down her chin and onto her chest. She fell back to the floor. Sort of giggled and shook.

And reality raced back in.

*

Taylor woke up feeling like shit. She was lying on the floor. Just in her underwear. Her mouth tasted like alcohol and bile and... boy stuff. Had she and Tim?

Taylor raced to the toilet and puked her guts out. And again. She felt a hand on her back. Warm. She looked over and saw Tim. He knelt down next to her, smiled. Kept petting her head.

"You OK?"

He helped her stand and clean up, then walked her back to their bed. Taylor felt numb. Like her whole body was necrotizing from the fingertips back. That's what she wanted in that moment. To just waste away. She kept waiting for Tim to shout. To scream. To pummel her back to a thousand little pieces until the stain of what she'd done was washed away.

Only Tim wasn't yelling. He was carefully helping her into bed. He was speaking softly and stroking her hair and asking if she -- SHE -- was OK.

"...and I was afraid to move you. I'm glad you're awake now," he said.

"Holy fuck I fucked up," Taylor said. Tim pressed her into his chest and Taylor felt it all over again. The guilt and disgust. Tim was everything to her. Cheating on him was something she'd never consciously do. But then she'd done it. And not just behind his back but right in front of him. With a man she hated. Despised. She'd put his penis in her mouth. Let him... His cum. In her stomach, her mouth. On her face and body.

He'd marked her like she was his and she'd let him. While her beloved boyfriend had watched. Why had he just watched?

"You were drunk. Too drunk. We all were. We just... You're right. I should have stopped it. Stopped him. I don't know what happened. It's my fault and I'm sorry."

Taylor almost laughed then. She'd done something unforgivable to Tim and in response he told her that he was sorry.

"I mean," Tim said, "I'm not exactly innocent, either. Sydney, she ummm, she rubbed it while you were... Y'know."

Unbelievably, Taylor felt herself get angry that that bimbo had jerked Tim off. Sanity prevailed, though, and Taylor throttled the jealousy as soon as it jelled. It didn't make her feel any better about it, though.

"I guess we both fucked up," Taylor said, "I'm sorry. God, you must hate me."

"I don't hate you. Honestly? I mean, I wouldn't do it again. But it was kind of hot."

Then Tim laid back and went quiet. Eventually Taylor let herself drift off to sleep.

*

The next day, the still-committed couple settled back into something resembling normalcy. But while Tim denied it, Taylor knew things weren't right between them. She had to fix it, but how?. You can't unsuck a dick.

While Taylor racked her brain for a solution, she thought about their oh-so-committed college friends: Colin and Courtney. The newlyweds were having troubles of their own, Taylor knew. She wondered how they were dealing with...

And suddenly, Taylor realized what she had to do.

Next Time: Taylor's solution. More Kart! More couples! More problems?


Love Like a Blue Shell Pt. 02

Welcome to Part 2 of our epic four part story. Warning: as long as Part 1 was, this is even longer.

Last time, Taylor got a bit too drunk and fooled around with another guy while her boyfriend watched. And she felt really bad about it. Her solution? Well, maybe two wrongs don't make a right, but what about two pussies?

Everyone is over 18.

Although he had regrets about the drunken debauchery of the previous weekend, Tim had to admit he was also hoping that it might lead to more. So he was a bit disappointed when the next weekend arrived and things were back to normal. Not that he thought that he and his girlfriend Taylor should become, like, swingers or whatever. But a little sexy play might have still been interesting.

Only they weren't doing any of that. In fact he and Taylor weren't having sex at all. Tim chalked it up to his girlfriend's body feeling icky from before. He just hoped she got over it soon. He had some serious role play in mind and it wasn't going to involve dice or a dungeon master screen.

In the meantime, they slipped into something that felt more like a friendship. Ironically, that involved playing a lot of Mario Kart. Taylor even paused the game in places to give Tim tips -- how to grab the shortcuts and avoid the most dangerous obstacles. But it was still extra awkward between them and Tim was hoping that a nice relaxing weekend would help them both loosen up.

"Colin and Courtney are coming over this afternoon," Taylor told him over breakfast, "I told them about last weekend and they want to have another Mario Kart tournament."

"You WHAT?"

Tim had known Colin and Courtney since his freshman year of college. They were his closest friends. But he still wasn't going to tell them about what had happened with Taylor the previous weekend.

"Not that stuff. Just that we played and it was fun and I thought it would be fun for them to play too. We never see them anymore -- I feel like the last time we hung out was before their wedding. I'm sorry. You said you were OK and I just missed them so much. I can call and cancel."

Tim sighed. He had to admit, he missed his friends, too. Maybe some time with their college companions would be just what he and Taylor needed.

*

Colin and Courtney took their Civic to Tim and Taylor's place. It was a little annoying, having to drive into the city, but it was easier than taking the T. Plus it gave them plenty of time to stare out the windshield and not talk to each other.

Colin had met Courtney right at freshman orientation. They'd lost their virginity to each other, moved in together after graduation, and gotten married. Then the honeymoon. They'd been lying there, under a Caribbean blue sky in post-coital, post connubial bliss, when suddenly Courtney had announced that she wanted to see other people.

Well, not exactly.

Courtney had said that she was afraid. Neither of them had been with anyone else and she was worried that they were missing something. Her parents had a beautiful high school romance followed by an ugly divorce. Courtney was worried that she and Colin were headed down the same path -- that they'd grow to resent each other if they didn't at least enjoy being young.

Colin understood that. The idea of spending the rest of your life with someone was scary. And, he guessed, Courtney had gotten a little frightened. But Colin also didn't understand it. Because spending the rest of his life with Courtney sounded wonderful to him. He didn't want her to be with someone else and he had no interest in trying someone new, either.

But the more he argued the harder they fought. Now they really did resent each other and the silence hurt him far worse than the shouting.

Courtney found a parking spot a few blocks from Tim and Taylor's apartment. It was icy cold, even by Boston standards. Colin and Courtney were both buried in layers, wrapped around themselves, just trying to hold in the heat.

When they got to the apartment building, Courtney held up her hand and told Colin to wait a moment. They spoke. Well, mostly Courtney talked and Colin listened. When they were done, and Colin had agreed, they went inside.

Tim was waiting at the door, almost too smiley. Taylor sat on the couch, controller already in hand. Colin had always thought Taylor was cute, even though she was so different from the woman he married.

Both women were around the same height. Courtney, though, was a bit thicker. Not chubby really, she just kept a bit of baby fat. Mostly in her chest and bottom. Colin could live with that.

They both had dark hair, but Courtney's ran to the reddish and she wore hers long, almost to the middle of her back. Courtney was always reserved. Sort of serious. Taylor liked to laugh loudly, scream and curse. Colin imagined that Taylor was probably a lot of fun in bed. Courtney was more sweet, caring.

Colin could live with that, too.

*

Taylor took Colin and Courtney's coats and tossed them in the bedroom. She noticed that they were both wearing sweaters and jeans. They looked couple-y, Taylor thought, despite it all.

She was so happy to see them both. Courtney was the closest thing Taylor had to a female best friend. When Taylor had started dating Tim, junior year, Taylor and Courtney had bonded almost immediately. Like a sort of best friends grenade with the pin already pulled.

As for Colin, well, Taylor had always kind of had a thing for Colin. His light brown hair and shy smile. Taylor didn't like to admit to herself why she found him attractive, though. It was the oh-so-committed relationship with her bestie. Something about the idea of taking Colin aside and making him smash that loving loyalty in a desperate bid for Taylor's own body...

It gave her shivers.

Not that she'd ever act on such a thing. It was just a fun fantasy. But she always had thought that if things with Tim had broken she'd make a play for Colin.

Taylor looked over at Tim and he gave her a little smile. But his eyes still looked distant and sad. Tim might say they were OK, but she knew it wasn't true. They weren't even having sex, for God's sake. Objectively, Taylor knew her plan seemed like something stupid you'd see on TV (or PornHub). But she also knew that she would do anything to fix what had happened.

Even this.

"This is the plan?" Courtney asked, "We're going to play Mario Kart all day?"

"Pretty much," Taylor said, and shrugged. "And drink."

"Awesome," Courtney said and plopped herself down on the couch. Tim went around and cracked open beers for everyone. They gathered around the TV. Courtney, Colin, and Tim crowded onto the couch. Taylor climbed back on her throne -- the lounge chair.

"Let's do this thing," Colin said.

"Just waiting on one more," Taylor said. Tim cocked an eyebrow at her. She just shrugged. As if on cue, there was a knock on the door.

"Tim, could you get that?"

Tim extricated himself from the couch then walked through the kitchen and opened the front door. Then there was silence.

Like the whole world had just stopped.

*

Tim opened the door and his whole world just stopped. His body, his breath. His heart. They all ground to a halt and he stood there statuesque and staring at the girl smiling shyly back at him.

Sydney. Beautiful, blonde, and buxom Sydney. Tim hadn't imagined ever seeing her again. He tried to say hello and it just stuttered out like a shorting circuit.

What was she doing here? Was Steve there, too? Tim hadn't spoken to his work friend at all since the week before. They had actively avoided each other, actually. Oh fuck. What if Taylor came to the door right then? Oh my God she'd murder both of them right there in cold blood. And suddenly Tim felt fear and horror and excitement and joy and his erection was threatening to just bust out of his jeans and take her of its own volition. FUCK!

"Taylor invited me," Sydney said, as soft spoken as ever, "I promise."

Tim slowly stepped out of the way and let the blonde in. She flashed past him like a golden dream. Taylor leapt up and quickly introduced Sydney to Colin and Courtney. Tim just stood there holding the door.

While the other three got settled, Taylor went over and shut the door for Tim.

"It's OK," she whispered in his ear.

"Why is she? How is she?"

"She called me on... I think it was Tuesday? Anyway. She got my number somehow and wanted to apologize. Apparently she dumped Steve's ass right in our hallway that very night. She said she felt terrible and suddenly I was like, you know what? Maybe I need to make things right for her, too."

"Make it right?"

"Yeah, you know. Maybe I hurt her just as bad. I don't want her thinking of us as this weird, dirty sex couple the rest of her life."

"But what about..."

"Colin and Courtney? I told them she's a friend from work. It's cool, Sydney's in on it. Seriously, it's OK. Just please stop freaking out and come race, OK?"

Tim stumbled back to the living room in a stupor. Colin was now sitting on the floor, putting Tim in the middle of Courtney and Sydney on the couch.

He couldn't tell if he'd just won the lottery or been given the death penalty. Maybe a little of both.

*

Once everyone was seated, Taylor popped back up and went to the kitchen. She took out four shot glasses (she knew they had them) and filled each with coconut rum.

"OK," Taylor said, "Here's the deal. We'll race for shots."

"Ummmm. Honey? Are you sure that's a good idea?" Tim asked.

"What's wrong?" Colin asked, "we used to drink and Kart all the time."

"Last time we played..." Tim started, but then clearly stalled out.

"We got a little too drunk playing Kart last time," Taylor said, "But, I think we can learn from that. Every race, the person who comes in last -- and only the person in last -- has to do one little shot. That's it. That's all."

Everyone else nodded in agreement, like this was the most logical suggestion in the world. Tim, however, was obviously wary and made that known.

"Don't worry, hon, I'm not even going to play," Taylor said.

"Oh, come on, Tay," Colin said, "You have to race. This whole thing was your idea."

"Seriously," Courtney said, "If you're not playing then I'm out too."

Shit and fuck and damn. This was such an important part of the plan and if they made her play then the whole thing just went to... Fuck.

"There's only four controllers," Taylor said, meekly, "We can't race five people at a time, anyway. Plus I'm not feeling well and I think everyone would have more fun."

"No," Colin said flatly. Taylor could see what Courtney liked about him. He was such a gallant gentleman. Of course that was also why Taylor had always wanted to debauche him.

"Here's what we'll do," Colin continued, "Whoever comes in last in all four races has to do an extra, fifth shot, and pass the controller to the person who's not playing. That person then does a shot, like paying an ante, to get in the game."

"That sounds like a lot of alcohol," Tim said.

"Oh come on," Colin said, "It's next to nothing compared to what we'd do in college. Besides what's Taylor pouring over there -- coconut rum? You can't get drunk from that. It's woman stuff. Ummmm, present company excepted of course."

Everyone laughed. Taylor knew she was up against it now. She was trying to balance things out. Not double down on them. But if she stopped the game now there was no point at all.

Taylor sighed. She told herself she would just have to be careful. Then, when things got where she wanted them, she could just claim she was too drunk and bow out. Easy.

"Sounds good guys," Taylor said, and pulled a fifth shot glass out of the cabinet.

Oh boy.

*

The first round went as expected. Taylor sat out and watched as Tim won three of four races, leaving Colin and Courtney to both take one shot each and giving Sydney two.

"Wow Tim, you've been practicing," Colin said. Tim just smiled and blushed a bit. Taylor couldn't help but feel proud. Her boyfriend had definitely taken to his lessons well -- little did he know what promise they held for him.

Sydney was the overall loser so she took her bonus shot and handed Taylor the controller. It looked like the blonde girl might be a little tipsy already, Taylor thought, but then dismissed it. How could three shots do much of anything?

Taylor took her first drink of the day, sweet and sort of acerbic, and then jumped in to take her turn. Taylor started to select Donkey Kong but stopped herself. Maybe not everything could be forgotten. Instead she took Bowser. She saw Tim had done something similar, driving as Shy Guy instead of his old standby, Yoshi. Colin and Courtney had Luigi and Dry Bones, respectively.

Following her plan, Taylor made sure that everyone got a chance to take a drink rather than just her dominating. Soon everyone had won at least one race and everyone had done at least one shot. Some had already had two or more.

Everything was going to plan.

*

Tim sat back against the couch and took everything in. After starting strong, he'd taken a blue shell and it had sent him into a bit of a tailspin. He was glad he wasn't racing this round or things would almost certainly have gotten worse.

Tim looked over to his right and watched Sydney. The buxom blonde looked so good. She was wearing another sweater, a pink one. She had these cute little gold earrings in her ears this time and a gold necklace as well. Shiny Sydney!

And Shiny Sydney had definitely brought her golden globes with her, once again. Tim marveled at her chest. She had a B-cup body with these, like, D-cup tits and the context made them look all the more massive.

Sydney caught him staring and she smiled. Not the shy, uncomfortable thing from the past week but something genuinely comfortable and friendly. They'd both had their share of shots and Tim could tell Sydney was feeling at least as fuzzy as he was right then.

With no little effort, Tim tossed his head to the other side to look at Courtney. He'd always thought of her has one of the guys, honestly. Not that she wasn't feminine, because of course she was. And pretty, too, with a heart-shaped face, an impertinent freckled nose, and almost-grey eyes.

He had to admit that Courtney seemed a bit nervous, though he couldn't imagine why. She'd been a worrier as long as Tim had known her, though, so it wasn't totally weird. Courtney was smart, yes, but she could make herself crazy with how much she cared sometimes.

Taylor handed Tim another shot and he almost pushed it away. He knew before the alcohol even hit his lips -- he'd already had too much. The whole world seemed to tip along with his glass as he turned it over. I'm such a lightweight, Tim thought to himself, there's no way anyone else is already this wasted.

*

Colin didn't want to admit it after he'd made fun of them before, but he was wasted. Fucking coconut rum. They'd been playing Kart for less than an hour and Colin knew he was already over his limit.

Looking around, Colin could tell that everyone was in a similar place. Tim was now lying back against the couch like a dead man. Courtney was also past the point of no return -- Colin knew that face. The new blonde, Taylor's work friend Sydney, she'd been turning shades of pink since the first round. Only Taylor seemed even within sight of sober and Colin never really could tell with that girl. She handled her liquor so well, he couldn't think of a time he'd seen her lose control.

But Colin wasn't going to admit he was done. No way. His pride wouldn't let him. Was college really so long ago that he couldn't do a few shots with friends? No. He'd make it work somehow. Force it down.

They finished the last set of races and Colin was in last. Someone filled his shot glass and he was about to empty it when some part of his brain took over and made him yell, "Stop!"

The room turned to look at him. Now Colin had to cover for the other part of his mind that had, without his permission, suddenly spoken.

"I just... I think I've had enough. Too much, honestly."

Taylor gave him an odd look. Sort of disappointed. Maybe a little angry? He couldn't tell through the alcohol and worse, he had no idea why.

"Colin's right," Courtney said, getting his back for once, "I'm done."

"Oh man," Taylor said, "We were just getting started. I had all these, like, tournaments and stuff set up. Ultimate Mario Kart Championship. Like old times?"

"I'm sorry, hon. I think we let the alcohol get away from us again," Tim said.

"Yeah," Sydney said, very quietly. She seemed very shy -- not at all Taylor's type. Colin had trouble imagining the two of them ever hanging out.

"I mean, we could still race," Tim said. Colin practically flinched. He knew Taylor -- she would not play for nothing and got angry when anyone ever suggested they do otherwise. It was one of the unwritten bylaws of the group: never tell Taylor to play a game just for fun. Tim really should have known better. The alcohol was clearly messing with his mind.

"We should play for something."

Colin looked up and, to his shock, saw that it was Courtney talking. Courtney?! Maybe he wasn't drunk. Maybe he was in another dimension. Actually, Colin thought ruefully, that might explain a lot of things lately. Maybe they'd crossed over on the way to the honeymoon. Alternate dimension Courtney continued.

"We could play for something other than alcohol."

"Like what?" Tim asked, cautiously.

"Well, what if we played for, like, clothes?" Courtney said.

Colin felt the whole room pucker up. Like, he practically heard the air whoosh right out.

"That could be fun," Tim said, tentatively.

Silent Sydney nodded in agreement. Taylor sort of shrugged.

The blood in Colin's ears started to rush so loud he could barely hear. His heart pounded in his chest. Everything drowned out by the dull roar. He remembered that morning.

*

They were standing outside in front of Tim and Taylor's apartment building. Right before they went in. I need you to trust me, Courtney had said.

"What are you talking about?" Colin asked.

"I spoke to Taylor last week," Courtney said, "She and Tim are having troubles, too. Together, us four friends, we're going to fix everything."

"With Mario Kart."

"I know things have been bad but I promise it will get better. Just, if today starts to be weird or whatever, please. Just go along with it. For me. For us. I promise you're going to have fun, too. OK?"

And Colin had agreed, not knowing exactly what Courtney was talking about.

Until that very moment up at the apartment. And it all fell into place.

*

"Yeah," Colin said, "Kart for clothes. Sounds fun. Let's do this."

The group agreed to take a quick break for the bathroom before beginning under the new rules. With everyone distracted, Tim cornered Taylor back in the kitchen.

"We're making the same mistakes as last time," he said.

"This is me fixing the mistakes from last time," Taylor said, "They've been having problems too. Courtney told me."

"I take off my pants, see Courtney's tits," Tim said, "That makes us even in your mind?"

"I don't know. Maybe. That's what I'm hoping for anyway."

"And then you show your goods to Colin?"

"No! Duh," Taylor leaned in and whispered in Tim's ear, "That's what Sydney is for."

Tim looked over at Sydney, sitting on the couch. She smiled at him and gave him a little wave, unaware of how she'd just been sold out. And Tim's first thought, damn him, was not about seeing Courtney naked or worrying about Taylor or any of that.

All he felt was jealousy that Sydney was for someone else.

*

Everyone returned to their seats. This was the moment Taylor had been planning all week.

"OK -- the rules are basically the same. If you come in last, you lose a piece of clothing," Taylor said, trying not to sound too rehearsed, "Sock, belt whatever."



"That works for me," Colin said, as if he were surprised by his own comfort.

"What about the fifth person?" Tim asked.

"The person who comes in last after four races has to do a favor for whoever came in first," Taylor said, "Nothing naughty. You know, get them a beer. Kiss on the cheek. That kind of thing. That's all."

"The winner should also get a favor from the new person," Courtney said, "Seems only fair."

Taylor wasn't sure about fair, but she wasn't going to dampen Courtney's spirits now.

Colin was the last person out, but everyone agreed to a moratorium on favors till after the first round. Taylor, Tim, Courtney, and Sydney would race first.

Taylor selected her racer and felt the tension in the room rise. Everyone was nervous. Jumpy. This wasn't just for pride or a fun little competition between friends. A lot was riding on this and it seemed like everyone was feeling it.

First track, Sydney lost the race and a sock. Taylor had watched the blonde play and, well, the poor girl might be stark naked in the next ten minutes. Courtney lost the next race and gave up a sock, as well. As expected, Sydney was the first to be completely barefoot and then Courtney followed. This meant that Sydney finished in last, overall, and so she and Colin both owed Taylor a favor.

"I'll take a kiss on the cheek from both of you," Taylor said, setting the early stakes. The two of them kissed her at the same time and Taylor suddenly felt a little warm. She had to admit, it felt kind of nice.

This couldn't be going better, Taylor thought. Except for one thing: the standings showed that Taylor was in first. Tim was supposed to be winning these things, dammit! He needed to step it up or it was going to be last Sunday all over again.

*

Tim knew he needed to step things up or he'd be naked, watching Taylor doing who knows what no matter what she'd promised. They were all pretty drunk and Tim could tell that self-control was something everyone was only pretending at.

After the kiss, Sydney was off to the side, saving her further disrobement (Was that a word? Tim decided it would be a word). That was both good for her and bad for Tim, but whatever. The four college friends were in competition this time and they settled into old habits.

"I'm going to smash your ass, Bowser," Colin said.

"Is that supposed to be some kind of sex joke?" Tim asked.

"Please," Taylor said, "I'll be eating Luigi burgers before the end of the day."

"Was that supposed to be some sort of sex joke?" Courtney asked.

They careened around the course, hitting each other with shells and screaming like it was old times.

It looked like Taylor was going to win once again, but she lost control at the last second and Tim took first. The next round, Taylor got off to a bad start and never recovered. The third race, she blew it again.

"Boy, Tay, you're having really bad luck," Colin said, as the lithe, little brunette got blasted by one of his red shells.

Tim couldn't help but raise an eyebrow. It wasn't like Taylor to lose this way and it really wasn't like her to take losing this well. Still he could hardly complain when the last race of the set ended and he had lost just one measly sock.

The rest of the group was all completely barefoot. Tim had to admit this was kind of nice. The week before with Steve had felt so aggressive and angry. Predatory, almost, honestly. But today was just fun. He was happy to show some foot, happy for the hope to see a little more. He didn't feel angry about Taylor or scared about Colin. He certainly didn't mind having Sydney in play, either.

This was comfortable, Tim realized, in a really odd way. Just playing a silly stripping game with four old friends.

Taylor had somehow managed to come in dead last and now owed Tim a favor, as did Sydney as her ante to return to the game. The two girls agreed to give Tim another double kiss and they both smacked his cheeks at the same time.

Tim smelled Sydney's peachy perfume again and almost went dizzy with it. His own girlfriend's touch, after almost a week of non-contact, was also really nice. Tim went from comfortable to downright excited.

This was a fun game!

*



Now that she was out for the round, Taylor was able to scan the room. She had to admit, it seemed like everyone was having fun. The next four races saw Colin take charge and soon Tim was totally barefoot while Sydney and Courtney were without belts.

Once again, Sydney came in last. The poor girl was just a loss at Kart. She and Taylor owed Colin twin kisses, which they happily gave.

And Taylor now realized she was in trouble. Not about the clothing. That was expected. Anticipated, really. No the problem was Colin, who kept looking at her in a more than friendly manner. He was supposed to be making eyes at Sydney but apparently that was Tim's personal pleasure. Of course Tim was also supposed to be looking somewhere else -- Courtney, the one girl who was trying to fool around with someone beyond her beau. Taylor knew she had to turn this thing around and soon.

The four college friends got ready to race again as Sydney, sadly, just couldn't seem to keep her Kart on the road. Which meant she couldn't keep her clothes on for much longer, either. Taylor just hoped that Colin would start looking in the right direction once Sydney's giant headlights got out of the garage.

As she had previously, Taylor did her best to weave her way to the center, avoiding last while still surrendering first. She wasn't always perfect, however, and on the first track she got eaten by a giant plant (no, seriously -- Mario Kart could be so weird sometimes), leaving her in last.

Well, here we go, Taylor thought to herself. She realized everyone in the room was looking her way. She reached for the bottom of her sweater and pulled it upward. It wasn't so bad. The shirt showed a little outline of her bra, but that was really all. Mostly she was just cold, now in short sleeves. Taylor took a moment to turn up the heat in the apartment before the next race. She felt Colin eyeing her bottom as she walked across the room.

Well, at least the boy had good taste, she thought to herself.

*

Tim felt his stomach tighten in all the best ways when Taylor lifted her sweater over her head. Oh sure, she wasn't showing anything, but it showed where things were headed and Tim couldn't help but be excited about the potential destination.

He had spent all week telling himself that he'd never be able to convince Taylor to fool around again like they had the week before. Yet here she was volunteering for it. And with Sydney around as well? If he kept some sort of secret sex fantasy journal, he'd have been sure Taylor was reading it.

Then things got even better.

Courtney was the next to lose, and lose her sweater as well. Now wearing just a light blue t-shirt, Tim could see the outline of Courtney's bra. Courtney dressed more for comfort than to show off her body. She had always worn baggy clothing -- even in summer she was usually well-covered. But now in just the t-shirt, Tim wondered if maybe he'd underestimated the size of his friends' wife's chest. His friend's wife. Yeah. Tim had to admit there was something a little thrilling about that.

Even more thrilling, though? Once Sydney got back into the game her top would be coming off, as well. And why feast on the appetizers when the main course was clearly so filling?

Taylor took the last race, which meant she'd be gathering favors. It was funny, Tim found he was paying more attention to who lost rather than who won. Colin and Sydney went over to Taylor for the now-standard kiss, but she stopped them.

"Boring!" Taylor said, "How about you two kiss each other, instead." The room got eerily quiet. Everyone knew this was coming, but at the same time there was knowing and then there was happening. Even Sydney looked nervous, and she didn't have a significant other to worry about.

"It's just a peck on the cheeks," Taylor said, "Jeez guys. I'm not crazy."

The whole apartment seemed to sigh in relief. Colin and Sydney gave each other a quick peck ("Very European," Courtney said) and the game continued.

Sydney lost the next race, of course. She stripped off her sweater, showing off a deep red t-shirt that seemed to strain at every stitch. Tim loved the color red and loved it even more when it surrounded Sydney's spectacular chest.

He assumed (hell, the whole room assumed) that Sydney would be showing more soon enough, but she managed to hold together and, somehow, didn't even finish in last overall. Instead, it was everyone else who started to show a little more skin.

First Tim lost -- probably distracted by Sydney's... Eyes. He started to reach for his shirt, but then realized a few things. 1. It was damn cold in the apartment and sitting topless didn't appeal. 2. A t-shirt and boxers was kind of his usual weekend attire, anyway. So, in a surprise move (seriously, people gasped), Tim stood up and dropped trou.

His boxers were pretty concealing all things considered. His member, while not dormant, didn't completely poke out, either. Tim felt kind of comfortable, actually.

Courtney lost next. She stood up and mimed taking off her own pants, as well, then reached for her shirt. She got a good laugh for that, but the room got dead silent once the expected shirt came off.

Courtney had on a forest green bra that kept her assets well covered. Still, just seeing this much made Tim realize he'd been wrong all these years and right a few minutes ago: Courtney was kind of stacked. Not Sydney sized, naturally, but Court had a nice pair of tits for sure, sprinkled with freckles just like the rest of her body.

The group gave Courtney a little round of applause for her daring. She did a curtsey and then sat back down on the couch. Tim realized he had claimed quite the seat between the amazing emerging pairs of Courtney and Sydney.

Now it was Taylor's turn to dictate terms and, again, she made things more interesting.

"Colin, why don't you kiss Sydney again and Courtney, you should kiss Tim."

Well, it wasn't totally unexpected. Colin went over and did the cheek thing with Sydney. They did it a little more playfully this time, acting like a couple of French friends meeting for dinner -- mon amis and all.

Unexpected was saved, instead, for Tim. He stood and presented his cheek to Courtney, but instead she grabbed his head and gave him a quick peck on the lips. It was nothing. Less than nothing. But for a second it felt like everything. And that was enough.

Courtney giggled and sat back down but the rest of the room paused for a moment before it could move on.

"What?" Courtney asked. No one said anything.

*

Colin was not happy after Courtney kissed Tim. Oh it was nothing, he heard her say in his head -- and in his head he knew that was true. But in his heart, a far different reality sank in. Next time, he would give more than a little peck to Sydney, that was for sure. Or, even better, Taylor.

With that kind of inspiration in mind, Colin managed to stay in front almost the whole way. Taylor still somehow won the overall, but Colin didn't lose any clothing, either. Quite the accomplishment. And as he watched the races go by, he got to see a few far more interesting things.

Silent Sydney was the first to lose her shirt. She turned practically crimson when she did so, revealing a ruby bra to match her red shirt and her cherry face. Colin could tell Sydney had a huge chest through her sweater, hell NASA could probably see those babies from space. Now that they were truly out, though, he realized he might have been underselling them. That poor bra seemed ready to snap at any second. He swore he could hear it groaning from the strain.

Sydney was clearly very pretty with her long blonde hair, girl-next-door face, and ample assets. Colin knew Tim approved -- the boy barely stopped staring. But for Colin? Eh. He could appreciate Sydney objectively. But she wasn't really his type. You know, as compared to Taylor.

She was next to show off her bra. Taylor was wearing something black and simple which made it all the more arousing. She had these cute, perky little tits and Colin found himself really intrigued by them. Not to mention her stomach, which was washboard flat and really sexy.

Maybe that was part of it. Yes, Sydney was beautiful, but she seemed like the type who would giggle and cover her face the first time she saw your dick. Taylor on the other hand, she seemed like someone who would get down and FUCK. And that fucking mattered.

And when Colin reminded himself that this was Tim's girlfriend he was fantasizing about? Well that just made it all the more exciting.

Ironically, though, it was Tim that was the most interesting when he lost his shirt. Not that Colin cared for the male form. Especially not Tim, who was hairy as fuck (although Colin could concede that his friend looked wiry and strong. Nice legs. In a thoroughly heterosexual appreciation sort of way).

No what made it interesting was that Tim was now one loss away from being the first to show actual, all-out organ. If they stopped the game right there, it would be remembered as a fun little gas. Nothing of value was lost. Once Tim's Tim came out, it was real. People would be showing all kinds of parts. Maybe doing all kinds of things.

The way ahead was clear. And Colin had to admit to himself that he was excited for all the twists and turns.

*

Taylor looked around the room and took stock of what Colin had already encountered. Things were getting serious. The tiny brunette herself was down to just her underwear as were both boys. Meanwhile Sydney and Courtney were in jeans and bras. Basically, no matter how the winning went the next round, someone was going to be showing something interesting. A boob, a boner, maybe even a little labia. The moment of truth was here.

To her credit, Taylor managed to get everyone's attention. She stood in front of the room like a sexy little lecturer, Mario's dippy music tooting on behind her. Taylor nodded meaningfully at everyone. They all looked around, as if just now waking up from a deep slumber and suddenly noticing each other's state of clothing-less-ness.

"After this point, there's no going back," Taylor said, "Players will be getting naked-er and favors will be getting... Well I don't know. But it seems to me that taking off our clothes isn't going to make anything any tamer."

Everyone nodded in agreement.

"Take it all off!" Courtney yelled at her friend and everyone laughed.

"Oh I'm sure you'll be naked soon enough, Court," Taylor said and winked. "I guess I'm just saying that if you want to bow out before the big stuff starts coming out, now's the time. I, for one, won't think any less of you. But if you stay, just know that this is all going to seem really tame in a few minutes."

Everyone just smiled and nodded. The game was going to go on.

Taylor looked around with a satisfied smile. Everyone would get naked naked this round. After that, she'd take control and start sending Tim after Courtney and set Colin on Sydney. All problems solved. Tim would feel like they both had a chance to fool around. Courtney and Colin could say they sowed a few wild oats. Everyone could go back to being happy.

Hell, I should win a Nobel Prize for this.

Courtney came in last the first race. She stood up and revealed a very tasteful set of emerald green panties, cut conservatively. Like Taylor, Courtney could easily be just in a bikini, though a bit of a lacy one. Taylor noticed the two boys both approved, looking right at the spot between the auburn-haired girl's legs.

"Green means go," Colin said playfully and Courtney laughed and turned a little pink. She was doing her best to be open about this but Taylor could tell her friend was nervous about what she'd gotten into. Look, sometimes you can't wait to get on the roller coaster but as it ticks ever upwards you start to wonder why you didn't just stay back on the lazy river.

Taylor got that. Boy did she ever.

Sydney lost next and revealed a bright red pair of panties. Taylor noticed a bit of Sydney's golden pubes were poking out on either side of her underwear and she was sure that Colin and Tim did, too. Jeez, go do a little trimming, girl!

But that wasn't what drew Taylor's attention to Sydney. Oh no. Taylor had been watching the racers trying to gain an edge. If she was going to crush them, she had to know their tendencies. And for the first time, Taylor realized that Sydney's racing was... Odd.

The buxom blonde would have these moments of total domination where she'd cut corners like a pro and blast past everyone. But then she'd make a doltish mistake, like hit a groundhog or plow into a snowman (Mario Kart was so weird).

At first, Taylor had thought that maybe Sydney was struggling to concentrate. Or was good at some things and bad at others. After watching more carefully, however, Taylor was able to put it together. Sydney was tanking. She was losing on purpose.

The only thing Taylor couldn't figure was why. Sydney could have easily kept herself fully clothed, for example, but clearly she'd very strategically planned out her reveals. Keeping up with everyone, sometimes even staying slightly ahead, without having to show too much either.

Sure enough, now that she was down to her underwear like everyone else, Sydney was staying right in the middle of the pack. Taylor was baffled and a bit concerned. What was she up to?

Before Taylor could think about it further, she was distracted by the first big reveal. Tim had been taken out in the last race and now he was taking 'it' out. Taylor could tell her lover was nervous, just by the way he stood and sort of fiddled with his fingers before he started to strip off his shorts.

Courtney started the chant, "Take it off! Take it off!" And even Colin eventually joined in. The alcohol was truly doing its job and then some, Taylor thought.

Tim took their demands seriously and slowly lowered his boxers. His penis popped free. Taylor was happy to see he was pretty hard. Courtney looked at Taylor and gave her a little wink and a thumbs up. Taylor smiled back. Tim wasn't porn star packing, but who was? It was a nice size package, perfect in Taylor's mind. She found it was hard to resist the urge to just rush over and grasp it.

Tim, feeling emboldened by the cheers his cock had elicited, did a little strut over to the thermostat and jacked up the heat. Then he made his way back to the couch.

"We're going to need to get this sofa steam cleaned, hon," he said as he sat.

"You're going to have to get it completely reupholstered," Colin said.

They started the next race and somehow Taylor just knew that she wouldn't be seeing any Courtney or Sydney parts. Sure enough, Colin came in last. He stood, much as Tim had done, and the "Take it off" chant started all over again.

Colin seemed just as nervous as Tim had been, maybe more so. Taylor knew how boys were -- everything was a dick measuring contest, especially contests where everyone was showing off their dicks.

Not that that stopped Taylor from comparing when Colin finally dropped his boxer briefs. Colin's dick was about the same length as Tim's with a slight upward curve, though he definitely didn't have Tim's overall width.

Of course, in Taylor's experience it hardly mattered. Penises came in all shapes and sizes -- it was one of the things she'd learned in college. Part of her coursework, as it were. She wasn't a slut by any means, but she'd fooled around some before meeting Tim and one thing Taylor had figured out early was that all the equipment in the world didn't matter if the guy didn't know how to use it.

Back in school, Taylor's roommate had introduced her to this one dude who was absolutely massive -- Bill or Will or something. That had been porn star dick, no doubt. And it had turned out he was fucking terrible.



Like an MLB pitcher with a big fastball and nothing else, BillorWill just had no idea what he was doing and needed to be sent down to the minors. It wasn't painful, just dreadfully dull. He had one move -- thrust-thrust-thrust and it was a bust, bust bust.

On the other hand, Taylor's first serious boyfriend, Kevin, had been the average five inches and maybe even a bit less but he was fucking amazing in bed. She probably stayed with him six months longer than she should have just because of how hard he could make her cum.

Tim was certainly smaller than BillorWill and definitely bigger than Kevin (especially in the girth area which Taylor found she really appreciated) and the sex with him was good. Sometimes even great. If boys spent more time obsessing about how they used their equipment rather than the size of it, Taylor was certain the world would be a better place.

In any case, Colin had a very nice dick and Taylor imagined it would be quite nice to have it in her mouth. Or her pussy. Not that she was going to do any of those things. Certainly she wouldn't make Courtney and Tim watch as she took Colin's cock into her hungry little puss and make him beg to never ever leave.

No. Never.

*

Tim looked over at Taylor and saw that now she had a wet spot on her panties -- a little section where the black satin was slightly darker than the rest. He just hoped that it was from seeing his own member rather than Colin's. At least, he thought he hoped he did. Tim's feelings were all over the place and he was too drunk and horny to get them back on track.

"Now that the boys are naked, what do we do?" Courtney asked, a little nervous. A little excited.

"Yeah, what happens if we lose?" Colin asked.

"We could make you do stuff," Courtney said. Shiny Sydney nodded in agreement. She still had her earrings and necklace on along with the bright red bra and panties and Tim thought there was something super sexy about that.

"I think it's time to change things up," Taylor said, "A grand tournament to determine the apartment Mario Kart champion. First though, Courtney won the last round and Colin lost. That means he and I both owe her a favor."

Courtney didn't even wait for Taylor to finish speaking. "Kiss."

Colin hopped up a little too quickly in Tim's estimation. This was the moment Tim had been dreading/hoping for. Taylor, for her part, looked suitably unhappy, though Tim thought that maybe she was just acting that way for him. Those panties weren't dry, after all.

Colin clasped his hands behind his back and Taylor did the same. Then they leaned forward and gave each other a little peck on the lips. It was quick, but it still gave Tim a little thrill to see it. Courtney reached over and squeezed Tim's hand. He looked over and she smiled at him. Tim had to admit, Colin's girlfriend was damn cute.

When the kiss was over, Taylor turned and continued her series of very professional presentations in her underwear.

"OK, so here's how it's going to go. We'll set up in one big group and play round robin. Like in the World Cup. So everyone plays everyone else once. The two people with the best records will do a final championship race. The winner of that gets the prize -- one wish from everyone else who lost."

"Can they make each individual do something or is it a wish from the group?" Colin asked.

"That's up to the winner," Taylor said, clearly intimating that she would be making the final decision. "The individual matchups will be just one race. Like before, the winner gets something from the loser. So, like, if a girl loses she'll take off a piece of clothing. But if a boy loses, he has to do something for the girl. Or if the girl is already naked then same thing."

"That makes sense," Courtney said.

"What if no one wins? What if, like, computer Yoshi takes the race?" Colin asked.

"Highest finisher in the round robin," Taylor said, "Whoever has the most points wins the finale. No making the Switch do dirty stuff."

"Rats," Tim said. I was so looking forward to seeing it's pink, dripping p...rocessor."

"And, to celebrate our final tournament, a drink," Taylor announced. She poured everyone a snifter -- not a shot this time -- of something dark and far more ominous than the coconut rum. It made Tim's head swim and his whole body tingled. Sobriety was far, far away and, honestly, he was glad for the distance.

*

Taylor wrote everyone's name on a piece of paper, then tore it up and drew lots. The first round featured her against Sydney and Colin against Tim. Well that would be interesting.

Taylor wanted nothing more than to crush Sydney's giggly, pink Princess Peach. Unfortunately, Taylor also had a sinking suspicion that Sydney might take the gloves off before removing her own bra and Taylor was right. Taylor did her damndest to keep up but somehow Sydney seemed to get the exact right weapon every time, while Taylor was stuck with useless banana peels (Mario Kart: so weird).

"Wow," Tim said once Sydney had won, "Way to go, Syd! I thought for sure you'd be crushed."

He was so excited for the blonde to win, Taylor surmised, he'd forgotten that he'd also been cheated at a chance to see Sydney's chest. Well, he'd have to settle for seeing his girlfriend. The room turned to Taylor, ready for her (not so) big reveal.

Colin, bless him, even restarted a sotto voce 'take it off' chant. Taylor had hated her tiny tits in high school but by college she'd met enough eager boys to no longer care. She still didn't think they were her best asset (that would be her butt), but whatever. Boobs were boobs, after all.

Slowly, Taylor unclasped her bra, then let it fall forward of its own accord. Her little pink nipples quickly crinkled and hardened. She made them jiggle as best they could. She saw Colin give Tim a little thumbs up which Tim returned. Then Taylor sat back down and waited for the next race.

The two boys went next. They were both naked and Taylor wasn't sure what would happen. She found herself rooting for TIm, mostly. She wanted her boyfriend to do well, of course. But honestly, whoever lost, Taylor felt like she'd won.

Then Tim took the flag, Taylor got up and gave him a congratulatory kiss on the cheek, being sure to brush her bare breasts against his arm. The hairs tickled at her eager nips and sent a shockwave straight to her pussy.

Oh boy.

"I can't just give Colin, like, a pass can I?" Tim asked, eyeing his naked friend warily.

"Nope!" Courtney said. Colin glared at her, maybe with a little bit of betrayal? But his girlfriend just smiled and told him he was free to take his revenge when it was his turn.

"Well at least this is the only time this will happen," Colin said.

"Till we meet again in the finals," Tim said. They gave each other a high five, as if forgetting for a second they were completely nude. Tim looked around the room, thoughtfully. Clearly he was planning something out.

This was one of the things that Taylor both loved about Tim and found very frustrating. He was actually an excellent strategic thinker, very good at figuring out how to make things work in his favor. But because he was so uncompetitive, he never used his powers to their full potential. So frustrating.

But here he was now, clearly weighing out options to find the one that worked best to his advantage. So Taylor was extra surprised when Tim finally just shrugged and said,

"Eh, I don't know. Just go ahead and kiss Taylor."

Why would Tim make Colin kiss her? Wasn't the whole point of this for Tim to get some action while Taylor didn't? Taylor thought about Tim's options.

Making Colin kiss his own girlfriend wasn't all that much fun and certainly wasn't in keeping with what they'd set up so far. But why not send Colin to kiss Sydney?

Because, Taylor realized, that didn't buy Tim anything, either. But if Colin kissed Taylor that set Tim up to do things for Courtney. In fact, Taylor realized, her boyfriend had given her a huge opening to enact her plan and even push things a bit further.

"Where should he kiss me?" Taylor asked.

"I'll let you decide," Tim said. He winked at her. Smart man!

Taylor took less than a second to think about it. She just pointed down to her recently bared boob. Colin stumbled back a bit as she did it, and Taylor took a little pleasure out of his reaction. It was nice to be so sexy. So in charge. She could have pointed to the radiator and he'd have kissed that for her, too.

But this was way more fun.

Colin made a show of turning to look at Courtney but she just waved him on, smiling. So he shrugged and stepped forward. Taylor met him in the middle of the room and arched her back to put her tiny boob in kissing range.

Colin sort of bent awkwardly at the knees, then leaned forward and put his lips on Taylor's tit. She'd pointed to the one on her right so that was the one he kissed. It was tentative, yet Taylor's body didn't care and what had once been a little spark from nipple to pussy almost burst into a bolt of lightning as Colin's pink lips wrapped carefully around her pink nipple.

Taylor gasped as he opened his mouth a bit more to take the distended nip into his mouth and even suckled just a tiny bit. She felt her hands rise up and hold his head at her breast. Dragged her fingers through his hair. It wasn't any great thing, just a short little nip at her nip, but all the tension of the day -- the alcohol, the lack of stimulation of the last week, the unending mainlined sexual tension of the entire afternoon -- it all came together to make Colin's little kiss on Taylor's tit feel incredible.

Taylor felt Colin step away. She looked down and saw her little boob almost reaching out for him to return. Her nipples were painfully hard. She smiled at Colin and he smiled back.

Now this was a game!

*

If Tim had been hard before, he was full-on diamond after watching Colin kiss Taylor's little tit. That had worked out even better than he planned.

Tim looked over and smiled at Courtney and she looked back, her eyes almost dazzling. For whatever reason, the always serious, almost terminally loyal Courtney seemed excited by the idea that her boyfriend had kissed another woman's breast. And that made everything even more interesting.

The next round -- again drawn randomly -- had Tim taking on Taylor and Courtney facing Sydney. To Tim's shock, Sydney won again. This was altogether odd. Sydney had been hopeless the week before and had spent most of that day on the bottom, as well. Tim had almost felt sorry for the girl. Now suddenly, when things were really on the line, Shiny Sydney had started to positively glow.

Sydney's win meant it was Courtney's turn to take out the girls. She stood in the middle of the room and tossed back her long auburn hair so that everything would be exposed. Much as her best friend had done, Courtney reached back, undid her bra, and let her breasts spill out. They were, as Tim had started to suspect, actually on the larger side.

Like the rest of her, Courtney's breasts were lightly dusted with freckles. Her nipples were a pale pink and obviously erect, with slightly darker pink nubs stretching outward. They seemed to beg to be sucked.

Tim gave Colin the now customary thumbs up, then sat down for his race against his own girlfriend. He thought Taylor looked pretty determined this time around. She'd clearly been going easy all day but maybe now she would take charge.

Sure enough, Taylor didn't even smile as she passed Tim. As an extra indignity, she took a shortcut that she'd shown Tim days before and that he'd forgotten about all day. Tim was embarrassed by the loss, but he was more than happy about the punishment.

"Kiss," Taylor said, and pointed right at Courtney's boob. Tim did his best to hide his smile. Exactly as planned. Courtney stood and opened her arms wide, presenting her peaches. Tim knew better than to keep the invitation waiting. He pressed his mouth to Courtney's right breast. Carefully, he tongued her erect nipple and took it into his mouth. Suckling gently.

He felt Courtney's whole body sort of sigh. Her fingers danced over his back and up to his head, gently caressing him. This was his best friend's wife. Courtney and Tim had been friends for almost as long as she'd been with Colin. There was a heady wrongness to it that made the act feel oh so right.

Tim's cock stretched out, as if searching. He felt it brush against Courtney's leg, just an accidental contact. But she made a little "OH" just the same. He was sure he'd left a little precum on her thigh.

Tim focused on Courtney, tracing her areola with his tongue, lightly biting at her nipple. He thought about more -- sucking her whole tit into his mouth. Sliding his hand up her bare stomach and cupping her other, sadly neglected, boob.

But then he pulled back and ended the kiss instead. Leaving everyone else behind in this race wasn't winning. It was ending the game with far greater prizes left unfondled.

*

Colin saw his wife was positively pink after Tim had kissed her breast. He'd done the same to Taylor, he told himself. This was a one time thing, what Courtney wanted, to keep them together. Well, at least he was going to get to have some fun in the meantime. Still, he tried to focus on the ever-so-sexy Taylor and what he might do to her next rather than focus on Courtney.

He also had to focus on his next race. He was facing the suddenly dominant Silent Sydney. Colin wasn't sure what the blonde would make him do if he lost. He also hadn't won anything yet -- another loss might doom him to the bottom of the pile.

First, though, Colin's own girlfriend was racing Tim's in a battle of the besties. Though it wasn't much of a fight, honestly. Courtney lost, which meant she also won the right to be the first totally naked girl.

Of all three women, seeing Courtney naked was probably the least exciting for Colin. And everyone else seeing Courtney naked, especially Tim, wasn't Colin's first choice either.

Courtney seemed to have no such compunction. She simply stood and in one swift motion, she was naked. Courtney wasn't nearly as skinny as Taylor, but she had nothing to be ashamed of and the extra bit of baby fat gave a nice amount of shape to her bottom.

She kept her vagina completely shaved, something Colin always thought was super hot and honestly surprising for a girl who was usually so demure. It meant her pink lips were protruding for everyone to easily see. Colin wasn't sure if the rest of the room could tell, but to him it was obvious that Courtney was aroused. His wife had a nice, trim little puss but right now it was flushed deep purple, thick lips hanging open hungrily.

Courtney took a little bow which also had the benefit of exposing her wanting holes to everyone in the room -- an accident, Colin was sure -- and then she sat back down on the couch. Courtney crossed her legs like a proper lady at tea time.

Now the moment of truth. Colin got himself all psyched up, but it hardly mattered. Sydney waxed him (not unlike his wife's own smoothly waxed puss, he thought to himself). Colin wasn't super interested in Sydney, but he'd still have been happy to check out her massive mammaries. Instead he was indebted to do who-knew-what.

Sydney put the controller down and sat on the couch. She motioned for Colin to stay seated in his spot on the floor, as well. She looked around the room and then a smile slowly crept over her face. The, oh-so innocent Sydney looked positively wicked for a moment, then she spoke.

"Show us how you..." She gestured toward Colin's erect shaft.

"You mean you want me to?" Colin looked around the room but everyone -- except for Tim who was pointedly looking right at Sydney and nowhere else -- just nodded in agreement.

Jeez. The blonde hadn't said anything all day only to open her mouth for that? On the one hand, Colin was a bit self conscious. On the other, his penis felt positively pendulous and giving it a bit of a squeeze actually sounded like a really good idea.

Of course, he'd have preferred to have Taylor take him in hand, but he knew that was never going to happen. And so he sighed and sort of sat back. The rest of the room leaned forward except, mercifully, for Tim who chose that moment to use the bathroom.

Colin took himself in hand.

"Just... just show," he said, "Right?"

Sydney nodded eagerly. Seeing the illicit desire rise up from her innocent face was something really quite arousing. Maybe I've underestimated this girl.

Colin gripped his shaft tightly. He focused on the women watching him. Courtney giving him a loving smile. Taylor, looking oh so fuckable. Her perfect little tits hung down as she leaned forward. Mouth even a little open.

Oh God.

Colin sped up a bit. Now moving the loose skin up and down his shaft at a good pace. Covering the head then exposing it. Working that space between just nice and fucking amazing.

Despite himself, Colin started racing ever-closer to release. All the alcohol, Taylor's tit in his mouth. Even seeing Courtney getting kissed. The edge was ever closer and Colin knew how wonderful it would be to drop.

But then he got control and made himself stop. Not yet. Not yet. The room gave a little cheer and Silent Sydney clapped her hands like a little girl at Christmas.

"Very nice," Taylor said, and holy crap, Colin could tell she meant it.

Two more rounds to go and things were already getting so crazy. They hadn't even hit the finale!

*

Tim was matched up against Sydney. He didn't know where this new, dominant Sydney had come from, but Tim knew he was no match for her. He wondered if anyone was. So, Tim resigned himself to the idea that he would seen be sitting on the floor and stroking himself the same as Colin had. Well, he guessed it wasn't so bad. His cock was practically crying for attention.

This win would also clinch the finals for Sydney. She'd raced everyone else and won. Once she took down Tim, it would be over. He wondered what Sydney was going to make them do. It was strange, he wanted her so badly, but he had no idea who she was. What she really wanted. For all he knew, they'd all be buying her new cars after she won.

OK probably not.

But then the race started and Tim took the early lead. He assumed she was just hanging back, waiting for the kill. But the second lap came and he was still in first. He heard her curse, low, under her breath. Was he winning? How was he actually winning?

Then the third turn and Tim saw a shortcut -- one that Taylor had pointed out in their practice sessions. Tim hadn't been using her tips much -- the alcohol and all the 'distractions' had kept him from really taking advantage. This time however, it practically screamed out at him: Go this way!

So he did.

Tim looked over at Sydney, expecting her to look upset about her loss. But instead she was kind of half smiling. Her eyes a little glassy.

"You OK?" Tim asked.

"MmHmm," Sydney said. They both stood up together, facing each other in front of the blaring TV. Tim didn't hear it. This was the moment he'd been waiting for. Sydney smiled at him, even wider if that was possible. Her earrings blinked in the lights. Sydney pulled her hair back out of the way, much like Courtney had before, even though Sydney's hair wasn't really long enough to cover more than the tops of her breasts.

Then she reached back and undid her bra. Unlike the others, Sydney slowly slid the red fabric off of each shoulder, exposing her breasts one by one. Gods. They were even larger than Tim had imagined. Yet they didn't sag in even the slightest. These were two of the seven marvels of the universe, Tim thought.

Sydney's breasts were pinkish and her nipples stood out as straight as they could. Wow. Finally, Tim forced himself to look up. Sydney was still smiling at him with a look that he couldn't quite understand but it somehow it made him happy.



Finally, she squeezed his shoulders and sat back down. Tim looked around and saw Courtney mouth the words 'nice rack' to Sydney. The blonde just smiled even brighter. It occurred to Tim that he ought to say something to Taylor, but when he looked she wasn't in her seat. She had gone to the bathroom.

The next race was Colin against Courtney and Tim honestly had no idea how the couple was going to handle it. When he and Taylor had raced, Tim had given her an obvious option, but what was Courtney going to do if she won? Make Colin rub himself some more? Would Colin make Courtney rub herself? Actually that didn't sound half bad.

As it turned out, Colin did win, but he didn't make his girlfriend show her techniques.

"Take off Sydney's panties," Colin told her.

"What?" It was the loudest Sydney had been, maybe ever.

Colin just shrugged. "I just think everyone should be naked," he said, "Only fair."

"What about Taylor?" Sydney asked.

"Fine," Colin said, "Courtney, your punishment is you have to take off Sydney's and Taylor's panties."

"All at once?" Courtney asked.

"Sure, why not."

Well, it was hard to argue that wasn't fair, so both girls stood up in the middle of the apartment. Tim noticed that, even though he was naked, he was actually feeling quite warm now. Almost sweaty hot. At least the heat had finally kicked in.

Taylor and Sydney faced each other and shared a nervous smile. Then Courtney knelt behind both of them and rested a hand on the waist of each girl's underwear.

"You want a countdown?" she asked.

"Just get it over with," Taylor said, but Tim could tell his girlfriend wasn't really upset at all. Taylor had said before the game that she wasn't going to get involved. That this was for Tim (and Colin and Courtney). But now that they were in it, Tim could tell that his girlfriend was enjoying herself.

And that? That made Tim very happy indeed.

*

With one quick pull, Courtney had both Sydney and Taylor bottomless. Colin's eyes ping-ponged from girl to girl, unable to choose one place to focus. He really did only have eyes for Courtney. To this point, the other exposures had been exciting, but he'd still have chosen his Court over any other.

This, though. This broke him.

On the one hand, Sydney had cute little buns, but an incredible snatch, absolutely covered in blonde hair. It ran rampant over her thick, pouting pussy lips and seemed not to stop till her cute little brown star.

Tim had always liked how Courtney shaved, but in that moment, he really wished she'd grow it out. There was something wild, untamed, about the hair that covered Sydney's obviously sensuous snatch.

Taylor, on the other hand, had a tufting of dark brown hair over a perfectly pleasant, tidy little puss. Her ass on the other hand -- that was incredible. Taylor mimicked Courtney and did a little spin. But where Court had bent over for everyone, Taylor put her bottom right in Colin's face. A sight reserved for him alone.

Colin wasn't much of an ass man but he'd convert for this holiest of relics. He marveled -- it really was the perfect upside down heart shape. Like someone had sculpted it so. He practically had to hold his own hand to stop himself from slapping Taylor's bottom before she finally stood and stepped away.

He'd told Courtney to expose the others because, honestly, he couldn't think what else to make her do. Clearly, though, Colin was the smartest man alive.

*

Despite losing to Tim, Sydney had won the first round. With three wins, she was uncatchable and on to the championship round. Also, with her loss to Colin, Courtney was officially eliminated.

However, while Courtney's race against Tim no longer mattered for her, it had very large consequences overall. If Tim won, he would have three wins, giving him at least a tie with Taylor. Taylor, on the other hand, was racing Colin and if she lost, Tim would have the chance to win outright.

Colin and Taylor went first. It was a tight match with both leading at times. The trash talk faded to nothing. Both were too focused on the race. Once again, though, it was that damned blue shell that determined the winner. With a lap to go, Colin got shelled and Taylor hung on, barely, for the win.

She cheered and nearly threw the controller as she crossed the line. She hadn't been this happy when she'd won a big LoL tournament a few months before, Tim thought. Well, the stakes were a bit bigger this time.

The best Tim could do now was force a playoff with Taylor. But first, there was Colin's punishment to hand out.

"Show her," Taylor said, and pointed to Sydney. Boy, Tim thought, his girlfriend was clearly running out of ideas.

"You mean like, again?" Colin asked.

"Not the whole group, just her."

Colin nodded nervously. As hard as it was to watch the other's loved one do dirty things with another person, there was also a sort of safety in that. Tim knew what Taylor had done with Steve. He'd seen it. That had been hard (in all senses of the word) but also kept him from imagining other, dirtier things they might have done to each other (which, in retrospect actually would have been kind of cool).

Man, I'm broken, Tim thought.

In any case, to this point Courtney knew what Colin had done and vice versa. Now she would just have to imagine. Tim waited for Courtney to throw herself in front of it, but she just smiled at Colin and gestured for him to go ahead.

So the two naked people went into the guest room, though, mercifully, they left the door open.

"Honey," Tim started.

"I know, we have to burn all the guest linens now, too," Taylor said.

"We're going to IKEA next weekend. Definitely," Tim said.

They couldn't hear much, some low talking and then silence that suggested things had started. Tim felt a little twitch of jealousy again that Sydney was with someone else. He thought about getting up to go look -- the door was open after all -- but stopped himself. Somehow it just didn't seem right.

After a couple of minutes, far longer than Tim had imagined would pass, Colin and Sydney came back from the back room. Sweetly, they were both holding hands as they returned. They might have been out for a picnic, except that they were both naked. But it wasn't like Sydney came out covered in Colin's splooge or anything. They might have just had a nice little talk or something. Except everyone knew that they didn't.

The group now settled in for the big event. They all seemed legitimately interested in the result. But Tim wasn't worried. He knew he had Courtney beat. She was out -- she had nothing left to play for. Taylor chose a track that they hadn't done yet, somehow, but she knew Tim was good at it. Everything was in Tim's favor.

He lost.

Courtney cackled as she crossed the finish line. Taylor shook her head in disdain. Oh well, Tim thought. There it was. Taylor would almost certainly have beaten him if they had a playoff anyway.

"That was fun," he said, meaning it. "Actually, this whole thing. It's been really fun."

And to Tim's surprise everyone nodded and agreed. Even Taylor, who usually took such even-handedness as a sign of weakness, was grinning. And the game wasn't even done yet.

Taylor and Sydney actually seemed like a good matchup now. It was going to be close. Tim could honestly say that he had no idea what either would do. However, he did remember Taylor's promise from the start. She wouldn't be involved. So if she won, well... Tim was honestly a little disappointed at the thought.

But Tim was getting ahead of himself. He still had to do whatever Courtney wanted.

"Show me," she said, smiling. Courtney was pretty, Tim thought. Really super pretty. He'd always thought so. But in a friend way. But now she was naked in front of him, breasts jutting out all freckly. He could smell the hint of her arousal wafting off her.

Both Tim and Courtney looked over at Taylor at the same time. But she just smiled broadly like she was happy for them both. Tim supposed she was. This was what she'd wanted, right? Cheat on your girlfriend to save your relationship. That was never going to stop being odd.

"No, um, completion, though. OK?" Taylor asked. "You can, y'know. Just don't... Y'know."

Tim nodded. It seemed like a strange limitation, though honestly he hadn't planned on doing so in any case. He hoped it just meant that Taylor was saving him for even better things once she took the title.

Courtney took Tim's hand and led him back to the bedroom. The one he shared with Taylor. She closed the door behind them, not all the way, but enough to give at least the impression of privacy. They both climbed up and sat on the bed.

Courtney smiled, and gave him a sort of gesture as if to say, "Maestro, begin."

Tim looked down and saw that all the nervous energy had caused him to flag a bit. That wouldn't last for long. He took a deep breath and studied Courtney. Her bright green eyes and long auburn hair that was almost long enough to cover her breasts. He'd always found it so sexy -- had wished that Taylor would grow hers out like that.

Courtney sort of leaned back so he could see all of her. Her bare little pussy was now open and openly leaking fluid onto the bedspread. Well that did it -- Tim was instantly as hard as he'd ever been in his life.

He wrapped his hand around his shaft and just gently rubbed. God it felt amazing just to touch. He could only imagine if he... Well he was going to drag this out a little, he decided. Take his time.

Courtney kind of 'hmm-ed' her appreciation as he started slowly stroking. There was something almost intimate in this. More than just the inherent nature of the act. Courtney was Tim's friend. They hung out together, watched movies, went out to eat. Colin was almost always there, too, but still.

Tim knew he could call Courtney if he needed her. He trusted her. And in that sense, him stroking his cock in front of her almost felt natural in the strange way that even chaste friendship can sometimes bleed into something else if you ever dare cut deep enough.

"Nice," Courtney said, and it was almost as if they were having any other conversation. Like talking about a movie she'd just seen or a restaurant they both wanted to try. "You have a nice dick. It's really thick."

"Um... thanks?" Tim said, sort of focused on what he was doing. On her. "You have a nice... everything."

Courtney blushed and looked down shyly, as if she weren't already entirely exposed. Tim kept moving slowly, almost as if enticing her. He saw her hand start to snake out a bit, but then jump back.

"Will you... Show me?" Tim asked. Courtney glanced back at the door, reflexively. Then back at Tim.

"I don't ummmm, I don't do it that way," she said, almost a whisper.

"Well, duh." Tim said. He gestured at his parts with his free hand and then down at hers. Again, that strange mix of an unspeakable conversation held between two people who spoke comfortably all the time.

"No, I mean I don't rub. Like, with my hands. It doesn't work that way for me."

"Show me," Tim said, more confidently this time. The more Courtney demurred, the more his interest increased.

Courtney glanced back at the door. She nodded at Tim quickly, then grabbed one of the pillows from the head of the bed. Yet another piece of homeware that Tim was going to have to get rid of after that afternoon. Though there was a part of him that thought, maybe, he might like to keep this one for himself.

Carefully, Courtney placed the pillow in the middle of the bed, still leaving room for Tim to sit and stroke. He almost stopped completely, watching as Courtney set herself up. Pillow in place, Courtney carefully lay down so that her pussy was sort of splayed against the edge of the cushion. Then very slowly, she pressed her whole body downward, leading the way with her crotch.

Tim watched, cock in hand, while the pretty, auburn-haired girl slowly extended her parts outward -- every extremity trembling. Head buried down in the bed. She kind of shook for a moment then straightened. Then pushed down again in the same way. Her body shaking even more.

Then she stopped and looked up at Tim.

"Like that?" he asked.

She nodded with a bit of a hungry grin, "Like that."

"You grind down until..."

"Till I pop. Sometimes I'll reach back and, y'know. But mostly just this. Yeah. It's, ummmm... Want to keep going?"

"Yeah," Tim said, "Just not to..."

"Not to completion," Courtney said, sort of mimicking Taylor. "Understood."

Tim started moving his hand again. Courtney ground herself against the pillow, but this time with her head turned to the side so she could watch what Tim was doing. Tim focused on Courtney's big green eyes, watched as they widened with each of her long, languid thrusts. Like he could see the entire inner workings of her body as it fought its way towards orgasm, all by looking at the little crinkles in her face, the twists in her mouth. Soft, quiet sighs.

Tim didn't intend to stroke faster but he did in a reflection of Courtney's own ever-growing enthusiasm. And then he saw her whole face shift, her eyes squeeze shut. He felt his own body tighten. The signals getting ever stronger until they both reached the point of almost no return.

And then they stopped. Panting. Tim practically strangling his own dick to keep it from going further.

"Whew," Courtney said and laughed a little.

"Close," Tim agreed. But they had both stopped in time and he felt better about it. They rolled off the bed. Tim made a show of taking a big sniff of Courtney's pillow and then tossed it to the side.

She laughed, kissed him on the cheek, and then lead him out of the bedroom.

*

They sure took a long time in there, Taylor thought. But then that's what she was supposed to be hoping for, right?

In fact, as Courtney led Tim back into the living room, Taylor felt a little sense of elation. She'd done it! All that complicated planning and here they were. She'd steered Sydney into Colin and Courtney into Tim. All she had to do now was win the last race and step aside, victory complete.

Taylor was feeling a little bit... itchy, though. She would definitely have to get some extra Tim time afterwards. But that was OK. Honestly that was great. It was what she wanted -- for them to be comfortable being intimate again.

So maybe Tim and Courtney had done a bit more. She knew Tim hadn't cum, as she'd asked, because she could see his cock was practically bursting out of his hairy pubis like an unexploded nuclear missile. Courtney also seemed a bit too fidgety to have reached any kind of conclusion.

So maybe they'd touched each other? Or something like that? Taylor was OK with that. Really she was. Only fair.

Really.

Everyone sat down in their assigned places. Colin on the floor, Tim between the twin towers of Courtney and Sydney (and boy did he look like a happy thorn between those four roses), and Taylor herself on the lounge chair. Feeling regal, as always.

"Grand Prix," Taylor said, "Four races. Whoever finishes with the most points wins and gets a final wish from the rest of the group. Y'know. Within reason."

"Too bad we didn't win, hon," Colin said, "We'd have had really clean toilets this week."

"Oooo, and the fridge could really use a good scrubbing," Courtney said.

"Well it's going to be me or Sydney, so none for you," Taylor said.

"Woohoo! Clean toilet!" Tim cried and everyone laughed.

Taylor went to the setup screen. Sydney selected Princess Peach, as always. Taylor moved down to Bowser again, then stopped herself. This was the moment. She didn't know what Sydney intended and Taylor didn't want to find out. She was sure it would be fine -- Sydney seemed pretty chaste overall (except for that weird 'show us' request but that, honestly, turned out to be a really good idea).

But Sydney didn't know the nuances, the ins and outs (ha ha) of what Taylor was trying to accomplish. The blonde might go too far or not far enough or pair the wrong people. Taylor wouldn't let that happen. Also, Taylor had to admit it to herself: she wanted to win. Had to win. So she went back to her old standby and selected Donkey Kong.

"Wow," Colin said, "Taylor really wants this one guys." Sydney looked at him, confused.

"Taylor takes the big monkey when she really wants to win," Tim said

"Which sort of explains why she's with Tim," Colin said. The whole room laughed.

Character selected, Taylor chose the hardest set of four tracks in the game. It seemed like the right call for the final. She and Sydney settled in for the first race -- set in a rainy dystopian future city. This was a tough course with lots of tight turns and not a ton of traction -- one of the few that actually made you use the brakes at this speed setting. Taylor felt confident with this course, but Sydney seemed made for it. She was just too good at cornering, Taylor reflected. It was a close race, but Sydney took it.

The second track was set in a kid's bedroom, with the Karts racing along a ribbon like toy cars in a very elaborate Matchbox set. This was one of Taylor's favorites and she handled it easily, including a neat little shortcut near the end where she dropped from the middle of lap 2 into the beginning of lap 3.

Tie game.

Taylor could feel the tension in the room. All day Karting had her fingertips aching. Her forearms tight. Carpal tunnel, here I come, she thought. But this was what she played for. What she lived for, really. That constant quest for that rush of adrenaline that only came from a hard fought competition.

In that moment Taylor didn't hate Sydney. She loved her. The quiet girl was giving Taylor the kind of exhilaration that only a true competitor could give. That was rare, Taylor knew. She wondered if Sydney ever played League of Legends...

The third track was set in a city subway. It had lots of long stretches filled with giant obstacles (subway trains, mostly) and tight spaces to navigate. Taylor did not do well, but Sydney seemed to struggle, too.

In the end, neither won the race, but Sydney finished ahead of Taylor. There was one track left. Sydney was ahead but one little point. Whoever finished ahead here would win the whole thing.

Outside, the day had gone dark. The wind blew hard against the brick-faced apartment building. Cold, yellow light spilled out from the apartment. The almost psychedelic sounds of Mario Kart blared. Five naked people all sat together and stared at the screen.

The last track was based on the old F-Zero games. It was a strange, twisting, turning sci-fi track. Unlike most of the other Kart races, this one didn't have laps. It was just one long race split into three sections. It was one of Taylor's favorites. It reminded her of being young and playing against her brothers on their old, beat up Nintendo 64.

She was, however, not very good at it. She just hoped that Sydney was way worse.

Taylor hit her speed boost from the start and took off to an early lead. She was in good position when they entered the second section. She heard Sydney cursing under her breath, a good sign.

Third section. Taylor was almost there.

Whooosh!!!

Taylor knew that sound. Her Kart's alarm started beeping. The finish line was just ahead. Taylor could see it in the distance. Just a little bit further. She willed her Kart to go faster. Almost there!

Boom!

Her whole screen went blue. Taylor didn't see Sydney's Princess Peach, but she heard the character say, "Ta ta!" in an infuriating cheery voice as she sped by. And then she heard the end game music playing and knew for sure that she had lost. Again. To that stupid, unfair, son of a fucking crack whore, motherfucking bullshit blue shell.

*

Sydney stood in the middle of the room, still completely naked, and started organizing things like she was directing the high school play. If the high school play had been porn. Everyone else eyed each other nervously. Who was this girl that suddenly had an uncomfortable amount of control over their lives?



Colin took Sydney aside. He was being quiet, but Taylor heard the snippets well enough.

"... don't want to make anyone uncomfortable, you know?"

"I understand... will be fun... Promise," Sydney said back

Taylor was blown, of course. Blown by the loss and how it'd happened. Blown now by the situation she found herself in. Meanwhile, Sydney had the guys move the coffee table out off to one side and then push the couch back.

"Now everyone sit in a circle on the floor," Sydney said, "Wait. I'll tell you where."

OK, Taylor thought. This wasn't too bad. Courtney and she shared a look. This wasn't too bad.

Sydney started by seating Taylor and then sat the married couple on either side of her -- Colin on her right, Courtney on her left. Then she had Tim sit next to Courtney and sat herself between Tim and Colin. OK then. Now they were five naked people sitting and staring nervously. Everyone looked to Sydney.

"Show each other," she said, then smiled.

Oh. Well that wasn't bad at all. Kind of neat actually.

"That's it?" Taylor asked.

"Yeah," Sydney said, "See? Fun. Oh! But not to ummm... completion."

That also seemed fair. And probably a good idea overall. Taylor had made that rule before because, honestly, it had felt like going a little too far. They'd fooled around the week before, yes, but nothing ever got that serious.

Although, actually, Taylor reminded herself, Steve had actually gotten to cum. But Taylor hadn't. OK, actually that wasn't true either, she'd kind of sort of orgasmed a little bit after Steve had... But that wasn't the point! Although now that she thought about it, according to what Tim had told her the only person who hadn't gotten off that night was Sydney and...

Oh forget it. It was a good rule and Taylor was happy Sydney had set it.

Taylor looked over at Courtney to get the OK, but she was looking around sort of nervous. Then she stood up and ran back to Taylor's bedroom. Sydney and Taylor looked at each other and sort of shrugged. But Colin -- and surprisingly, Tim -- both seemed to nod knowingly.

Courtney returned to the circle carrying one of Tim's pillows. She dropped it on the ground, then carefully lay on top of it so her pussy lined up perfectly with the pillow.

"All ready?" Sydney asked. She smiled coyly.

Taylor looked around the circle. Two hard cocks, two dripping pussies (one of them her own) and, oddly, her friend's backside. Taylor saw Colin and Tim reach tentatively for their dicks. She dipped her own hand down and lightly brushed.

She wondered how long this would go for. Feeling how tingly she was, Taylor suddenly worried how long she would last.

*

Tim had been disappointed at first when Sydney announced what they were doing. But now that he was sitting here, lightly tugging at his dick, he realized this was actually pretty awesome.

He looked around the room, careful to skip over Colin. Taylor, his girlfriend, already had her finger dancing lightly over her clitty. She was leaning back languid, sort of switching between looking at herself and around the room. She caught Tim's eye and smiled, impishly.

Courtney had her head down, body pressing into the floor. Tim could see her fingers trembling, arms and legs taut. Her little bum shaking with the exertion. She relaxed for a moment, then pressed down again. Forehead buried in the wood grain.

Tim had been saving Sydney for last, of course. The beautiful blonde looked down at herself, face covered by a curtain of blonde hair. She traced her outer lips with her finger, lightly. Teasing. She caught Tim looking and turned to him with a bit of a guilty grin. She pointed to his penis as if to say, mind your own work.

So Tim did. He didn't want this to end too soon and he was already pretty worked up from before. So he took his time. Teasing and squeezing and pulling lightly in almost a reflection of how Sydney was slowly edging herself.

Her little gold earring winked at him as she worked. Naked except her jewelry. Tim thought about how hot she looked. How he wanted those hands on his penis. That perfect mouth moaning his name. He stroked a little faster.

*

Taylor hadn't intended on getting into it but once she started it was hard to stop. She'd begun by teasing herself -- tracing her labia, not even nearing her clit. That felt nice so she'd gone a little further and sort of pushed and pulled at things. Slowly drifted her fingers over her hot button. Now Taylor's hungry little hole was begging for a finger (or really something bigger) and Taylor had to fight to hold herself back.

Taylor's surroundings made it hard, though. Her best friend kept making these sexy little grunts and groans as she ground herself into the floor. And Taylor had to appreciate how Sydney's enormous melons jiggled as the blonde slowly played at her own hungry puss.

And the cocks. Tim was slowly stroking his while Colin sort of just teased at the loose skin. And suddenly Taylor wanted one to hold. Both. Moving them in concert to inevitable relief. Feeling Colin shudder in her hands as she brought him to release. A whole and masculine body under the control of just her five little fingers.

Taylor dipped her digits into her snatch and brought the moisture up to her clit. She started rubbing faster. In again. Faster still. Now pressing. Pressing with need.

Oh fuck.

All the alcohol. The naked bodies. The fact that she hadn't been touched in over a week. Watching everyone rub each other. It was too much and Taylor suddenly found she couldn't control the urge to go... Keep going... Don't stop...

Taylor kept rubbing at her clit with the one hand. She slid a finger into her hole. Then another. Oh GOD that felt good.

*

Tim heard Taylor groan and realized he knew that sound. It was his girlfriend getting ready to cum. He looked over and saw she was fully into it. Head down. Little titties doing their very best to jiggle. One hand rubbing her clit. The other buried in her snatch.

Taylor made these cute little 'oohs' and 'aahs' when she worked herself. With Tim she was more directive, vocal. Like this she would just focus on herself but these little sounds escaped almost despite her and it made Tim hot to hear them.

He realized now that everyone was hearing them. That made Tim hotter.

Courtney on the other hand seemed to be slowing down, but Tim realized that meant she must be closer, too. She was prolonging the pleasure of each thrust against the pillow. Draining every push for all that she could get. Climbing towards her peak. Head now firmly against the floor. Bottom arched then flat. Hands now shaking. Jumping. Firing out at angles. Kicking. Deep, heavy breaths and long sighs, punctuated by these tiny, sexy squeaks.

Sydney was supposed to be ensuring the rules were followed, Tim knew, but she too seemed engaged in her own excitement. He looked over and met her eyes. They were deep blue and wet, almost like she was near tears.

Her whole body seemed to cinch but she did everything to hold his gaze. He looked down and saw her breasts bounding in time with her. Like Taylor, Sydney had one hand on her clit and the other in her pussy.

She made these straining noises as she worked, long subvocal "hmmmmmmAHs" and "HHHHSSSSSSSSssssssss...UHs."

Her eyes squeezed shut again, then opened and she stayed focused on Tim and Tim, therefore, focused on her. Her so innocent beautiful face scrunched up as she struggled toward illicit pleasure.

Tim heard his girlfriend gasp.

"S... Syd..."

The whole room turned her way.

*

Taylor hadn't planned on saying anything but then the edge just kept getting closer. Courtney's little tremors, Sydney's almost unbecoming grunts. Tim's beautiful cock, just stroking. Colin's hand wrapped around his shaft.

And Taylor's own hands. Own body. Screaming for release she couldn't have because Sydney had said no and so Taylor said the only word she thought could save her.

Only her body could barely get it out.

"S... Syd..."

The whole room looked at her and Taylor didn't feel embarrassed but proud. Yes. Look at me. See my little titties shake my hungry pussy slllluuuuuuurrrp... Taylor saw Tim and Colin freeze with their wonderful pendulous penises in hand. Oh just to take them into her hands. Her mouth. Her pussy.

Oh God she was getting even closer now. The edge was so close and she was going to...

"Oh God... I... I'm..."

"Getting close?" Sydney asked.

"Y... yeah. OH yeah."

"Taylor, you can't," Sydney said, "That's the rule."

"B... but.."

Taylor wasn't sure she could stop now. She hadn't even paused during this whole back and forth. Her body was screaming. Shaking. She looked around and saw Colin's cock almost dark purple. His hand gripping it tight. Courtney was looking up, a bright red splotch on her forehead from where she'd been crushing it into the floor. Her face almost as red with excitement.

Tim too, was holding onto his penis like he was afraid it might explode. Which of course it very well might. And Sydney was still rubbing herself as well. Her clit between her fingers. Pumping her open pussy with what looked like her whole hand.

Taylor was surprised at how weak her voice came out. How pleading. "S... Sydney. You have to... Let me cum."

The room went silent. Still. Just the little sounds of skin smacking skin and, incongruently, the Mario Kart music.

"Pleeeeease let me cum."

"OK," Sydney said, "It's OK. But you can't do it yourself."

Taylor looked up. Froze. Sydney pointed at Colin.

"He has to do it for you. And y... you have to help him, too."

Taylor didn't even argue. In one quick move he ripped her hands out of her sopping pussy and wrapped them around Colin's cock. She had a moment of fear. Would Colin reach back? Would he pause? Argue?

Then she felt his rough fingers at her opening and she sighed. Groaned. The cock in her hand felt warm, heavy. Oh the urge to just slide it into her mouth, but she stopped herself. Gripped it with both hands. Her best friend's husband. Her boyfriend's friend. Pumped him for all she was worth.

*

Tim watched as Taylor grabbed at Colin's cock like it was the only thing in the world. Watched his friend place his hand at Tim's girlfriend's pussy. He felt his cock, somehow get even harder. He started to stroke again, trying to move in time with Taylor. Then he felt something warm and slightly sticky push his hand away. He looked up into shining bright blue eyes. A curtain of blonde hair.

Sydney.

Wonderful, beautiful, busty Sydney grabbed Tim's cock and started stroking it. Not nearly as tentatively as she had the week before. Now with confidence and a kind of wanton control.

She reached back with her hand and scooped the moisture from her pussy, then dragged the drippings over Tim's cock. He reached over and found her clitty -- it was almost impossible to miss.

"Like this?" he asked and Sydney seemed to almost sob as she nodded yes. Tim pressed his thumb to her center and started rubbing harder.

"M... more up and down," Sydney said and Tim complied. The blonde gasped and shook, waving her amazing breasts in Tim's face. He started, on instinct, to move his head down then stopped himself.

"it's OK, it's OK." Sydney took her free hand and ran it lovingly over Tim's head and face. Drew him downward to her chest. Her breasts were so large, she could have easily sucked them herself if she wanted.

Tim definitely wanted them to himself. He opened his mouth and latched on to the distended nipple. Sucked and rubbed and nibbled as Sydney stroked him ever faster. He lost his rhythm on her snatch but she didn't seem to care, just hummmed and rubbed his head and stroked his cock.

All of them were in a race to the finish where everyone would win.

Courtney was the first to go, her body moving from trembles to shakes to almost a seizure on the pillow as the pleasure finally gripped her clit-first and would not let go. She looked up, face hot red and hair everywhere. Watched the rest of the room.

Taylor soaked in the grunts and groans around her but she didn't look anywhere. Just focused on the man whose pleasure was in her hands. Who held her own ecstasy in his.

Colin's hands on Taylor were inexpert -- not like Tim who knew how to follow her cadence, where to press and how hard and in what way. Taylor had forgotten what it was like to be rubbed by someone who didn't know those things and had to stumble though. But she was so close it hardly mattered and she worked the hard cock in her hands -- Colin's cock. The proper gentleman now in her control and begging her for his release.

Taylor slid her one hand down Colin's shaft and cupped his balls. "Mine," she whispered and leaned in to nip at his ear. "My balls. My cock. My cum."

Colin nodded, almost incomprehensible.

"Say it," Taylor whispered again, slowing her strokes and lightly squeezing his balls to make her point.

"Y... yours," Colin said, "Your cock. Your balls. Your cum."

"Not Courtney's," Taylor said.

"N... not Courtney's. Yours. Taylor's."

"What is?"

"All of... Oh g...!" Colin couldn't even finish his exclamation as his cum suddenly exploded out of his shaft. The first white burst splashed against Taylor's chest. Another. Taylor throttled Colin's cock upward to ensure none of his fertility got near her unprotected pussy. And as she did, she felt her own pleasure overtake her.

*

Tim heard the low, animal grunt that meant Taylor was cumming. His head popped up and he saw Colin wrapped around her. His cock pulsing streams of white on her chest, her neck, her face. Taylor's head thrown back as she writhed through her own, clearly intense, orgasm.

"Ready?" Sydney asked him. Tim looked back at her and she smiled kindly. He nodded. Sydney took her hands off Tim's dick and he felt this sincere sense of loss. Then she took her two immense breasts, one in each hand, and wrapped them around Tim's cock. He almost screamed out his ecstasy right then. She pressed her tit flesh into his hardness. One jerk. Two. Thr....

AHHHHHH! Tim felt his entire body seem to ejaculate its essence. Splash against Sydney's chin and mouth. She looked at him with such love as he painted her. The droplets now running down her chin and onto her amazing tits.

Sydney slowly released Tim from her chest. Let the last bits of his pleasure dribble down onto her boobs. She licked a bit from her face. Tim leaned forward to reach Sydney's pussy and return the favor, but she gently pushed his hand away.

"Oh, I'm fiiiiine," she said and gave him that thousand-decibel smile that seemed to scream of love.

*

Eventually, everyone got off the floor and got dressed. Though it was a little strange and workmanlike after everything that had happened.

Understandably, Tim and Colin declined to shake hands. But it was in a friendly, joking sort of way. Tim did give Courtney a close hug while Taylor squeezed Colin and even gave him a little kiss on the cheek. And then everyone left, leaving Taylor and Tim staring at the living room. Kind of shell-shocked.

"We're getting rid of all of this stuff, right?" Taylor said, gesturing vaguely at the room.

"Hell, I think we need to move," Tim said. They both laughed and Taylor rested her head in the crook of Tim's neck.

"This was..."

"Actually," Tim said, "This was kind of fun. And not at all the horrible, terrible no good disaster I thought it was going to be."

"See. Trust your girlfriend, OK?"

"I will. I do."

"You really enjoyed yourself? You didn't mind that Colin and I?"

"Honestly honey? That was part of the fun for me."

"It really was a good time," Taylor said, "I wonder if they'd do it again?"

"I don't know. I kind of doubt it."

"But you?"

"You know I think I would," Tim said, and was surprised to find that it was true.

*

Colin felt almost chipper as they got in the car. Courtney started the engine and got the heat going but Colin honestly still felt warm from the inside out. The teasing, the sharing -- it had all been so exciting, yet also harmless.

And that end with Taylor was... Beyond words. He just hoped Courtney hadn't heard what he said. He knew Taylor was just playing, but still. Holy fuck that was hotter than he'd even imagined.

He knew he couldn't handle that all the time, though. He was kind of impressed that Tim could, honestly. That kind of stuff was fun but in the end Colin needed someone in his life who he knew loved him and cared for him. That would never be Taylor.

"Did you have fun?" Courtney asked, tentatively.

"Yeah, you know? I really did. That was nice. Being with friends." And Colin smiled. Sat back. For the first time in months he felt truly content. If this was what Courtney had wanted? He was fine with it.

And now that it was over? Even better. They'd had their bit of dirty fun. Taken a few risks. Now they could move on. Settle in. All the things he wanted and more.

"It was great," Courtney said, "I can't wait to do it again!"

Next time: They do it again. New couples! New combinations! And, somehow, things get even crazier.


Love Like a Blue Shell Pt. 03

Welcome to Part 3 of our epic four-part story. A warning in advance, this one adds incest. Not much of a surprise, I'd imagine. At this point I'm pretty sure it's contractually required.

Last time, Taylor cheated on her boyfriend Tim with another dude while he watched. She decided the best way to solve this problem and get their relationship back on track was with more unfaithful fooling around. This time with friends. And it worked! Of course, if something is good the first time, it has to be even better the second time around. Right?

Everyone is over 18.

*****

Tim wasn't sure how it happened, but somehow Taylor got word to Courtney or Courtney called up Taylor and now it was agreed that they were all going to meet up and do it all again.

Tim was shocked. Not at all unhappy. But shocked. Maybe this was their thing now. Some couples brunched or went on vacation together. Maybe they were the couples who played video games and jerked off together. That wasn't so strange was it?

OK, it was bizarre. But it was happening and Tim wasn't complaining about it.

After that night, he and Taylor had run around the apartment fucking like animals for hours. Any piece of furniture that hadn't been touched by their group adventure was now soiled forever by their rampant rutting.

Taylor hadn't just gotten lascivious either - she'd become strangely possessive. "My cock. My balls. My cum. Mine." She'd say it over and over. Bite his ears, his nipples. Make him say it back to her. "Taylor's cock. Taylor's cum. Taylor's only."

It was fucking hot and he loved what it did to her when he said it.

He tried tit fucking her one time but there wasn't really anything there. It felt like he was pressing his dick into Taylor's rib cage, like Courtney grinding herself into the pillow. It wasn't really pleasurable for either of them and they'd moved on.

They talked about everything constantly, as well. Like their whole relationship now rotated completely around what had happened.

Courtney told Taylor that she and Colin were doing the same thing. Well, she didn't say if they were having wild animal sex throughout the house (although Tim assumed they were). But according to Taylor, Courtney and Colin were having similar conversations and even role playing different bits to each other.

"Apparently, she's a bit down that she missed the big blowout," Taylor told him.

"What do you mean? She was right there with the rest of us."

"Yeah but her head was down for most of it. I wonder how she ended up working herself that way."

"She told me that was how it 'worked' for her," Tim said.

"Whatever. You're lucky I'm not so fussy. Anyway, she's definitely hoping to get more involved next time."

So yeah. It was definitely going to happen again and they were like two couples planning a golf weekend in Hilton Head. Only not golf. Though maybe some head? Tim wasn't sure.

Courtney wanted to get back together right away but there were complications. For one, Tim and Taylor really did want to get their place cleaned. Also, there were scheduling complications. Nephews' birthdays and work travel. In the end they agreed to wait a month, till the weekend after Thanksgiving, before hosting a repeat.

Which was fine. Tim needed the rest, really.

*

Finally, the big day arrived. Tim and Taylor were clearly both feeling the pressure. Taylor wouldn't stop cleaning the apartment and Tim just couldn't sit still.

"This is fine, right?" Taylor asked for what seemed like the hundredth time. "I'm fine, you're fine. It's just a bit of fun with our friends."

"Yes," Tim agreed, "Just getting together to play video games and drink. And if other things happen to happen, well, so be it."

Taylor nodded and gave Tim a kiss. What frightened her, actually, was that she really was fine. She thought she was supposed to feel scared or feel dirty, but instead it was no different than any other dinner party she'd attended and that made her feel scared and a little dirty.

"Zach and Zoe are here," Tim said, looking out the apartment window. They shared another nervous look.

This weekend had been a perfect choice except for one problem - Sydney was away visiting her family. That meant it would have just been Tim and Taylor with Courtney and Colin. Taylor had been fine with that, but Courtney had insisted that having only the two couples wouldn't be any fun. "Why don't we just swap partners at that point?" she'd said. So Taylor had scrambled and come up with Zach and Zoe.

Zach had been the third musketeer in college. He, Tim, and Colin had all met their Freshman year in the dorms. Courtney and then finally Taylor had joined the group afterwards and they had been almost inseparable for four years.

While Tim and Taylor had stayed close with Colin and Courtney, they'd all drifted away from Zach. Part of it was, they were coupled and he wasn't. Then he got serious with Zoe, of all people, and that only made things worse. The five friends weren't estranged. They saw each other maybe three times a year. But compared to what they had been, it felt like a loss.

Taylor opened the door and gave Zach a tight hug. He had always been tall, but Taylor didn't remember him towering over her this much. He'd changed in a lot of other ways, actually. Zach had let his beard grow out a bit and he'd switched to contacts. He was wearing khakis and a long sleeve button down, pretty different than the guy who'd tried to wear a t-shirt and jeans to Colin and Courtney's wedding.

But all those positives were wiped out by the tight smile Zach gave Taylor as she said hello. Almost a grimace. Taylor had always known Zach to be warm and jocular. He wasn't a clown - he was just naturally funny. Zach answered the world with a bright smile. Today though, he looked almost morose.

Zoe walked in after him, gave Taylor a limp hug and a cold kiss on the cheek. Zoe was almost as tall as Zach. She had on jeans and a yellow sweater, looking very preppy. She'd grown her black, poker straight hair out long, almost lower than her shoulders. It made Taylor wonder if maybe something more was going on than the two of them were telling. Either getting closer or spinning apart.

She hoped it was the latter. Zoe was fine. She was nice enough. But she just didn't seem to fit with Zach and it made Taylor sad that he couldn't see that. Not for the first time, Taylor wondered if they'd done the right thing in inviting Zach and Zoe to the party.

"Colin just called," Tim whispered in Taylor's ear, "Apparently they're bringing a third."

"Who?"

"You don't want to know."

*

"You did WHAT?!" Courtney was clearly upset, swerving across lanes as she rocketed down the overcrowded Mass Pike.

"It's not my fault," Colin said, "she overheard me talking about a Mario Kart tournament with Zach and she got upset that she wasn't invited."

"So, you invited your little sister to a sex party," Courtney said. She honked at someone as she cut them off. Colin was having trouble watching the road. He knew she'd been looking forward to this - it was all Courtney had talked about since the last game. As the big day got closer she seemed to obsess over it more and more.

But her utter devastation at the news seemed to be nowhere near appropriate based on what was, at best, a minor obstacle. Worst was, they'd just do a normal Mario Kart party this time around and then do sexy stuff the next time.

"We already waited a whole month," Courtney said.

"Look," Colin said, "You know how Paige is. She'd just badger me and badger me until we had to take her. Or worse, make my parents force us. It's fine. It'll be fine."

"You always did have a weird relationship with her."

"It's not weird. We're just close. You weren't friends with your siblings?"

"I never invited my younger sister to a sex party. No."

Colin sighed. After that weekend it had seemed so easy - they'd all just get together and do it again. But then the complications kept piling up. They took forever to pick a date, but then Sydney couldn't make it. In response, Taylor had apparently insisted that they needed more people, so they'd invited Zach and Zoe. Colin was excited to see Zach - though maybe not in this way, exactly - but his girlfriend was a fucking pill.

But, whatever, it had all still been workable until his kid sister, Paige, heard the words "Mario Kart tournament" and insisted that she be invited. He'd never seen a 20-year-old girl whine like that before. At least Paige had agreed to take her own car to Tim's. How else was he and Courtney to - once again - argue their whole way over to the apartment?

"Look," Colin said, "We'll make it work. She's a big girl. If Paige wants to, I don't know, tickle Tim's taint while Zoe cradles his balls or whatever, that's her problem."

Courtney laughed and looked up, smiling. "I'm sorry. I don't know why I'm so worked up about this. Last time was fun and I'm sure this will be, too. But maybe we can convince Paige to leave after the drinking round."

"Sure," Colin said. Though somehow he doubted it.

*

With seven people in the apartment, Taylor realized she had a bit of a problem. For one thing, they were way short of seating. Everything felt a little too small - she kept bumping into people or bumping into other things trying to avoid the people. And all that body heat was making the place feel a little too warm.

Or maybe that was her nerves.

More importantly, however, the numbers put a serious crimp in her Mario Kart planning. Taylor had set up perfectly for six. The seventh really seemed to unbalance things for some reason. She'd honestly considered racing out to Best Buy to get a second Switch, but Tim talked her out of it.

"So what," Paige said, "We just race each other and whoever loses, drinks?"

"Something like that," Taylor said. Colin's sister was cute, Taylor had to admit. The girl was slightly taller than her and had the tomboy kid sister thing down. She was wearing jeans and a t-shirt with Mario on it - dressed for the occasion, no doubt. She had her long brown hair pulled back into a tight ponytail. Lips all pink and shiny with sparkly gloss.

Taylor could see Colin's face in Paige. His big brown eyes especially. They seemed to smile the same way, as well. It would have been easy to resent the girl, she'd basically invited herself, but Paige was so perky and bright, Taylor couldn't help but enjoy her company.

"Cool!" Paige said, "Can I help you set up? Or I could pour drinks. I'm usually the bartender at our sorority parties."

Of course she was. Taylor showed her where they kept the alcohol and Paige set right to work. Taylor looked around and saw that people were already getting a little sloppy and they hadn't even set up the Switch yet. It was probably the tension, she reflected. Drunk was always better than terrified.

*

Tim was two drinks in and feeling no pain. He and Zach had found a quiet (well, quieter) corner and were talking about work stuff.

"The job's fucking killing me, man," Zach said, "Killing me. All the politics and the bullshit. It's like, I'm 24 and I'm already thinking about retiring."

"Can't you just quit?" Tim asked, "There have to be hundreds of advertising agencies in Boston."

"They're all the same, man. It just sucks. I keep thinking about what really makes me happy and this isn't it."

"Have you talked to Zoe about it?"

"Yeah," Zach said, "She keeps telling me things are going to get better, but, I don't know."

"You guys are OK otherwise?"

"Yeah, man. I guess. How are you and Taylor?"

Tim laughed a little. "Things are definitely interesting."

Zach cocked his head.

"Just you wait."

*

It was like wrangling cats, but Taylor was finally able to get everyone in front of the TV. She claimed her usual lounge chair. Tim, Courtney, and Zach took the couch. They'd moved the two kitchen chairs over to the living room so Zoe and Paige sat there. Poor Colin, again, found himself sitting on the floor.

"OK people," Taylor said, "Here's how it's going to work this time."

"Take it off!" Tim shouted. Zoe looked over at him and glared, while Taylor, Colin, and Courtney shared knowing grins.

"In any case," Taylor said, "we're going to start with heats to determine seeding. So we'll do races in groups of four until someone gets four wins. That person earns a bye - an automatic win in the next round."

"That seems like a lot to follow," Paige said.

"Don't worry, it'll make sense as we go along."

"And whoever loses, drinks?" Zach asked.

"Sure," Taylor said, "Or something."

"I can't believe we're sitting around playing video games," Zoe said, "I mean, we're in our twenties for God's sake."

"You'd prefer a whine and cheese party, I suppose?" Tim asked. The room laughed. Zoe turned a little red then sunk back in her seat.

*

Tim looked around the room. He'd been heartbroken when Sydney dropped out, though she promised she'd join them the next time. They'd been texting quite a bit lately, actually. Nothing inappropriate, just the usual "hi," "jk," "lol." But Tim still made sure to keep his phone away from Taylor, in case.

Still, even without the stupendous blonde, Tim had to admit that the room was pretty damn attractive. With Colin's sister Paige and Zoe there, Tim assumed things would be tamped down, especially compared to the last time. But he still appreciated the possibilities.

Taylor was Taylor of course. She looked especially good in her silky, black sleeveless blouse and grey slacks. Courtney also looked like she'd dressed up a little more than last time. She had on a purple, long sleeve shirt under a dark grey sweater and a black skirt. And stockings! That was exciting.

Tim wasn't much of a Zoe fan, but he had to admit she was striking. Tall and thin, Zoe had an almost model body, prominent in all the right places. Her nose was maybe a bit big, and that constant frown did nothing for her, but Tim wasn't going to complain if he got to see more.

As for Colin's sister, Paige, well, she was Colin's kid sister. But Tim had to admit the girl was super cute. Very pretty. OK, Tim conceded, she was a totally fuckable coed, with good-sized breasts already poking out of her t-shirt and a tight, little bottom. The fact that Tim wasn't supposed to be looking only made things worse.

Tim hoped Colin was too distracted staring at Taylor to notice. And that was the point they'd reached, Tim realized, where he was hoping his married friend was checking out his girlfriend. They were all going to need so much therapy in their thirties.

*

The first race was Courtney, Taylor, Tim, and Zoe. Tim went back to Yoshi and Courtney took Dry Bones again. Zoe, shocker, chose Princess Peach. Taylor then made a big deal about how she'd been betrayed the last time by Donkey Kong and, seemingly at random, selected Wario

Actually, though, this was all part of her plan. Taylor had learned something from watching Sydney: if she slow played early, she could take everyone by surprise when things really mattered. Taylor knew she could get comfortable with the new character in the first few rounds (Wario was well-rated online. Yes, she'd done research) and then be ready to go once the clothes started coming off.

After a few weeks of rampant fucking, Tim and Taylor had both slowed down as the big day came near, like saving room for a big feast. The combination of the steady diet of sex and then going cold turkey for a week had Taylor edgy as fuck. Desperate to just dive off into a sea of dick. kid-sister Paige and cold-water Zoe be damned.

But first, Taylor was going to let a few slip past her. So she trundled along happily, coming in third. Zoe finished well behind her. But the big surprise was that Courtney took first, and fairly easily at that.

"I'll go pour shots," Colin said.

"Fuck that," Courtney said, "I want socks."

"Wait, what?" Zoe looked confused, "I thought we were playing for drinks."

"Taylor said it could be whatever we want and I've already done enough drinking."

As if this was the most normal request in the world, Tim pulled off one of his socks and so did Taylor. Zoe, seeing that the rest of the room was so calm about this, reached down and did the same.

"Well this is weird," Taylor heard Paige whisper. Oh honey, if you only knew.

*

Round and round they went, chasing each other around the track and discarding socks, belts, and outer layers as they went. After five races, most everyone was barefoot, except for Courtney who had kept her stockings at the cost of her sweater and a belt. Taylor was in similar shape, but her lack of layers meant the next time she lost, she'd be showing skin.

Tim was almost shocked at how Taylor was racing so far - she'd yet to win even one. Tim was certain Taylor would buckle down on this next race, lest she lose her shirt.

Taylor did seem to put in an extra effort, but the dreaded blue shell showed up again and so Tim was able to take the win. Colin took off his belt and handed it over without a word. Zoe started reaching for her belt, as well. But then Taylor simply shed her satin, black shirt, revealing a bright blue bra that barely covered her tiny tits.

Taylor tossed her shirt at Tim, then took a little bow. As if in concert, the two kitchen chairs shrieked against the hardwood floors. Zoe and Paige both leapt up. Zoe grabbed Zach. Paige grabbed Colin.

The rest of the room just stared as the boys were dragged away.

*

Paige pulled Colin into the bathroom and shut the door behind them. They could hear Zach and Zoe arguing in the next room.

"What the hell is going on here?" Paige asked. "Seriously."

Colin sat down on the edge of the tub. "I tried to warn you."

"You said you guys were playing Mario Kart. Not... whatever the heck this is."

"It's Mario Kart," Colin said.

"Then why is Tim's fiancee topless in there?"

"They're not engaged."

"Fine. Why are you and your wife getting naked in there?" Paige asked. She started pacing.

"It's just socks," Colin said, almost pleading. Paige just fixed him with a stare. "It's... Look, it's complicated OK? Courtney and I..."

"I knew it," Paige said, and banged her fist on the sink, "You're too nice, Colin. You think it's your job to protect everyone and it's not. If she did something to hurt you..."

"No. She didn't. Besides, it's none of your business. No one made you come here. In fact it was really obviously the other way around. Your car is here. You can leave when you're ready."

Colin walked out of the bathroom, leaving Paige behind. As he walked back to the living room, he saw that the door to the bedroom was open. Taylor was talking to Zach and Zoe.

"So it really is just fun," Taylor said, "I mean, we have to play for something, right? And this is safer than alcohol and probably a lot better for our friendships than playing for cash."

Zach and Zoe both leaned back on the bed. Neither seemed able to move their eyes away from Taylor's chest. Colin smiled to himself.

"Can you at least, like, put those things away while you're talking to us?" Zoe asked.

"Nope, I lost my shirt fair and square."

"I don't know, babe, it kind of sounds like fun to me," Zach said, "I mean, it's just clothes. No one's, like, giving each other a blowjob or whatever."

"It's just so immature," Zoe said, like it was the worst pronouncement she could make.

"Look," Zach said, his eyes not moving from Taylor's bosom, "I want to spend time with my friends. If you want to go, whatever. I'll get a ride home from someone else."

Zoe seemed to think about it, then came to a decision. "No. Whatever. It's fine. But you're going to make this up to me."



Zach shrugged as if to say, yeah, well, what else is new?

*

Tim was surprised as everyone returned to their seats. He thought for sure he was losing at least Zoe and Paige. Instead, well, things were about to get interesting.

Courtney won the next race which meant that she was now tied with Tim for the lead at two wins apiece. Paige and Zach undid their belts, and Zoe lifted off her preppy little sweater. It revealed nothing, just a white dress shirt. Yet it seemed monumental in the moment.

After all the arguing, with the threat of real nudity was on the table now, Tim expected the room to get somber. Instead everything seemed to lighten. People started laughing, teasing. It felt like a real game again. And slowly, the clothes began to slip away. Tim stopped really paying attention as the races ran by and just watched the girls got naked.

First Courtney slid off her stockings. She did it slow, like a striptease, rolling down the sheer material to reveal her pink, freckly legs. Then Paige lost her shirt and did the same, though it was a bit less sexy what with her wearing a Super Mario t-shirt. Paige might have been the youngest - she was only 20, Tim remembered - but she looked like she could easily have the largest breasts in the room.

Then Zoe unbuttoned her shirt and showed off a nice, conservative cut black bra. Her breasts were a little small for her build, so probably about as big as Paige's.

Taylor took off her pants next and Tim noticed the boys all staring at his girlfriend's perfect, heart-shaped ass. Courtney lost her top soon after. She seemed to be wearing the same green bra as last time - for good luck, perhaps?

Tim was enjoying the women so much, he almost forgot he was supposed to be racing. That lack of attention cost Tim his slim lead, along with his shirt and pants. At this point he was almost more comfortable sitting around in only his boxers, anyway.

Colin quickly joined Tim in underwear-hood, as did Zach. Tim didn't want to focus on his friend's physique too much, but he couldn't help but notice that Zach looked way more toned than he had back in college. Zach was a big guy and while he wasn't fat, he hadn't exactly stayed in shape either. Now though, Zach looked like someone who spent time at the gym. The other girls seemed to appreciate Zach's new body, as well. For the first time ever, Tim thought maybe he should start working out.

Tim heard his phone buzzing so he reached down to pick it up. There was a text from Sydney waiting for him. He quickly covered the screen and looked.

Syd: Hey, how's the party going?

Tim looked around the room and smiled. The beautiful blonde said more in text than she ever did when speaking. It was nice, actually, like getting to share a secret part of her.

Tim: Doing OK. Everyone misses you, though

Syd: Yeah sure.

Tim: No one here as beautiful as you

Syd: Not even Taylor?

Tim looked over at his girlfriend. She was focused on her race and didn't see him staring.

Tim: No.

Syd: You're sweet. I'll be there next time, I promise.

Tim: K

She didn't write anything more. He put the phone down. Then he heard it buzz.

Syd: I miss you.

Tim smiled. He wrote back that he missed her too and then deleted the whole conversation. He wanted to read that "miss you" over and over, but he knew it was safer this way.

When he finished texting, Tim realized it was time for what had become his favorite part of the game: the point where the girls had to decide whether to take off their bra or remove their pants. Either way, Tim thought, he was a winner.

It all happened in one race. Taylor took her first win, preserving her privates for another day, but Courtney, Zoe, and Paige all lost. Paige took off her jeans first, revealing plain white underwear that was very sexy in its simplicity. She smiled widely as she sat back down, clearly having more fun than she was supposed to.

Courtney shucked her skirt next. Tim wasn't surprised to see that her green panties had returned, as well. She saw him looking and gave him a little smile.

Zoe, however, was a bit of a surprise. She slid her pants off and revealed a dark black thong. She gestured to the room as if to say 'happy now?' which of course everyone was. Even better, Tim noticed a bit of wet patch at Zoe's center. All this time she was pretending to be offended, yet there it was for all to see. Zoe was just as "immature" as everyone else.

"Yeah, yeah, yeah," she said and flopped back down into her seat.

By that point, Colin and Zach had both collected three wins. If either won their next race, they'd take the first round. Sure enough, Zach took the flag and the number one seed. With everyone now in underwear only, it was time to move on to far more exciting competition.

*

The group took a bathroom/drinking break while Taylor figured out the next round of racing. Colin leaned against the kitchen counter - mostly so he could drink and listen in on other conversations.

"Yes," Zoe said to Taylor, "I have to admit I'm having fun."

"You look really good," Courtney said to Zach, "Have you been working out?"

Colin felt a little uncomfortable watching his naked wife flirt with his naked friend. But then, wasn't he enjoying the view of Taylor just as much? The lithe brunette was amazing. Her body just seemed built for sex somehow. Colin kept thinking back to a month before ("Mine. Mine only."). He couldn't help but desire a repeat.

Then there was Zoe - he'd never liked the girl, but he had to admit she was pretty hot. Tall with defined calves and a flat stomach. Eye-catching breasts and bottom. He imagined her glaring at him while she stroked him off. Well Colin could kind of see the attraction in that.

And of course, Courtney was there, too. His wife looked good in her lucky green underwear. He still wanted her - wanted to be with her. But she seemed to be having so much fun, Colin was starting to wonder if she'd ever want to stop.

"Hey bro."

Colin looked up and saw Paige standing on the other side of the counter. He'd been trying to avoid looking at her all this time, yet there she was. Her eyes, big and brown. Her breasts, even bigger. Her perfect fucking bottom. Holy fuck. Colin had seen Paige in a bikini just that past summer but somehow this was so much more.

Colin tried to control himself. There was nothing wrong, inherently, with recognizing Paige was attractive. But Colin couldn't help but feel like he was doing something wrong. That was the real reason he was behind the counter. Every time he looked at his sister, he felt his cock jump a mile high. At this rate, it'd be six feet long by the end of the night. And he knew exactly where it was aiming. Dammit.

So Colin tried to focus on anything else but his little sis. Except here she was, staring right at him.

"Dude," she repeated, "Hello."

"Huh? Oh sorry," Colin said, "Lost in thought."

"Yeah, I'll bet. So now that I have your attention I'll ask again, what happens now?"

"Well, we keep racing and people start getting, y'know, naked. Well, naked-er, I guess."

"And what happens after that?"

"This is weird right?" Colin asked, "This is totally weird. I'm sorry. I never should have brought you here. I should have knocked you unconscious and run off before you woke up again."

"It's OK. I know you can't tell me no, Col. I was practically planning on that. So what happens after everyone is naked?"

"Well last time there were, ummm, favors."

Paige looked at him very seriously then. Like trying to read his mind.

"You don't have to do them or anything. I mean, I'm sure you and I wouldn't have to. You know."

"It's OK, big bro," Paige said, "But you sure do invite me to strange parties." As she walked away, God help him, Colin couldn't help but stare at his sister's amazing ass.

*

Taylor managed to get everyone's attention. She was back to doing her mostly-naked monologues. It really was much easier to get everyone's attention this way. Though Taylor had trouble focusing herself.

Zach's nearly bare body was quite the distraction. Whatever else Zoe was doing to that poor boy, she deserved credit for getting him to look like that. And of course it was nice to see Colin's goodies once again. With nearly-naked Tim out there as well, Taylor certainly wasn't spoiled for options.

Ahem.

"Here's how it works," she said, "Everyone is split into two groups based on how they finished. Group A is Zach, Courtney, and me. Group B is Colin, Tim, Zoe, and Paige. Everyone plays everyone in their group twice, plus the group of three will get a wild card from the other group to make it even. Because Zach has the best record, though, he doesn't have to deal with the wild cards - they just count as wins for him."

"This is really getting involved," Zach said.

"I know," Courtney said, "It's totally awesome, right?"

"If you beat someone who is clothed," Taylor said, "they just lose a piece of clothing. If they're naked, however, the winner can request a favor."

"So I can make Courtney do my... dishes?" Zach asked. The room broke into laughter. There was the old friend Taylor remembered! Who knew that taking off his clothes would get Zach to comeout of his shell.

"A favor within reason people," Taylor said, "Play nice."

She got a few scattered boos for that one. Play nice was not exactly the most limiting of rules, though, really. She assumed the party wouldn't go much farther than the previous one. Especially with the two newcomers and Colin's younger sister there. She didn't imagine either sibling wanted to see the other do much of anything.

Some innocent rubbing, mostly of themselves, and nothing more. Would someone go to oral? Maybe? Taylor just couldn't see it. So just some harmless exhibitionism, mostly. At most. That was plenty to feed her and Tim's bedroom fantasies without putting any relationships at risk. And really that was all anyone wanted.

*

The first race was Courtney and Zach. Because they were 'paired' in the race - and with everything else going on - Taylor couldn't help but imagine them, for a moment, as a couple. They would definitely be strange together and not just because Zach was nearly a full foot taller than Colin's auburn-haired spouse.

Courtney was so serious all the time and Zach, at least the Zach that Taylor remembered, was so jocular. Courtney worried about, well, almost everything. Nothing seemed to bother Zach, sometimes to a fault. If they got together, they'd probably murder each other, Taylor decided.

Zach's byes gave him a huge lead out of the gate- if he won here he'd have three wins banked before the races even started. Fortunately, Courtney beat him easily. Even more fortunately, Taylor thought almost giddily, that meant Zach's dong would be the first to come out.

Taylor waited for Zoe to say something. The whole room paused, but the statuesque, woman just smiled and gestured for Zach to get on with it. He dropped his boxer briefs and, to Taylor's delight, his erection popped right out.

He was long, longer than either Colin or Tim, but thinner than both. A tuft of brown hair surrounded everything. It was a nice dick, Taylor thought, proportional. She wondered what it might be like to try it some time.

Damn, this is getting out of control.

Zoe and Paige went next. They were from the other group and Taylor didn't think she'd be taking on either of them at the end. Plus it was girl/girl so Taylor didn't care nearly as much. Paige won and Zoe stepped out of her very skimpy panties. Her bush was trimmed down to a dark stripe, Taylor noticed. How very mature.

Now it was Taylor's turn. She had the wild card, which meant she was facing someone from the other group - in this case Colin. She'd been hanging back for this moment. Sydney had taught her well. Meanwhile, Taylor had figured out Wario who was tough on the corners but hella fast. Taylor was able to use that to her advantage and took the race, easily.

"Was wondering when the real Taylor would show up," Colin said. He seemed legitimately excited for her to do well, even though he'd lost. Always the gentleman, Colin, Taylor smirked - unless he was begging for her to make him cum.

Colin took off his boxer briefs and his penis flopped out. He too looked pretty hard, Taylor thought. She noticed he kept looking over at Paige, nervously. This had to be mortifying for him, Taylor thought.

For the last race, Colin had to go again - this time against Tim because of the wild card. It was still early, but the race had super high stakes. If Tim lost, then all the cocks would be accounted for. Taylor wanted to see her boyfriend come out and measure up, as well. The other girls had playfully oohed and ahhed at the other shlongs and competitive Taylor knew that her boy had the best.

On the other hand, if Tim won, then they would be up to the first favor since Colin was now completely naked. Taylor didn't think her boyfriend would pick anything risque, but still. She was earnest to see what would happen.

It was close, but Tim got lucky with weapons and took Colin out. Tim got to keep his underwear. He smiled wickedly.

"Colin, I order you to... take off Courtney's bra."

"Whoa, he can't do that!" Paige cried. But Taylor had seen this play out all before. She just nodded and agreed that Tim, indeed, could. Apparently she wasn't the only one who'd learned from past encounters. Courtney certainly wasn't complaining. Colin went over and deftly snapped open his young wife's bra. Courtney's pink, freckled tits bounced joyfully at their release.

Taylor had gotten over her own lack of assets but, seriously, why did everyone have to have bigger breasts than her?

"It's not fair," Paige said, still pouting.

"When you win you can make someone take off Tim's boxers," Taylor said.

"Good point," Paige said and smiled, clearly placated about the whole thing.

*

Tim knew it was coming. He was matched up against Paige the next round, who clearly didn't like how Tim had distributed his favor. She seemed particularly driven to take him down and sure enough, she did.

Tim was the last boy to take out his member and he got a nice bit of appreciation from all the girls, including a thumbs up from both Courtney and Taylor. It was all very gratifying.

The next race was Zach against Taylor which, Tim reflected, should have made him nervous. But by now it was old hat. If anything, he found he was anxious for things to move on. He'd seen most of these people naked and while the new players intrigued him, he anticipated far more interesting things were on the way.

Taylor took the race and asked for a kiss. Zach leaned over to reach her cheek but Taylor quickly corrected him.

"A real one," she said. Zach pressed his lips to hers - it was a little funny seeing him bend over to kiss her. Tim looked over at Zoe, but she looked rather dispassionate about it. She just smiled at Tim and shrugged.

Tim was beyond beating himself up over this. He thought it was hot watching Taylor kiss Zach, especially since she would be back in his own bed that night. Besides, Taylor had once again escalated the action with everyone else. Tim could hardly complain about that.

While the room recovered from watching Zoe's boyfriend kiss Tim's girlfriend (and it was no little peck on the lips, either, Tim could have sworn he saw Taylor's little tongue slip out of her mouth) Colin crushed Zoe. The tall, dark-haired woman didn't wait for Colin to say anything, she just quickly stripped off her bra.

As Tim had thought, Zoe had good-sized tits. Maybe a bit small for her body, but still lovely and pale like the rest of her, with the lightest of light-pink nipples. If there was any doubt, Zoe's breasts showed she was quite aroused. The little nubbins pointing proudly forward.

Since she'd done so during the kiss, Tim gave Zoe a little smile and a shrug. He was shocked when she smiled back, and squeezed her boob at him. They both laughed.

The last race of the round was Courtney's wild card. They picked randomly again and Tim got the honors. Luck stayed on his side and Courtney spent most of the race mired in fifth. Before it was even over, Courtney jumped up and started to slide down her panties, but Tim stopped her.

He got down on his knees and reached for her waistband. Then slowly he dragged the green briefs down, careful to nudge her sex with his nose. Courtney was still clean shaven, though Tim was surprised to see a bit of auburn stubble starting to show. Courtney smelled sweet and tangy. Maybe a bit headier than Taylor, though certainly quite pleasant. Tim thought about taking a quick taste before he stopped himself. As always, go too far now, you might lose the chance to go even farther, later on.

Instead Tim just breathed lightly on Courtney's intimate folds and was gratified when she gave a little shiver. The whole room seemed to exhale along with her.

Tim looked around the room, expecting some recriminations, but Colin gave him a little cheer and Taylor showed him the thumbs up. Instead it was Paige that was now staring Tim down. He couldn't imagine why, though. It seemed he'd made an enemy of Colin's cute little sister, though he couldn't imagine why.

*

Taylor watched her boyfriend strip Courtney's panties and was amazed at how much of a player he'd become. Where was the shy, nervous fellow from the first game months ago? This Tim was confident, sexy. Taylor couldn't wait to take her new Tim to bed.

Once again, Taylor had to admit that she was having fun. It seemed the rest of the room was, as well. Even Zoe and Paige - though Colin's little sis seemed less than pleased with how Tim chose to play the game.

Still, Taylor amazed at how something that should have destroyed her relationship had made it stronger. How it had taken her and Tim and made them better. She pictured writing the article for Cosmo: "How to fix your relationship and improve your sex life by cheating on your boyfriend!" She doubted that one would make it past the editors.

They were in a weird spot, game-wise: Zoe, Tim, Colin, and Zach were all completely naked. But Taylor and Paige both had their bra and panties on, which in this group felt almost like being completely clothed. As much as she enjoyed having a lead, Taylor was really hoping that things would keep moving and that meant she would have to get naked soon. The way both Colin and Zach had already been eyeing her, Taylor was pretty OK with that idea, anyway.

The group decided that since Zach got an automatic win for his wild card, he could demand a favor of anyone in that moment. To Taylor's delight, he smiled and gestured for her to remove her bra, which she happily did. Her little breasts did their best to bounce like the other girls' had, which wasn't all that much, sadly. The boys all seemed appreciative, however.

Next she had a race against Courtney. Taylor knew she could take down Colin's wife, but decided that her own nudity was worth sacrificing for the greater good in this case. So she missed a few easy turns and then 'reluctantly' stripped off her undies.

Taylor's only regret was that no one pulled them off the way Tim had done. However, that would have been Courtney's job and Taylor wasn't really feeling that. So now the only person in clothing was Paige, and even the 20-year-old could feel the conspiracy growing against her.

No surprise - when Tim beat Zoe, he told her to remove Paige's bra. At this point, the coed brunette didn't even complain. She just raised her arms to give Zoe easier access. The taller woman reached down and snapped Paige's bra off in one shot, revealing the girl's ample globes.

She was the youngest there, but her breasts were clearly the biggest. The guys all smiled at her, even Colin, but all Paige did was blush and quickly cover herself with her arms. She had to move, though, because she was racing her brother next.



*

Colin tried not to appreciate his little sister's chest, but it was definitely not little. Paige didn't have breasts or tits. This was a fucking rack - she was stacked - and Colin felt his cock grow even harder, somehow.

Paige still had her hair up in a ponytail. Her lip gloss shone perfect pink. There was this innocence about her that Colin couldn't shake. And yet her boobs were just hanging out there. Her nipples looked pencil-sharp, and her pussy was next to come out.

All Colin had to do was win. And he felt that the room was behind him. After all, Paige was the last to lose her clothes. Once everyone was naked, who knew where things would go? He looked back at Paige's perfect face. Her big brown eyes wide, almost pleading. She uncrossed her arms, shyly, to take the controller.

"Strip that sis! Strip that sis!" Even Zoe was cheering it. But Paige just looked... nervous. Colin smiled warmly.

"I've got you," he said and rubbed her arm. He was so careful not to brush Paige's massive boob, of course he ended up doing it. But she didn't seem to notice.

"It's fine," Paige said, "It's fun. I just... Not you. Not now."

Colin smiled and tousled his sister's hair. He took the first turn wrong and then ate a sand dune on the second lap. Paige might have won anyway- she drove well - but Colin made sure she did it with ease.

"Darn," he said, perhaps a bit too excitedly. Everyone groaned. They wanted Paige naked. And what kind of favor, exactly, was a sister going to force her brother to do anyway? Nothing all that exciting.

"I want a kiss," Paige said, then whispered, "a real one."

Colin paused, then bent down and put his lips on Paige's. He expected it to be dry, awkward, more than a little weird. But as their mouths touched, Colin felt a little tingle travel across his lips and explode all over his body. Shivers down his back, his arms, his legs. Paige made a little sigh, then kissed back harder. He felt his sister's tongue tease at his lips. He almost thought about letting it in, but then he stopped.

Colin looked around the room, feeling guilty and a little dazed. He expected everyone to look grossed out, but instead they all smiled and clapped.

"Nice kiss," Taylor said. Courtney cocked her eyebrow. Colin shrugged.

This was becoming a problem.

*

Once again, Tim appraised the room. Everyone was now naked, except for Paige in a pair of white panties that were rapidly turning not white. They were more than halfway through - everyone had played each other in their group once, and the standings were tight.

Tim, through some luck and (he would admit later) a little bit of practice, found himself all alone in first with three wins. Zach, Courtney, Taylor, and Paige had two wins each. Zach's, however, were from his two byes earned in the previous round. And everyone agreed that one of Paige's wins was fairly fraudulent, since her brother had taken a dive for her.

That brother, Colin, was near last with one measly win. But that was still better than Zoe who had flat zero. Bagel. Donut.

"OK, I get it," Zoe said, interrupting Tim's report. "I suck at Mario Kart. Happy?"

"I'm sure she's good at other things," Courtney said.

"You better believe it," Zach said, "Wait. Was that TMI?"

"We're all sitting in a living room naked," Zoe said, "I think TMI is AWOL. Besides, I need the ego boost."

Zoe was up against Paige and, in a bit of an upset, the tall woman won. Paige quickly shed her underwear and slinked off to the side of the room. Tim noticed the girl had a good bit of brown hair around a very pink, clean puss. Again, he reflected on how attractive Paige was, though he was pretty sure he wouldn't be enjoying any of it.

This meant the last races were down to favors. Tim imagined that, like last time, there'd be a lot more showing than sharing. He knew Courtney and Taylor would want to do some stuff. And Paige was unattached so chances were good that she'd be more willing to play around.

Zoe was a bit of a mystery, though. At times, she almost seemed to be enjoying herself. Would she take the opportunity to have some illicit enjoyment? Would Zach let it go that far? That was the other unknown, how far would everyone's significant others be willing to take things?

Zach and Zoe had seemed pretty distant from each other the whole game. But if it got serious, would Zach be willing to give and take? Colin had been pretty loose with things last time, but how would he feel if his girlfriend gave it to something other than a pillow? And while Tim was more than happy for Taylor to fool around - found that he enjoyed it actually - he had to wonder about his own limits. How far was too far? Tim kept looking for road signs and saw nothing but horizon.

Tim was up against Colin next, and so one of them would be doing something to someone. With the win, Tim could basically seal his way to the finals. He wouldn't be completely uncatchable, but it was close enough. He started to think about how he'd play it out if he won. Who he wanted to pair with. Who he'd want for himself. Surprisingly, he found himself thinking about Zoe.

With his mind racing about other things, Tim lost the race. Maybe this was the lack of 'killer instinct' that Taylor was always complaining about. He hoped Colin would be generous with his punishment.

Colin spent a good amount of time looking from girl to girl. Then finally he shrugged and pointed to Zoe. "Show her." Zoe looked confused, but Tim just shrugged. He grabbed her hand and lead her back to his bedroom.

"Three minutes!" Taylor called after them, "Not to completion."

"Tim'll probably go twice in that time," Zach said and snickered.

"And how, exactly, would you know that, hm?" Courtney asked. Zach stopped laughing.

*

Back in the bedroom, Tim turned down the light a little and then climbed up on the bed. Zoe sat across from him. She really was quite attractive, Tim thought to himself. It was just she was busy frowning all the time so it was hard to notice.

"If this is to show me your comic book collection..."

"Fuck, Zoe, why do you have to be such a bitch all the time?" Tim said, the words tumbling out of him all at once, "You seem like a great girl. Really smart and super attractive. I don't know why you feel the need to be so... awful."

Tim hadn't intended to say any of it. He sat back, almost shocked at himself. Braced for the blowback.

Zoe, though, didn't do anything. They just sat there in silence. Finally, Zoe put her head down and sighed. Spoke to the bedspread "I'm sorry. I'm just in a crappy mood. I wasn't expecting all this. With everyone and Zach. And you."

"You've seemed OK to me. Even caught you smiling a few times."

"I know. I really am having fun. Only I don't think I'm supposed to be having fun and it's got me twisted up inside."

"I know exactly what you mean," Tim said.

"OK, so what do you have to show me?"

Tim reached down and took his cock in hand. The argument with Zoe had shrunk him up some, but seeing her now was enough. Her breasts hung tantalizingly just an arm's length away. Her legs hung open, so comfortable showing her snatch. Tim started to slowly stroke.

"Oh," Zoe said, suddenly watching him intently, "Oh my."

Tim just kind of tilted his head. He took his time. Savored.

"Should I...?" Zoe asked and sort of reached down at her snatch.

"He said 'show her.' He didn't say anything about showing me."

"Oh. OK," Zoe seemed almost disappointed. "You, ummmm, you have a nice cock. Really thick."

"That's time guys!" Taylor called from the living room. Tim hadn't gotten into much of a rhythm so it was easy enough just to stop. He took Zoe's hand and was surprised when she squeezed him back. It made him want to be brave one more time.

"It seems to me that we have plenty of time to be old," he said as they started to walk out of the room together, "The rest of our lives, really. So why not stay young for as long as you can?"

Zoe nodded. "Yeah - I'm starting to see that."

*

When they came back, everyone teased Tim and Zoe about what might have just happened in the bedroom. Taylor could tell that they hadn't done much. She decided, once again, she should try to push things forward a bit more. After all, how could you get anywhere if you only stood still?

Taylor's next race was another wild card. The luck gods selected Paige, which was a tough matchup. Still, Taylor could tell that Colin's little sister wasn't taking her as seriously as she should. Paige was still expecting round 1 Taylor, and not the new, dangerous playing-to-win Taylor. I really need to thank Sydney, Taylor thought to herself.

After Taylor took the win, Paige seemed disappointed, but not too disappointed. As the only single girl there, Taylor knew the cute coed had to be thinking about having a little fun. Now it was just a matter of picking who to pair her with.

Obviously, all kissing aside, Taylor couldn't put Paige with her older brother. That meant Zach or Tim and that was an easy choice. What kind of girlfriend would she be if she didn't throw a hot piece of college ass Tim's way every now and again?

"Teach him," Taylor said, pointing at Tim. Both newly partnered players looked confused.

"Look guys," Zoe said. "We're all naked, we're all fooling around. Speaking in code like this is just dumb." Zoe of all people! You could have knocked Taylor over with a flaccid dick.

"It's immature," Colin said.

"Agreed," Zoe said. "Just say what you want. No one is going to judge you. Trust me. Taylor, if you want Tim to stuff a lubed-up banana in Paige's ass and then play the banjo while she sucks him off then just say so."

"That isn't what you want is it?" Tim asked.

"No," Taylor said, "But it's a good idea for the next round. Paige, show Tim how you get off, then have him do it for you."

"To, ummm, completion?" Paige asked. Zoe made a low exasperated sigh.

"You've got five minutes," Taylor said, "Whatever you can accomplish in that time is fine by me. So if you want to get off, better teach him quick."

Paige grunted, grabbed Tim's hand, and dragged him back to the bedroom once again.

"You guys are really going to need new sheets," Zach said.

"Whole bedroom set," Taylor said, "Supposed to be delivered on Thursday."

*

Tim climbed back on the bed. Paige sort of flopped down next to him. He felt a bit of deja vu - only it was a different girl. Still he wondered if the same forthrightness might help him forward.

"Paige, I'm sorry," Tim said, "I don't really know you all that well, but I feel like we got off on the wrong foot. If you just want to sit here and glare at me for five minutes, that's fine. I'll tell the others I was too stupid to figure it out, or whatever."

"What? No, you're fine," Paige said, "Look, the timer is already running. This has been a whole lot of build up for not much action and my pussy is fucking aching. So if you don't mind?"

"Oh," Tim said, "Sorry."

The pretty young brunette spread her legs and dipped a finger into her hole. She slowly rubbed it in and out while she teased her clit with her free hand. Paige kept slowly rubbing, talking like she was doing a cooking demonstration while she warmed up her tight, little oven. "Put a finger in me to start. Just one. Then with your other hand sort of rub around until you find my clit."

This was Colin's innocent little sister? Tim had watched porn that was less explicit.

"Seriously, get to it," Paige said. Tim did as he was told and put his pointer in Paige's snatch while he felt around for her magic button. The little bundle of nerve endings wasn't hard to find, it practically leapt into his palm. Paige gave a long loud sigh.

"There you go. Now just swirl that back and forth. Lightly! That's it. Very slowly, put a second finger in me..."

Paige reached down and lifted her breast. It was big enough that she could kind of lick at the engorged nipple.

"Want me to do that?" Tim asked.

"Whatever floats your boat," Paige said. Tim took her breast into his mouth and it was glorious. So round and full. He desperately wanted to caress it with his hands, but they were a little busy at the moment.

"Faster," he heard Paige say. "Harder."

Tim pressed down on her clit and started really rubbing now. He knew Taylor liked a side-to-side motion and so he did the same to Paige. She didn't complain. He sawed his two fingers in and out of her. The coed was so tight, he thought that it might be better just to go back to a single digit.

Paige started making little noises now, in time with Tim's movements. It was so hot, seeing this pretty girl get off - even hotter that he was the one doing it to her. Her ponytail swished back and forth. Her pink, glossy lips squeezed shut. Big brown eyes open. Searching.

Paige's whole body began to buck. Her legs and thighs kicking out. Tim felt her body begin to tremble and then...

TIME

"That's time guys!" Taylor called out. Tim would have been willing to continue - seriously, what was Taylor going to do? - but Paige slipped off the bed and stood. She gave Tim a little kiss on the cheek, and then the two of them went back to the living room.

Paige's older brother was standing there staring expectantly. Colin hadn't looked this upset when Tim had been doing all kinds of stuff with his wife, Tim thought. But he seemed nervous now. Anxious. Even a little angry? God, Tim hoped not. What had Taylor gotten him into?

"He was a perfect gentleman," Paige said, then kissed her brother lightly on the cheek. That seemed to settle Colin down and they started the next race.

*

"I'm tired of Tim getting all the action," Colin said. Zach agreed.

"Good thing I'm racing Courtney next," Zach said. Colin practically froze in place.

"I mean, ummm..." Zach said, "Fuck. I'm sorry, man. That's not what I meant."

"It's cool," Colin said. First Tim with his sister then Zach with his wife. Even if Courtney won, she might... Colin sighed. This is fun, he told himself. He looked over at Taylor - naked, sexy Taylor with the tight body and the great tits. Oh yeah he felt far better about everything now.

Colin glanced over at his sister. Paige had come back looking a little flushed and for a moment Colin had pictured himself in the bedroom watching Paige's breasts shake back and forth while he stroked his sister to...

OK, maybe he was feeling a little too much better.

Colin looked up at the race and saw that Courtney had won. Zach had been unstoppable for the first round, but now he couldn't seem to get going. What had happened?

Courtney eyed Zach. With their different heights, his penis was practically level with her stomach. Finally she just grabbed his hand and dragged him forward, "Come on," she said.

"What's the favor?" Taylor asked.

"Just set the timer for five minutes!" Courtney said.

"Well, OK then," Taylor said.

Well this was something new, and it didn't make Colin feel very good about things. He'd accepted that Courtney wanted to fool around. Had even come to enjoy his own little extramarital adventures.

But this felt different somehow. She was going off to another room to do who knows what and it...

"Wait," Colin said. The whole room froze in place, Courtney and Zach already halfway down the hallway. "I just, ummm, maybe you should stay out here."

"Everybody has done stuff," Taylor said, "You can't just..."

"No, no," Colin said, "Of course she and Zach should still do whatever they were going to do. But if it's out here then everybody, y'know, knows what's going on." Yes, that made much more sense, he thought. My friend should totally fool around with my wife - I just want to watch it happen! God this was a weird world he was now living in.

"That's fair," Zoe said, "I could see wondering about what actually went on."

"I don't know," Courtney said, "Won't it be weird, like, watching?"

"To me it's actually a lot more fun this way," Paige said.

"We all did it in front of each other last time," Taylor said, "And Courtney, didn't you tell me you wanted to see more?"

Courtney sighed, clearly defeated. "OK. I want to y'know. While he... Y'know."

"God dammit," Zoe said, "I thought we talked about this."

"Right," Courtney said, clearly thrown off by all these new events, "Sorry. I want to rub myself off while Zach rubs himself."

"I'll give you three minutes for that," Taylor said.

"I don't think that's enough time for me to..." Courtney stopped herself. "Three minutes is fine."

Taylor set the time on her watch. Tim tossed Courtney a pillow, but she pushed it away. "I've been practicing the other way," she said.

Courtney sat down on the floor with Zach across from her. They both took themselves in hand and started working. Colin didn't really want to focus on what his wife was doing. But then he didn't want to watch Zach, either.

Almost immediately, Colin heard Zach's breath begin to catch. Courtney mewled and gasped. They were both getting close. No doubt urging each other on.

Except for the one time at the party, when everyone had been so worked up that it hardly mattered, the couples had managed to keep their moment of ecstasy private. Colin thought it was better this way. Courtney's orgasm, unique to her, ought to be his and his alone. Zach shouldn't know how Courtney's whole body would tense when he reached her apex. The way she'd gasp - like holding her breath - and turn bright red.

But Courtney certainly seemed on her way to sharing when, finally, the timer went off. Taylor's phone sang a happy little jingle that seemed almost mocking in the context of what they'd been doing.

Courtney gave a big sigh and reluctantly dragged her hand away from her dripping pussy. Zach leaned back, eyes closed, like searching for the serenity to go on.

"How was that?" Zach asked.

"Fun," Courtney said, "I think I prefer the pillow, though."

*

With two races to go, Taylor, Tim and Courtney shared the lead with three wins each. Everyone else was tied at two, except for poor Zoe who might as well have retired from racing right then.

Zach looked really agitated from his previous punishment. He was pacing back and forth, his long thin penis extended out like a rapier. Now that she was sure that Zach was truly, fully engorged, Taylor was positive he had the longest penis in the apartment (though a good bit thinner than Tim's thick tool). She started to wonder what it might feel like inside her.

Well, the sexy brunette was certain she wouldn't get to experience that. But she decided to help poor Zach out in other ways. He was her opponent for the next race, so that made things pretty easy.

For a moment, Taylor considered letting Zach take the win and see if he'd take her. But she decided that winning the big game was more important. She could have whatever she wanted if she won. Instead, Taylor destroyed him on the track.

She was well into her victory lap before Zach even finished. He tossed the controller down and made a pained noise. He'd clearly planned on taking care of things if he'd won, and Taylor felt a twinge of regret at not letting him. But not for long.

"It's OK," she told him, "I've got you."

Taylor stood in the center of the room and gestured for Zach to stand, too. He looked up at her warily, then limped over. Taylor figured the poor boy's balls had to be blue as marbles by this point.

"Just come over here," Taylor said and grabbed him by the cock, pulling him forward. If Zoe had any complaint, Taylor didn't hear it. She just glorified in how Zach's cock felt in her hand. Warm and strong yet soft to the touch.

"Holy fuck," Paige said.

"Hell if that's a loss, I'll never win again," Colin said.



The whole room seemed to shrink down just to her and the man she was stroking. She resisted to urge to claim Zach as she had Colin. It was enough of a turn on for her to hold him under her control with only her hand and a sultry smile. It didn't take more than a couple of strokes. Zach bent over as if in pain. His face turned practically purple and he made a low, long groan.

Then Taylor felt his warm, white fertility splash against her arm. Her chest. It was a pretty impressive distance, actually. She felt another on her tit and almost came, herself, right there. Zach's eruptions slowed and sort of dribbled out onto Taylor's hand. She giggled - a happy little thing she hadn't even intended on.

Zach straightened again and gave her a little wave of thanks, like she'd just fixed a flat for him. Taylor went over to the kitchen and wiped Zach's cum off her chest and hand. The room was murmuring. Buzzing. Everyone looked at around, realizing that they had reached a whole new level.

*

The next race was Zoe against Colin. Tim could tell that both were looking forward to what would happen if they won. Maybe Colin was looking a little too forward, though, because he lost. Though he didn't seem too unhappy considering what Taylor's 'punishment' had been for Zach.

Sure enough, Zoe reached right for Colin's crotch, but Paige stopped her.

"Just wait till Tim and I go," the cute coed said and flashed a glossy smile.

Tim was bewildered, but Paige gave him a little wink when they sat down to race. Which left Tim feeling even more confused. Perhaps that had been her plan - Tim was so distracted that he choked away his chance and Paige won.

After the last display - not to mention all the touching and teasing that had gone on before - both boys were raring to go. Zoe and Paige also both seemed excited to try their hand at things. Paige pointed for both boys to sit on the couch, flagpoles raised.

Paige looked at Zoe and smiled, "Let's do a different kind of race. Whoever gets their boy to blow first earns a favor for later."

They shared a naughty smile and then knelt down. Tim practically seized when Paige grabbed his cock. He looked over and saw that Zoe had done the same to Colin.

Paige leaned forward, dragging her breasts over Tim's cock as she did so. She put her lips to his ear. "If you go first, it'll be in my mouth," Paige whispered. Tim's cock nodded in vigorous agreement. His entire existence shrank down to just him and the girl who held his hardness in her hands.

Taylor said "go" and then, they were off. Paige wasn't the most skilled at this. She gripped a bit too hard and went a bit too fast but it hardly mattered. Her little fingers looked so sexy barely wrapped around Tim's cock. Over the blood rushing in his ears, Tim could hear his girlfriend cheering him on. Heard Colin's wife doing the same. As if he needed any more encouragement

"Oh God," Tim said. The pleasure raced right up his shaft. As promised, Paige dropped her head right down and suddenly his dick was engulfed in warmth and wet. The brown-haired coed made a sexy slurping noise and Tim was off. Huge bursts - as much as he'd ever cum - rocketed out into her waiting mouth.

Paige seemed to choke a little but then settled, swallowing Tim's seed. He heard Zoe gasp and Colin sigh next to him. But it was too late. Paige had gotten her win and her reward. She sat up and Tim was pleased to see a little dribble of his semen trickle out the corner of Paige's mouth and down her chin.

"That was thicker than I expected," Paige said, "But nice."

Tim looked up and saw Taylor give him a wink. He mouthed the word 'thanks' and she just gave a little bow of her head. Tim and Colin laid back on the couch like they were sewn there. Paige gave Zoe a little high five with her non-penis hand. Zoe asked about her favor.

"I'll collect soon," Paige said to the tall woman, "Just not yet."

The last race of the round was the final wild card: Courtney against Zoe. As both naked women squatted in front of him, Tim was shocked to see his cock start growing all over again. He didn't want to look over at Colin, but sure enough, his friend also seemed to be in a state of recovery. They shared a stupid grin, but refrained from a high five.

"This is awesome," Colin said. Tim could only nod in agreement.

Zoe had been on a bit of a hot streak, somehow, but Courtney ended it quickly. The auburn-haired girl stood and smiled at Zoe. Clearly Paige's performance had given her ideas.

"Show me how you suck your boyfriend off," Courtney said.

"My boyfriend? That's not very much fun, now is it?" Zoe said. Everyone marveled at how far the tall woman had come since the beginning of the game.

"You had someone else in mind?" Courtney asked, looking over at Tim and Colin. Tim had no doubt that he'd be ready for another go-round, especially with the tall woman's waiting mouth.

"Actually," Zoe said, "I was hoping to get a chance with you."

Courtney went practically purple. But instead of saying anything, she just lowered herself to the floor. Courtney looked shell shocked, lying back with her legs slightly open. Zoe smiled back at the room, then knelt between the auburn-haired girl's legs.

Tim gave Colin a questioning look.

"Not that I know of," Colin said, "But we're learning all kinds of new stuff tonight." Tim heard Courtney's breath catch as Zoe's tongue made contact. Then she gasped again. Like she couldn't keep air.

Tim saw Courtney's chest undulating, her eyes flitting around the ceiling. Then she straightened like she'd been given an electric shock. Zoe was making almost rude slurping sounds. The tall girl was lying on her stomach, fully engaged in her meal. Her tight little buns shook as she worked at Courtney.

Tim's erection returned in full force, then started getting even harder. He leaned forward. The whole room did. Courtney's leg kicked out. She stopped breathing entirely. Fists white as they squeezed the little living room rug. Her whole body held in place but for that one leg jolting.

And then like a teapot, Courtney let out a long, high-pitched "Ahhhhhhhhhhhh."

Zoe picked her head up. Her face sticky with Courtney's juices. Colin's wife just lay there, as post-sex-stupid as her husband had been only a minute before.

"You OK?" Taylor asked.

"Yeah," Courtney said.

"Was it nice?" Taylor asked.

"OH yeah."

"It looked nice," Taylor said.

*

After a day of telling herself that nothing too crazy would happen, Taylor realized that they had already gone farther than she'd ever intended. And there was still a good bit more to go.

They were down to the last set of races. The room was feeling charged from the round before. Even those who had gotten a bit of satisfaction seemed raring to go again. Everyone was excited about what might happen in the final round, and, perhaps, a little nervous about what the ending would bring.

Taylor, however, was feeling good. With four wins, she was almost uncatchable - her gambit had gone off without a hitch. Nothing to do now but bring it on home. Taylor's last race was against Courtney. Colin's wife was still a bit dazed from her previous punishment. Or maybe Taylor was too good at the game. Regardless, Taylor coasted to another easy victory.

"Show my boyfriend how you suck dick," she told her friend. Courtney simply smiled and knelt in front of Tim.

"Just enough to give him a taste," Taylor said.

"Pretty sure she' the one who'll be getting a taste," Paige said. The room laughed. Courtney leaned over and in one slurp, took Tim into her eager mouth. Taylor couldn't really judge Courtney's skills from where she stood, but Tim certainly looked pretty happy with how the auburn-haired girl was doing. He lay back on the couch looking content.

It was weird, but Taylor felt proud of herself. Her whole plan had been to make things up to Tim. The first party had gone OK, but this time around she felt like she'd finally made it work. She could see the finish line, her final bit of balance. She knew they'd both be OK to move on after this.

Taylor could tell Tim was getting close. She gave Courtney a little nudge and told her to stop. Tim looked a little upset, but then he seemed to relax. Taylor couldn't help herself, she leaned over and whispered in Tim's ear. "Am I doing it? Am I making things right?"

"Oh honey," Tim said, "You never had to..."

Taylor reached down and surreptitiously squeezed his balls. Just a little bit.

"Yeah," Tim said, "Yeah you are."

"Well just you wait," Taylor said.

*

Colin had done his best to ignore his wife while she sucked Tim's dick right next to him. If there even was a line at this point, Colin felt like they'd crossed it. In her hands was one thing, but to be in her mouth - in his wife...

Colin told himself to let it go. Stopping things now would only make them worse, he knew. This was what Courtney had wanted. He contented himself with the idea that the wilder it got, the sooner she would surely be ready to go back to being his and his alone.

Taylor's win guaranteed her a spot in the finals. Colin had no idea what the brunette was planning, but he had a feeling he might enjoy it. So it didn't bother him too badly that the only people with a chance at meeting her in the winner's circle was Tim or Paige.

It also meant that Colin had one last chance to do right by someone he loved. He was racing Paige in the last round. He might as well have never picked up the controller - Paige took the win easily. His little sister jumped up and cheered. She gave Colin a kiss on the cheek. Her ample breasts pressed against his arm. He hoped no one noticed how much harder his cock got when she did that.

"You really are my hero," she whispered in his ear. Then stepped away. The whole room waited for her to announce her brother's last punishment for losing.

"Tim got a little taste from Courtney," Paige said, "I think it's only fair that Taylor do the same to Colin."

Colin sat back on the couch. Taylor looked like a jungle cat as she stalked over to him and then lowered herself between her legs. Colin liked oral, but it wasn't his favorite thing in the world. It was nice, he supposed, but he'd rather be in a pussy.

Then suddenly he was in Taylor's mouth and his whole world went upside down. The lithe brunette licked up from his root to his shaft like he was made of ice cream. She swallowed his head and ran her tongue around it.

This wasn't giving head - it was cock worship and all Colin could do was amaze at his opportunity to be the idol in question. Whatever he'd been getting from Courtney all those years, this was something altogether different and incredible.

Taylor had his whole cock in her mouth now, applying marble-through-a-straw level suction. He wasn't going to cum. He was going to explode. His entire body was just going to liquefy and shoot right up his shaft.

Then Taylor pulled away. His cock dripped cold with her saliva. She smiled at him, a cock-eating grin. Like she knew what she'd done to him. She leaned forward and whispered in Colin's ear.

"Mine."

And Colin couldn't help but think, in that moment, that she was right.

*

Tim's last race was against Zoe. If he won, it'd force a playoff with Paige for the final round. Everyone knew Colin had lost intentionally - it was his sister after all - but Tim couldn't help but feel cheated a little. He didn't have anyone helping him along. Well, actually, Taylor had definitely taken a dive for him a few times.

Still, though.

The good news was, Tim was taking on the closest thing to an automatic win: Zoe. The gorgeous girl's little winning streak aside, she was objectively terrible at Mario Kart.

This one race was for everything. Who knew what kind of crazy stuff awaited the winner? Tim did his best not to look at Zoe sitting next to him. Her long legs, flat stomach, almost-perfect breasts. She was no Sydney, but still.

No. He had to hunker down. He focused on the game. The race. Only. He got off to a good start and by the second lap he was cruising.

"I think you've got me," Zoe said. She was right. All that buildup had been for a mostly boring race. Tim and Paige were now tied.

"We'll do a four race playoff to see who goes to the finals," Taylor said. Tim was so excited, he almost forgot about Zoe's punishment. Then he smiled. He'd been in every girl's mouth but one.

"May as well try you, too," he told Zoe, "You know. For science."

Zoe laughed and then gestured for Tim to take his seat. She got on her knees put her lips over his cock head. She lowered her hand to his balls and lightly squeezed. Wrapped her tongue around his shaft.

Zoe didn't really go after it, knowing that it was only supposed to be a tease. Instead she languidly licked at Tim's cock. Like savoring a particularly special treat. It lacked the wanton urgency of Taylor, the sort of sloppy enthusiasm of Courtney, the spoiled innocence of Paige. But it was oral all its own - almost elegant - and Tim couldn't help but feel like Zoe was putting a little extra into it. Like she wanted to please him.

Zoe stopped and let him go with a pop. She smiled and wiped her mouth. Then she sat back down. If everything had stopped in that moment, Tim realized, he would have been happy.

The most fun was yet to come.

*

They took a little break before the playoff. Paige poured more drinks and a little line formed leading up to the bathroom. Taylor took the opportunity to take Tim aside. They stood by the front door, away from everyone else.

"Are you OK with this," Tim asked, "All of it?" He couldn't help but notice the similarity to when they'd stood the talking about Steve and Sydney. Before it had all gone horribly wrong. Or wonderfully right, depending on your perspective.

"Yeah," Taylor said, "I mean, of course. I set this all up for you."

"And if things go further?" Tim asked.

"Oh, I'm going to make sure they do. Don't you worry," Taylor said, "But no matter what happens next? I'm out."

"Why?"

"I set this up to make things up to you. I wasn't even supposed to do things last time. It just kind of happened."

"And you know I'm OK with that, right?" Tim said

"Maybe you are," Taylor said, taking a big sip of her drink, "But I'm not. This is it. After I win, I'm bowing out."

"And if I win?"

Taylor smiled, somewhat patronizingly. "If you beat me? Do whatever you want, I guess. But give me the shaft. I mean, not literally. Like, don't give me anyone. You know what I mean. Dammit. Stupid English language."

Tim laughed. "Look, you don't owe me anything. We're even. This is fun. More than fun it's amazing. And if that... other thing had to happen for us to get here I'm OK with that too. You deserve to enjoy yourself."

"I appreciate you saying it," Taylor said, "I really do. But this is about how I feel and this is how I feel. Enjoy tonight. I want you to. Just... promise me. No sex. I mean, you know, the big thing. Lick and tickle whatever you like, but I don't want that amazing cock in any pussy but mine. I hope that's not too much to ask."

"Yeah, I mean. Of course."

"I talked to Courtney," Taylor nodded over at Colin's wife. She was leaning against the wall and talking to Zoe, probably about what the tall woman had done to her earlier, "She feels the same way. She already told Colin the rule and we're all going to stick to it. OK?"

Tim just nodded. Taylor reached over and rubbed her hand through his hair. Over his cheek. She kissed him lightly on the lips. "Now go destroy Colin's slutty little sister."

*

Tim grabbed his controller while Taylor selected a set of four tracks. Paige took her mascot, Mario and Tim chose Yoshi. He needed every advantage he could get and the little green dino was where he was most comfortable. Previous failures be forgotten.

Tim took the first race fairly easily - Paige hit a cow and was never able to recover. Tim lost the second race but it was very close. The third, it was Tim's turn to make a crucial mistake. He took a jump wrong and ended up deep in the ocean.

Tim looked over at Paige. She was focused on the screen. Her ponytail had come a bit loose and strands of brown hair hung in front of her face. A trickle of sweat slid down her forehead and nestled between her pendulous breasts. Her large pink nipples were erect and occasionally they'd scrape against the controller, not that she seemed to notice.

Colin knew Paige played sports but he hadn't realized how competitive she was. Colin's fuckable sister sure seemed focused on winning the race. She almost looked like Taylor sitting there, so consumed. Tim wondered what Paige wanted so badly. It seemed so much more important to her and he couldn't imagine why that would be.

They were tied with one race to go. The last track was a busy highway filled with buses and cars. Tim took his usual route, using the walls to stay away from the obstacles. Paige got ahead quickly, though, and no matter what Tim did he found himself well behind her.

The last lap and, finally, he had Paige's Mario in his sights. He grabbed a weapon box and prayed for something good. A red shell would be best. Sure enough, that's what showed up. He waited. Let her center in his sights. Then Tim let it fly. Suddenly his whole screen exploded. He'd been bombed before he could fire the shell. When Tim recovered, Paige was long gone.

Well, at least it wasn't a blue shell, Tim told himself. He felt something akin to remorse, then. He wondered if this was how Taylor felt when she lost. Usually, even when things had seemed to go really bad, a game just never got to Tim. Now he felt like he'd let himself down. Which was silly of course. Mario Kart was fun but it was just a stupid video game - it didn't matter the way that friends or family did. Or love. Tim looked over at Taylor for reassurance.

She just chewed her lip and crossed her arms over her tiny tits.

Paige stood up and got high fives from the group. Then she rounded on Tim with a wicked grin.

"Well Tim," she said, "You made such a big deal about being in every girl's mouth, I think it's only fair that you get a taste of each of us." The room cheered. Tim just smiled. This little coed thought she was giving him a punishment? She had no idea.

Zoe, Courtney, Paige, and Taylor all squished together on the couch. They did their best to spread their legs, offering Tim four tasty treats.

"Just a taste, remember," Paige said. Tim nodded. He got down in front of Zoe, moving left to right. He thought her little black landing strip looked a little ridiculous (either keep it all or shave it) but her pussy was really lovely. Just like the rest of her.

Tim started slowly, teasing at her labia. He felt her long legs sort of cross around his back. Deciding to give as good as he got, he gave Zoe long lazy laps with his tongue, from her dripping hole up to her clitoris. Gradually, he teased upward and, when he got used to her rhythm he quickly shifted and took her clit in his mouth.

He heard Zoe gasp. Her legs snapped around him tighter. Tim hummed lightly and then began mashing her clit back and forth with his mouth. He heard her make a long surprised squeeeeeeee. But as he felt Zoe's edge approach he simply stopped. Tim looked up and saw she was panting. Sweat ran down her chest. She crossed and uncrossed her legs - the anxious frustration of alllmmmooooost.

Tim moved over to Courtney. As he remembered, Court's hungry puss had a slightly stronger smell and he hoped that translated to her taste. Again, he started slowly - testing and teasing. This time however, he curled his tongue and slit it right into Courtney's snatch.

He felt her stiffen. He pulled back, slowly dragged his tongue up to her clit, then went back down to her hole. Back and forth, sliding and licking, till he felt Courtney's leg begin to tense and then he pulled away.



"Dammit," she cursed. Tim smiled, tipping an invisible cap her way. He moved on to Paige. Being in college, Tim doubted any guy had ever gone down on her all that well. It took a lot of partners and a ton of practice for a boy to get good.

Of course, dating Taylor was like getting an advanced degree in cunnilingus. He decided to share his hard-earned knowledge with the cute coed. She was dripping, already clearly anticipating what was about to happen. Tim licked her juices from her inner thigh, then followed them up to the source.

Compared to Courtney, Paige's scent was almost nonexistent. She had a full bush of brown hair. Gently, Tim tested at Paige's folds. She sort of whimpered as he ran his tongue over her most sensitive parts.

He performed a sort of greatest hits on Paige, sucking on her clit, penetrating her with his tongue. Gradually moving back and forth. Faster.

"OH! Oh FUCK!" Paige cried. Tim took this as his cue. He found her clit with his mouth and swirled it with his tongue. No one had said he couldn't use fingers, so he quickly reached up and slid a digit into Paige's womanhood. That was enough.

"Oh. OH! FUCK. P... please... I'm going to..."

Tim pulled back and saw Paige was gasping for air. Whatever was left of her ponytail had come completely apart and her hair was splayed everywhere. Tim had never been so happy to leave someone dissatisfied with his performance.

Now only Taylor was left unlicked. He knew what she liked and went right to it. The day's events, especially the last few minutes, had clearly been too much for her. Tim couldn't remember the last time his girlfriend had been this wet. She put her hands behind his head and held him there. Muffled through her legs, he heard her rambling.

"Oh. Oh, Tim. My beautiful boy. Keep... keep licking. Oh that's niiiiiiiiiice. Don't I have a nice pussy for you? Oh can you taste how much I want you? Oh, right there. oh. Oh. OH!"

And Tim stopped licking. Taylor punched his shoulders, not altogether playfully. "Dammit! You know what you were doing to me."

Tim smiled, "Blame Paige, she was the one that made the rule." He stood and brushed himself off. His face was sticky from four different women. All of whom now looked ready to burst. Irritated about the state he'd left them in.

In fact, it seemed that the only person who was feeling content in that moment was Tim, himself, as he leaned back leisurely on the couch.

*

Taylor was ready to kill Tim. First he'd lost to Paige, which she couldn't believe. And then his little trick with licking her. Damn that talented boy. If she'd been on the edge before, he'd left her on the edge of that edge on a cliff on a peninsula on... Fuck!

It was messing with her concentration. Fortunately, Taylor could tell Paige was in the same place. So at least the finals would be fair. As Taylor set up for the final round, Zach came over to her.

"So, ummm, what happens now?" he asked.

"We do four races, just me and Paige. Whoever wins gets one last favor from the rest of the group."

"What would that be?" Zach asked. He sounded nervous. Taylor turned to face him. It was strange having all these serious conversations completely naked. And despite his obvious earnestness, even now, Zach was looking down at her little boobs while he spoke. "I just don't want things to go, like, too far. Y'know?"

Like they hadn't already, Taylor thought. But whatever. "Last time we all rubbed off in front of each other." It felt weird, again, to be talking so casually about such intimate subjects. But if Zoe could do it then Taylor would, too.

"I could see that," Zach said.

"I'll bet," Taylor said and they both laughed. "This time... That seems almost tame to where we are now. Look, I know what I'm planning. I have no clue what Paige would do. But I'm sure it will be fine. If it makes you feel any better, Tim and I and Colin and Courtney all agreed to a no intercourse rule. It just seems a little... too far. Y'know?"

"Yeah. That helps," Zach said, "I'll talk to Zoe. I'm sure she'll agree to the same."

"Good," Taylor said.

She finished setting up the last race. Paige sat next to her. With the coed's massive melons and Taylor's little lemons they made a funny pair, she thought. Taylor chose a set of races that were middle-of-road as far as difficulty. She stayed with Wario. Paige took Mario. They were off.

"You've got this," Taylor told herself, "You've got this."

She took the first race easily. Then the second. She kept waiting for Paige to step up. To make her move. Taylor won the third but it was close. Something catastrophic would have to happen for her to lose now. Of course something catastrophic would have to happen now.

Last race. Everything seemed to be going fine. Taylor had the lead. She kept waiting to hear the whoosh of the blue shell. It never came. She heard Paige curse and she knew the race was hers. Taylor crossed the finish line amazed. Finally!

Taylor couldn't help herself. She cheered. And it felt like the whole world was shouting with her.

*

Everyone sat and, for the final time, Taylor took her lecturing spot. Tim had slapped together a tin foil trophy and written "Mario Kart Champ" on it with a sharpie. She held it in her hand proudly as she spoke.

"OK - here's the final event. I think this is more than fair." Taylor had given a lot of thought to this. Maybe too much. But whatever, it was worth it. "The boys will all go away and await their surprise. No time limits. Tim, you go to our bedroom. Colin will be in the guest room. Zach, you'll stay out here. Just wait in the bathroom while I sort out the girls. No lights, guys - I want it to be a surprise."

That felt almost too polished, Taylor thought, but if anyone thought so they didn't say. The guys all just nodded and walked away, trying to appear very serious and failing hilariously. The girls looked up at her, anxiously awaiting their assignments.

"I'm assuming everyone here is OK with trying something different," Taylor said. Everyone nodded. Courtney in particular. This was what had brought them together, after all.

"OK, Zoe you go to Colin's room. Paige you're with Tim. Courtney, I'll go get Zach for you in a moment."

"And we can just do... whatever?" Courtney asked.

"Everything but sex. Y'know, sex sex. Intercourse. God it feels weird to say it that way," Taylor said, "But I think that's a boundary we shouldn't cross."

The girls all nodded. Taylor hoped they were OK with their assignments. Mostly she just wanted to toss Paige to Tim because of his whole big breast thing lately. Get it out of his system.

"With that, I think you should all have one last drink and then go off to your destiny. Just, um, try not to break any furniture. OK?"

Taylor went to the kitchen and poured four tall drinks. Courtney came over and looked Taylor in the eye.

"Are you sure about this?"

"Look, this whole thing started because of me. I need to make it up to Tim. I just do. It's fine. I'll wait it out in the bathroom. Maybe take a 'bath,' if you get my meaning."

"You know Tim would be fine with it," Courtney said, "More than fine. You shouldn't. You don't need to punish yourself."

"It's what I want," Taylor said, "Trust me. It's for the best."

*

With Taylor and Courtney occupied in the kitchen, Paige quickly accosted Zoe, pulling the tall woman to the far side of the living room.

"Our race, remember?" Paige said in a harsh whisper, "I want my favor."

"What do you want?" Zoe asked, eager.

"Trade with me."

"Wait, seriously?" Zoe asked almost a little too loud. "Doesn't that put you..."

"Shhhhhhh"

Zoe went back down to a whisper, "Doesn't that put you in the same room as your brother?"

"It's OK," Paige said, "I've had enough. This poor college kid can't roll with you big kids. And, honestly, I'm just not that into Tim."

"Oh. Really?" Zoe sounded surprised, "I'm sure if you told Taylor she'd switch you and Courtney."

"Nah. The only thing I can think about is sleep. Just, when the time comes 'accidentally' go into the wrong room. I'm going to pop my head into Colin's, give him a kiss goodbye, and call it a night."

"Won't he be disappointed?" Zoe asked, "His wife, his friends, they're all hooking up - some of them with each other. And he's just going to sit there and listen to it?"

"I'm pretty sure Taylor will take care of him," Paige said, "Once he tells her about the 'mixup.'"

Zoe agreed that Paige was probably right. She didn't want to argue too hard, anyways. When someone gives you exactly what you want, you don't start arguing against them.

*

Taylor switched off all the lights in the apartment and told the girls to go forth. Courtney sat on the couch, waiting for Zach, while Taylor went and knocked on the bathroom door. Zoe and Paige brushed past her. For a second, she swore she saw the girls go into the wrong rooms, but then the door swung open and there was Zach.

Tall Zach with his sculpted arms and his extra-long penis just sticking out and begging to be sucked. Taylor sighed. She took his hand and led him into the living room. Taylor could just make out Courtney sitting on the couch, long auburn hair splayed over the cushions. Legs already slightly parted.

"Enjoy," Taylor said, ever the maitre'd. Then she went back to the bathroom. She swore she could already hear the moans and groans coming from the other rooms. She turned on the tap for the bath.

Taylor was content with her decision. Happy, even. Sure she could have taken someone for herself - almost certainly Zach - though it could have been fun to corrupt Colin again, too. But then what was the point of all this? At that point they really would be just fucking around. Taylor loved Tim. She would sacrifice anything for him.

At least that's what she kept telling herself.

The water was warm, so Taylor turned off the spigot. There was a knock on the door. Jeez, she couldn't even take a bath without being bothered? If this was someone asking for lube she was going to poke out their eyes with a burning, hot...

It was Courtney. Taylor's friend stood in the doorway, smiling shyly. Her red-brown hair hung over her breasts like a sexy mermaid. With legs. Courtney didn't say anything. She just grabbed Taylor's hand and pulled her out of the bedroom.

"Come on," she said. And Taylor didn't pull back.

*

Tim lay in the dark and wondered what was going on. He heard some banging around out there. The tinkling of glasses. He really didn't know what to expect. He started to think about turning on a light, rules be damned, when the door opened.

He couldn't make out much, just a thin, feminine shadow. Though it did look kind of tall. He felt a weight join him in the bed. Long legs seemed to brush forever against his own.

"Zoe?" Tim asked.

"Uh huh." She pressed her lips to his with a loud smack.

"Oh, I'm so glad it's you," Tim said, and was surprised to find that he meant it.

"Me too," Zoe said and kissed him again, this time dancing her tongue against him, "You sure you're ok spending an evening with a bitch?"

"I'm sorry," Tim said, "I never should have called you that."

"It's OK," Zoe said, "This bitch needed a talking to. And now she's your bitch. At least for tonight."

"I'm really, truly good with that."

"Good." Zoe really kissed him now, practically pressed him down into the bed. Her tongue probed at his. Tim felt his feet kick against her shins and it was a weird sensation. Like he was going to have to climb her. He was more than ready to attempt the ascent.

He felt Zoe trace her fingers through his chest hair. Down over his stomach. To his cock. She grabbed it and gave it a squeeze.

"I'm yours, huh?" Tim asked, thinking about Taylor's dirty talk from the week before.

"You'll have to punish me," Zoe said. Tim reached down and playfully smacked her ass. It was firm and tight. Almost as perfect as Taylor's. Zoe laughed and kissed him again.

Tim rolled her over and started kissing her now. He dragged his tongue down her neck. Nipped at her collarbone then licked a trail down to Zoe's tremendous breasts. They were a bit small for her body but they were well-formed - soft yet firm and wonderful. He felt Zoe's back arch as he suckled at her sensitive nipples.

"You have a talented tongue," she told him, "And I feel like I got the least of it."

Tim looked up at her and smiled.

"What do you say we trade?" Zoe pushed him up and climbed on top again. For a moment, Tim was afraid she was going to mount him. This was fun, but he needed to listen to Taylor's rules or else he really would fuck things up beyond repair.

Then Zoe spun around, putting her dripping pussy right in Tim's face. He felt her own warm mouth lower down over his cock. He sighed, happy, and then started lapping at Zoe.

He'd taken his time with her before. Saved the bigger events for girls further down the couch. Now though, he gave Zoe everything he had. Tongue and lips and teeth, suckling at her clit, lapping at her opening. He dined on her essence like a starving man.

Zoe lost her focus on Tim's cock almost immediately. She dropped from sucking to slobbering to barely anything at all - panting and whimpering while he worked her with his tongue. She was gasping so hard, at first he was afraid he was hurting her. But when he paused, Zoe just snapped her legs around his head and held him there. Shouted "Don't stop!" like she was in cardiac arrest and his tongue was the defibrillator.

Tim found her pace now and started moving faster. Zoe's whole body began to shake. Then he heard Zoe's breath hitch. She gasped, stiffened, and then fell prone. He'd never seen a girl cum so quietly. But Tim was sure that she had because then she started giggling madly.

Tim realized he'd known Zoe for several years now and he'd never heard her laugh. Not really. It was bubbly and warm and it kind of made him ache a little.

Zoe turned herself around, a goofy smile on her face, and kissed him. Tim was surprised. Taylor never kissed him after he'd gone down on her. But Zoe seemed not to care and she kept kissing his lips, his cheeks, his forehead.

"That was amazing," she told him, "You deserve a medal or a Nobel prize for that or something."

"It was nothing."

"Nothing? I've never cum like that in my whole life. Not from a tongue or a cock or nothing. I could suck you off every day for a year and I'd never make it up to you."

"You could start with just tonight," Tim said, teasing.

"Nah. I've got something better in mind," Zoe said. She reached down and grabbed Tim's cock, placing it right at her pussy.

"Zoe we can't. I'm sorry. I want to, too, but I promised Taylor."

"It's OK," Zoe said and shushed him with a kiss, "Nothing like that, I promise." She tilted Tim's cock upwards and then shifted her bottom oh, so sexily. Then Zoe pressed down and Tim could tell she'd trapped his cock right under her clit.

Zoe put her hands on either side of Tim's head like she was about to do a pushup. Then she slowly dragged her body up and back, grinding her clitty on Tim's cock. This must be what it's like to be Courtney's pillow, Tim thought to himself.

He and Zoe both groaned in unison.

"You're really thick," Zoe said, "I don't think I've gotten so much girth before." She dragged herself forward and back. Body starting to tremble. She was so wet, Tim could feel her dripping on his cock while she drove it down.

"Certainly never felt it."

Tim was about to comment that Zach seemed pretty long to him, but he decided that maybe this wasn't the best time to bring up the boyfriend. So instead he just lay back and let Zoe pleasure herself on his cock.

"My pussy, I don't know if you could feel. It's really tight. Can you imagine just stuuuffffing me with that thick cock. Oh God. Punish me - your bad little girl. Make me take that monster."

"Zoe... I..."

"It's ok. When you're going to cum. Just tell me. I want it on my chest. On my face. Cover me like the slutty bitch I am."

Tim kissed her. Cheeks and fluttering eyelids. Zoe slid back a little further this time. Taking longer strokes. Tim could feel the head of his cock tease at her entrance and then slip away. The grinding felt so good, but he couldn't help but strain as Zoe teased him with her opening. Then slipped away.

She slid back. He felt his cock bounce right off her pussy this time. She giggled and dragged herself up again. He felt Zoe shiver a little. Then she reached up and grabbed his hands. Intertwined their fingers, held them up above his head. Zoe was strong and Tim found she could hold him there if she wanted to.

Zoe slide her body back again. This time Tim's cock went right to her opening. His head kissed at her nether mouth and she held it there.

"Zoe..."

"It's OK," Zoe said, "I promise it's OK." She slid back a bit further. He was in her now. Just an inch, maybe less. Not even his whole head. But he could feel himself straining to push forward.

Could feel Zoe desperately trying to suck him inside.

"You're not saying 'no.'" She told him. Another inch, then another. Zoe hadn't been kidding, her vagina felt almost virgin tight around his cock. He could see the pain in her eyes each time she slid back. But she kept going.

And suddenly Tim felt himself buried to the hilt inside the Zoe's amazing pussy. She squeezed it there and he felt himself almost pass out from the pleasure. He realized, suddenly, that he was in her bareback. He tried to reach out for the nightstand - get a condom at least. But Zoe held his hands firm.

"Zoe, we're not..."

"It's OK," she said. Then slowly Zoe slid forward. Now riding his cock. Fuck she was tight. Tim wasn't going to last like this. Zoe started moving faster. Making these oh-so-indecent grunts and whimpers as she bottomed out on Tim's cock again and again.

"God that feels so big," Zoe said. She kept going. Moving as fast as she could while holding Tim's hands in place. Her beautiful breasts pressed into his chest and Tim wished he had just one free hand to squeeze them.

Then suddenly, Zoe stopped. She lifted herself off of him. Then she turned around on all fours. Put her pretty little ass up in the air. Presenting herself to him - testing. Teasing. You can't say I just took you, you have to take me back.

Tim got up and slid behind Zoe. Put his hands on her thighs. Aimed his cock at her opening.

"That's it," Zoe said, feeling his cock start to fill her again, "That's how you take your bitch. That's how you make her yours."

Tim filled Zoe with his cock. He reached forward and weighed her wonderful tits in his hands. Pinched the nipples hard until she groaned. Then he reared back and started pounding her for all he was worth.

Zoe's head dropped down, her body stiffened. Tim felt a gush of girl juice splash against his cock. Zoe laughed again, her cute sex giggle, then kept bouncing against him. Her orgasm somehow made her pussy even tighter and Tim felt his own body start to shake.

"You going to give your bitch what she deserves?" Zoe asked, "You going to cum for me?"

"Getting close," Tim said, almost as a warning.

"On my face. My tits," Zoe said, "Like you promised." Just as she said the words, Zoe froze once again. Her pussy seemed to squeeze at Tim like she was getting out the last of the toothpaste.

"Zoe!" he cried out. Zoe let herself fall forward, then rolled onto her back. Welcoming. Tim grabbed his cock and gave it two quick strokes. He felt the pleasure overtake him. He couldn't tell where he was shooting, just that it was so much and it was everywhere. Zoe's peals of orgasmic laughter echoing off the walls as he covered her in his pearlescence.



Ah. Ah. Ah. The pleasure overtook him like a hand wrapped around him top to bottom. Every spurt another explosion of ecstasy. Finally it subsided and he looked down at what he'd done. The dark haired girl was covered. Her cheeks, her chin, her chest.

"Holy fuck that's a lot," Zoe said, "No wonder you're so thick - look how much you must be keeping in there."

"I'm pretty sure it doesn't work that way," Tim said and he let himself fall forward.

Zoe's body stiffened, one last little cum, and then she laughed again. "Yeah, wow. I'm definitely going to need more punishing."

Zoe rolled over and kissed Tim. He felt her heart thumping through her chest, oddly in time with his own. Eventually they lay back. Drifted. Their bodies still wrapped around each other.

*

Colin lay back in the darkness and wondered what would happen. He assumed Taylor wasn't going to send Courtney his way. So then Zoe maybe. Of course his first choice was Paige... He meant Taylor.

His first choice was Taylor.

The door creaked open. It was someone short - Taylor then. That was fine. More than fine. Best possible result. He felt a body crawl up next to him.

"Close your eyes." That voice sounded kind of like... He felt the woman kiss him, hard. Her lip gloss tasted like cherries. He felt this strange shiver run across his lips and down his spine.

"Paige?" he managed to gasp.

"I traded Tim off to Zoe. She's going to be picking chest hair off her body for weeks."

"What are you doing?" Colin asked.

"Kissing you. Duh. Thought it would obvious."

"Paige," Colin said, "We can't."

"Can't what? Invite your sister to a raging sex party where the only person you don't touch is your own partner?"

"OK," Colin said, "Things have gotten out of hand. I admit this. But still, Paige." Colin let his eyes trace downward to her breasts, hanging so low over his naked body. And beyond that...

"What's a little sister-fucking after everything else?" Paige asked. She leaned down and kissed him again. Colin felt himself pulled forward like a magnet. Finally he managed to pull away.

"Paige," he said her name again and found it fell so easily from his lips. Like it was meant to be there.

"Look, I'm totally drunk and I'm horny as fuck, so guess what? We're doing this. Now be a good brother and fuck your baby sister."

"Paige, I don't think..."

Paige sighed. She planted her mouth on his and the cherry smell of her engulfed him. Paige pulled back and Colin started to speak. Then his sister reached back and grabbed his cock. She rolled them over, almost steering him with his stick. Now he was on top of her. She pulled his erect penis toward her sex.

"Like this," she said and smiled prettily. It was all jumbled up in Colin's mind. His innocent baby sister with her huge tits and her wanting pussy. Smiling at him softly. Begging him to plow her.

"I'm on the pill," she told him, "Your little sister needs you. Now come on."

He felt his penis rub against his sister's wetness. Point of no return.

"Dad's going to kill me," Colin said, and then let his cock slide forward into his sister's waiting snatch. They both gasped together. The same, shared genetic sound.

Paige felt super wet but also very tight. Colin pushed a bit harder and felt his cock burst through, filling his sister full. He looked down and saw there were tears in Paige's eyes.

"Paige," he said, suddenly realizing, "Are you a virgin?"

"Not anymore," Paige said, grunting. She reached up and dragged her nails down his jaw. He kissed her back. He felt his sister's body start to respond. His own inescapable need.

Colin pulled back and then slowly thrust forward. Paige groaned and kind of growled.

"I don't want to hurt you," Colin said.

Paige reached down and grabbed her brother's butt. She started slamming him into her as best she could. "Don't make love to me. Your little sister needs you to FUCK her. FUCK your sister. Fuck her until she fucking screams."

Paige pulled at him and clawed. Forced his cock into her as hard as she could. Colin tried to keep up. Paige felt incredible, like nothing he'd ever felt before. Sex with Courtney, he'd thought it was good. Great even. It was nothing compared to this. Paige's pussy seemed made to fit his dick.

Colin bent his head down and took Paige's breast into his mouth. He started lightly sucking. Then he felt a pinch at his thigh. He looked up and she was glaring at him. He went back down to her breast. Sucked harder. Nibbled. Finally bit down hard.

"Oh, ffffffFFFUCK. Took you long enough!" Paige said and slapped his ass for good measure. Colin started moving faster. The urge to fill his baby sister with his seed grew ever more insistent. The bed in the guest room was shaking and squeaking, slamming against the wall. Colin didn't care who heard.

"Keep... fucking... your... sister," Paige was saying it over and over again, "Keep... fucking... me!"

Colin reached down and found his sister's clit. Learning from previous experience, he mashed it down hard into her pubic bone. Paige began to shudder and shake.

"Cum... cumming... your baby sis is cumming on her brother's cock! AH!" Paige's innocent face screwed up as the illicit pleasure of her brother's cock washed over her.

"God... Paige. So good," Colin breathed.

"I know. Oh... Oh God you feel so good. Does your little sis feel good for you?"

"Amazing."

"Gonna cum again," Paige said. Her pussy clamped down on him like a vice. Colin felt his whole body shake. He felt the urge now overcome him. Almost a fountain of euphoria building at the base of his cock. A raging storm of semen.

Paige seemed to sense it. She froze. Stared up at him with big, scared eyes. "C... Colin?"

And then Colin exploded into his sister. Filling her with blast after blast of sibling sperm. Paige cried out. Screamed and cursed. Colin felt it all at a distance - could only focus on the pleasure rolling over him as he pumped his baby sister full. More than either of them could contain. Colin felt his own essence leak out of Paige's pussy and soak his balls.

Colin looked up, finally coherent again and saw Paige's face covered in tears. She was sobbing.

"Oh God. Paige. Did I hurt you?"

"No. Oh god no. That was... I mean. If I'd known it would be like that? Would've done it long ago."

Colin stayed buried in his sister's twat. His cock slowly drooling out the last of his sperm. "Might have been a little hard in the house, what with Mom and Dad around and all," Colin said.

"Would have been worth the risk," Paige said.

"I can see my bratty little sister now, whining about how I'm not fucking her hard enough."

Paige giggled. "Daaaaaad, Colin keeps putting his dick in me!"

"You know the rules honey," Colin said, doing his best Dad voice, "You have to take care of your big brother."

"Come on dear," Paige said, now doing her Mom voice, "A good brother always lets his sister finish first."

They both broke into laughter. Colin felt his sister's body shaking around his dick. If felt wonderful and strange and very right.

*

Courtney lead Taylor out into the living room. I don't want to be here, Taylor told herself. But I don't want to leave, either. The lights were still off, but Taylor could see Zach standing by the couch, waiting.

"You don't have to do anything," Courtney said, "You can just watch if you want. But you're staying."

Taylor just nodded. That warm bath seemed like the coldest place on Earth in comparison to where she stood now. Zach's long penis seemed to call to her. Cum hither. Zach bent down and kissed Courtney on the lips.

"Always had a crush on you," he mumbled, "Both of you. Never thought I'd have the chance."

"Certainly not at the same time," Taylor said.

"Certainly not," Zach agreed. He grabbed Taylor's hand and pulled her close. He kissed her on the lips and she let him. He was sloppy and aggressive. A bit too much tongue. But she didn't stop him.

Both girls took one of Zach's hands and led him to the couch. They sat him down, penis pointing upward. Courtney knelt at his feet. She made a loud smacking noise as she started to suck Zach's cock. Taylor scooched next to her friend. Zach was long enough that Taylor could lick at the base of his shaft while Courtney swirled his head.

Zach groaned so loudly, Taylor was worried he was already cumming. But instead he just threw his head back and enjoyed both girls' attention. Without talking about it, Courtney and Taylor got into a rhythm, taking turns sucking on his slim purple head and lapping at his shaft and balls.

It was strange, but Taylor felt this odd sort of kinship with her friend - sharing this. Like it was a good book or homemade ice cream and not another man's dick. A man who wasn't Courtney's husband or Taylor's boyfriend.

Taylor felt Zach's hand running through her hair and saw he was doing the same thing to Courtney with the other. He seemed to be glorifying in the two girls. Reveling in the idea that both of them were worshipping his cock.

Courtney took her hand and dropped it between her legs.

"Here," Zach said, "Let me help you with that." He slid down from the couch, breaking his blowjob, so he could reach down and twiddle Courtney's twat. Now that was commitment to giving a girl her pleasure, Taylor thought. The auburn-haired wife sighed as Zach made contact.

He reached over to Taylor and slid his fingers into her delicate folds. Once again - almost amazed at how agreeable she had become -Taylor let him. Like his kisses, Zach was clumsy and a bit overaggressive but the whole situation was so hot it hardly mattered. Judging by the noises Courtney was making, she was enjoying herself well enough, as well.

"You want to, um, lick me?" Courtney asked. She was clearly thinking about where Tim had left her, Taylor thought proudly. Zach nodded. He took Courtney's hand lead her back to the couch.

Pliant, the auburn haired girl let Zach position her so her face was in the cushions and her ass was in the air. Pink pussy pulsating like it was gasping for breath. Taylor shrugged and joined her friend in the same position.

She heard Zach lapping at Courtney first. Taylor turned her head to look over at the freckled girl. Courtney's bright green eyes were even brighter. They practically glowed. And they grew ever wider as Zach's attentions increased.

Courtney's whole face seemed to scrunch and then suddenly went lax. Taylor wondered why and then she felt Zach's tongue on her own nethers. Once again, all too much pressure and not enough skill.

It was nice, but Taylor doubted she'd ever cum from it. Still he got an A for effort which was better than a lot of boys. He even teased at her brown rosebud with one of his long fingers. It wasn't anything Taylor really enjoyed, but at least it was a new sensation.

She felt him stop and saw Courtney jolt again.

"He's licking you?" Taylor asked. She shook her head. "Fingers?"

"Y... yeah. In my pussy and my... My bum."

"Is that nice?"

"OH yeah. Never. Had anything there. It's good." Courtney started to really writhe now, in a way that Taylor hadn't seen before. Fuck I'm wet, Taylor realized. All this teasing, inexpert though it was, piled on top of everything else that day. Fuck. At least lucky Courtney had gotten to cum.

Well, Taylor decided, if Zach returned with his fingers, she was going to force him to do it right, no matter how long it took. She needed to blow so bad. Courtney shook and shivered beside her. Then she froze. Her back seemed to arch a bit and her butt sort of scooted forward. Then stopped. Her eyes, somehow, got even wider.

"Oh FUCK!" she gasped.

"More fingers?" Taylor asked.

Courtney shook her head, "Cock."

Taylor got worried for a moment. This was well beyond what they'd agreed to and if Courtney didn't...

"It's OK," she said. "More than OK. Holy FUCK that's deep. I swear he's banging against my womb." Taylor could clearly tell they were fucking now. Courtney slid up and down the cushions like she was being painted onto the couch. Zach grunted with every thrust.

Courtney was really trembling now. Her whole body prone.

"Eeep!" she sucked the air in. Her green eyes squeezed shut. She shuddered and cried out. "FUCK! I'm cumming! ah AH! I'm cumming so good!"

There was a pause. No movement at all. Taylor thought maybe Zach had finished in her friend. But then she felt his tongue back at her pussy. Courtney reached out slowly and squeezed Taylor's hand.

"Good?" Taylor asked.

"Way better than a pillow," Courtney said. Taylor felt her own eyes squeeze shut for a moment as Zach's finger slid into her open hole. His thumb found her clit and, by some miracle, Taylor felt her body respond. Like after all this, Zach had somehow lucked into the exact right combination.

Taylor felt her whole body start to wind. Like a Jack-in-the-Box, Zach was turning her crank and she felt herself building toward the big pop. Taylor's breath started going faster. Her little nipples ached. The release was building... building.. And then nothing again.

And then Taylor felt something thicker than a finger press against her aching opening. Her pussy felt so open. Empty. She needed to stuff it full of something and Zach's cock felt so good. He was just resting it there. Testing.

"Finger?" Courtney asked. Taylor shook her head.

"It's OK," Courtney said. Still holding Taylor's hand. Almost stroking it. "You can do it."

Taylor nodded, like Courtney had given her permission. Taylor felt her butt slide back a bit. Begging him to enter her further. Taylor felt the head of Zach's cockhead start to slide into her. Suddenly she stiffened.

"Condom," she squeaked, "I... I'm not safe."

Zach paused. "I don't have one," he said, dumbly.

"You're not on the pill?" Courtney asked.

"I'm allergic. I get all covered in hives. Tim and I just use protection. There's some in my bedroom."

"I'll go get one," Courtney said.

Zach began to pull back. Taylor felt her empty pussy sob as it's almost-entrant reluctantly retreated.

"Wait," Taylor said. Tim was in there. How would she explain any of this? And she really didn't want Zach to stop now.

"I can pull out," Zach said, like he could hear the argument in her head. Taylor just nodded. She felt her pussy begin to widen again as Zach's long, thin tool slid into her.

He was skinny, and she could feel the difference from when it was Tim. But then Zach reached the point in her pussy where Tim would end he just... kept going. Until Taylor swore she could feel his head knocking right at the opening to her cervix.

It wasn't better than anything she'd had before. Just different. But she had to admit it was nice to feel her previously untouched depths being plumbed. Zach slowly withdrew, then pounded back. He had this one motion, but DAMN it was a good one.

Taylor felt that impending release again. Winding faster and faster now. She grunted into the pillows, chanting, "Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. God Zach that big dick feels so fucking GOOD!"

Taylor reached down and did her best to find her clit. She smooshed it back and forth. She felt Zach start to tense. If he pulled out before she reached the end she would stomp on his balls till...

Then Taylor's whole body stiffened. She felt her pussy clamp down and out of nowhere she let out a long, loud "FFFFFFFFffffffffffffffffuuuuuuuuck! I'm fucking cuuuuuummmmmmmmming!"

"OH FUCK!" Zach cried. Taylor's pussy suddenly fell empty. The last of her orgasm raced through her body, and she dropped to her side. She looked up and saw Zach ram himself full into Courtney's pussy.

Courtney's whole body stiffened as Zach slammed home. He thrust into her hard. Squeezing her ass cheeks white. Then suddenly Courtney's head shot up like she was howling at the moon. And she did howl - a long low animal "ooooooooooOOOOOOOOOOOOO."

Zach cried out something incomprehensible. Taylor saw his balls retract as he filled her friend with his fertile seed. Courtney's cries grew louder as Zach emptied himself into her waiting womb. They both shook in shared pleasure. Then finally collapsed.

Zach hit the floor so hard, Taylor was afraid he might have hurt himself. She stood up slowly. Courtney seemed stuck in place, splayed over the couch. A thin white stream leaked out of her pussy and down her thigh.

Taylor stood and did a long post-sex stretch. That had been damn good. Courtney made a little satisfied grunt. Taylor looked back and saw her friend was already snoring.

*

When Colin woke up, he was still in bed with his sister. His cock was still resting on her leg. Out the window, Colin could see it was still night out. Traffic whooshed by, like an ocean in the distance.

Paige stirred and pushed at Colin's chest. "You're heavy," she said.

Colin rolled over and Paige slipped away.

"So," Colin asked, taking a deep breath, "What is this now? Whatever this is?"

"It's nothing," Paige said, oddly distant. "It's just a thing that happened, OK? Nothing to get worked up about."

"I just... I need to do right by you Paige. I'm not going to walk away. I can't."

"Well you're going to. You're still married for one thing. This was nice. OK, it was way better than that. But it didn't mean anything and you need to move on."

"So that's it?" Colin asked, he could feel his stomach twisting, "Just a mistake?"

"Not a mistake," Paige said, "Just not a nuptial either. Look, nothing's changed. I'm not angry. Trust me I'm the opposite of angry. And it's not like I'm going anywhere." Paige leaned over and kissed his cheek. "This was special. Thank you. Now get me out of here before someone figures out I'm in the wrong bedroom."

Colin and Paige creaked open the door and tiptoed into the living room. There, they found Taylor, Courtney, and Zach all sprawled on the floor. Still naked. Colin looked over at Courtney and sighed. He loved her so much, and yet. He didn't know what he was going to do.

"You're better than her," Paige said, "You're this amazing person and she's just some stupid, lucky slut."

Paige gathered her clothes, then went to the front door. Colin bent down to kiss her, but he only got her forehead. Very brotherly.

"Figure things out," Paige told him. "Not for me. Just for yourself. Till then, you know where to find me. But if you guys have another one of these parties? I better be invited."

Colin stared at the closed door for a long time before he dragged himself back to bed.

Next Time: Christmas brings consequences and also (shocker) more cum.


Love Like a Blue Shell Pt. 04

This is it! The Grand Finale! If you've made it this far, well, what's another 20,000 words amongst friends? Enjoy!

Tim and Taylor have hosted three wild sex parties with their friends. Not all of them intentionally. Last time, it ended with all three couples fucking other people, despite a strict embargo on doing so. All of this was supposed to help the couples stay together, but the cracks are starting to show. There's only one way to fix it once and for all -- more sex!

Everyone is over 18.

-

When Tim woke up the next morning, Zoe was gone. He felt groggy and he tried to sort out the dreams from reality. He found, to his elation, that it had all actually happened.

They'd hosted another Mario Kart party at their apartment, and this time they'd skipped the drinking and gone straight to sex. Everyone had ended up with someone else's partner -- Tim with his friend Zach's girlfriend, Zoe.

He pictured her lying next to him the night before, covered in his seed. Getting to be in Zoe without protection had felt amazing. And as hot as it was for him to mark the tall, dark haired woman, he kind of wished she'd let him cum inside her. He'd never done that with Taylor because of her condition and his body seemed to beg for it.

He picked up his phone and found a text from Zoe, "Next party, I'm coming (a lot)." Well, Tim thought, clearly there would be other chances. Maybe even soon.

Tim pulled on some pj pants and then stumbled to the bedroom door. He could hear his girlfriend Taylor talking to his closest friend Colin in the kitchen. It stopped him cold.

"Yeah that," Taylor said, "Stick it in,"

"Here?" Colin asked.

"Wait," Taylor said, "Wrong spot."

"Are you sure?"

"Yes, I'm sure now take it out, dammit."

"Sorry," Colin said, "Sorry sorry. OK, is that better?"

"Oh yeah. That's it," Taylor said

"Definitely."

"OK, now push it in as far as it'll go. Twist it a little. There. Perfect."

Tim burst out of the bedroom. Taylor and Colin were sitting at the kitchen table, wearing their clothes from the day before.

"Hey Tim," Colin said, smiling, "I found your Lego Millenium Falcon set and Taylor said we could start putting it together. I hope that's OK."

Tim went over to pour himself a mug of coffee. He was relieved, but also a bit disappointed. And not about the Millennium Falcon.

A moment later, Colin's wife Courtney came out of the shower wearing one of Taylor's purple towels. She smelled nice and looked even better. Maybe it was the residual high from the night before, or the things he thought he'd heard that morning. Or maybe it was just Courtney, still dripping and practically slipping right out of that towel. But Tim found himself really aroused by the auburn-haired woman in that moment.

"Everyone else left?" Tim asked. Taylor nodded.

Courtney went over to the kitchen and started to make coffee. "I hope you had a good time with Zoe last night," she said. Tim was about to answer when Colin said. "Oh yeah, lots of fun."

"And how was Paige?"

"Oh.... um, fine," Tim said, "Just fine."

"Really?" Taylor asked, "Just fine? I'm sorry, hon. I really thought she'd be a blast in bed."

"Oh it's OK," Tim said, "Don't want to kiss and tell in front of her older brother." Tim looked over at Colin suspiciously, but his friend just looked away.

"I think Paige only has eyes for Colin," Courtney said. She filled her mug and then walked back over to where Tim was standing. "I swear those two have some kind of secret thing going on sometimes."

"We're just close," Colin said, "Nothing more. I don't know where you get these things from."

"Fine. Whatever," Courtney said, "Well Taylor and I had a lovely time."

"Oh really?" Tim asked. Courtney froze. She realized she'd said something too far.

"It's fine," Taylor said, "I just watched. It was really hot."

Tim knew his girlfriend. Recognized that look in her eye. She'd done way more than watch. And that was fine. More than fine. He'd practically begged her to, right? But the fact that she'd clearly never intended on telling him...

"Well anyway, we should be getting going," Courtney said, "Thanks for another lovely time." She leaned over and kissed Tim on the cheek. Colin leaned over and did the same to Taylor.

"A lovely time," Tim said, "Yes." He leaned in to give Courtney a kiss, but she turned and pressed her lips to his. Tim looked over and saw Taylor was doing the same thing to Colin.

Both couples stood there in the living room, wrapped around each other's significant other. Tim put his hand on Courtney's side and felt her towel start to slip away. She broke the kiss and they both looked over. Colin and Taylor were fully engaged -- tongues clearly twisting in each other's mouths.

"One more for the road?" Tim asked. Colin and Taylor broke apart, gasping, and nodded emphatically. Taylor pulled Colin over to the couch and Courtney did the same to Tim. The four of them squeezed onto the sofa. In seconds, both couples were back to kissing, tongues firmly in each others' mouths.

They began to mirror each other, one pair following the other. Tim started kissing down Courtney's neck. The auburn-haired girl moaned. She slowly slid her towel down her body. Baring her freckled pink breasts. Tim wasn't going to ignore that invitation and he started suckling them.

Colin reached over and lifted Taylor's shirt over her head. The lithe brunette held her tiny breasts upward and Colin licked her little pink nipples. Taylor nearly growled as the pleasure shot from her sensitive breasts right down to her pussy.

Courtney was naked now and Tim hurried to join her, throwing his shirt and pajamas to the floor. Then he dove back at Courtney's chest like he would collapse without being latched to her. Their bare skin reverberated against each other. Tim felt his penis press against Courtney's warm wetness and he quickly stepped away.

His friend's beautiful wife lay back on the couch, legs open, auburn hair splayed all over her body. Tim looked over and saw Taylor standing next to him. Also completely naked. Colin was sitting on the couch next to his wife. His penis as erect and aggressive as Tim's.

Tim leaned over and gave Taylor a heady kiss. Then they separated and slid down to their respective partners. Taylor wasted no time, quickly devouring Colin's entire cock in one throaty gulp. Tim buried his face between Courtney's legs and soon the married couple were both moaning in unison. But not from each other's attentions.

Colin reached across and grabbed Courtney's hand. She squeezed it tight. Both of them writhed under Tim and Taylor's attention. Taylor dragged her lips up and down Colin's member, almost making love to him with her mouth. Tim buried his tongue in Courtney, used his fingers to smear her clit back and forth.

Taylor pulled back, a long trail of drool connecter her mouth to Colin's cock. "How's my tongue?" she asked and Colin just groaned. She gave him a few quick strokes. Then raised her eyebrow at him.

"S... so good," Colin gasped.

Taylor gave Colin another stroke but then stopped. She could see he was on the edge. His body practically trembling.

"Tell her." Taylor looked pointedly at Courtney, writing under Tim's tongue. Colin's penis stood upright and almost purple. He stared up at Taylor for a moment, but when she made it clear she wouldn't move, he turned to his cute wife.

"Court... She's sucking my cock. Taylor is." Taylor bent down and took Colin back into her mouth, but only licked lightly. When Colin didn't say anything more, she slowed.

"It's the b... best. Best I've ever had."

Taylor popped off Colin again. "Come on, Colin. You have to say it or I'll stop. Am I better little cocksucker than Courtney?"

"Y... yes."

"Then you need to say it."

"Courtney... ooooooohhhh Court. Taylor's sucking my cock so much better than you can."

Tim paused in his licking. He wondered if he should torture Courtney in the same way, but she replied on her own.

"Tim's licking me Col," she said, "I'm going to cum so hard on his tongue. I... I've never cum so hard I... ah Ah AH!" Courtney shook as, sure enough, she came -- a shaking, shocking scream of a cum that practically shook the apartment. "Oh my God. I've never. I mean I didn't even think I..."

Colin looked on in shock. Nearly six years of sex together and he thought, suddenly, that he'd never really made her cum. Not like Tim just had.

Taylor redoubled her efforts on Colin's cock but she knew it was no good. She picked her head up off him and kissed him hard on the mouth.

"Be right back."

Courtney lay splattered against the couch. She reached down and took Tim's hardness in her hands and started stroking. "Sssssooooo thick," she said. "Want it inside me."

"Courtney we can't," Tim said, though his body clearly was screaming something different. Taylor came back into the room holding two silver foil packets. She pushed Colin to the ground, his penis still pointing upward.

Taylor tore open the condom with her teeth and rolled it down Colin's cock. She climbed up over him. Paused. Like the hammer about to drop. Then Taylor planted her pussy right onto Colin's hardness with a triumphant cry. Her pussy squeezed down, so ecstatic to be filled.

Colin's cock was a bit shorter than Tim's and a bit thicker than Zach's. Taylor found she liked comparing the sensations. She started humping up and down with abandon, her tiny tits doing their best to flop about with her. Colin fell back, blown, as the sexy brunette drove herself to ecstasy on his cock.

Courtney took one look and lay down on the ground, legs splayed. Tim reached for the other condom, but Courtney slapped it out of his hand. She grabbed his cock, grinned wickedly, and guided him to her waiting, willing snatch.

Now Tim saw the competitive Courtney. The one who needed to win just as badly as Taylor. Who fought to always have the best grades, the best job. Good was never good enough for the girl. She sprinted through life like losing had her tail.

Tim groaned as Courtney's pussy swallowed him whole. She was tight and, even better, soaking. After blowing his load twice the night before, Tim could feel that he was going to be able to last awhile. Something about that thought made him soar.

Tim reached down and grabbed Courtney's peaches, giving them a good squeeze. "Oh, I love your tits!" he cried.

"Sssssooo thick," Courtney hissed. Rolled her head back and forth on the floor like she was delirious.

Taylor ground down on Colin harder. Faster. She reached down and strummed her clit. She wanted him to rise up. Kiss her. Nip at her nipples. Make her cum at his command. Instead he just lay there like he was in shock.

The look in his eyes was almost worshipful. He even said it. "Can't believe Taylor's fucking me." It was sweet, but Taylor didn't want sweet. She wanted to get fucked. She pinched her clitty hard and pounded her pussy with Colin's cock. Taylor reached back and grabbed Colin's sack, not too gently. "Mine," she said.

He nodded yes. Taylor arched her eyebrow at him again.

"Your cock. Your balls. Your cum," Colin said. Taylor was pleased to hear him repeat it exactly. She was in his head and she wanted to make sure everyone else knew it, too.

"T... tell her," Taylor said, the dirty talk bringing her closer to release now.

"Taylor..." Colin said, "I'm so close. God. Th... this is Taylor's cock. Taylor's balls. Taylor's cum."

"Only," Taylor said. She felt her body start to tighten. The pleasure building in her pussy and radiating outwards.

Colin could only gurgle as he tried to agree. He shook and suddenly Taylor felt his cock twitch as he filled the condom with his cum. Taylor gave her clit a few more rubs and... there! Her orgasm exploded.

"Mine you fucker it's all mine give it to me," Taylor rambled incoherently and then fell forward. Washed away in orgasm.

Tim kept driving into Courtney. Her leg was kicking out constantly now as she rolled from one cock-squeezing orgasm to the next. Her only sounds a machine gun "Uhn. Uhn. uhhhhhhhhhn."

"Getting close," Tim said.

"Ohhhh it's g... gonna be a big one," Courtney gasped. "Cum. Cum for me. I n... need it. Please."

"Where?" Tim asked.

"Inside me," Courtney said, "Like she never lets you. Fill me up. Give me your seed. Like Taylor never gets."

Tim practically wept with joy. The words spurred him forward. He pounded his friend's wife harder. Squeezed at her breasts. And then his orgasm exploded. Splattered Courtney's cervix with his cum.

Tim's ecstasy triggered Courtney's even higher. Her whole body snapped stock straight and she screamed, "Cummmmmmming."

Tim, to his shock, was somehow still filling Courtney's quim. He grunted with each burst. Missile after missile fired into her. A barrage of beautiful boy-stuff unloaded into his friend's wife. Painted her walls and filled her womb.

Finally he felt the pleasure fade. His head was practically vibrating as he rolled forward.

Courtney slowly rose off the floor. As if on purpose, she hung in front of Taylor's face as little dribbles of Tim's cum dripped out of her pussy. Taylor leaned over and gave Colin's satisfied schlong a little squeeze. Still mine, she seemed to say.

"Well that was fun," Courtney said.

"A blast," Tim said, smiling post-sex silly. He looked over at Taylor and they both shared a wicked wink.

"It's neat to play around like that," Taylor said, "Just say stuff. I don't mean those things. it just turns me on to pretend."

"Exactly," Courtney said, "It heightens the whole experience."

*

Colin and Courtney got dressed (again) and said far more chaste goodbyes to their friends. Then they stumbled down the stairs to their car. The morning was cold. The windshield sparkled with frost. Colin got behind the wheel and started the engine.

"What Taylor talked about," Colin said, "That's true right? We were just saying stuff. It didn't mean anything."

"Right," Courtney said, "That's all it was."

They didn't say another word the whole drive home. Colin told himself it was because they were both tired after what had been an absolutely epic evening. Besides, he'd take the silence over arguing any day.

*

Once again, Taylor and Tim went through a week of wild sex, recreating everything that had happened at the party. However, Tim noticed that the events of the next morning -- Tim with Courtney and Colin with Taylor -- went completely unmentioned. As if it had never happened.

But then, other things seemed to be avoided, as well. When he and Taylor talked about what had happened with Zach that night, Taylor only mentioned what their tall friend had done with Courtney. Almost as if she wasn't there at all. Though of course she had been.

Not that Tim was completely forthcoming, either. He told Taylor the truth, that he'd ended up with Zoe instead of Paige. But he skipped the grand finale, telling Taylor that he and Zoe had only done a little rubbing before he came on her chest.

Tim thought it was for the best, but he also had to concede that this second round of role play was far less exciting. Like watching a great movie with key scenes edited out, Tim could enjoy the show, but he kept feeling like the best stuff was mysteriously missing.

Still, Tim kept up his enthusiasm for appearances. He didn't want to hurt Taylor's feelings.

*

While everyone agreed that there had to be another Mario Kart championship, it was obvious that people needed time to recover. And then there were the usual scheduling conflicts. After much negotiation, it was decided that the final Mario Kart tournament of the year would take place on the Saturday before Christmas at Colin and Courtney's house in the 'burbs. The group had gotten so large, Tim and Taylor's apartment could no longer contain them.

Tim imagined that all this planning took a lot of effort, but he hardly noticed. Along with fairly frequent texts from Sydney, Tim now had someone else taking up his attention: Zoe. With Sydney, it was like they were friends: they'd ask each other about their day. Tell funny stories. That kind of stuff. The texts with Zoe felt more like communicating with a porn star.

Zoe -- the queen of comportment -- could not stop sexting him. Telling him how wet she was. How much she loved his talented tongue. His thick cock. She wasn't sending pics, but Tim felt it was only a matter of time before she took the next step. He wasn't sure how much he could keep it all from Taylor.

Not that he was doing anything wrong, Tim thought. Just some harmless teasing. No one was sneaking off to a neutral location for some extracurricular experimentation. Zoe was still with Zach. And Sydney seemed perfectly content to keep things convivial.

It was all in good fun.

*

The week before the party arrived, once again, Tim and Taylor stopped fucking. Practically stopped touching. Taylor found herself frustrated, but at this point it was almost like a ritual. She didn't want to say anything to Tim -- didn't want to hurt his feelings -- but by the end it had all felt forced. Like they were doing it all just to prove that fooling around with other people wasn't fucking up their relationship.

Finally, the big day arrived and they hit the road to Colin and Courtney's house. It started snowing on the way over and the drive took over an hour. The whole time Tim seemed buried in his phone. For the first time since the first time, Taylor felt nervous. Something about this party just felt off for some reason, though she couldn't say why. As an online gamer, Taylor know that some days you wake up and your game is just off for whatever reason. Your clicks are a bit too slow. Your responses are a bit delayed. There's nothing for it.

The suburban neighborhood looked like a Christmas card- the pretty houses covered in white. All Taylor could think about was turning the car around and driving home before things got worse. And then they were inside the warm house, and Taylor couldn't imagine driving back in the ever-worsening weather, and so she let herself be drawn in all over again.

Paige greeted them at the door. She smiled and gave each a kiss on the cheek, just like a regular old Christmas party. Tim and Taylor took off their coats while Paige introduced them to her college friends: two girls and a guy.

Taylor knew the two women were going to be there, but she was still taken aback by them. They were both redheads -- twins in fact. Apparently, they'd met Paige her freshman year and the three of them had been inseparable ever since.

Both twins had deep blue eyes and pale skin. Freckled noses and thick, pink lips. Their fiery hair hung long to the middle of their backs. And while Taylor didn't have much of an eye for their bodies -- their boobs looked big, their waists wasp thin -- she could tell by Tim's reaction that these girls were above and beyond beautiful.

The twins were close to identical, but Taylor could see minute differences. The one with a slightly more pronounced nose was named Anna and the one with the slightly larger bosom was Alexa. Both said their greetings and then bounded off to the kitchen.

The third friend Paige had brought was a freshman who also happened to live in her dorm. Isaac had a shock of curly brown hair and sharp features. He seemed to be all angles, from his nose to his arms and legs. Even his ears seemed less rounded than they ought to be. Isaac was sweet. He gave Taylor the same gaping look that Tim had given Anna and Alexa. He shook her hand very formally, then fixed his glasses and followed the twins to the kitchen like a sad, lonely puppy.

"Close friend?" Taylor asked. Paige laughed, though not cruelly. "Not exactly. But Isaac owns a Switch and with so many people coming I figured it'd be helpful."



Taylor could see why a boy like that would agree to do almost anything for girls that looked like Paige, Anna, and Alexa. Taylor found Isaac strangely likable. He reminded her of Tim and all their friends back when they were in college. Geeky and a bit awkward but clearly sweet and kind of cute, in a certain silly way.

Colin entered as Isaac passed. He smiled and shook their hands. Gave Taylor a chaste little kiss that spoke nothing of all they'd shared.

"It looks like we're going to have two games going at once," Tim said.

"Three actually," Colin said. "We needed that many, what with all the people coming."

Taylor tried to count it off in her head and came up short. Even with Isaac and the twins added that put them at 11. So one of the groups would have just three?

"Long as we're here, let me give you guys the grand tour," Colin said. He led them out of the hallway and into the house, proper.

*

Colin lead the couple around, starting with the finished basement. Paige came along, even though she'd seen the place already. Everyone could feel how awkward it was between the siblings-- Colin could tell. The two of them had barely spoken since the party. Barely looked each other in the eye.

Paige clearly put the night off as a drunken mistake. Colin wanted to do the same but found he couldn't. His brain kept drifting back to how good it had been. It wasn't just the connection of cock and pussy -- although that had been incredible as well -- but rather some other indefinable aspect that had seemed to bind them together. An ethereal pulse of energy that took the sex from fantastic to something otherworldly. When Colin tried to talk about it, Paige pointedly changed the subject. And so he was left to suffer mostly in silence and hope his desires melted away with time.

One person who did want to discuss it, though? Courtney. Colin had fessed up and told her that there had been some sort of room mix up and he'd ended up with Paige in his room.

"By that point, Tim was already engaged and I didn't think it was right to interrupt," Colin had explained, "So Paige and I just talked for a bit and then she hit the road."

"Oh," Courtney said, and Colin couldn't tell exactly if his wife was disappointed or suspicious. Colin wasn't sure which would be worse. Like things between them weren't already bad enough.

After the party, Colin and Courtney had started fucking vigorously again which was fine. Good, even. But Courtney seemed fixated on the morning after when they both had swapped with Tim and Taylor. Particularly, whenever they were really going hot and heavy, Courtney would ask him, "Am I the best?"

It killed the moment. For one, there was a big difference between the dominating tone that Taylor used versus Courtney's pleading. It didn't make Colin hotter. Just sad. Worse, every time she asked, Colin would picture himself plugging away at Paige and think, "No. God forgive me. You're not."

"So, three bathrooms?" Tim asked.

"Huh? Sorry, I was distracted."

"This place is huge," Taylor said, "I'm sorry it's taken us this long to get out here."

"It's fine," Colin said, "I get it." For a second, he considered making a joke about how Tim had been in his wife before he'd been in his house. But then he thought better of it.

It was the biggest party of the year. Alcohol was already flowing. And Colin realized he wasn't just down. He was morose. Like preparing for a funeral instead of an orgy.

*

When they got back downstairs, Taylor saw that Zach and Zoe had arrived with Sydney following close behind. Taylor found herself strangely happy to see the blonde girl back. Like she was an old friend. She hugged Sydney tight and meant it.

The party started in earnest. Colin and Courtney had provided plenty of liquid courage. Paige's pals had also brought pot. Taylor hadn't smoked in years but it was agreed that everyone should take a hit and Taylor ended up taking more than a few. So now she was drunk and high. Stumbling before things even started. Pot usually mellowed Taylor out but this strain was doing something else, she realized -- it was making her horny.

Taylor began to wonder if it was having that effect on everyone else, too. It seemed like a lot of people were 'accidentally' falling into each other. She noticed more than a few hands on more than a few bottoms, as well. The racing hadn't even started yet, but everyone's engines were running.

Then there was a knock on the door. Taylor thought she'd accounted for everyone but maybe she was missing one.

"Could you get that?" Courtney asked. She'd been in the kitchen all day heating up different versions of meat wrapped in different versions of pastry. Taylor was pretty sure her friend was avoiding her and it didn't take a detective to figure out why. Taylor felt like the Dutch boy at the dike -- every time she fixed one problem another one seemed to spring up.

Taylor went to the door and opened it. The music stopped. Laughter faded away. The world shrunk down to just that space between the house and the outside storm. Taylor felt herself go numb.

It was Steve. That Steve. From the very first Mario Kart contest where everything had gone horribly wrong and also strangely right.

She hadn't seen him since that weekend. He was wearing a big black and white sweater with a bright red scarf. His face was pink from the cold. His usual smirk, however had been left behind. He just nodded at her solemnly.

"Hi Taylor," Steve said. And that's when she knew he must be really serious. No "Swifty," just her name, spoken simply and without affect. It almost made her feel a little sad for him. The world slowly sped back up to normal. The rolling roar of a party filled Taylor's ears like it had always been there.

"I owe you an apology," Steve said as he shook the snow off his boots, "I was drunk and I let things get out of control. It was stupid and rude and I hope you can forgive me."

Taylor didn't know what to say. She just stared. Steve had gotten a haircut so he looked a little less boyish. He still had the broad chest, the sharp cheekbones. He looked good, Taylor thought. Then quickly stopped herself.

"I've been talking to Tim at work," Steve said, "I'm sure he's told you. He said you guys were doing OK and that's all that matters. He even said that what happened kind of, um, inspired all this. That doesn't make it right, though. I know."

He kept pausing, expecting her to say something. Taylor only stared. She wanted to be angry. To shout and scream. Shove Steve's nearly perfect body right out the door. But all she could do was stand there. Confused.

"Anyway," Steve said, "Tim said if I came to the party tonight we'd all be able to, I don't know, make things right. Or whatever."

Taylor did her best to give an answer. Sydney walked by.

"Oh," Steve said, "Hey Sydney."

"Fuck off, shithead," Sydney said. Steve pursed his lips and nodded.

"Guess I deserve that," he said.

"No," Taylor said, surprising herself, "I don't think you do."

Taylor ended up being the one to introduce Steve to everyone. It felt a little strange. She had this picture in her head of telling people, "Hi, this is Steve. He's kind of an asshole most of the time but today he seems OK. Anyway, I got drunk and sucked his dick in front of my boyfriend once and that's why we're all here!"

Though of course she didn't say that. Showing him around, though, reminded her of just how crowded the house was. Colin and Courtney were in a corner talking to Zoe and one of the twins (Taylor was pretty sure it was Anna). Zach was on the couch arguing football with Tim, Isaac, and Sydney. Well, Tim and Isaac, anyway. Sydney just nodded along like a big-boobed bobblehead.

Meanwhile the other twin -- Alexa almost definitely -- was pouring drinks for Paige and the two were laughing hysterically about nothing. Taylor finally was able to get them to pour her a drink, but as she handed it to Steve he waved her off.

"No thanks," he said.

"Seriously?"

"After everything that happened... Look, I had to make some life changes and that's one of them. It's for the best, I promise."

"What step are you on?" Taylor asked, teasingly.

"The one where I don't have to listen to girls who make fun of me. Even if they are kind of cute."

Taylor smiled and stuck her tongue out at him. He winked back.

*

Somehow, they were able to get everyone to quiet down and gather in the living room. A few people managed to make the couch but most were standing. Tim found himself with Zoe on his right and Sydney on his left. Basically, the best place in the world as far as he was concerned.

He and Zoe hadn't talked -- she'd been busy schmoozing with other people. She did give him a smile and a little wave at one point. Tim and Sydney hadn't talked either, but that was because, you know, Sydney. They'd sat together since she'd arrived, though.

Taylor stood up and waved at everyone. Tim could tell by her eyes she was pretty stoned. Though possibly, Tim thought, that was the pot in his own system giving him false signals. One of the side effects getting stoned -- you think everyone is high.

Taylor tried to speak, but Courtney started a chant of "take it off." A group tradition at this point.

"Ha ha," Taylor said, "Very funny."

"No, I'm serious," Courtney said, "I think we should all get naked right now. Just cut through all the bullshit."

Tim looked around the room and saw, to his surprise, that everyone was nodding along. The twins -- God, they were gorgeous -- and Isaac all seemed a little nervous, however.

"I don't know," one of the twins said. For the life of him Tim couldn't tell them apart. "It feels weird to just get naked."

"How about underwear?" Taylor said, "We all get down to our underwear right now. That way we cut through the 'bullshit' but no one gets too uncomfortable. After all, it's no different than being in a bikini at the beach, right?" She winked at Steve when she said that last part.

Tim had seen his work friend come in. It had been a little awkward, especially since it was Taylor leading him around. Tim and Steve had started talking again after Thanksgiving. They'd both been very tentative at first, but slowly Tim felt the old friendship unwind.

It was nice, actually. All the things Tim liked about Steve seemed to come forward and all the bad stuff had just gone away. Besides, Tim felt like it was stupid to be upset with Steve. Tim and Taylor had both done far worse to each other in the interim. Of course, it also helped that Tim was getting constant texts from Steve's ex. He didn't tell him that part, though.

Tim had suggested the party as a way of letting Steve know that there were no hard feelings. He'd meant to tell Taylor beforehand but with everything else going on, Tim had forgotten. And, in any case, it had all turned out fine.

"So," Taylor said, "Down to the bra and panties. Or boxers. Or whatever. Does that work?"

The room all agreed and suddenly there was a mad rush to rip off clothes. Tim was wearing boxers and he saw that Steve, Colin, and Zach all were as well. Isaac, however, had on tighty whities. Tim shook his head, sadly. Something about that kid really bugged him.

Then Tim turned his focus to the girls -- a far more appealing observation. Taylor had on a lacy black bra and panties. Courtney was, again, wearing her lucky green underwear. Paige had on a white bra with blue striping and baby blue underwear. Her chest looked even a bit larger than Tim had remembered. The twins, just to make things harder, were both wearing identical periwinkle bra and panty sets. They looked satiny, and while they didn't reveal much, Tim could tell that both Anna and Alexa had nice sized boobs. Probably a C cup.

Tim saved his two favorites for last. Zoe, black hair tied back, had on a very dark, navy blue bra and panties. It looked good against her pale skin and she seemed to know it. She gave her chest a little jiggle when she saw Tim was looking.

He pictured her, again, sprawled across his bed and spattered with his sperm. The way she sort of licked her lips, Tim wondered if Zoe was thinking about the same thing.

And then there was Sydney. Holy fucking God Sydney. Her massive chest made everyone else seem underdeveloped in comparison. Even better, she was wearing her fire engine red underwear, once again. Tim's heart hit the floor when he saw it. Sydney gave him a big smile, bashful yet also affectionate. She was wearing her earrings and they glinted in the lights.

After everyone was undressed, Taylor somehow got the room's attention again. Tim found he looked forward to his girlfriend's nearly-naked lectures. But not nearly as much as he enjoyed what came after them.

"As usual, we will be playing for the Mario Kart Championship." Taylor had brought the tin foil trophy with her and held it up, as if that was really the goal. Uh huh. "With so many people, though, we've had to change up the rules some. So, we'll be broken up into three groups of four. Each group will race on one Switch. I wanted to set up a full on, 12-person race but apparently you can't do that. Which is stupid."

The room all nodded. 12 people racing at the same time would have been awesome.

"So the groups will go against each other, round robin style. When you lose a race, you have to do a dare." Here Taylor held up a large deck of cards, all with green backs. She and Tim had found the cards, "Naughty Games for Couples," at a store on Newbury Street of all places. It seemed harmless enough and solved a couple of problems that had been cropping up.

Tim and Taylor had agreed -- as had Colin and Courtney -- that while things were fun the last time, they had probably gotten out of hand. A big part of the problem was that no one could exactly figure out what to do so they just said the dirtiest thing they could think of. The cards would help people stay within bounds while still keeping it interesting.

"So the loser draws a card and then does the dare," Taylor said. "At the end of the round robin, the two people with the best records in each group will move on to a single-elimination round."

"What about ties?" Paige asked.

"I think that's unlikely," Taylor said, "I guess we'll figure it out if that happens. In any case, the two people with the best records from the group stage will earn byes. The other four will play each other, four races each, to see who wins. For these races, we'll use the yellow dares from the deck."

Taylor held up the yellow-backed cards. Tim knew these were racier, but nothing too crazy was going to happen. They had this under control. Finally.

"We'll play down to the two finalists who'll do a final Grand Prix. The winner gets the trophy, natch, and they get to give everyone else the yellow dare of their choosing."

"What about the red dares?" one of the twins asked.

"What?" Taylor asked.

"There's green and yellow in your hand. There must be red cards, too."

"Those are... Tim and I looked at them and they're really raunchy. I don't think we should do those."

"Trust me," Tim said, "It's for the best."



Everyone agreed, though Tim thought some seemed more reluctant than others. No one was able to complain, however, because Taylor started splitting them into groups and sending them to their respective rooms.

Tim felt himself get giddy. It was all beginning again.

*

Taylor ensured she would stay in the living room. The bedroom TV sucked and the finished basement smelled moldy. Other than that though, she played it honest and so found herself in a group with Anna, Courtney and Steve.

A few months ago, Taylor would have been mortified to end up stuck with Steve. But to her surprise, Taylor found she didn't really mind. He was being exceedingly polite and Taylor had to admit she almost liked him when he acted this way. Almost.

Kart was already set up, so everyone grabbed their controllers and got to racing. The first round was Taylor vs Anna. Unlike last time, Taylor didn't feel like she could take her time before trying. The way the tournament was set up, she had to win now or not at all. So she decided to abandon the so-called 'Sydney plan' and go all out.

After all the racing they'd been doing, Taylor truly felt like a veteran of Mario Kart. She'd even looked up some local tournaments to see if she could truly take on the titans. Still, Taylor was surprised at how easily she took down the coed redhead.

Having taken the loss, Anna then smiled and took out the green deck of cards. If losing bothered her, she didn't let it show. Anna turned over her card and showed a drawing of a man kissing a woman on the cheek. "Kiss," the card said. Anna just shrugged. Steve was the only boy in the room so he reaped the reward.

With everyone already in underwear, Taylor realized, the stakes were starting large. Even something as innocuous as a kiss became illicit when it was with someone wearing almost nothing. Not for the last time, Taylor was glad they were holding everyone to the cards. She could only imagine where things would go if they'd been left to their own imaginations.

Steve then raced Courtney and beat her easily. Courtney's dare was to moon the room. She giggled, bent down at her waist and pulled down her panties. She turned around and showed everyone her backside, including one moment when she pulled her cheeks apart and gave them all a glimpse of her little brown star. Taylor saw Steve eyeing Courtney's freckled bottom. Well, no one could be a complete gentleman.

The next set of races saw Anna race Courtney and Steve take on Taylor. This was the one that Taylor was legitimately worried about. The memories of the last time they raced were still fresh. Steve had become her nemesis in her mind. Someone she simply could not beat. The blowjob, all that other stuff, that could be forgiven. Losing in Mario Kart? That would haunt Taylor for the rest of her life.

The race was close but Taylor won. Not a blue shell to be found. She found herself cackling as she crossed the line. Steve just looked at her and shrugged, the same easygoing attitude that she'd found so annoying before. Now it just reinforced Taylor's sense of satisfaction -- she'd finally bested him.

Steve's green dare was that he had to demonstrate a blow job on a banana. The group got a good laugh at that. He found a suitable fruit in the kitchen, then brought it back and proceeded to drool all over it.

For a moment, Taylor worried he might mock what she had done to him all those months ago. But this was a different Steve. Instead he made a big show of doing a really bad, sloppy blowjob (he even bit the banana at one point) that had the girls all doubled over with laughter.

Then Courtney raced Anna and trounced her. The redheaded twin drove like she'd never touched a controller before. Taylor wondered why Anna even came to the party, but then she realized it was probably for the other stuff. Losing actually helped her cause, in that case.

Anna was given another dare which, this time, was to take off a piece of clothing. If the college girl was nervous now she didn't show it. She just stripped off her light purple bra and tossed it to Steve. She smiled at him, too. Taylor started to think that the ginger twin might have a little crush on him. Taylor wasn't surprised. Steve was a good looking guy. Objectively, of course.

Anna's breasts were nice, well formed and of good size. Of course, Taylor thought woefully, everyone seemed to be of good size compared to her. Taylor noticed that Anna had very small nipples with almost no areola at all and they were erect as all get out. Taylor didn't think it was from the cold, either. She wondered idly if the other twin was exactly the same and thought that she'd probably find out soon enough.

The final round of races seemed pretty much rote. Steve was racing Anna (much to her delight, no doubt) and Taylor was pretty sure she would crush Courtney. Steve took care of business and Anna's dare was she had to sit on his lap for five minutes. Yeah, rough dare there.



Anna settled on to Steve's seat, doing far more than was really needed to get comfortable. Not that Steve was complaining, Taylor was sure.

The competition was down to Taylor and Courtney. Perhaps Taylor was feeling too confident. Or maybe the auburn-haired girl had also benefited from all the practice they'd been getting. Regardless of the reason, Taylor sat back slack-jawed as Courtney crushed her.

They shared a little friendly high five that clearly neither of them felt. Then Taylor took her dare, which was to take off a piece of clothing. So, off with the bra. Not that it made much of a difference, honestly. Nothing to see here folks, just move along. Still she got an appreciative nod from Steve. That was nice.

"So who won?" Anna asked. The first round of races had gone so quickly, Taylor was surprised that it was already time to total things up. She'd been having fun, sort of, and she didn't want things to end.

"Well that's a problem," Courtney said. Taylor counted out the wins. She, Courtney, and Steve were all tied for first.

*

Colin found himself banished to the finished basement. It wasn't a bad room, though it could smell a bit musty when it was wet out. Still, the TV was big and they had a large, comfy couch down there. No more sitting on the floor like at Tim and Taylor's apartment.

Colin had been grouped with Alexa, Paige, and Zach. So at least he had two pieces of eye candy to play against. Except one of those was his sister. So just one piece of eye candy then. Alexa was cute, Colin told himself. Since he was married to the auburn Courtney, he clearly had a thing for redheads.

Maybe it was too much of a thing: in his first race Colin lost to Alexa straight up. They turned to the green deck. Colin had to admit, this was easier than hoping Alexa came up with something appropriate. Probably safer, too. The twin held up the dare card. Paige started laughing almost immediately.

"Spank him," the card said. It showed a very funny illustration of a guy holding his sore bottom.

"Bare or over the boxers?" Colin asked, nervously.

"It doesn't say," Alexa said.

"Oh, can I do it?" Paige asked, "Pretty please!"

Alexa smiled. "Sure."

"Alright big brother," Paige said, sitting down and patting her lap, "You've been very bad and it's time to take your punishment.

Colin sighed then lay down on his sister's lap. He felt his boxers slowly being pulled down.

"Hey!"

"It's the only way you'll learn your lesson," Paige said. She hadn't spoken to him for a month and now she was being almost flirty. Did she want to hit him as a punishment? Or was this intended as a prelude to something more? Colin didn't have time to think about it though because,

THWACK

Paige really must have reared back. His buttcheek stung and then settled into a low burn before Paige delivered another.

"I think it was just one slap," Colin said.

"I'll tell you when you've had enough," Paige said. She slapped the other buttcheek. Then did it again. After she'd hit him four times per cheek, he felt Paige's finger kind of drift over his balls. But he was sure that was just an accident.

"I think he knows better now," Paige said and allowed Colin to stand. He rubbed his tender backside.

"Lesson learned. Don't get dares," Colin said. The rest of the room nodded in agreement.

"Uh, bro," Paige said and pointed. Colin's boxers were still around his thighs, his penis protruded pendulously. He quickly pulled his underwear back up. There would be plenty of time to expose himself later in the game.

Zach was next, racing against Paige. At the previous party, Colin's college friend had looked like a worldbeater, at least in the beginning. Then Zach had completely collapsed. Except according to Courtney she and Taylor had both fucked Zach that night. So maybe the lanky lad hadn't really lost at all.

In any case, this time Zach definitely did lose. In fact, Paige pretty much destroyed him. Zach's card told him to run outside and yell something inappropriate. It was freezing out -- snow was on the ground and piling -- but the girls wouldn't let him get his clothes. Instead, he was forced into the snow in just his boxers.

"I have a small penis!" Zach yelled, his voice echoing down the quiet suburban street. Next Spring's annual block party was going to be interesting, Colin thought.

Back inside and shivering, Zach had to race Colin next. After his loss against Alexa, Colin knew he had to knuckle down and he did, pushing his record to 1-1 and basically knocking Zach out of contention.

Zach was beginning to get far too familiar with the dare deck. This time he had to give someone a kiss. He leaned down and put his lips on Alexa's cheek, but she turned at the last minute and Zach slid right onto Alexa's lips. Alexa purred happily and put her hand on Zach's head, as close as she could reach, anyway. When Zach finally stepped back, he did not look unpleased by the turn of events.

Not for the first time, Colin wondered what had happened with Zach and Zoe after the party. The couple had seemed a bit distant, but that was kind of the norm for those two. Anyway, if Zach was worried about fooling around behind his girlfriend's back, he certainly didn't show it.

Alexa raced Paige next and Paige pulled it out with the help of a blue shell. The redhead was clearly very good at Kart and Paige was, honestly, lucky to get the win. Alexa's dare was to take her bra off, which Colin was not going to complain about. The girl had good sized tits, probably about the size of grapefruits. She had almost no areola, but her nipples looked sharp enough to cut glass. Very suckable.

The last round had Zach vs Alexa and Colin against his little sister. Colin was sure Alexa would crush Zach, but somehow his tall friend won outright. As a reward, Zach got to give Alexa's bare breasts a single squeeze. Colin couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to hold the redhead's warm globes in his hands.

"Really nice," Zach said after he was done.

Now it was Colin and Paige's turn. The last time around, Colin had taken a dive for his sister -- letting her win had seemed like the right thing to do. But this time he was going to go for it. There was just too much at stake. Besides, his bottom still hurt from his sister's spanking. A little revenge never hurt anyone.

It was a close race but Colin was able to pull it out in the last minute, his Kart sailing over Paige's and past the finish line. His sister sighed but she didn't seem too upset. They each had two wins and only one loss, so both of them would be moving on. However, there was still the little matter of Paige's. Colin reached for the deck and said a little prayer to the card gods. Give me something good. Something at least as humiliating as that spanking.

Instead, the card just said "kiss." The siblings looked down at the card and then at each other. Once again, it seemed, the dares were conspiring to keep them together. Alexa offered to take Paige's place -- she kind of owed her one -- but Paige just brushed her off.

Colin's cute little sister simply marched forward, leaned up on her tippy toes, and kissed her brother on the lips. There was that shiver again -- that electrical connection that seemed to race right through him every time he touched his sister. Colin had expected a perfunctory peck, but Paige hung there. Kept Colin locked with her lips.

When Colin finally committed to letting this be more than just familiar affection, Paige pulled away. Tasted at her own lips and grinned. It wasn't a nervous smile or a mean one. Just a warm, happy look of devotion. It made Colin want to jump forward and hug his sister until someone made them separate.

Colin's chest hurt with how much he wanted her then. He wasn't sure what would be worse -- Paige seeing how he felt and shaming him, or her never realizing it at all.

*

Tim felt like it was his destiny to end up in the tiny bedroom with the crappy, little television. However, luck seemed happy to balance things out, because he was in a group with both Sydney and Zoe. Also Isaac. But who cared about him?

Tim hadn't told either girl the full story about the other. Sydney knew he'd 'fooled around' with Zoe at the party and Zoe had, of course, heard tell of the famously stacked Sydney. But it wasn't like anyone had the full blow-by-blow of Tim's feelings.

And what were Tim's feelings, exactly? He wasn't sure. He knew he wanted Sydney, oh so badly. But then he'd look over at Zoe and his heart kind of ached for her, as well. It was a good problem to have, Tim supposed, solved easily. He was with Taylor. Zoe was with Zach. Sydney was single but just friendly. That would be the end of it.

The first races had Tim against Isaac and Zoe racing Sydney. Tim was wary of the college kid -- Isaac seemed like the kind of kid who spent a lot of time playing video games. Tim couldn't believe it -- he actually felt nervous, and he couldn't completely blame it on the pot. Tim did his best to focus. He gripped the controller a bit too tightly. Stared at the screen and felt the sweat run down his back.

For all that though, the race wasn't particularly close. Tim crossed the finish line far before Isaac did. The skinny freshman's dare told him to take off his tighty whities which, honestly, was probably doing him a favor. Tim didn't look too hard but he could tell Isaac had a good sized dick. Probably about as average as everyone else's at the party. He was hard as all get out, though, that was for sure.

Isaac sat down and covered himself. He was so shy, he made Sydney seem like an extrovert. Zoe leaned over. "You have a great cock. Let me see it." Isaac almost beamed when she said it and slowly let his hands slide away.

Zoe turned and gave Tim a warm smile. It made him like her all the more, the way she was trying to help the kid come out of his shell. Tim remembered being a weird, anxious kid. He wished he'd had a Zoe to help him along.

After giving Isaac an appreciative once over, Zoe grabbed her controller for her race against Sydney. Both girls were in their underwear, and Tim couldn't help but stare at four ample, yet perky boobs.

Last time they'd all raced, Sydney had slow-played until things really mattered. Not this time: the buxom blonde wiped the floor with poor Zoe. Tim almost felt bad, like maybe he should have warned his tall companion.

Tim got out the green cards and dealt one to Zoe, which asked for a kiss. Tim knew these were the most common in the deck, so he wasn't surprised to see it pop up. Sydney offered to pass it over to Tim or Isaac (the freshman's eyes practically popped out of his head), but Zoe flatly refused. She walked right up to the beautiful blonde girl, a bit of smile playing across her face.

Zoe was easily half a foot taller than Sydney. She bent down slowly and pressed her lips to the blonde's. They both sighed in unison. Tim had been expecting something small, cursory. Zoe spent her time on Sydney, tasting and teasing at her lips. Tim thought he even saw Zoe's hand snake up Sydney's bare side at one point.

They broke and stared at each other starry eyed.

"That was awesome!" Isaac said. Everyone laughed.

"It was pretty great," Zoe said. Sydney sat down silently, but Tim thought he recognized the euphoria on her face. It was the same look Sydney had given him when they'd kissed those many months ago. Shocked and happy and something almost a little bit like love.

The next round had Tim racing Zoe. He was pretty sure he was going to win, so, of course -- he lost. Zoe laughed and clapped as she crossed the finish line. When they'd first arrived, Tim had noticed Zoe looking dour and was worried that the ultra-serious woman from before had returned. Now, in that room, his fun friend was back.

"Oh, Tim," Zoe said, "I really hope the cards give me a good one."

They did not. Tim's dare was that he had to put clothespins on his nipples for one minute. Zoe cackled madly as she attached them (she found two down in the laundry room). But once they were on it wasn't sexy -- just kind of bizarre. And it hurt like hell.

After that less than joyous experience, Isaac raced Sydney. The blonde was clearly not taking any chances -- she hit him with red shells twice back-to-back and that was pretty much it. Isaac was clearly rooting for a kiss dare or something. He might have even taken the clothespins if it meant Sydney would touch his nipples.

Instead, however, he had to go outside and run around the house. It was cold enough that everyone agreed he could put on socks and shoes, but that was it. Isaac slipped out the door. They all watched him through the window, curly hair bouncing as he did one circuit through the snowflakes. When he came back he was practically blue. But Isaac kind of got his wish after all -- Sydney and Zoe draped him with a blanket and then held him close to help him get warm.

The last round was Isaac against Zoe and Tim racing Sydney. Tim had been looking forward to this moment, even though he knew he would lose. As far as he was concerned, any kind of punishment from Sydney would still be a reward. Instead, though, shiny Sydney dimmed just a bit and Tim was able to take the race.

Sydney held up her dare for everyone to see. The whole room almost cheered -- she had to take off her bra. Sydney smiled shyly then brought out her amazing breasts. It wasn't just that they were so big, Tim thought, though of course they were. It was the shape, the perkiness. The way her pink nipples crinkled and poked. These were breasts worth starting a war over. Savoring and storing as an example of all that humanity could hope to accomplish.

"Wow," Zoe and Isaac said at the same time. Sydney just smiled a little and then sat down. But she didn't cover herself either.

Now Isaac raced Zoe. He was still probably a little cold. Or maybe distracted by all the boobage. Or maybe, Tim reflected, the poor guy just sucked at Mario Kart. That seemed a bit unfair -- the one tradeoff for being a geek was you got to beat everyone else at video games. But whatever the reason, Zoe beat him badly.

The tall, dark-haired girl announced that she wasn't going to take a dare card. Instead she just gave Isaac a little peck on the lips. Tim had to admit to feeling a little jealous, but he backed himself down. How broken was he that he didn't care (actually often enjoyed) when his own girlfriend kissed someone else, but got upset when another dude's girlfriend kissed a different boy, instead of him?

Anyway, Isaac seemed to enjoy his bit of contact and leaned back happily, like his whole world was at least ten percent brighter.

"Oh fuck," Zoe said, "Look at the standings."

"What's wrong?" Tim asked. He counted off the wins in his head. Well that was going to be a problem.

*

Well, the group thing didn't go as well as intended, that's for sure. Taylor couldn't help but stew as everyone filed back into the living room. The dares had gone perfectly, just the right amount of tease without taking things too far. But not one group had brought a clear winner. What a mess.

She, Courtney, and Steve were all locked in at 2-1. Tim's group had done the same -- he, Zoe, and Sydney all went 2-1, as well. Taylor had to admit she was a bit surprised -- she'd thought Isaac might be kind of a dark horse while Zoe had been pretty terrible the last time around.

Colin's group was the only one that had managed to avoid the three-way tie. However, he and Paige were both knotted at the top spot. That meant they were both moving on, but they still had to do a tiebreaker.



"What?" Colin asked, "Why?"

"The playoff rounds are all based on seeding," Taylor said, "I can't choose who gets a bye, or even who plays each other next, until we have you two sorted out."

Taylor gathered everyone around the couch once again. Her boobs did their best to bounce around while she talked. At this point she was going to feel weird giving presentations without her little titties out.

As she spoke, Taylor was surprised to see how focused everyone was. She thought that the people who were eliminated -- Anna, Alexa, Zach, and Isaac -- would have checked out. But instead they seemed just as involved as the remaining players. The promise of watching was, she supposed, almost as good as doing. In some ways.

"Let's do the easy one first," Taylor said. The room snickered. "Colin and Paige will have one head-to-head race to determine who won their group. The other groups, though, will do a full grand prix, just the three of them. I'll reshuffle everyone, as well, to keep things fair. Whoever comes in the top two moves on. The people who finish first in those races will get the byes. They raced against tougher odds, after all."

"How do the dares work now?" Courtney asked, clearly eager.

"Same as always, winner gives the loser a dare. In the three-ways, the top winner gives a dare to the overall loser, only. So second place doesn't get anything, but they don't have to do anything, either."

"We should move to the yellow dares now," Zach said.

"Yeah, the green ones were way too tame," Alexa said. Taylor shrugged -- sure, why not?

*

After a quick break, everyone got back together in the living room. This was clearly the nicest room in the house with high ceilings and big, glass doors on one side that opened out to a deck for nicer days than this one. Instead, the wind just howled and beat at the walls like it was trying to break in. The room smelled slightly like pine. And pot, of course.

Colin and Courtney had a brown, leather sectional couch in the center of the room, facing a massive flat screen that gave Taylor serious size envy. Bad enough that she had to covet everyone's boobs, now she had to be jealous of their TVs, too?

The main Mario players squeezed onto the couch while everyone else formed a cheering section, sitting in chairs to the side or on the floor behind. Courtney went around and refilled everyone's drinks. Then they settled in for some sexy racing.

Taylor, Tim and Zoe were up first. The race went as expected -- Taylor won while Tim finished second and Zoe came in third. The group was insistent that now Zoe had to do a yellow dare for Taylor. Taylor hadn't intended it this way, she meant they would just do one dare at the end of all four races. The rest of the party (especially those who were out and looking for entertainment besides drinking and smoking pot) wouldn't let her off the hook.

So Zoe drew a card that said "Manual: Rub your partner for five minutes, without letting them achieve orgasm."

"Holy fuck!" Zoe said, "How are these just the yellows?" Not for the first time, Taylor was glad she'd taken the red cards out. If these dares knocked Zoe's socks off, the really bad ones might have blown away her entire body.

Not that Taylor was too excited about the rubbing, either. She didn't really want to get 'rubbed' by another girl, though Zoe was about as attractive as any other. And, Taylor supposed, the card didn't say where she had to be rubbed. Her shoulders were feeling tight.

"Oh good idea! I know just what to do," Zoe said. She had Taylor sit down in a chair, then she stood behind her. Taylor waiting for Zoe to touch her shoulders, and she did. But then she glided down further. The tall, dark-haired girl rested her long fingers right on Taylor's little breasts.

Oh God. This was almost worse than a pussy rub. Taylor's tits were especially sensitive. Like they had a direct line to her pussy. Zoe was also, clearly, no stranger to tit rubs. She seemed to know exactly how hard to squeeze and when. How to touch Taylor's sensitive nipples -- when to just tease at them and when to tweak or even pinch.

Time just seemed to drift away as Taylor's body rose to Zoe's boob massage. Then Taylor felt her pussy quiver and she knew she was about to cum just from having her breasts rubbed. It wasn't the first time that had happened -- but never in a room full of people and, certainly, never because of a girl.



But there it was and Taylor felt the warmth start to spread from her center and out to her...

TIME.

Zoe's warm fingers slowly slid away. Taylor was sure she sensed some reluctance in how Zoe let go. Or maybe that was just Taylor's own disappointment. She had been so close. SO close.

Dammit. Why am I always the one left wanting? The alcohol, the pot, the nudity -- every time Taylor thought she'd reached peak horniness her body found a way to climb ever higher. It left the lithe brunette feeling especially antsy, which was maybe why Tim was able to take the next race. Taylor almost ended up in third, but she was able to salvage second at the last moment. Poor Zoe, who did not look at all upset, was set for a second dare. She patted the yellow cards affectionately before sliding one off the top.

This time the card said "Oral: Lick your partner for five minutes."

"Yes! Dreams do come true!" Zoe clapped her hands and immediately dropped to the floor in front of Tim. She spread her legs, eager.

"No no," Taylor said, "It's your dare. You have to lick Tim.

"Oh man," Zoe said, "Fuck. I was really excited, too."

"Wow," Alexa said, "Really?"

"Oh you have no idea," Zoe said, "He's amazing." Taylor smiled as she looked around the room. Courtney and Paige were nodding in agreement. That was pretty cool -- Paige clearly didn't like Tim at all, but even she had to concede that Tim was awesome at oral.

*

Tim sat down in the chair and Zoe crawled over to him. No kidding, she actually crawled -- head up and tongue out like she was auditioning for an '80s music video. Tim beamed. Zoe really was so sexy.

Zoe leaned over Tim's crotch and let her long, almost black hair hang over his cock. Then she sucked him in with one big slurp, taking him head to root. Zoe pulled off him and smiled, a little bit of drool already hanging from her mouth.

"I don't know what I was so sad about," she said, quietly, "I get to suck this fantastic, thick dick."

Tim groaned. His head lolled back as Zoe returned to work on his member. Zoe wasn't as talented as Taylor -- no one was -- but she was definitely very good. Her enthusiasm about her efforts made even her missteps feel amazing.

Tim was pretty sure he could cum from this, but he didn't want to. He had a feeling he'd need to keep his powder dry for as long as possible. Zoe licked up and down his shaft with long strokes, not really trying to bring him off, either.

Finally, time was called. Tim's cock flopped back, covered in drool and left to dangle. Zoe smiled at him and gave him a little peck on the lips. Then she leaned in and whispered, "You're supposed to make your bitch choke on your big cock. It's the only way she'll learn."

Tim nearly fell out of the chair as she walked away.

*

Watching her boyfriend get sucked off by someone else's girlfriend was almost routine for Taylor at this point. She was able to settle down for the third race and won it easily. Things were looking good.

Tim had finished in last somehow this time, which meant that boyfriend and girlfriend would be going at it. Was it wrong that Taylor was a little disappointed? Was it weirder that the room seemed let down as well?

The good news was, Taylor was dying to get off and she knew that Tim could get her there. Then she looked at the card and she almost cried.

"Titty fuck," the card said. The world was a cruel place. It really was.

Taylor lay down and gamely pushed her breasts together. Tim lowered himself on top of her and placed his penis between the crevice in her chest. How was this Tim's punishment, really? Taylor thought. Tim rocked back and forth a bit but really it was just him grinding into her ribs. What fun was there in that?

When time was up, Tim gave Taylor a peck on the lips and they both sat back down. Well, Taylor felt a little less aroused after that, so she supposed she got what she wanted. Tim tried to give her a happy thumbs up, but she could tell he hadn't enjoyed the experience either. What a waste of a perfectly good dare.

Taylor put her frustration to work and won the last race, handily.

"Titty fuck my ass," Taylor cried. The room laughed but Steve gave her a sort of disdainful look. Was it so long ago that Taylor had been shouting 'suck my dick' at him?

Tim had finished second, so Zoe owed Taylor one final favor. Taylor wanted to be excited about this -- that breast rub had been incredible -- but the thought of another girl touching her snatch really icked her out. Taylor wanted to cum, not be forced to reexamine her heterosexuality. She thought that maybe she could transfer Zoe's dare to someone else.

The card was having none of it however. Instead it simply said, "Together: show each other how you masturbate for two minutes."

Well that was easy enough. Taylor got down on the floor in front of the couch so everyone could crowd around and see. Zoe sat across from her. They stuck their legs out wide. Their feet were almost touching. Both girls shed their panties and Taylor wondered at how easy nudity had now become. The fact that Zoe still had her bra on seemed silly, instead of demure.

The rug felt itchy on her bottom, but it didn't stop Taylor from getting started. With all the stimulation, Taylor knew two minutes was more than enough. Taylor knew that she was supposed to be 'showing' Zoe and vice versa, but instead she let her eyes drift around the room. She rubbed her clit with one hand and drove two fingers into her vagina with the other.

Taylor looked over at Isaac. No. Tim was fun but why not branch out? She found Zach's eyes. He had a nice body -- and that long dick -- but his face was just eh. Kind of dopey looking, now that Taylor thought of it. Then, as she felt her body building, she landed on Colin.

He was cute enough and he gave her a sexy little smile. Taylor rubbed even faster and now it was really coming quick and she could feel it building in her, racing, and her eyes flicked over and she felt her whole body seem to SING as she finally reached the point of no return...

Looking right at Steve.

Taylor's orgasm washed over her. It wasn't a huge cum, but it was super satisfying. And somehow staring at Steve made it just that little bit better. Taylor laughed a little as her pleasure leaked out of her. She slowly let herself unclench. Steve smiled at her knowingly and she grinned back. Damn him.

Zoe stood up and brushed herself off like they'd just been having a little chat. If the tall girl had worked herself off, Taylor hadn't noticed. She didn't think that Zoe had gotten very far, though, just by looking at her face.

Taylor thought she'd feel satisfied or at least temporarily satiated. Instead, with the pot coursing through her veins and all the half-naked people and the rubbing... Taylor was going to need to cum again for sure. And soon.

*

Colin couldn't help but smile when Taylor brought herself off. She was always talking about keeping things safe, not pushing boundaries. But when that girl got horny, holy fuck, she was a house on fire.

With the first leg of the tiebreakers done, Taylor and Tim had managed to make it to the next round. Taylor would have a bye. Colin had watched with interest -- whoever won wouldn't just determine who he raced, but possible who he got to do far more fun things with. Obviously, then, he was happy to see Taylor moving on.

Now Colin and Paige had to do a runoff to break their tie. Since both siblings would be in the playoffs regardless, Colin didn't really care who won but he wanted everyone to feel like he was trying so he only glanced over at his sister's tits a few times while they went around the track. He assumed that his sister's twin distractions would give her the win, but the blue shell showed its ugly face and so Colin captured the victory. Paige didn't seem too disappointed, though.

Colin felt good about himself. About where things were going. They had the right mix of risk and caution. Potential and possibility. Then Taylor held out the yellow deck of cards and Colin's heart dropped. He had forgotten about this part -- or maybe just hadn't considered it. Or maybe his traitorous brain had simply intentionally ignored the fact that he was about to be doing something dirty to his sister all over again. In front of everyone. Including his wife.

"Oral: Lick your partner for five minutes."

Colin showed the card to Paige, expecting her to immediately freak out. Instead she just shrugged and pushed her big brother toward the couch.

"We can switch it out if you'd like," Taylor said, "We could give you, like, two green dares. Or Paige could just perform it on someone else."

"No," Paige said, "It's not a big deal."

And so it wasn't. Colin slowly sat down, doing his best not to tip the conversation against what he clearly wanted.

His younger sister peeled his boxers off. Colin was erect, of course -- he made flagpoles look flaccid at that moment. He felt a little ashamed, looking so eager for his sister, but Paige didn't seem to notice. If anyone else did, Colin realized suddenly, he didn't care.

"Here we go, big bro," Paige said and popped the head of Colin's cock into her mouth. Paige wasn't an expert cocksucker, being honest she was probably mediocre at most. Paige acted like she loved to lick her brother's dick, so that made some difference. But mostly it was that little shiver again -- that bit of magic as a sister sucked her brother -- that sent Colin reeling.

Paige seemed to be feeling it too, making loud slurping noises and hmmmming with abandon. First it was just his head. Then his shaft. Then his baby sister had his whole cock in her mouth and was working it up and down like a maniac. No hands, just mouth, messy and loud and extremely enthusiastic.

When Colin got head, he would usually shut his eyes and enjoy the sensations. But here he didn't want to. Instead he looked down at his little sister's innocent face and glorified in the fact that it was his so-innocent sister sucking his cock like a good little slut. He ran his hands through her hair lovingly while she worked.

Colin felt the pleasure building and he knew he was past the point of return.

"Paige..." he tried to warn her, but just saying his sister's name seemed to trigger him and suddenly streams of cum blasted out of his cock. Paige choked a little with the first burst, but then settled and loudly gulped each explosion down.

Colin tried to hold back but that only made each release more powerful. The ecstasy shook him with every ejaculation. Finally, he slowed. Paige released his cock then gently licked the head, collecting any leftover spend. She even sucked a little bit on his slit.

Then she looked up at him and licked her lips. Aren't I a good little sister? Don't I deserve my big brother's reward?

Colin lolled back. He expected the rest of the room to be staring at him, judging. Instead everyone just looked jealous, like maybe they'd like a little sister suck, as well.

Except for Courtney, but that was to be expected by this point. She eyed him oddly, like a detective putting together the final clues that would solve the big case.

Paige went behind the couch and sat down on the floor between her twin friends.

"You swallowed your brother's cum," Alexa told her.

"Was it as awesome as it looked?" Anna asked. Paige just nodded and smiled.

*

The last set of three was Steve, Courtney, and Sydney. Sydney did not look happy to be racing against Steve. Honestly, Tim wasn't too happy about it, either. He'd forgiven his friend, mostly, but that didn't mean he wanted to start the argument all over again.

Steve took the first win with Sydney right on his tail and Courtney well behind. The auburn-haired girl looked eager for some action but she seemed less than enthused to be sharing it with Steve. Tim wondered how much Courtney really knew about what had happened with Taylor. Actually, he reflected, she probably knew everything.

Courtney took her yellow card and showed it to the group -- another shared masturbation session. The room oohed and ahhed. Courtney and Steve both sat down in front of the big couch as Taylor and Zoe had before. It felt strange to think of things this way, but Tim was kind of proud that Courtney didn't reach for a pillow and instead just played with herself.

It didn't seem to do much for her, unfortunately. She mostly just teased at herself. Steve probably did something similar, but Tim didn't bother to look. Time passed without either person getting very far.

Sydney won the second race while Steve finished behind her, leaving Courtney in third once again. The girls got the same rubbing card from before, but this time Courtney really did give Sydney a back rub. Both girls had dallied with Zoe at some point, but it wasn't surprising to see them both bail when left in their own boat. Sydney seemed to enjoy the massage, there was a surprising amount of moaning, but nothing more.

Steve won the next race easily, while Sydney finished comfortably in second. Courtney now owed Steve yet another dare. Finishing things out seemed kind of cruel at this point. It was obvious who the two winners were going to be.

This time it was oral, but only for two minutes. Steve sat down on the designated chair and Courtney leaned over him. Tim had seen enough of Steve getting a blowjob to last him a lifetime, no matter who was performing. Instead he got up and used the bathroom. By the time he was back, the experience was over.

"You didn't miss much," Zoe whispered in Tim's ear, "She licked him like his dick was filled with tetanus."

*

The room was getting anxious for the good stuff. Antsy. Things were going to have to move forward soon or the crowd was going to engage themselves in something else.

It didn't help that every favor seemed to be for Courtney and Steve, and Colin's wife clearly could not conceal her disdain for the man. Colin understood why -- Court had told him about what happened with Taylor the first time around. But that didn't help make anything less dry.

The last race went the same as the rest: Steve won and Courtney lost. That meant Sydney would move on to the next round while Steve got the bye and a last dare from Colin's wife.

Courtney dug into the deck and showed her card to the room. This one said ,"Anal: Penetrate your partner once."

"Holy shit," Tim said.

"No kidding," Zoe said.

"See?" Taylor said, "That's why we're staying at yellow."

"Honey," Colin said, "If you don't want to do that..." He'd tried butt stuff with Courtney in college and she'd always rebuffed him. It just wasn't for her. Which was fine. Really.

"It's no big deal," Steve said, "Don't do something you can't handle."

"I didn't say that," Courtney snapped. Colin watched his wife's eyes shift from haughty disdain to outright anger. It was as if Steve somehow knew Courtney's secret password -- understood instinctively that the one way to get Courtney riled up was to put her down.

Clearly pleased by what he'd accomplished, Steve stood and started to slide off his boxers.

"Hang on," Courtney said, "It doesn't say with what." She smiled like she was somehow outsmarting him. Colin felt his anger rise.

All this playing around was one thing, but Courtney was willing to go farther with a stranger than with him? How was that even fair? Colin felt someone looking at him and saw it was Paige. She was giving him a strange look. Kind of compassionate. Sort of angry.

"I have an idea," Steve said. He went into the kitchen and found some vegetable oil. Then he dipped his pointer in there till it was practically yellow. Courtney bent at the waist and presented her brown asterisk to Steve. He gave the room a self-confident smile and then dipped his finger into Colin's wife's anus.

She made a little gasp and her eyes went wider and wider while Steve stretched her sphincter. It wasn't pained. In fact, it kind of sounded a bit like pleasure.

"Long finger," she choked out.

Colin didn't care that Steve had somehow unlocked his wife's back door. He was angry that Courtney had let him. As easy as he'd slipped it in, Steve slowly removed his digit. Then he went back into the kitchen and washed his hands. Courtney slowly straightened.

"How was it?" Taylor asked.

"Weird, mostly," Courtney said, "But also a bit neat. Especially in front of other people."

"That's pretty much the whole game, isn't it?" Tim said, "Weird, but also a bit neat. Especially in front of other people."

The room laughed, but Colin couldn't bring himself to join in. Instead he wrapped his arms around himself and stared somewhere off center. Courtney tried to catch his eye but she couldn't. He felt the rage rising. He knew he should tamp it down but he wouldn't.

With the tiebreakers finished it was time for the finals. The room got really quiet, as if somehow they could all sense that the big moment was about to arrive. Taylor drew names and announced that, in the first round, Tim would be racing Sydney and Colin -- somehow, again -- would go against Paige.

Colin didn't know whether to celebrate or curse.

"So they'll all do four races, with the loser taking a yellow card from the stack and..."

"We should do red dares for these," Alexa said, "The yellow ones are boring."

"I don't know guys," Tim said, "I've seen those cards. They're really racy."

"We're racing," Zoe said, "The dares should be racy." What a turnaround from the time before. The girl who had thought losing a sock was a step too far was suddenly demanding... well, a heck of a lot more than footwear.

"No," Taylor said, flatly, "Not happening."

"Did you bring the red cards?" Zach asked, clearly pleased with his solution. Of course Taylor hadn't brought the cards. That would end the argument right there.

"They're in our car," Tim said.

Whoops. In trying to pull his friends from the fire, Zach had only fed the flames.

"If we have the reds we should play them," Courtney said.

The barrage just went on, everyone shouting and arguing like a court scene in a TV movie. Taylor finally broke. "There's intercourse in them," she said, "And that's just the start. We're not... I mean, I just don't think we should be... Fucking." She said the last word quietly.

And Colin's anger finally overtook him. That was the big issue? Seriously? He'd just watched his wife get it in the ass. With a finger sure, but still. "What's the big deal about fucking?" he asked, "You and Courtney fucked Zach last time."

"Wait, what?" Tim leapt off the couch like it was lit on fire. And Colin realized he'd made a terrible mistake. He'd known he was supposed to keep it quiet. But then he'd gotten upset and Taylor had mentioned fucking it had all just sort of slipped out before he could stop himself.

"You and Zach?" Tim asked, turning to Taylor.

"I told you we fooled around a little," Taylor said, almost pleading. She stood as well and held out her hands, like trying to placate her boyfriend. The room just watched this play out in silence. The TV movie had just gotten interesting.

"You said you watched, you didn't say you fucked him." Tim was practically panting.

"Oh come off it, dude," Zach called out from the side, "You fucked Zoe, too."

Taylor's arms dropped. Her face ran red. "You weren't supposed to do that," she said, "It was a rule and everything."

"You fucked Zach," Tim said.

"You didn't know that at the time," Taylor said. They were both staring at each other. Glaring. Heads forward. Arms back. Like at any moment they might punch each other. No one had even mentioned the fact that they'd also fucked Colin and Courtney the next morning. Colin figured that error was best left uncorrected.

Instead, he slowly stepped up and stood between them. "This is my fault, I'm sorry."



"You have nothing to be sorry for," Taylor said.

"Yeah dude," Tim said.

"More fucking, less fighting!" Alexa shouted. Of course, Paige's pal was the troublemaker in the group. Colin should have expected it.

It seemed as if no one knew where to go from there, so they all just stayed frozen in place. Finally Zoe broke the tension.

"I don't know about you guys, but I'm ready to see some action. We've been building to this all day. So let's just do it. Let's get out the red cards and race."

"Some of them are really bad," Taylor said, not even looking away from Tim, "Like stuff I wouldn't do if you paid me."

"OK" Courtney said, "That's fine. Whoever wins their race can look at three red dare cards. Then they can pick one. That way, none of the really wrong stuff has to happen."

Colin wasn't exactly sure how that solved anything. A winner could still make someone do something awful, but the rest of the room seemed OK with it.

"Fine," Taylor said and sat back down, "Fan-freaking-tastic." Tim agreed and flopped down on the far side of the room. Well, Colin thought, at least that problem was solved.

*

Race one would be a grand prix -- four races -- between Colin and Paige. How he kept drawing his little sister Colin didn't know, but it didn't matter. He was stuck. Secretly happily stuck at that. But he kept up his pout-face for appearances.

Whatever anger Colin had been feeling before, Tim and Taylor's fight had knocked it out of him. Colin realized he didn't care what Courtney did. Or anyone really. Just Paige. And if this race meant he could have her, even for a moment... Hell, he was willing to go through a lot worse than that for the woman he loved. Realistically, Colin he knew he couldn't have Paige -- he'd never have her -- but he was committed to chasing for as long as he could.

Colin sat down on the couch next to his pretty little sister. He was completely naked, but she'd managed to survive with her white and blue bra and panties set. Colin couldn't help but appreciate what his sister was already showing. Couldn't help but anticipate what else she might reveal.

Outside it was still snowing hard. The party was all watching the screen, rapt, though Colin thought that he could see some hands sneaking into places they shouldn't be. The alcohol was out again and someone was passing around a joint. The room felt tight. Over bright. The Mario music chirped happily.

Paige tied her brown hair back in a ponytail, then leaned over and gave Colin a little kiss on the cheek. "You can have my ass anytime you want, big bro. But first you have to win it."

"Any time...?" Colin asked but then the race started. Paige laughed maniacally as she sped off. Her little distraction had worked -- Paige took the race with ease.

The next track, Colin was able to focus a bit better and he managed to squeak out a win. Paige punished him for that with the third race. She practically lapped him. Colin needed the last one or his little sister would move on to the next round.

He wasn't sure why, but Colin felt the need to beat his sister. Maybe it was so Paige wouldn't move on and do all kinds of dares with other guys. Maybe it was Colin's competitive nature. Or maybe, he admitted to himself, the only thing he wanted in the world in that moment was to hold his sister completely. And winning was the only way he could see to do it.

Colin took the lead immediately. One lap passed. Then the second. He had this. And then whoooosh! His screen went blue and it was all over. Paige jumped up and cheered. She'd beaten him.

After the room died down, Taylor pulled out a thin stack of red cards. Even the color seemed ominous. They screamed danger and Colin suddenly wondered if they'd chosen the wrong way. Taylor took out three, blind, and handed them to Paige. Colin couldn't see what the options were. He tried to search his sister's eyes but saw nothing. His heart was pounding in his chest like he'd just run the race instead of playing it on screen.

Paige picked her card carefully, like she was defusing a bomb, and then nodded in Colin's direction.

"I think we should do these in private," Paige said. The room all groaned but everyone who was racing quickly agreed. "You guys go ahead and do the next race. We'll be right back."

Paige took Colin's hand and led him back to the master bedroom. It was dark in there and she left it that way. Colin could make out the little details of the room he knew so well. The frilly curtains and heavy dressers. More pillows then he ever imagined owning.

"Get on the bed," Paige said, throatily. Colin climbed onto his marital bed, lay down on the marital sheets. Pushed back the marital comforter. His head was actually resting on one of Courtney's pillows. Paige stood at the foot of the bed and shook her hair out. Then she reached behind herself and shed her remaining clothing. Paige's amazing breasts hung loose and Colin salivated at the sight of them.

"Your body is amazing, Paige," Colin said.

Paige climbed up onto the bed. She tossed the card to the side where Colin couldn't see it.

She lowered herself over his body, sort of rubbed his nose with her own. Her breasts teased lightly at his chest. His penis trapped between them. Paige felt so warm and soft. Colin could smell her cherry lips and he reached to kiss them but she sort of pulled back.

Colin was here, exactly where he'd wished and prayed he could be again: naked in bed with his baby sister. His whole body seemed to hold in place, like any movement might scare her away.

"I screwed up," she told him.

"You didn't," Colin said, "It was me. My fault."

"We shouldn't have fucked," Paige said. Colin felt his heart break. What was all this for then? The nudity. The bed. All for one last recrimination before saying goodbye forever? "I was drunk and really horny and I just wanted a dick so bad and so I thought yours was as good as any other. I'm sorry."

Colin felt like he might cry. He wrapped his arms around his sister, like if he held her there she'd never go away. Paige leaned her head down and kissed Colin softly on the lips. It was warm and wonderful and that little shiver shot down his spine and up his arms.

"God, I'm so sorry, Paige," Colin said. She shushed him.

"We should have made love," Paige said. And then the tears really did come.

"I love you Colin," Paige said, "I've loved you since I don't know when. I just didn't know how to say it. And you were with that stupid slut."

"Courtney."

"Yeah, her. And I felt like telling you how I felt was just asking to get hurt. Then you took me to that dumb Mario Kart party and we got drunk and... I don't care anymore. I want to be with you. If you don't want to be with me then that's your loss. But I love you."

Colin looked up and saw Paige was crying too. He kissed her mouth, slowly, like it was the most precious thing in the world. Because of course it was. Then slowly, he gripped Paige and rolled her over onto her back.

"Colin?" she asked, her brown eyes looking scared, "Say something."

He kissed her again, then dragged his tongue down her neck, her chest. He took her beautiful breast in his mouth and sucked on the nipple. Then the other. He dropped lower now. Facing her pussy. It was practically purple and dripping. He could even see her clit poking out.

"I love you too," Colin said, then assaulted her opening with his mouth. His tongue. Paige gasped, then moaned. Colin focused everything he had on Paige's twat. He knew he was no Tim, but then he also knew that no person could ever make him feel what Paige did. And that would be more than enough.

"Oh GOD I love my brother," Paige cried. Colin tried to shush her, but she just shook her head.

"I don't care," Paige said, "I want that slut to hear. My brother is mine."

Colin just laughed and went back to licking Paige's pussy. Her hands shot down and grabbed Colin's hair, lifting his head.

"Say it," Paige growled, "Mine."

"I'm yours," Colin said, "Yours only." And he smiled because, unlike those other times playing with Taylor, he knew that it was true. Paige kept hold of his head and pulled him forward. She kissed him again, licking her own juices off his face. Then she grabbed his cock and held it at her entrance.

"Mine forever," Paige said, squeezing. Colin just nodded. She pulled him forward, so that the head of his dick began to slide into his sister. "This isn't a mistake. It's us. Ours. The only thing that matters." She reached back, grabbed his buns, and pulled him forward. Colin didn't need encouragement, he pushed until his cock was buried in his sweet little sis.

There was that perfection again. That strange satisfaction of feeling something fit exactly. Like Paige's pussy was made for his cock, and his dick was designed for hers. Not just a tightness -- an elemental alignment where every vein and ridge seemed to have a slot where it belonged inside his baby sister.

"We're going to make love today," Paige said, "Tomorrow. Forever. And you're going to put your baby in my belly."

"Now?" Colin asked.

"Eventually. Need to get off the pill first. If, you know, you want that."

"Definitely," Colin said.

"Now make your little sister yours," Paige said.

Colin pulled back and then slowly pushed forward. He covered her body in kisses as he slowly slid back and forth . They both groaned, pawed at each other, like searching for every bit of their love. Colin wanted to rush forward, but he made himself focus on Paige's pleasure. She reached down and found her clit and started rubbing it. Then she screamed as her body straightened.

Paige kissed Colin hard. Put her hand on his face. "I change my mind," Paige said, "I want you to fuck me."

*

Outside in the living room, it was impossible not to hear the constant banging as the bed beat against the walls. Paige's shrieks and cries.

"My husband is fucking his little sister in my bed," Courtney said, almost as if she were in shock.

"I know," Alexa said, "isn't it awesome!"

And Paige's voice echoed across the whole house, "My brother is fucking meeeeeeeeee."

*

"My brother is fucking meeeeeee!" Paige screamed as Colin pounded at her. There was nothing else in the world -- just him and his sister. His cock in her cunt. His ecstasy screaming to escape.

Colin drove himself into Paige's perfect pussy. He felt his orgasm building.

"N... need you to cum now," Paige said.

"You going to cum with me?"

"I think I'm going to die with you."

Colin grabbed the edges of the bed and started slamming into her.

"Here it comes," he gasped. The dam burst and Colin came. Again and again. Saying "I love my little sister. I love my little sister." Over and over again. Paige's eyes went wide. Her mouth gaped open in a silent scream. Her brother's cum had caused her own and the two of them blasted through each other's ecstasy.

Colin thought he'd never stop cumming. Hoped he wouldn't. The joy of spending in his sister was more than he could ever have imagined. But it did end, eventually, and he sighed as the contentment settled in. He looked down and saw Paige watching him, eyes so brown and bright.

Maybe I've never really loved till now.

The siblings separated, almost reluctantly. Paige's hand immediately went back to Colin's penis. She rubbed it. Bent down and kissed it. "God I love this thing. Almost as much as I love the man it's attached to."

"Daaaaaad," Colin said, "Paige won't stop touching my penis."

"Damn straight," Paige said. She let go and then rolled out of bed. She started to pick her panties off the floor, then thought better of it.

"Wait," Colin said, "Where are you going?"

"I'll be back," Paige said, "I just have to do my next round of Kart."

"Please stay," Colin said, "Seriously. I'll make you your own trophy if that's what it takes. All gold and silver and ringed with giant rubies. The best a Systems Analyst can afford. Whatever you want."

"Well... I was looking forward to having Zach's dick in me. And Steve seems awfully nice as well. In fact, now that I think about it. You were my first. That means I need to try out everyone else's cock before I can settle on your."

Colin looked up, frightened. She was kidding, right? She had to be kidding.

Paige ran back and jumped onto the bed, making the whole thing bounce. "Nahhhhh. I think I'll stay right here and play with my brand new brother-cock. It was, after all, clearly made just for me." Then she kissed him. Colin felt himself ready for another go-round, as if he'd never even had the first.

Some time later, Colin got up and locked the bedroom door. Otherwise, he spent the rest of the night in bed with his beloved little sister.

*

Tim watched as Colin and Paige went back to the bedroom and he wondered. It really did seem like something was going on with those two. Tim didn't have any siblings, maybe this was how it was with all of them.

"Not usually, no," Courtney said.

"Speak for yourself," the twins said in unison. Every eyebrow in the room popped up.

Tim didn't spend any more time thinking about it: it was his turn to race against Sydney. The perfect blonde smiled at him as he sat down on the couch. He tried to get comfortable. To settle himself down and get ready to race. But he couldn't.

Tim was still shaken from what he'd found out about Taylor. Shaking. Tim hadn't realized he'd been holding on to that anger this whole time. Yet there it was -- gallons of it spilled out for everyone to see. He'd told himself he was OK so often, he'd forgotten to check if it was really true.

Tim had thought that maybe Taylor sucked Zach's dick or something. He'd been fine with that. But fucking? Somehow it felt like a betrayal. The fact that Taylor had lied about it told Tim she felt the same way. But then, hadn't he done the same thing himself? Fucked Zoe and never told his girlfriend? Not to mention all the texting. Wasn't that just as bad?

For that matter, Tim thought, what was he doing in this moment -- sitting naked next to the incredible shirt-less Sydney and thinking about how much he wanted her? His anger finally drifted away. He and Taylor had both done wrong, he realized. Why feel bad about it when there was so much good yet to gain?

Tim picked up his controller. He gave Sydney a smile. Tim had been playing Mario Kart so much lately, he'd gotten really good at it. Of course, Sydney was skilled, too. But Tim knew in his heart he could take it to her.

He could not.

Four quick races, no blue shells, red shells, or green shells needed. Tim could have found a magical purple shell that dropped him at the finish line -- he was sure he still would've lost.

"Good game," Sydney said sweetly then kissed Tim on the cheek. The buxom blonde stood. Courtney fanned the red cards in front of her. Tim couldn't see what they said. He prayed for something halfway decent. Another titty fuck -- this time with actual titties -- would be divine.

Sydney looked at the cards, eyes wide, like picking a candy at the store. Everything so delicious, how could you only have one? She made her choice, ripping it from Courtney's hands with a flourish. Then Sydney stuck her free hand in Tim's. He let her lead him back to one of the guest bedrooms. Sydney locked the door behind them.

The room was dark. There was a large bed in there, soft and comfy. The cold beat at the windows, but the room felt warm. Tim climbed up on the bed and lay down. His cock stood up, engorged and eager. Sydney seemed to eye it nervously.

"So what are we doing?" Tim asked. Sydney slowly turned the card and showed him. It had a pencil sketch of a man standing over a woman. His penis in his hand.

"Urinate on her," the card said. Tim was struck stupid. All these words spluttered out and none of them meant anything.

"Um. I mean. Fuck. Uh. If you really. Oh God."

Then Sydney laughed, high pitched and tinkling like wind chimes in a Summer breeze. Her face turned red as she did it and then she snorted. Tim realized he'd never heard her laugh before. Just 'lols' on text or little titters that weren't her real laugh.

"I'm sorry," Sydney said, "I just wanted to see your reaction." She climbed up on the bed and lay next to Tim. She rested her head on his shoulder, and her long, silky blonde hair, drifted down against his chest.

"So what do you want me to do to you then?" Tim said.

Sydney rolled over a bit so her breasts hung down onto Tim's chest. Then she kissed him, in a way that he immediately recognized. It was how he'd kissed her, way back when, at that first party.

"Whatever you want," Sydney said. Tim kissed her back, the way he'd been dreaming of doing. With lips and tongue and love. Tim was gentle with Sydney in a way that just felt right. He imagined a lot of men went right for Sydney's breasts and molested them for hours. Because, why not?

Tim, instead, gave her whole body attention more akin to worship. Kissed her fingers. Dragged his nails across her back. Traced her arms and legs and toes. He felt Sydney sigh under him. A happy little expiration.

Finally, Tim trailed his way down to her sex. He slowly pulled the bright red panties away -- god he loved that underwear on her. He was almost sad to take it off. He saw that her pussy was completely shaved and was surprised.

"After I saw Courtney's," Sydney said, "I don't know. I wanted to try it. Do you like it?"

"I like you, however you are," Tim said, "But I do kind of miss all that blonde hair. I thought it was sexy."

"I'll grow it back then," Sydney said.

"Does make it easier to do this," Tim said, and pressed his mouth to Sydney's nether lips. Again he was gentle, yet determined, and definitely careful to search for Sydney's responses and react to them the right way

Sydney moaned. She ran her hands through his hair. Kind of writhed and rolled her head back and forth. But Tim could tell she was holding back. There were these little moments where Sydney's whole body started to rise and then she'd quickly flatten it.

Like she was a supercar going down a highway known for speed traps, every time Tim accelerated, Sydney tapped the brakes.

"You've never cum with me," Tim said, "Even when we all rubbed together that one time. You told me you were 'fine' but you didn't cum."

"I was fine," Sydney said, "Seeing you do that and knowing that it was me? It was amazing. Telling Taylor what to do... I felt so powerful. I'm, uh, I don't usually feel that way. Mostly scared."

"Do you feel scared with me?"

"I wouldn't be here if I was"

"OK. Well I want you to trust me. To help you cum."

"It's just, ummmm, I get a little out of control. Wild. When I... You know?"

"I don't care. You can kick me in the face five times if that's how you get there. It's your body. It's beautiful. Just let it out. For me. Please."

Sydney seemed to think about it for a moment, but then she nodded. Tim smiled and dipped his head back between her legs.

He went back to licking Sydney, but now he was far more focused. He pressed the issue, you might say. Tim filled Sydney with his fingers. Stimulated her with his tongue. He felt her legs go taut around him.

Sydney's breath seemed to catch, accelerate. Come out in little bursts and gasps. She whimpered, drew in a deep breath.

"Oh FUCK!"

It was the loudest thing Tim had ever heard Sydney say.

"Oh FUCK FUCK fffffffffffFFFFFFFFFUCK! Your tongue is licking me so GOOD! Oh eat me. Just keep eating me and eating me and eating my slutty pussy!" Sydney's whole body seemed to tense and then she screamed his name, a long howl that exclaimed her ecstasy. Legs and hands squeezing Tim's head so hard he thought it might pop.

Sydney slowly uncurled. She reached down and slowly pulled Tim up. "Fuck, that was good," she said and kissed him. Tasted herself on his lips. She reached down and grabbed his cock.



Sydney didn't wait for Tim to say anything, she just aimed his penis at her sex and smiled at him. "So you going to fuck me or what?"

Tim smiled and slid inside of Sydney. Kissed her deeply as he buried inch after inch in her eager quim. It was tight as fuck, yet she was sopping and he slid in easily. As soon as his stick hit bottom, Sydney stiffened, eyes fluttering, and let out a low moan.

"Oh FUCK yeah," she said, "Let's do this."

Sydney seemed to like the word fuck a lot when she was fucking. She also seemed to like to tell Tim what to do. "Yes, like that. No, harder. Faster. Suck my titties. Bit them! OH! Pump my pussy, pump IT!"

Other times she would provide commentary. "GOD that cock is in me so good. Just. Keep. Fucking. My slutty, hungry, pussy. FUCK! It's so thick! I can barely stand it. Oh you magnificent fucker keep fucking your little slut."

But mostly, Sydney howled. She screamed. She seemed endured orgasm after orgasm as Tim pounded her.

*

The bed in Courtney's bedroom was still banging when the living room heard a new sound: a long low howl, almost animal, followed by a scream.

"Oh FUCK Tim you're fucking me so GOOD! Oh my pussy needs that cock so bad you need to.... oooooOOOOOOOOO GOD! Keep. Fucking. MEEEEEEEEEEEEE!"

Now it was Taylor's turn to look up. She and Courtney shared a grimace. Then Taylor glanced over at Steve. To her shock, he looked almost ill.

"She... she always just lay there," he said, "Never said a word. I mean... Not a word. I swear."

"OH! I love that thick cock!" Sydney shouted, "Harder. Fuck me harder. Punish that slutty pussy. I'm cumming again oh fffffffFFFFFFFFFUCK can't stop cummmmmming!"

*

"OH! I love that thick cock!" Sydney shouted, "Harder. Fuck me harder. Punish that slutty pussy. I'm cumming again oh fffffffFFFFFFFFFUCK can't stop cummmmmming!"

Tim felt a little tingling in his cock. His balls. Sydney was practically shouting but suddenly she got quiet. Almost a whisper. "Y... you ready to cum inside me? Fill me up?"

With horror, Tim suddenly realized that he had, again, forgotten about protection. He had tons of condoms -- in his pockets, his wallet, he'd even left some in the car just in case. But not one was on his dick in the moment that he might actually need one.

Sydney seemed to see the shadow that crossed his face. She smiled that loving smile.

"I'm safe," she said, "You can do it. Unload in me. Whenever you want. I promise I'm a good girl. I'll take it all. OH! I want your CUM so baaaaaaaaad!"

Tim redoubled his efforts. Stroking faster now. He kept his hands on Sydney's tits and squeezed them practically purple. He wasn't building anymore, just bursting and suddenly,

"Oh YES!" Sydney screamed, "Fill me UUUUUUUUUUUP!"

Tim's world shrank down to just a pinprick. His only sensation was dumping load after load of joyful juice into Sydney's hungry pussy. He thought he'd felt her cum before. But now his orgasm seemed to trigger something even further.

Sydney's whole body tightened. Her mouth, her eyes, screwed shut. Her body seemed to shake with every one of Tim's ejaculations. Like he was literally shooting her, Sydney screamed so loud he thought she'd shatter the windows. Then slowly she began to still.

Tim's head was throbbing. His Sydney was so full of cum that it was already dripping out the sides of his cock. He leaned down and kissed her. "You're amazing," he said.

"I warned you," Sydney said. Tim just kissed her again. Latched his lips to hers.

Finally Sydney sat up and let Tim's dick drop out of her. She eyed it sort of sadly.

"That was incredible," Tim said, "I never wanted it to end."

Sydney nodded. Another glob of Tim's sperm dropped onto the comforter. And then the beautiful blonde started to cry. One tear, another, then huge heaping sobs racked her body. Tim wrapped his arms around her and held her close.

"I don't want you to go," Sydney said. "I know I can't have you. I just..."

"Why can't you have me?"

"Because..." she gestured around the room, like there were people there.

"Taylor?" Tim asked.

"Yeah."

"I don't want Taylor," Tim said, "I want you." Tim realized that maybe he hadn't been happy in a very long time. Like with his anger, he had just been telling himself otherwise. But now, in Sydney's arms, he knew where he wanted to be. His heart felt a momentary twinge -- not for Taylor at all but Zoe. Tim quickly filed it away. He was so lucky to have Sydney. To fall for some other girl that had slept with him seemed needlessly stupid.

"I only want to be here. With you. Well, not in Colin's house. But in your arms. You get what I'm saying. I was just... I don't know scared. I didn't think someone so beautiful could see anything worth keeping in me. Even when we were texting, I told myself that you just wanted to be my friend. But Sydney, if you want me? I'm yours. And if you don't want me then know I'm going to spend the rest of my life wishing I was with you."

"You're a dope," Sydney said and kissed him, "It was you. Always you. I knew it as soon as you kissed me. Only one other person ever kissed me that way. Like I'm a person and not a pair of boobs with a twat."

Tim laughed at that. "You do have an amazing pair of boobs. And an incredible twat. But I'm falling in love with you."

"You have a fantastic cock," Sydney said, "And your tongue is unreal. Your balls might be a bit over enthusiastic though." She reached down and showed him yet another palm-full of sperm. "But I'm falling in love with you, too."

They spent a long time then, just wrapped around each other and basking in the idea that, if they wanted, they didn't ever have to let go.

"You should probably get back," Tim said, "Finish off your Mario Kart championship."

"Fuck the race," Sydney said.

"Good," Tim said, "Cause I want to fuck you."

"You don't think there's enough sperm in my pussy already?"

"Well, if you'd prefer I could do it on your tits."

Sydney laughed and kissed him, reached down once again to find her lover full and waiting.

*

The semi-finals were supposed to be Taylor against Sydney and Steve against Paige. But after everyone waited for a good while, it seemed pretty clear that neither were coming back.

Taylor looked over and saw that they'd mostly lost their audience, anyway. Zach lay on his back and Alexa (or was it Anna?) was kissing him while Anna (or was it Alexa?) sucked on his long, thin cock. Their red hair seemed to meet in the middle of his chest, like a long ginger cascade.

Isaac, meanwhile had his face behind Courtney, and was learning the finer arts of licking pussy. Well, mostly Courtney was just yelling at him what to do, her bottom pertly up in the air like it was offended by his efforts.

"No! More tongue, less fingers. Ugh, college guys. I swear..."

Taylor felt the letdown hit her. The fucking, the arguing -- all the anger, desire and fear. She took a deep breath and let it all drain out. Was there ever a time where she'd done the right thing? It felt like she was working all the time to make fix things and when she stopped, all she heard about was her lack of effort. What would they say if she finally just surrendered?

Steve slid over to where Taylor was sitting on the couch. She could smell a hint of his cologne as he came close. It wasn't a bad scent at all, really.

"We can still do the final, he said, "You and me."

"And then you can fuck me up the ass?"

"I didn't make Courtney do anything she didn't want," Steve said.

"Tell Colin that."

Steve tilted his head toward the bedrooms. "Pretty sure he's doing just fine. Look, I get that you want to hate me. I probably deserve to be hated. I never promised to be a good person. And look, I got what I deserved. Everyone else is having fun, while I'm sitting next to someone who despises me."

"No," Taylor said, "I don't despise you. I'm just horny. And frustrated."

"I know what you mean. Tell you what. Let's do the races and whoever wins can pick a red dare. Just like we agreed. And if you win? Maybe you can fuck me in the ass."

Taylor smiled. All of a sudden, that didn't seem like such a bad idea. "Nah," she said, "I'll just make you suck my dick."

*

They sat down on the floor together -- Taylor in just her panties, Steve in only his boxer briefs. She had to admit, he looked really good. And he seemed to be thinking the same thing as he stared back at her.

"Your tits are amazing," Steve said, "Sorry. I didn't mean to actually say that out loud."

"It's OK," Taylor said, "I wish Tim felt that way. He keeps looking around for a larger pair."

"Tim's a fool," Steve said.

They fired up the game one last time. Taylor chose Donkey Kong. Steve selected Link.

"You're going to be staring at monkey ass all night," Taylor said.

Steve pointedly looked back at her bottom. "I don't think that's monkey. Baboon maybe."

Taylor punched him in the shoulder.

They selected a Grand Prix. Taylor took the first race. Steve the second. Taylor the third. Back and forth they chased over majestic mountains, and underwater cities. Raced right up waterfalls and shot down frozen trails. Bananas slipped by and bombs exploded. A symphony of competitive perfection.

They were down to the last race. Taylor took an early lead. It felt like every turn came easy. Every obstacle was already out of her way. All Taylor had to do was finish ahead of Steve and she'd finally beat him. Once and for all.

There was a loud whoosh. An alarm. Taylor didn't need to see it. She just dropped her controller in disgust.

Steve didn't laugh. He didn't taunt her. Didn't even bother to finish the race. He just put his arm around Taylor's shoulders and kissed her on the forehead.

"This really is a stupid game," Steve said.

And then Taylor found herself kissing him. Running her hands over his chest. Stumbling as they slowly made their way back to the open bedroom. Unwilling to disengage.

They fell through the doorway. Onto the bed. It was a tiny twin but Taylor didn't care. Steve held up the red dare card triumphantly. Taylor simply slapped it away.



Still kissing. Probing with her hands, her tongue. Tasting every bit of Steve's body. She felt him doing the same. Tracing her lines like she was a sculpture. Taylor could still hear the beds thumping in the other room. The Mario music tinkling in the distance. She started to slide her tongue down Steve's broad chest. Breathed in his essence.

She slid his boxer briefs off and, once again, beheld that magnificent cock. Taylor had teased Steve about his teeny tiny peepee once before, she remembered. But Steve was anything but small. About as thick as Tim's. Nearly as long as Zach's. Practically perfect. She opened her mouth, eager to taste his manhood again. To own him lips and teeth and tongue.

Steve gripped Taylor's shoulders and pushed her away. "Not tonight," he said, shoving her on to her back. "Tonight this pussy is mine."

Taylor fell forward. Head down. Ass up. She wiggled it at Steve seductively.



"God your butt is amazing," Steve said and slapped her cheek for good measure. He grabbed both sides and used his thumbs to spread Taylor open.

"Wait," Taylor said, "Condom."

"The card said I had to do you bareback," Steve said.

Taylor sighed and shook her head. "You'll pull out, right?" She didn't wait for an answer. She just reached back and took Steve's cock into her hand. Carefully, she guided it into her aching, needy snatch.

She felt the head break through, then Steve slid in the rest. Holy fuck did she feel full.

"Ohhhhh God," Taylor said. The words and sounds started flying out of her. Like Steve's thrusts were pushing them out of her body and into the open air. Gasping grunts and wanting whimpers

"Your pussy is too damn tight," Steve said.

"Your cock is too damn big," Taylor said.

He was picking up the pace now, holding on to her ass cheeks like he needed them to stay in place. His balls bounced against her clit. Then Taylor's pussy began to tingle and she knew she was about to cum. It felt like a storm, building inside her. One that would wash her away forever.

She felt Steve slow, his balls retracted just a bit. Taylor couldn't help herself. She tried to make him speed up again. Her cum had been so close.

"Am I fucking you good, Taylor?" he asked.

"Ssssoooo good," Taylor said. She couldn't help it. She didn't want to do this, but found her body betraying her. Willing to do anything, say anything, so he'd let her cum.

"Better than Tim?" Steve asked.

"Better than anyone," Taylor said.

"Say it. Loud enough so he can hear. While he's pounding that blonde slut. Make sure he knows."

"Oh Tiiiiiiim! Steve's fucking me so much better than you!"

Steve reached down and pinched her little nipple. "Mine," he said, "My tits, my ass, my cunt. Say it."

"Your tits. Your ass. Your cunt. Steve's. Steve's only."

Steve laughed, but he didn't pick up the pace. Instead he leaned down so he could whisper right into Taylor's ear. "I'm getting close."

"Cum on my tits," Taylor said, "My ass."

"I'm gonna cum in your pussy," Steve said, "Tim told me about how you can't take the pill. How you never let him finish inside you. This is my cunt and I'm going to fill it like Tim never could."

"Nooooo," Taylor whined. She felt Steve's hands at her hips now. Just tight enough that she couldn't be sure she'd be able to pull away.

"I'm going to dump my load in you. Put my baby in your belly. And you're going to beg me for it. Isn't that right, Swifty?"

Steve shifted back and started pounding her. Sawing through her pussy even faster than he had before. Taylor could feel Steve's balls on her clit again. Big and full of baby batter. About to be injected into her tiny, unprotected pussy. Her orgasm built right back up to the edge again.

And then it stopped. Froze, like a piston had misfired in Taylor's internal engine. Her orgasm just hung there, unable to ignite.

"I'm going to cum inside you, Swifty," Steve said, "Beg for it. Beg me to fill your fertile womb."

Taylor knew then exactly what she needed. She took her sensitive nipple in one hand and pinched it for all she was worth. She backed into Steve's cock. Matching his rhythm. Hurrying him along.

And then there it was. The storm of pleasure raced forward and Taylor screamed, "Plllleeeease! Please cum in me!!!!!!"

Steve roared and Taylor felt his cock lurch in her pussy. Hot seed blasted past her cervix.

"Ohhhhhhhhh FUCK that's so good!" Taylor cried and she thrashed and shook as the pleasure overtook her. Her pussy clenched to try to catch every bit as blast after blast of Steve's fertility filled her insides.

Steve came and came and as he filled her further he just kept cumming like it might never stop. Taylor's orgasms ran on top of each other, the next one already exploding before the last could even end.

Suddenly, Steve pulled his cock out of her. Taylor found her body screaming for him to shove it back in. Two full splatters of semen hit her back and chest. Her hair and face. Droplets dripping everywhere like he was icing her cake. She'd never seen so much sperm, yet she could feel so much more of it already in her pussy.

Taylor fell forward and felt Steve slide in behind her. His body hard in all the ways she wanted it to be. She felt him kissing at her neck, running his hands through her hair. It all felt distant, like she was still in this other world of orgasmic pleasure. Far too gone to come back.

Steve had marked her in every way possible and Taylor only wanted more of it. She craved his cum in her mouth. Her ass. But especially in her waiting womb. The room felt very warm. The lack of energy overtook her and Taylor felt herself slipping back.

Her last conscious thought was that she couldn't wait to do it all over again.

*

Paige slipped out of Colin's arms and went to use the bathroom. She'd heard the other couples fucking all night and it just made her wanted to fuck Colin again and again. Still, a girl had to pee at some point. Especially after all the alcohol she'd had.

After she went -- and laughed a little to herself as even more of her brother's semen slipped out of her -- Paige snuck into the living room to see what was happening. The group was making quite a bit of noise, themselves.

Paige could make out Courtney in the far corner, bent over, with Zach's penis jammed rudely into her backside.

"Fuck that ass! Fuck that ass!" she kept screaming it over and over again. Reached down and started frigging her clit. What a stupid slut, Paige thought, although Courtney certainly seemed like a happy one. Her leg trembled uncontrollably as she clearly reached her peak.

Paige looked to the other side of the room and saw Anna on her hands and knees. Isaac and Alexa stood behind her, the gorgeous redhead held the skinny boy's cock. Paige had to admit, it seemed like a pretty nice penis. Way larger than she'd have guessed for someone his size and slightly curved in a way that she thought might hit all the right places.

Paige smiled at them and Alexa waved her over. "We're taking Isaac's virginity," she said. Anna just nodded in agreement. Well OK then. Alexa steered Isaac right into her sister.

"Stay right there," she told him. He was already turning red, just having his cock inside Anna. He looked worried.

Alexa lay down in front of Anna and exposed her red-haired pussy.

"G... girls," Isaac said, "I don't think I'm going to last too long."

"Good," Alexa said, "That'll give you plenty of time to recover and give me a load of my own. Now start licking, Sis."

Anna dutifully dropped down and started tonguing her twin. Paige watched for a bit, then made her way back to the bedroom. For a second, it occurred to her that she hadn't seen Zoe at all. Had the tall woman just gone home? Then she heard Isaac howl, "Ohhhhhhh God, I'm cumming!" and she got a little distracted.

Paige carefully closed the door behind her. All that inspiration made her want to fuck her brother again. Maybe she'd let him take her virgin ass this time. After all, he'd done so well deflowering her pussy.

*

Tim and Sydney lay in bed, locked in each other's arms. At one point, Tim had heard Taylor shouting something, but he couldn't hear what it was. He wondered if she was with Zach or Steve. Maybe even Isaac. It hardly mattered. Being with Sydney, Tim found a lot of things he'd worried about before suddenly slip away.

There was a light knock. Sydney looked up at him, a bit of a knowing smile on her face. Tim didn't know who it could be. He really hoped it wasn't Taylor. He climbed out of bed, sticky with their shared juices, and then opened the door. A tall, dark haired girl stood there, smiling shyly: Zoe.

"Hi," she said, "I didn't want to interrupt, but..."

Sydney shot out of the bed. "Zoe!" she said. She grabbed both of the tall girl's hands and pulled her into the room. Tim shut the door behind them. He and Syd were both completely naked, but Zoe was still in her bra and panties. It was sort of funny -- she was overdressed for the occasion.

"Um, hi," Zoe said, "I'm sorry. I just, um. Dammit. I don't know how to say this but I've been sitting in the bathroom trying to figure out a way to..."

"It's OK," Sydney said. She took Zoe's hands and led her to the bed. The three of them climbed up there.

"Well, I..."

Sydney suddenly leapt forward and kissed Zoe on the lips. Hard. Zoe immediately began kissing back. Her hand rested on Sydney's cheek. As if holding the beautiful blonde in place.

When Sydney slowly pulled away, Tim pushed forward, as if passing the kiss down the chain. He pressed his lips to Zoe's and felt her breath fill his mouth. Her tongue. All three of them gasping like they'd just run a race.



When Tim opened his eyes, he saw that Sydney was behind Zoe, unsnapping the dark-haired girl's bra. He and Sydney both kissed down Zoe's neck. Zoe laughed throatily and let them lean her down.

Tim kept kissing his way down Zoe's body, dragging his hands down her bare sides till they touched the waistband of her midnight-blue panties. Sydney leaned over Zoe's prone body, sliding down to her now-bare breasts. The blonde's own fantastic tits hung right over Zoe's mouth, and so she began to return the favor.

"God, these are amazing," Zoe said in awe, hefting one of Sydney's monsters in her hand. Sydney just sort of purred, her own mouth engaged on one of Zoe's hard nipples. Tim slid Zoe's panties off and parted her legs. He looked up at Sydney. He and the beautiful blonde shared a naughty smile.

Sydney pushed Tim back. "Show us," she said, coyly. "Show me." That girl really had a thing for watching people work themselves. Zoe didn't even pause, she just dropped her hand down to her sex and started strumming.

Tim watched for as long as he could. It was incredibly sexy seeing Zoe rub between her long legs. Too sexy. He had to have a taste. Without a word, Tim brushed Zoe's hand aside and buried his head between Zoe's legs. Lapping her from bottom to top.

"Oh God!" Zoe cried. Her head fell back and she began to writhe. Sydney climbed over so her mouth met with Zoe's. The tall girl moaned into Sydney's mouth.

"He's so good," she said, "He's barely started and I'm already about to... cuuuuuuuuuuuuuum." That last word escaped from her lips like a hiss of steam. Zoe's whole body stiffened. Trembled. Then she laughed, a little chuckle. And Tim felt Zoe's body slowly unwind.

"She's such a... quiet cummer," Sydney said, eyeing the tall woman curiously.

"Everyone is compared to you," Zoe said, "I've been hearing you all night."

Sydney turned bright red. Zoe quickly leaned up and kissed her. "Oh, honey, I love it. I know Tim does, too." Tim nodded. He climbed up the bed and kissed Sydney.



He felt a hand grip his cock. Then another. Zoe squeezed the root while Sydney cradled the head. Zoe leaned forward and took Tim into her mouth. Sydney slid her hand down to make room, but she didn't let go.

Tim's eyes rolled into the back of his head. Apparently, Zoe was actually really good at sucking cock when she wanted to be. Then Tim felt Sydney let go of him and saw her slide down between Zoe's legs. Well there goes that, Tim thought.

Zoe moaned and, sure enough, her sucking slowed.

"She's... pretty good at that," she told Tim. Sydney just made a grunting noise and buried her face further into Zoe's puss. Zoe gripped Tim's cock and then, again, went perfectly still. Her pleasure punctuated with a little giggle.

Sydney once again came up and kissed Tim, Zoe's juices sticky on her face. Then she reached down and pulled Tim's penis out of Zoe's hand. Zoe moaned.

"Not fair. Mine," she said.

"Just wait a second, slut," Sydney said. She must have been pretty worked up already if she was saying stuff like that, Tim thought.

"I'm not a slut," Zoe said, pouting, "I'm a bitch. Tim tell her. Tell Sydney I'm your bitch."

"You're our bitch," Sydney said, and playfully pinched Zoe's nipple. She gasped and Tim thought he saw a little tear in her eye.

Sydney rolled Zoe over and shoved her till she was up on all fours. Like molding a piece of clay, she slowly moved Zoe into the form she wanted. Then Sydney grabbed Tim by the dick and dragged him over, till he was pointing right at Zoe's pussy. Thick lips gaping open.

"Are you sure?" Tim asked her. Sydney just kissed him.

"Remember what I said before?" the blonde girl said, "Only one other person ever kissed me like you did." Then she pointed at Zoe with her free hand. "Now go in there and give her what she deserves.

Sydney started feeding Tim's cock into Zoe's pussy. The tall girl hung her head and moaned. "Just once I'd like him to fuck me in a different position."

"There's plenty of time for that," Sydney said, "I promise he'll fuck you however you want."

"Really?" Zoe asked, her innocent excitement clashed with the scene around her.

Tim's cock was halfway buried in Zoe's twat. He looked at Sydney, now moving around to Zoe's front, her enormous tits swaying as she went. And he knew.

"Yeah," Tim said, "As long as you two will have me. I'm yours."

Sydney lay on her back, slid her pussy under Zoe's mouth. "As long as you two will have me," Sydney said, "I'm yours."

Tim buried his cock to the root in Zoe. Squeezed her little ass cheeks. Zoe looked back at Tim. Then looked down at Sydney's waiting snatch.

"For as long as you two will have me, I'm yours," Zoe said. It was the only vow they'd ever share. A promise they would never break.

Zoe buried her tongue in Sydney's slit and the blonde girl screamed, "Oh YES! Lick that pussy while Tim FUCKS you!"

Tim didn't need to be told. He started sawing into Zoe. Amazed at how he could be this hard. Balls still so full. He wondered if he'd ever rest with these two. He wondered why he'd ever want to.

"That's it, bitch, eat my horny hole," Sydney said, "Give it to her Tim. Make her scream. Make her beg. Fuck her till she can't walk."

Zoe looked up, "Oh please, Tim, please. Give your bitch all she can handle."

"I didn't tell you to stop licking," Sydney said. She grabbed the dark-haired girl by the ears and dragged her back down.

Sydney was the first to break, "C.... c... cuuuuummmmmmmming. OH I'm cumming on my bitch's beautiful tongue!"

"I... I'm getting close," Tim said.

"Cuuuuuuummmmm in meeeeeeee!" Zoe howled. Tim's body couldn't help but obey. A stream of his sperm gushed into Zoe's needy cunt.



"Ha AH!" she gasped and then fell forwards. Whole body shaking. Eyes squeezed shut. Tim's cock slipped out as Zoe dropped. His semen blasted out, arched over Zoe's back and landed on Sydney's chest. Hot splashes of sperm rained over both beautiful women, covering them in hot spatters.

Finally Tim stopped cumming. A last few bits dripped down on his thigh. He leaned forward, sliding between the two women -- each so different, yet his love for them the same. Tim's cock, somehow still at half mast, buried itself between Zoe's buttcheeks. He reached around Sydney's chest.

The three of them slowly coiled around each other on the bed. Zoe's face in Sydney's chest. Tim's hands intertwined with Zoe's. His penis rested against her snatch. Sydney's long blonde hair draped over the both of them. Limbs wrapped around and tangled.

Sydney rubbed Zoe's head. Tim nuzzled Sydney's neck. Then the two of them kissed. So warm and somehow loving.

"So," Zoe said, "This is OK? I mean... All of it?"

"A little better than OK," Tim said.

"I said it," Sydney said, "I meant it."

"I didn't know you were into girls, Syd," Tim said.

"I'm not," Sydney said, "I'm into Zoe." The two women kissed. Tim felt Zoe's hand reach back and find his cock. She squeezed it. Slowly shifted so that Tim was on his back and the two girls were on top of him.

Sydney reached over and grabbed his cock, as well. The two of them smiled hungrily at the dick in their hands.

"We going to be able to do this?" Zoe asked, "Two girls. One cock?"

"Only one way to find out," Sydney said, then she squealed as Zoe stuffed her full of Tim.

*

While Tim's cock filled Sydney, his tongue lapped at Zoe and the two girls wrapped around each other and shook with pleasure, Paige howled her euphoria as her brother plowed her pussy, Courtney shook as Zach spurted inside her, Isaac filled Anna's snatch to brimming while Alexa shivered under her sister's tongue, and Steve dumped another load into Taylor's greedy, unprotected cunt.

All of them, together, in one shared explosion of ecstasy.

*

15 months later

It was as warm a spring day as anyone could remember. A flock of white folding chairs spread out over a sea of green grass. People drifted in, groups of twos and threes and fours, and slowly took their seats.

Colin sat near the back with Paige. They didn't hold hands -- they were still keeping things quiet. But Paige's baby bump was starting to show and so all the secrecy in the world wouldn't matter for much longer.

Colin felt a hand on his shoulder. He looked up and saw Tim, wearing a dark suit and smiling. Sydney hung on his arm in a flaming red dress. It was a conservative cut, but that hardly mattered with the blonde's ample chest.

"I'm surprised you came," Colin said.

"I have no hard feelings," Tim said, "Honestly, I'm happy for her. Happy for them."

He bent down and kissed Paige on the cheek. "Zoe's just parking the car. She should be up in a sec."

Colin looked back and saw a tall figure coming over the hill: Zach, his arm around Courtney. He saw them and waved. Courtney's auburn hair glinted in the warm, springtime sun. Zach steered her over to the group.

"It's good to see you guys," Zach said. Courtney just nodded. But she gave Tim a tight, warm hug and squeezed Paige's shoulder. She even smiled a bit when Colin met her deep green eyes.

Zoe walked up and grabbed Tim's free arm. She gave him a kiss on the cheek and said hello to everyone.

"At this point, I almost expect to see Isaac and those twins," Tim said.

"Don't get any ideas," Paige said, "The three of them are vacationing on the Amalfi coast."

"Seriously?" Zoe asked.

"That's a hell of a spring break," Zach said.

"After Christmas, I don't think any of us can complain," Courtney said. They all grinned and agreed.

*

Steve stood to the side and watched while everyone filed in.

"You can't tell, can you?" Taylor asked. He looked her over. She was wearing this tight white slip of a thing, veil tied back. Taylor looked incredible, as always.

"You can barely see it. I promise," Steve said. He slid his hand down to Taylor's tummy and felt where his second child was already growing.

"Fuck, I knew this dress was too small."

"It's fine honey. You're fine. Our families, all our friends, and the people we've fucked are out there. Sophie is with your brother, I can't tell which one. The big guy."

"They're all big," Taylor said and started fidgeting with her veil.

"Well whatever, our beautiful, bouncing daughter is with him. And you look amazing."

The harpist started playing the wedding march. Steve put Taylor's arm in his. He whispered, "I take thee, Swifty to be my lawful wedded..."

Taylor punched him in the arm. They laughed and then, together, stepped into the light.

*

The party was inside the hotel with far too much alcohol and not nearly enough dance floor. Tim walked over to the side of the room and found Zoe sitting down, rubbing her ankle.

"It's fine, just got a little overexcited," she said, slightly slurry.

"Yeah, the electric slide can do that to you," Tim said. Zach came over, practically carrying Courtney, and lowered her into a chair nearby.

"We've got another one down," he said. Courtney giggled and nearly rolled right out of the chair.

"Ankle?" Tim asked.

"Vodka," Zach said and smiled.

"You guys seem happy," Tim said, "Courtney just seems so... content. In a way that I don't think I've ever seen her."

"I'd like to think that's my influence, somewhat," Zach said, "It's been a tough year for her. But I've tried to help her stay loose. Maybe a bit too loose."

Courtney giggled. "I'm not as think as you drunk I am. I'm just having a good time."

"OK, honey."

"How's art school?" Tim asked.

"Tough as hell," Zach said, "And I'm loving every minute."

Sydney walked across the floor, holding a bag of ice in one hand. Colin and Paige followed.

"Is Zoe OK?" Colin asked, "Sydney told me she fell."

The whole group looked over at him dubiously.

"Well, I saw Sydney getting ice and I figured it out. Anyway..."

"I'm fine," Zoe said, holding the ice pack to her leg, "Only my pride is injured."

"There you guys are!" Taylor marched right across the room, Steve trailing. The crowd cleared for the woman in the white dress. "I can't have you sitting at my wedding. You're making me look bad."

They shared congratulations. Tim gave Taylor a kiss on the cheek. He shook Steve's hand warmly -- a surprise even to Tim, himself.

"I think the dancing is done for tonight," Colin said, "Zoe rolled her ankle."

"And Courtney is smashed," Tim said.

"Yeah, cause you all are totally sober," Courtney said. They all nodded, somewhat sheepishly. They sat around the table, squeezed against each other. Told old stories and bad jokes. Eventually the music stopped and the guests all began to drift away.

"Well now what?" Zoe asked, "I'm not ready to call it a night just yet. It's Taylor's wedding! We have to celebrate!"

"There's a bar down the way," Steve said, "Pretty sure they're open late. Although, ahem, Taylor's not drinking."

"Wait wh..." Zach spluttered. Courtney whispered in his ear. He looked up with large eyes and said, "Ohhhhhh."

"Yeah," Colin said, "Ummmmm... Paige isn't either." The sexy little sister blushed a little and smiled.

"Well, if we can't drink, what should we do?" Paige asked.

Tim smiled and looked around the table. "Wellllll," he said, "We did pack Mario Kart..."
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Mix and Match

Oh boy. Here we go again. Well, all I can say is, you know the drill. Married people doing things to other married people they're not married to. If that's not your thing, then this is very much not going to be your thing. For everyone else, well, I hope you enjoy the ride.

I always had a thing for my wife's best friend, Allison.

You might not get it, if you saw her. It's not like Allison is some strikingly beautiful supermodel. If anything, it's my own wife, Melissa, who tends to turn heads. But there was something singular about Allison that seized me.

She was petite and willowy, with straight, golden blonde hair that hung past her shoulders. Allison's face was elfin, with a short, sharp chin and thin lips. But her nose, ears, and bright green eyes were large, like they were made for a far fuller face.

Nothing about Allison's body was particularly striking, either. She was athletic, though nothing stood out in any particular way. In other words, Allison wascertainly attractive, but nothing that would make her stand out from the hundreds of other women you might run into.

I think it was her smile that did it. Allison had this bright, peculiar grin that spoke of both salt and sweetness. Warm and welcoming, yet challenging and sharp. The first time I saw it -- mouth half quirked, eyes alight -- it knocked me back a bit.

After that, I guess I was in for it.

It wasn't just her expression, but what it said about the woman herself. Allison was an absolute sweetheart who legitimately cared about people. But she also had no problem beating me to a pulp in Smash Bros and cackling the whole time. She was equally comfortable at the opera or a hockey game. Fun to be with at fine dining or a burger shack on the side of the road.

My fascination never led to anything inappropriate. We flirted in the way that men and women do, but nothing more. Maybe I'm naive, but I don't think my wife was even aware of my little crush on her longtime friend. And, certainly, Allison had no idea.

But through the years of me and Melissa dating, getting married, and settling down in the suburbs, Allison's grasp on me never really let go. I wouldn't say I held a torch for her, more like a zippo. But still.

Even a little flame can start a conflagration.

*

It started out as an innocent suggestion.

My wife's family owned a cabin on a lake in Vermont. Every August, for about a week, we'd all troop up there and do New England summer stuff. There was no TV or Internet in the house, and the lake was fricking freezing, but Melissa's family was nice enough and her grandfather cooked like a champ, so it ended up being a fun time.

That spring, however, Melissa's grandma took a nasty fall and broke her hip. She was going to be fine, but she needed a lot of help to get around and the healing process was slow. With the grandparents out, and Melissa's parents indisposed helping care for them, that meant that it would be just the two of us going up to the cabin.

And I was really, truly, OK with that.

See, Melissa and I had been talking about having kids for a while. Finally, that spring (around the same time as the hip incident), we'd agreed we were ready. Melissa had stopped taking the pill and while we hadn't started trying yet, we were right on the precipice of making things happen.

A week on the lake in Vermont seemed like the perfect time to leave the condoms behind and get down to business. It would be idyllic on the lake, symbolic in the family home, romantic by ourselves -- perfect.

But I hadn't suggested it to Melissa yet. And before I could bring it up, she proposed something a little different than what I had in mind.

"I'm thinking about inviting Allison up to the cabin," Melissa said, "Kind of a couples' thing, you know?"

"Really?" I asked, trying to hide my disappointment.

"I thought it'd be fun," Melissa said, "Spend time up there the four of us. Grill some meats. Go for a hike. Maybe take the Sunfish out. Besides, you always enjoy seeing Allie." OK so maybe my wife was a bit more aware of my crush than I'd given her credit for.

"No, I do," I said, stumbling for words. "It's just, well, a week alone. In a cabin on the lake. I thought maybe we might, you know, start things."

"Oh," Melissa said, "Oh! I'm sorry Matt, it didn't even occur to me."

"Yeah," I said, "Anyway. It was just an idea."

"No, I get it," Melissa said, "I wish you'd said something sooner."

"I mean, I guess we still could," I said.

"With our friends there?" Melissa asked, scandalized.

"We'll put them in a bedroom on the far side of the house," I said.

"I wouldn't feel right," Melissa said, "Doing that. It'd be so mortifying if they knew what we were up to."

Would it? We were a married couple. Was it so shocking that we had sex? And baby-making sex at that? Wasn't that what people were supposed to be doing?

But I didn't argue it with my wife. Melissa was very proper. Appearances mattered to her. She worked hard to maintain a certain perception. And even though Allison was probably one of the only people to pierce Melissa's carefully constructed shield (besides myself, of course), my wife clearly still had some boundaries.

"Seriously Matt, we've been working so hard lately," Melissa said, "I feel like I don't ever see my best friend anymore. One more week of waiting won't be so bad."

Despite the light, playful nature of Melissa's tone, I could hear the wistfulness of her words. We were both successful in our careers. But the amount of work it all took was taking a lot out of us.

In truth, that was the other aspect of our pact to procreate. We'd both been feeling a bit distant lately. Nothing too bad. But we'd both admitted to each other that things didn't feel as sparky as they had even a few years earlier.

Our new reality had impacted more than just our own relationship, however. There was a time when Melissa and Allison saw each other almost every day, even after they'd stopped being roommates.

But every day had drifted to every few. And then from once a week to maybe once a month. It was the natural progression of friendships, sure. But Melissa was clearly feeling lonely. She wouldn't admit to it, she wasn't the type to want to come off as weak or needy. But that didn't mean she couldn't feel vulnerable. And it didn't stop her from needing things.

Fortunately, all other issues aside, our marriage was well-written enough for me to read between the lines. And so, I nodded my acceptance. It wasn't such a concession.

After all, maybe I'd get to see Allison in a bikini.

*

Melissa and I needed to prep the cabin first, so we drove up a day early, following the twisty, sun-dappled roads as they wandered their way to the lake. Finally, we turned onto the gravel driveway and edged up to the house. It was large, dark grey, with a wraparound porch and a stone chimney. Set against a thick copse of trees, the lake looming on the other side, it was truly bucolic.

Once we got inside, the old familiar smells of forest and lake, woodsmoke and family, filled our noses. Melissa found herself feeling melancholy almost immediately. I think the reality of what had happened to her grandma was finally sinking in. Sure, she was going to heal, but it was a marker that things would change -- were already changing.

It meant that my wife had a hard time focusing on what we needed to do. So, I took on the load of things, letting her sift through memories. It didn't take that long to get things set up. The house was regularly maintained. I just had to make the beds, supply the kitchen, sweep floors. Stuff like that. And Melissa did help, but in a way that was more distracted than dedicated. I didn't begrudge her that.

"I'm sorry about today," Melissa said over dinner. We'd cracked open a bottle of wine and she was already a glass in. "Seeing the house like this, without everyone else here, it's just reminding me of how things used to be."

"You have nothing to apologize for," I said, "I get it. This is hard. I'm just happy that I can be here for you."

"Still," Melissa said, her smile sliding to the lascivious, "I'd like to make it up to you."

We tumbled up to the bedroom together, the dirty dishes forgotten on the table. It seemed like my wife was pretty into things, and I decided to make a play. After all, what better way to fill the house again than by adding to the family? However, to my disappointment, Melissa made me grab a condom before the big event.

"Not yet. Not yet," Melissa murmured, when I tried to bury my bare penis inside her.

"You sure?" I asked teasing my dick at her entrance. Feeling the heat of her wash over me. "There's nothing saying we can't start now."

"I know," Melissa said, "But not here. Please. Let's wait a little longer. We have the whole summer to make that memory."

So, I reached into my suitcase and brought out a rubber. It was more than having to use protection, I was used to that. It was more the reinforcement of Melissa's feelings about what she would and wouldn't do. So much for a week of wild sex. Not that it had been all that likely anyway, all things considered.

After we finished, while Melissa slumbered, I got up and cleaned the kitchen. Everything I did felt far too loud. I was used to the sound of echoing footsteps from the rest of my wife's family. Voices hushing down the halls. Empty, the house was oddly eerie.

As much as I might be regretting our decision to invite another couple to join us, I could see why it might be a good idea. This was a place that was meant to be filled with family. Without it, just us, it felt thin and hollow.

*

Any doubts I had about Melissa's decision slipped out the back of my brain when Allison's blue SUV crunched onto the gravel driveway the next morning. As soon as the lithe blonde woman stepped out of the driver's seat, green eyes alight, the whole day seemed to grow more vibrant. Like God amping up the color radiance on the HDTV of our existence.

Melissa did the whole girl-shriek thing, sprinting off the wraparound porch to embrace her best friend. The two of them spun around like reunited lovers in a teen romcom. After Allison finally extricated herself, she sidled over to greet me.

The cute blonde was wearing tan short-shorts that barely covered her backside and an emerald polo shirt that brought her eyes out even brighter. She gave me a tight squeeze, and I felt her little breasts press insistently into my chest. Like she had two tennis balls stuffed under there. I kept my lower half out of contact, to be safe.

Allison's hair smelled of peaches. Her grasp was both strong and warm. She giggled as she grabbed me and, I have to be honest, my heart leapt a little. OK, maybe not leapt. That would be silly. Hopped? Yeah, I guess you could say it gave a tiny hop. My dick on the other hand, did something far more dramatic.

Thus, the whole groin-safe-hugging thing.

I heard the slam of a car door and looked up. Like I said, I had a thing for Allison. Had for a long time. Allison's husband on the other hand...

Kent was tall, a good six-foot-two, with a shock of brown curly hair and an 'aw-shucks' grin. He worked in advertising, and he had that patented brand of slick confidence that usually only showed up in TV shows. He was the kind of guy who I'd have hated in high school and resented in college. Now, in my thirties, I could confidently state that I straight up didn't like the dude.

To be fair, a big part of it was that he'd landed Allison. He was a work acquaintance -- the story goes that they kept accidentally hooking up at parties. Eventually, they figured they should try dating, since their inebriated brains kept telling them something was up.

When Allison first introduced Kent to Melissa and me, I'd despised him on sight. But over time, I'd come to tolerate Kent as part of our group. Or at least overlook his presence.

But there was one thing that never stopped irking me about the guy: how he acted around Melissa. Remember all the things I said that Allison wasn't? That striking, sexy, turn-your-head woman? She's actually my wife.

Melissa was tall, almost as tall as me at 5'8". She had long, black hair that hung past her shoulders, dark eyes, high cheekbones and voluptuous lips. C-cup tits and an A+ ass. She kept in shape, but didn't go overboard, leaving her with a body that went from 0-to-60 in less than a second and stopped on a goddamn dime.

So, I can't exactly blame Kent for being drawn to her. I just wished he would remember he was talking to my wife and not some trophy he could hang on his wall.

Kent got out of the car and strutted straight to Melissa, giving her a tight hug. No careful removal of his crotch in that embrace, no sir. He whispered something in her ear and my wife giggled.

Once they finally broke, Kent seemed to notice me for the first time. He gave me a look (the same one he always saved for me), clearly wondering how I, of all people, had managed to score a woman like Melissa.

Not that I was repulsive or anything. But I was shorter than Kent and not nearly in the same condition -- a bit too full in the belly and a little too slight in the arms. My light brown hair was starting to thin at the top. My eyes were a dull brown. It's a bit like the old saying in poker: if you look around the table and you can't spot the 'average' guy, you're him.

Kent walked over and shook my hand. He made sure I felt the strength of his grip before letting me go.

"Good to see you," I lied.

"Same, man," he fibbed right back. "I can't tell you how happy I am you invited us."

I could tell that at least that part was true.

*

After lunch, we got into swimsuits and went out on the dock down by the lake. Allison didn't wear a bikini, sadly. But her navy-blue one-piece was more than enough to make me goggle. There was something about her body that went beyond biological, to an almost mathematical ideal. The kind of lines and angles that would give Pythagoras a hard-on.

Melissa, however, with her collection of fantastic curves, would have been more Archimedes' type. And, even better, she did go for the two-piece -- a little purple number I'd seen a few times that hugged her wide hips and squeezed out her ample cleavage.

Kent noticed, of course. Again, I couldn't blame the guy. The fact that I was having my head turned by his wife at the same time invoked a different Classical Greek concept: hypocrisy.

But that didn't stop my disdain all the same.

At some point, with all of us lazing by the water, Melissa mentioned that she wanted to go out on the Sunfish. I wasn't feeling it, and neither was Allison, but Kent agreed. So, the two of them got out the little boat, raised the sail, and sped off.

I should have been a bit more wary, perhaps. But it also meant I had Allison to myself, so I didn't truly worry about it. I sat down on the edge of the dock and dipped my toes into the ice water. The cute blonde sat down next to me.

"How've you been?" I asked her. Her sunglasses glinted in the sun as she turned my way.

"Busy," she said, "Work's a bear."

"I hear you," I said, "That's a big reason why we wanted you here. Feels like forever since we got together."

"I'm glad you invited us," Allison said, genuinely. "You guys are doing OK?"

"Yeah, we're alright," I said.

The blonde woman lowered her glasses slightly to give me an interrogating look.

"Like you said, busy," I said.

Allison nodded. "I hear that," she said, "Kent and I've been having the same thing. I don't know how we do it -- live in the same house, sleep in the same bed, but still make it feel like miles away."

"Melissa's been saying something similar. She calls it 'drifting.' Whatever free time we do have together, we've been trying to figure out something we can anchor to."

"Any suggestions?" Allison asked.

I stared down at my legs through the murky water. "We've been, um, trying. Well, that is, not yet. But we've agreed to try. You know?"

"You're shitting me," Allison said. I looked up and found she was shining that awesome smile my way. "Us too. Like you said, not just yet. But getting ready. If you know what I mean?"

"This is so silly, being uncomfortable," I said, "I was having this same conversation with Melissa a couple days ago. Like, it's a perfectly normal thing. Why do we have to treat it like it's weird or wrong or I don't know?"

"I know," Allison said, "It shouldn't be awkward to talk about."

"Exactly," I said, "I guess the morality gets beaten into us at an early age. But it's honestly kind of dangerous, having to hide all that stuff. Like, this is normal. Literally part of life. The fact that we can't even talk about it, I think it does a lot of harm. In the long run."

Allison grabbed my hands. She stared at me, seriously. I felt myself stiffen, like the ass that I am, and was very glad I'd put on my baggy swimsuit that afternoon.

"Matt, I've been fucking my husband," Allison said. The way she said fucking. My God.

"I have sex with my wife," I said, "And we're trying to reproduce."

Allison snorted and broke into a laugh. She dropped my hands. "Reproduce? Is that what you call it?"

"What am I supposed to say?"

"I don't know?" Allison said, still chortling. "Making babies? I guess it all sounds dumb when you say it out loud."

"I'm telling you, it's these limits that have been forced on us. We can't even have an adult conversation."

"We've got to stop," Allison said, "Promise me. We've been friends forever. We should be able to open up about things like this."

"To be fair, you're friends with my wife," I said, "It's a little more removed."

Allison shook her head at me. "You really think I'm only here for Melissa?"

I started to respond, but we were interrupted by Kent shouting from across the lake. I couldn't understand his words, exactly, but it was enough to pull my attention. The tiny sailboat sliced through the water, then eased towards the dock.

Kent stood at the bow, waving his arms and laughing. He was bare-chested, showing off his chiseled pecs and defined stomach. With his dark chest hair and mirror glasses, he looked like he could be solving TV mysteries in the 80s.

Meanwhile, Melissa was sitting aft. Her one hand was on the rudder. But her other arm was around her chest, and she was bent over at the waist in an odd way. She was smiling, however, and her cheeks were pink.

"We had a bit of an incident," Kent said, stepping onto the dock. He grabbed a rope from the boat and started to tie it off like a master.

Melissa stood, arm in the same spot. "I lost my top," she said, looking bashfully at anywhere but us.

"Dude, it was hilarious," Kent said, "She was like, 'watch this' and the next thing I know -- whoosh! -- out come the girls!"

"That's not what happened," Melissa said, "Not exactly." She stepped off the boat, gingerly, carefully trying to keep herself concealed. "Kent was complaining that the Sunfish is a 'kiddie boat.' And the wind was picking up. So, I decided to show him how quick we could go. Well, when the boat took off, so did my top. Guess I didn't tie it as tight as I thought."

"It was awesome," Kent said. He tried to give me a high-five for some reason. For some reason I slapped his hand.

I guess the whole thing should have bothered me more. But I could tell that Melissa was legit upset. It was her lack of reaction that made it clear. Like I said, Melissa worked very hard at keeping up a particular image of herself. Showing her boobs out on a boat didn't fit that one bit. But then, freaking out about doing it wasn't her thing either. My wife was working very hard to not look like it bothered her when it very much did. Knowing that, I think, helped soften the blow.

"I'll go get you another suit, hon," I said.



"No, I'm on it," Melissa said waving me off with her free hand as she started marching back to the cabin.

"Trust me, 'Liss, you've got nothing to be ashamed of," Kent called after her, blatantly leering. He turned my way and gave me a wink. "Seriously, dude, her body is yow!"

"I know," I said, far less charitably than I'd intended.

For once, I think Kent picked up on my contempt. "Anytime you want to make it even, you let me know," he said. He nodded his head towards his wife. Allison blushed pink from head to toe. So quickly I could see the color rising up her body, like a thermometer exposed to the heat.

"Nothing to see anyway," she muttered, quickly turning away.

For a moment, I had an image in my head of Allison peeling that tight, blue swimsuit down, revealing her perky, little tits. Just imagining it made my heart race. Much as I wanted to in that moment, I didn't tell Allison what I was thinking. There were far too many rational reasons holding me back.

Instead, I hurried back up to the cabin before my brain, my body, exposed me in a far less acceptable way.

*

As the sun slowly settled towards the horizon, I put steaks on the grill and Melissa got out the wine. We drank from cheap, plastic cups and ate off paper plates. There was something very summer-y and comfortable about it.

After dinner, Kent and Melissa cleared while Allison and I washed the dishes in the kitchen. There wasn't much to deal with, mostly grill tools and a few utensils.

"I know he won't say it, but so you know, Kent feels really bad about before," Allison said. I handed her the tongs and she started drying them with a hand towel.

"What's to feel bad about?" I asked, innocently.

"You know, the whole thing on the sailboat with Mel," Allison said.

"Oh, that's not a big deal," I said, "It's not his fault that Melissa's top flew off. If anything, we should be apologizing to you for flashing your husband."

Allison stopped toweling and turned to look at me, thin blonde eyebrow raised. "Melissa didn't tell you what happened?"

"Tell me what?" Now it was my turn to freeze over the sink. The pronounced hush of rushing water from the faucet sounded as loud as a waterfall.

"It wasn't just a flash," Allison said, "They um..."

"Remember our conversation from before," I said, far too self-interested to think about what I was asking for. "We can have conversations about this stuff. Old friends and all that."

Allison nodded, but she still looked flustered. She was back in her green polo and short-shorts --I saw her neck and cheeks flush.

"Well, I guess after her top flew off, they tried to fish it out of the lake, but it was too far gone. Then Kent -- and I promise he feels guilty about this because he told me the whole thing earlier this afternoon -- made a comment about Mel. About her chest."

"I'm assuming it was something clever along the lines of 'nice tits' or whatever?"

Now Allison went bright red. "Yeah, something like that. Anyway, I guess it got super flirty and she ended up letting him touch. Like, a little."

"Touch?"

"He, um, well I wasn't there so I don't know exactly," Allison said, "Only what Kent told me. I guess he kinda felt them a little? Honestly, I didn't get a ton of detail. I didn't want to."

"Fuck, I'm sorry," I said, "Are you upset?"

"I just told you another guy grabbed your wife's breasts, that she told him to do it, and you're worried if I'm upset?" Allison said, with a level of wonder I hadn't expected.

"Well, the guy who did it also happens to be your husband," I said. And I knew from before that Allison was sensitive about her chest. Not that I was going to say that out loud.

"I guess I thought you'd be mad, or something," Allison said, "That's why I wanted to make sure you heard an apology."

Not from the person who'd done it of course. Though I appreciated Allison's honesty.

"It's fine," I said, not wanting to upset her. But my heart was throwing itself into my ribcage so hard, I thought it was about to crack open.

*

After the dishes, I tried to get Melissa's attention, but she was already sitting out on the porch with Kent. Allison's story was sticking in my mind. But I didn't want to make a big deal and embarrass my wife, so I decided the conversation could wait.

Instead, the four of us all gathered out there, got fresh cups of wine, and stared out as the sky streaked with orange and pink. The lake was dark and glassy.

There was a long, wicker couch out there -- white, with floral printed cushions. It was meant for three, at most, but we four shared the space as best as we could. Melissa rested against my chest. Allison took a similar position with Kent. Full from dinner, warm from the sun and the wine, everything felt picturesque and nearly perfect.

Still, what Allison had told me earlier nagged at me. As relaxing and nice as this was, I couldn't wait to get Melissa back to the bedroom so I could ask about it. Not exactly the best reason to want my wife in bed, but that's the reality of it.

Meanwhile, it seemed Allison had a different subject stuck in her head. "Kent, you'll never guess what Matt confessed to me this afternoon," she said, out of nowhere.

"E-D?" Kent asked, sneering my way. "Tough break buddy."

"No, you jerk," Allison said, swatting her husband, playfully. "Actually, the opposite. They're trying, too."

"Oh, that's awesome," Kent said, "Congrats!"

He clunked his plastic wine cup with mine and Melissa's.

"We're not trying trying," Melissa said, "I mean, not fully yet."

"Same here," Allison said, "Our doctor said it'd take a few months for the pill to wear off. So, we figured we'd wait and use protection for now. Save up for the big moment, you know?"

"Exactly," Melissa said, excitedly. "See, Matt, I told you it wasn't weird to hold off."

"Don't be too hard on him," Kent said, nodding, "My guy just wants that bareback sex. Trust me, bro, I'm right there with you. Can't wait till I can have Allie raw."

It should have been a weird, awkward moment. Kent's words were practically indecent. But whether it was the wine, or my conversations with Allison, it seemed like a perfectly normal thing to say.

"Did you guys ever, you know, do it like that?" Allison asked. "Like, without a condom or anything?"

"No," Melissa said quickly.

This was true. When Melissa and I were first dating, freshman year in college, she was already on birth control to help regulate her periods. But we both agreed that using condoms was a good idea. Just in case. Even after we married, we'd stuck with it.

It had never been an issue for me, honestly. I'd had other girlfriends before and we'd always used condoms, as well. The rubbers had only started chafing on me recently, since we'd agreed we were going to try. If a baby wasn't a worry, if it was the goal, why did it matter when it happened? But Melissa was insistent.

"I've never done that either," Allison said, her voice almost a whisper, "I'm kind of super excited to try it."

"I've done it lots of times," Kent said, confidently. "Trust me dude, it's awesome. Once you go bare, you're never going to want to stop."

Allison gave her husband a look. It was clear she didn't like him talking about his previous partners.

"I'm kind of surprised, Allie," Melissa said, "Not, like, in a bad way. I just mean, Matt was my first, so we've always done it that way. But you dated around more than me. Not even once? What about what's-his-face, the Spanish guy?"

"He was Portuguese," Allison said, acting scandalized. "And no, not even with Alfonso. It always seemed like a stupid risk to take. Though now that we're going to do it, I kind of wish I'd tried sooner. I mean, what was even the point of the pill, if I wasn't going to take advantage?"

"I know," Melissa said, surprising me. "I can't wait for the drugs to wear off so we can get started. Annoying that it takes so long."

"You know what did change right away though?" Allison asked. She leaned in, conspiratorially. "Almost as soon as I stopped taking the pill? I got really super horny. Like, out of control."

"I know, right?" Melissa said.

OK, now I was truly taken aback. My wife certainly hadn't been acting more aroused. If anything, she'd seemed kind of removed like... OH.

Well, that was the most Melissa thing ever.

My wife didn't like showing weakness and she definitely wasn't going to lose control. Of course, the way she'd react to being aroused all the time was by pulling herself away. I was mad at myself for not seeing it sooner.

"I don't know if it's the hormone change or even just the thought of what it means or what," Allison continued, "But I'm like a crazy woman."

Kent nodded, knowingly. "It's been awesome," he said.

Something about the way he said it was weirdly funny and all of us broke. It was like he'd become one of the pitch men from his ads, winking towards a nonexistent camera as he said the 'tagline.' We all took turns imitating him. Each time, exaggerating it further to the point that we were tearing up from laughing so hard.

"Well, on that note, Mr. Awesome," Melissa said, "I think it's time for bed."

"Oh, I know it is," Kent said.

Allison slapped his shoulder, making a show of seeming upset. But she couldn't keep the look out of her eyes that said she very much wanted the same. "I'm sure Melissa would be quite uncomfortable with us doing that in her house."

I sank back into the couch, knowing my crush girl was correct. As much as the events of the day had us all worked up like crazy, no fun times were coming (or cumming). It was the whole 'control' thing again. Melissa wasn't loud in bed, but even a squeaking of the mattress springs was going to be too much for her. And she wouldn't want to hear it from anyone else, either.

But after Allison in a bathing suit, and my wife going topless, and the wine and the sex talk, I guess I was way too amped up to think rationally. Even what Allison had told me in the kitchen. It had upset me, yes. But it had also left an odd, lingering arousal that layered on top of everything else.

And so, with only my own self-interest in mind, I spoke up.

"Why not?" I asked, playing as innocent as I could.

Melissa twisted her head up at me. Allison and Kent both shot me the same look.

"It's like we were saying before, Allison. Out on the dock," I said, "There's nothing wrong with what we're doing. So, what's the big deal exactly?"

"Like, I'm sorry to break it to you, but I have sex with my husband," Allison said, smiling behind her wine cup. It was a far more appropriate version of what she'd said to me before, and damned if I didn't miss that curse word. It had added a whole other voltage to the electricity of her words.

"Right," I said, "Like, what's the big deal? We're not having a screaming orgy out here on the porch."

"Not that there's anything wrong with that," Kent said with a smirk. That earned him another slap. But Allison was clearly feeling the same vibe as me. She wanted to get laid. And if she could get her friend on board, we'd all be sailing off to the horizon.

"Like, we kiss in front of each other," she said, giving her husband a little smack on the lips.

"That's different," Melissa said. But when I leaned over, she let my lips meet hers.

I looked over and saw that Kent and Allison had kept kissing. There were no light pecks, but a full-on mixing of lips and maybe even a bit of tongue. Her hands rested on his chest. His fingers drifted towards her butt.

I gave Melissa a knowing look and she let herself go a little, allowing our makeout session to continue, as well. My hand rested on her bare shoulder (she was wearing a floral tank top and a black skort). My tongue played at her tight lips. Finally, she let it slip inside.

I heard a moan and, reacting to the sound, I glanced over at Allison. She was still engaged with Kent. He'd slipped his hand through the open collar of her shirt. It was only on her shoulder, but still. Allison's hand rested over the shirt, on top of his. I couldn't tell if she was holding him in place or pushing him to go further.

"This is weird," Melissa said, between kisses.

"But kinda nice," Allison said. She caught me looking her way and gave me that incredible smile. Then something in her expression changed and she lifted her arms in the air. Kent got the hint immediately and pulled the green polo over her head. The pretty blonde shook her hair out of her eyes and resumed kissing.

I kept making out with my wife, but I couldn't help but stare. This was a sight I'd been obsessed with for a long time. Allison was wearing a tiny white bra. It looked like something my high school girlfriend would have worn. Small and simple. Though more than enough to cover her little breasts.

"Allison!" Melissa said, "Your shirt's off!"

"Yeah? And yours is still on," Allison said. The challenge was clear.

"Nothing we haven't seen before," Kent said. I knew he was trying to encourage Melissa, but it felt like a liberty too far. It was a reminder I didn't need.

My gorgeous wife sighed. I thought for sure that was going to be the end of it.

Then Melissa reached for the hem of her tank and lifted it right over her head. Her breasts were still encased in a very proper, black bra. But still. Sometimes the act of removal is more important than what it reveals.

Allison cheered and Kent freed his hands to give us both a thumbs up.

"That's my girl!" he said. Don't think I missed the my.

But instead of letting it get to me, I decided to show him whose girl Melissa really was. As we resumed our makeout session, I moved more aggressively -- wrapped her in my arms and held her close. Put all my focus on the woman I was with.

The way we'd shifted on the couch, we were arranged boy-girl-boy-girl, with Kent on the far side, then Allison, then me, and finally Melissa. And like I said, it was a pretty large piece of furniture. But it wasn't made for two couples to be fooling around together on it.

I didn't think much of it, the first time I felt a body brush mine. I assumed it was Allison, shifting around to get more comfortable. The second instance, though, was more insistent. And I couldn't help but glance over.

It was my blonde crush girl, alright. Kent was kissing down her neck and she'd arched her back. But that wasn't what had caused our collision. In fact, I realized, it wasn't an accident at all. Allison had reached out with her hand to touch my leg. When she saw me looking, she gave me a grin and did it again.

Kent was too distracted in kissing her to notice what his wife was doing. And, in truth, it wasn't that transgressive. Allison was just tracing my bare thigh with her fingers, tickling at my leg hair. But that was more than enough, right? We were supposed to be pleasing our respective partners and Allison was breaking that boundary.

So, I did what any reasonable person would do in that moment. I took my own t-shirt off.

"Matt?" Melissa asked, raising her eyebrow.

"Just keeping things even," I said.

That seemed to satisfy my wife. I started kissing her neck and the top of her chest, as well. Gotta keep up with the neighbors and all that.

I felt more shifting behind me and assumed it was Kent, taking his shirt off, as well. I risked a glance back and saw that, sure enough, he was bare-chested. Close-up, I realized that he was in better shape than I'd given him credit for. Brown chest hair covering well-defined pecs and a taut stomach.

More importantly, though, I noticed that Kent wasn't the only one who'd removed a layer. Allison, too, had slipped her shorts off. The cute blonde woman was down to her underwear. Her panties, a basic bikini cut, matched the plain white of her bra. Seeing Allison's naked legs, the curve of her little butt, it wasn't all that different than the bathing suit before. But it felt like something far more intimate. As if I wasn't already hard.

I reached down for Melissa's shorts, but her hands firmly gripped mine around the waistband. I tried to get her to look back at her best friend, to see that we weren't doing anything that hadn't already been done. But my wife wasn't having it.

"I think we should take this inside," Melissa said.

"Fine by me," Kent said. Then he realized what Melissa meant. "Oh, you mean. Yes. OK."

Carefully, we two couples picked ourselves off the couch, gathered our clothes, and trooped off to our respective bedrooms. As Allison closed the door behind herself, she gave me a strange little wave.

Melissa and I didn't start ravishing each other right away. We didn't tumble onto the bed, caught up in the current of our passions. Instead, my wife visibly stiffened, like steeling herself, before carefully climbing under the covers.

I met her there, and we kept kissing.

"Uncontrollably horny, huh?" I asked, teasing.

"I didn't want you to get the wrong idea," Melissa said, "Think I was some slut."

"Nothing wrong with being a slut for your husband," I said. But Melissa rolled her eyes at me.

We kept making out for a bit. I humped my hardness into her leg. I got the sense that, despite everything, Melissa wasn't all that interested in having sex. The other couple in the next room continued to cool her ardor. I guess she'd reached the limit of her latent exhibitionism.

Kent and Allison, however, clearly had no such compunction. We heard the rhythmic thumping first. That was followed by Kent's low grunts. Allison's deep moans.

"Yes baby, give it to me," Allison said. Her voice wasn't that loud, but we heard it like she was in the room with us.

After all that talk of having them on the other side of the cabin, Melissa had put our friends in the bedroom right next to ours. And now we were reaping the harvest of that decision. We heard everything, like the room had been mic'd and we had 7-speaker surround sound.

The wet slicking of their connection. The thumping urgency of their thrusts. The slaps of flesh against flesh. Allison gasping, mewling. Kent's rumbling, ragged breaths.

Unlike what you'd think from reading porn stories, the sounds of our neighbors only slowed us more. Melissa and I didn't keep making out or try to match them with our own passion. Instead, we both just lay in bed, feeling awkward, listening to the show like some strange radio program we couldn't switch off.

"Babe, I want to take it off," Kent said, "Let me feel you."

"No," Allison said, gasping. "Not yet. Please. Wait a little longer."

Their coupling quickened. Even from the other room, we could tell they were getting close to a finish. Abruptly, the thumping stopped. I heard one word, like a strained whisper. Kent's voice

"Oh... Melissa."

I glanced over at my wife. Either she hadn't heard it, or she was doing a very good job of pretending she hadn't.

The silence was broken by Allison as she let out a light giggle. "You're so naughty," she said.

"You know you love it," Kent replied.

The two of them rustled around, but we didn't hear anything further. Eventually, the cabin quieted completely.

Melissa and I resumed our own activities, but it was oddly awkward. Hearing everything in such vivid detail was a warning to us about how much we were broadcasting. So, mostly, we kept 'shushing' each other as we judiciously did the deed. Instead of the fun of before, it felt almost mechanical. Compulsory. Honestly, when I filled the condom, it was almost a relief.

And then, entangled with each other, we fell into a restless sleep.

*

The next day, I woke up to an epic hard-on that was only slightly abated by my morning piss in the master bathroom. Like I hadn't cum at all the night before.

It was early, and the sun was shining weakly through our window as I crawled back into bed.

"That was interesting," Melissa said. I hadn't noticed she'd woken up. Her dark hair was disheveled from sleep. More adorable than sexy.



"What part?" I asked.

"All of it," Melissa said. She kissed me lightly on the cheek, then started to stretch as she got out of bed.

"Speaking of which," I said, "Yesterday." God, that word was so loaded.

Melissa looked back at me, already feeling the tension of what I was about to ask.

"Allison told me what happened on the boat," I said.

My wife's eyes widened, but she quickly recovered. "With my top, you mean?"

"She told me Kent touched your breast," I said.

"Oh, that was nothing," Melissa said, strangely calm. She reached into our suitcase and pulled out some clothes.

"Was it?" I asked.

Melissa turned back to me and shrugged her shoulders. "After I lost my top, he was playing around. Being flirty. I was teasing him back. I said something like 'you don't have the balls.' But I guess he did have them because he grabbed my boobs. It was less than a second."

"Oh," I said, thinking about it. "I guess that's OK. I mean, not OK, but. Why didn't you tell me before?"

"I didn't see the big deal," Melissa said, "And I didn't want to upset you over nothing. Kent is cute, sure, but he's an ass. And you're my husband. You don't have anything to worry about."

Melissa pulled on a silky robe that covered her from her shoulders to her knees and made her way down to the kitchen. I heard her talking and assumed that Kent or Allison was already awake. Maybe both.

Eventually, I managed to make my way out of bed and downstairs. All three of them were standing around the breakfast bar, drinking coffee. Allison was dressed in running gear -- mesh shorts and a tight tank. Kent was in long pajama bottoms, but his chest was bare again.

Kent gave me a wicked grin when he saw me, but Allison had the decency to look sheepish. "Last night," she began.

"We may have heard a few things," Melissa said, staring down at her coffee cup.

But if it was meant to be a reprimand, the other couple didn't take it that way.

"Us? What about you? 'Shush. Shush. Shush.'" Allison cackled. "What is that, your safe word?"

"Ha ha," Melissa said, but that was the end of her retort. For a moment, I thought she was about to bring up the name we'd heard Kent exclaim, but she didn't. The fact that no one said anything about it, in fact, made me wonder if I'd heard it at all.

"You have to admit, it was a lot of fun," Kent said. And to my shock, my wife nodded her agreement. "We should keep going."

"Within reason," Allison said.

"Of course," Kent said, "Wouldn't you agree, Matty?"

"Oh sure," I said. I assumed Kent meant that we should keep messing around with our spouses all week which seemed almost silly to have to say. But with Melissa's sex rules, I guess it was necessary.

Well, maybe I was in for a sex-crazed week at the cabin, after all. The whole thing made me sick with excitement. Thrilled with worry.

*

Despite what you might think (or hope) the rest of the day went like a normal couples' weekend without any of the implied shenanigans.

Allison went for a run while the rest of us lazed around the cabin. After she got back and showered, we had an easy lunch of pink cold cuts and orange cheese. That afternoon, we went down to the lake. I could almost forget about the constant undercurrent of arousal that seemed to slosh into everything we did.

Almost.

We kept having these little flirty moments. Between the couples, of course. But also, um, not between the couples. If you get my meaning.

Yes, I caught Allison and Kent in an impromptu makeout session in the kitchen. But Allison kept 'accidentally' brushing up against me, especially when we were down at the lake and less fully clothed.

When we were both in the lake, Melissa and I found a private moment to rub against each other. However, I also noticed that Kent kept finding excuses to put his hands on my wife's body -- her shoulders, arms, and legs. Once he dared to even slap her bikini-covered butt cheek. He got a strong scolding for that one.

In other words, even while nothing happened, everything did. While it seemed like we'd taken a break, we were actually only building up for the next encounter. Even as the day dragged along with naught to talk about, there was no doubt that we were headed for something naughty as the evening encroached.

Again, I broke out the grill for dinner, this time doing chicken. Afterwards, Kent and Melissa took their turn at the sink. I imagined that Allison and I had given the two of them less to discuss, as compared to the night before. But honestly, I couldn't be sure. Part of me desperately wanted to listen in, but I stayed out on the porch with Allison, instead.

"Today was tough," Allison said, suddenly, as she sipped her cup. We'd switched from wine to mixed drinks. Melissa made a mean pina colada.

"Was it?" I asked, "I thought everything was OK." Maybe things had been more awkward than I realized. Did Allison figure out we'd heard way more of her and Kent than them shushing each other?

"No, I've been horny as fuck," Allison said with a giggle.

I looked over at the blonde woman I'd lusted after for so long. This new open communication policy was doing wonders for my spank bank. We'd be able to open a new branch by the end of the week at this rate.

"It's like my hormones are on fire," Allison said, "Seriously, look at my arm. It's like I'm fucking vibrating with it."

Allison held up her petite forearm. I supposed it might be trembling a bit. Her little blonde hairs were certainly standing on end, like she'd just been shocked.

"I bet Melissa's feeling the same way," Allison said.

"You think we need to go check on the two of them?" I asked, hopefully. I knew I shouldn't snoop, but if my wife's friend wanted to, well, I had to agree, right?

"I think that's another reason we should stay right here," Allison said. She gave me an appraising look.

My brain was already halfway to the kitchen. I quickly pulled it back to Allison. She gave me that wonderful smile. Did she have any idea what it did to me? Well, maybe it was time to find out.

"You know, I never took your husband up on his offer," I said.

Allison tilted her head at me.

"About evening things up."

"Oh!" Allison said. Her cheeks pinked. She looked down at her own chest, and I could see she was starting to regret how forward she'd been a minute before. "You're not gonna want... there's nothing to see there."

"I strongly disagree," I said.

Despite herself, Allison grinned. She still couldn't meet my eye. Tentatively, she reached for the hem of her t-shirt. It was a simple thing, pale yellow and cut in a feminine way. She grabbed the bottom and raised it slowly upwards, once again revealing her tight tummy.

Despite the need for speed, our spouses could arrive at any time, Allison went slowly. The shirt went over her bra, a tiny blue one this time and, finally, over her head. She sat back, looking proud of herself.

I gestured that the bra needed to come off, as well. "He saw way more than that," I said.

Allison flushed even further. But she nodded. Again, like moving through molasses, she reached back and undid her bra. It was a single clasp, so it was quick. The little cups fell away.

Finally, I saw Allison's bare breasts. They were as amazing as I'd imagined. Maybe more. Small yes, but perfectly shaped and round with little pink nipples, already standing at full attention. There was something so suckable about them; my mouth began to water.

Allison looked down at her own chest with something like shame. Clearly, she couldn't read my expression. So, I said the only word that came to mind.

"Wow."

"Really?" Allison asked, "Aren't they too, you know?"

"Yes, seriously. Wow."

Allison finally met my eye. Seeing my crush staring at me, tits out, it was like a dream come true.

"Kent touched Mel's too," Allison said, a smirk playing on her lips.

I reached over to rest my fingers on Allison's perfect, little mounds.

"Hey guys!" Kent said. He threw open the glass door with a bang. My head snapped around so hard, it nearly cracked clean off. The look on his face showed nothing but innocent interest. "What's up?"

Heart thrumming in my throat, I swiveled my attention back to Allison. Somehow, she had her t-shirt back on. Like nothing had happened. Those were some serious reflexes. My heart continued to pound as I returned my gaze to Kent. I don't know why I felt so guilty. After all, we were only balancing things out, right?

"Melissa had a great idea," Kent said as he stepped out onto the porch. The slowly sinking sun cast everything bluish orange.

"It's been known to happen," Melissa said. She walked up behind Kent with a silly grin on her face. There was something oddly unfocused about her expression.

After being distracted for so long, my thoughts immediately raced to what might have been going on while the two of them were washing dishes. I didn't think anything happened, everyone agreed that the boat had been a mistake. But what Allison and I were doing on the couch suggested that maybe I was wrong. While she and I had been catching up, were Melissa and Kent racing further ahead?

"It's getting a little chilly tonight," Melissa said, bringing me back to the moment. "What do you say we fire up the sauna?"

*

Even in the hottest summers, the evenings in Vermont can be quite cold. So, long before I'd ever met Melissa, her grandfather had built his own little sauna by the side of the lake. It looked like a wooden shack, you might even confuse it for an outhouse. But it was well-built and, once you got it going, wonderful on a cold evening.

Melissa and I were the experts, so we worked together to get it set up. It was actually pretty simple, just getting a wood fire going and filling the water tank so we had steam. Once it was done, we let Allison and Kent know they could make the ten-minute walk from the cabin down to the lake.

The sun was nearly under the horizon when we were ready, but we all agreed that we should go for a quick dip in the water to amplify the effect of the sauna. So, we'd all gotten back into our bathing suits.

I had a pair of red trunks and Kent had green ones, both so similar we might have bought them in a two pack. With half of her purple bikini in the middle of the lake somewhere, Melissa put on a different two-piece, this one yellow. It was a bit less revealing than the one before, as well. Though her body did plenty to make it still look scandalous.

Best of all, though, Allison broke out her own bikini this time. It was sky blue and showed off her flat stomach and shapely legs. Yet much like with my wife, it was the woman, herself, that made the outfit truly tantalizing.

We dove into the water, excitedly, but we quickly regretted it. Barely a moment after we'd immersed ourselves, we retreated to shore. Shivering and screaming, we raced into the sauna, slamming the door behind us.

A few things you need to be aware of about our new situation. One, the little shack was hot. Not just warm or temperate. Downright sweaty. The heat slapped me in the face as soon as I stepped inside. Two, the shack was small. There was one long bench in the back, and it couldn't seat four comfortably at once, meaning we all had to press together to fit.

But of most significance, the shack was dark. There was a small window at the very top that let in a little bit of light, and ohe wood stove spit out some occasional flickering brightness. But the fire was mostly concealed for obvious safety reasons. And the sun was almost completely down for the day. So that even the little bit of sight that allowed us to sit safely soon melted away. The space was essentially pitch dark.

I felt Melissa settle into me. I heard a wet smacking noise, followed by a giggle from Allison. Her laugh so obviously recognizable to me.

"Be careful you two," my wife said. But I could tell she was smiling.

"Within reason," Allison said, her words now having almost the opposite meaning than this morning. After all, what kind of caution was truly needed when we were with our own spouses?

Even better, Melissa seemed to take that as permission, and began kissing me, as well. I felt her body press against mine. I let my hand drift down to her back, right above the waistband of her bottoms.

The situation in the sauna was awkward. There wasn't enough space and we kept bumping into each other. The lack of light didn't help. But we didn't stop doing things.

I had no idea what was going on with the other couple. I could hear the sounds of kissing but that was it. If clothing was on or off, I wasn't sure. Were Melissa and I keeping pace with our friends? Ahead? Behind? I couldn't know.

I wasn't able to see my wife, either. In some ways, that made our make out session far sexier. But I also wasn't able to read her. Only to slowly feel around and hope that she would keep letting me.

We were getting hot and heavy. I decided, my lips on Melissa's neck, that it was worth trying to get her top off. I slipped my fingers under the material and lifted it. Her amazing breasts bounced free.

I expected some level of protest. But Melissa only slid forward, hugging her arms around my neck. Letting her dark hair spill over my shoulder. Legs hanging lazily around my back. I quickly moved to heft her warm globes. Felt her nipples bite at my palms. She groaned into my mouth as I took hold of her tremendous tits.

There was nothing new about this, I'd held Melissa's breasts many times. But something about the situation made everything feel more. Kissing, fondling, all of it felt like the first time all over again. All because another couple was next to us, doing the same things.

Speaking of, I heard another feminine groan from the far side of the bench. That was part of it, too. Not only being with Melissa but wondering about Allison and Kent -- at what they were up to. I knew I should focus on the moment, but I couldn't stop thinking about where all of this was going. Was I about to fuck my wife right there in the sauna?

And, shit, I'd completely forgotten the condoms. They were all the way back at the house. So well, that was at least one extremely unlikely result off the table. It probably wasn't going to happen anyway.

So, what did I think would occur? We'd crossed that line where everything felt ludicrous, so therefore it all also seemed possible. Since there was no way I'd be kissing my topless wife while another couple was right next to us, it was also out of left field that she might give me a blowjob right there on the bench. Or any number of other possibilities.

And that thought made me bolder.

Keeping one hand perched on my wife's boob, I let the other drift down her stomach. I felt her flinch, but she didn't stop me. My hand caught the top of her bikini.

Out of nowhere, I touched another hand. I was so stunned, I ripped my fingers back like they'd been burned.

"Kent!" My wife exclaimed. She turned back. Even in the darkness, I could see the other man looked shamed.

"Crap," he said, "I got... Crap. I'm really sorry."

His excuse -- well, lack of excuse honestly -- was absurd for any number of reasons. Sure, we were all tight together in the sweaty darkness, but his wife was on the other side of the room. It didn't seem possible that he thought he was touching Allison.

On the other hand, why hadn't Melissa put it together before my hand touched his? She had to know that it wasn't me down there. Didn't she?

And how much did Kent feel, exactly? I hadn't explored enough in that moment to know if he'd just been resting on her thigh, or in a much riskier location. On top of the fabric or beneath it? Was he only rubbing the surface or had he achieved actual penetration?

I didn't want to think about it. It helped that Melissa acted sufficiently scandalized. So, once again, I convinced myself that I was probably imagining way more than what was actually happening.

Melissa further reassured me by immediately demanding that Allison and Kent switch spots, putting herself far out of reach.

"I'm really sorry," Kent said, again. He moved to the other side of the sauna without complaint.

But what was also notable about all that was that Melissa didn't do the one thing I thought she would, which was prevent us from proceeding. Once Kent had been put to the safe side of the bench, Melissa went right back to kissing me.

And now there was a new complication. Because Melissa's move had incidentally sat Allison right next to me. I could feel my crush girl's bare back against mine. I didn't notice a bikini rubbing against me, so I assumed the blonde was topless, as well. I heard her better, too. The little grunts and gasps she made as her husband pleasured her.

The moment passed. We settled into the new normal. Melissa sat close, letting me touch all over her body. For some reason, I felt like going for her sex was out of bounds, but I suckled at her nipples. That was no small consolation prize. She wrapped her arms around my neck.

Then out of nowhere, it all went sideways again. I felt a hand creep across my ribcage, slide down my stomach, and grab hold of my cloth-covered dick. When it happened, Allison let out a sweet little sigh.

I didn't need to be a math major to add it all up. Melissa's hands were up over my shoulders. Which meant that the woman gripping my cock was the one I'd lusted after for nearly a decade.

I couldn't imagine why. I didn't care, either. All I could do was focus on that fact. Enjoy it for what it was. And desperately wish there was some way I could return the favor.

Melissa started to move her own hands down my chest. I gripped them in mine, holding them tight. I didn't want to know what another discovery would do to us. I needed a way to get out of this. I couldn't say anything, obviously ('Hey Allie, that's my cock you've been holding this whole time' did not seem like a viable solution). So, instead, I decided to be even more overt.

I let go of Melissa's hands, lifted my butt and dragged my trunks down to my knees. My bare cock sprung forth, eager as could be.

The act of stripping down, naturally, pulled Allison's hand off my dick. Even more importantly, I knew there was no way she'd grab my cock now that it was naked. I had built the perfect escape.

Except for one variable I didn't see coming. As soon as I settled back down, the moment I went back to kissing Melissa, Allison's grip closed around my dick.

This time, I groaned into my wife's mouth.

"You like that huh?" Melissa asked. "Making out with your wife while another couple is in the same room?"

I would have loved the fact that she was getting playful, if it wasn't so far off the mark.

Allison wasn't being a shrinking violet either. She'd decided that holding my dick wasn't nearly enough. And now that we were skin-to-skin, she started stroking me up and down. The way she was moving, I had the sense that she was doing the same to her husband. Getting both boys off at once. There was something amazingly arousing about that idea.

I kept playing with my wife's tits, thinking about how hot this was, when she pulled back, suddenly. I was sure I'd been caught.

"I need to pee," Melissa said.

Almost immediately, Kent popped off the bench. "I'll go with you," he said.

Our respective spouses stumbled out the front door. I was too busy wondering about Allison to worry about what the two of them were up to. I assumed urinating, oddly enough. As soon as the door closed, I spun to look at my wife's best friend.

"What're you doing?" I whispered.

"Having fun," Allison replied. I didn't need to see her clearly to know she was giving me that heartbreakingly sexy smile of hers.

"We're going to get in trouble," I said.

Allison responded by grabbing my cock again. Oh GOD. It should have been the moment of my dreams. My crush girl holding my dick like it was the golden idol. Instead, it was a nightmare. Melissa, Kent -- they could come in at any second and while it was plenty dark, they were going to be able to figure out what was going on.



"Fuck, your cock is so long," Allison said, clearly having far different concerns. "I can practically use both hands on it. See?"

The cute blonde demonstrated exactly what she meant. Sure enough, my dick's head poked out from the top of her stacked fists. Then she started stroking. Up and down. Like a dry, dexterous vagina.

"Ugh, Allie," I gasped.

"Shush," she said, mimicking Melissa from the night before, then giggled. Again, she moved forward like she was about to kiss me.

I reached to stop her. "Seriously, Allison, what are we doing here?"

She sat back and, even in the low light, the flickering shadows of my crush girl overcame me. The look on her face, playful yet demure. Her little breasts were bare and more fantastic than I'd ever imagined. She still had on her panties, but that almost made things sexier. Seeing her on that bench, the words leapt to my mouth.

"I've had a huge crush on you since the day we met."

But I wasn't the one who spoke. It was Allison.

"Seriously," she said, tucking her golden hair behind her ear so adorably. "Melissa introduced you and I guess I kinda fell for you. There's this look you get in your eyes, almost like a sparkle. Knocks me off my feet every time."

Allison gave me this funny, wistful look. I tried to imagine how I could twinkle my eyes and I couldn't figure it out. There's no magic eye muscle. I wondered if what she was actually seeing was my own, startled, affection for her.

"I told myself it was some dumb crush," Allison continued, "That I'd get over it. I probably would have if it was just physical. But you're so sweet and caring. You always look after me. There was a day, maybe eight years ago, I doubt you remember. I'd had just an awful day. Work sucked, I got caught in the rain. Melissa was out when I called."

"I do remember that," I said. She'd ended up coming over and we sat on the couch watching movies. It was, despite her misery, a warm memory.

"So maybe I just want a chance at some fun," Allison said, "You know, live out a fantasy. Is that honestly so bad?"

"Allison." I reached for her hands, but she pulled them back.

"I know, you're with Melissa," Allison said, "She's tall and fucking gorgeous and I'm just... me."

"That's not it," I said.

"She's out there with Kent right now," Allison said, "Doing, well, probably a whole bunch of stuff. So why can't we have our own little adventure here?"

Allison was clearly trying to get me to agree, but her words had the opposite effect. She lost my attention completely.

I glanced up at the door -- the blank wood taunted me. My wife hadn't been gone that long, but it was too much time for just a pee. Even if she'd traipsed all the way back to the house. My gut twisted. I told myself I trusted my wife. But then, what had I been doing with Allison? Once I was aware of it, my sense of foreboding was inescapable. No matter how much my dick shouted that I should stay and enjoy the topless blonde.

Abruptly, I stood up and pulled on my bathing suit. Allison grabbed my hand. I thought she was going to try to discourage me. But instead, she let me lead her out of the sauna.

"Yes," she said, a wicked little cackle in her voice. "Let's go see."

*

The sun had completely set, but it still seemed bright out compared to the sauna. The lake was lit by an ocean of glinting stars. The near-full moon like God's flashlight. The evening had cooled, and the wind was whipping up. It felt like it might storm. The air smelled heavy of it.

Once we were out of the sauna, Allison took the lead. We walked down the shore and over towards the dock. The metal rocking rhythmic in the little waves.

I heard a feminine giggle that sounded both very much like Melissa in voice and very much not like her in tone. My wife didn't make flirty noises like that. It only made my stomach twist harder.

Allison stopped and spun in front of me. She held her finger to her lips. I became very aware of our state of undress. I had my trunks on, but I was bare chested. Allison, matching me, was also topless. Her little tits looked particularly amazing in the starlight.

The blonde woman motioned for me to wait. She scampered off. A moment later, she came back grinning. Her blue eyes alight.

Again, Allison signaled for silence. She pulled me over to a group of trees near the shore. We stood behind them, probably not enough to be hidden if someone looked right at us, but good enough. Allison nodded her head towards the dock. I could see our spouses surprisingly clearly.

I noticed Kent first, standing naked by the water. His bathing suit was crumpled on the ground nearby. His dick stood straight out from his toned body. His shaft wasn't nearly as long as mine. But it tapered to a severe degree, ballooning out at the head like some odd kind of fleshy cudgel.

Melissa was standing a few feet away from him. Like Allison, my wife still had on her bathing suit bottoms, but her top had been discarded. She had her arms crossed under her tits, pushing them upward like she wanted to show them off. She shifted her weight from one foot to the other -- she was clearly uncomfortable with being on display, but was also doing nothing to stop it.

"Touch it," Kent said, waggling his dick at her "You know you want to."

"That's not a good idea," Melissa said.

Her words said one thing, but her body told a different story. My wife was topless, after all, and her nipples looked plenty hard. Though I guess that could have been from the cold. But, more telling, her eyes stayed completely focused on Kent's cock. I even thought I caught her licking her lips a little.

"You said we should be even," Kent said, "I'm just doing what you asked."

"I was talking about Matt and Allison," Melissa said.

Kent snorted. "They're back at the sauna. Besides, Allie's got nothing to show. What do I care if Matt sees that?"

I looked over at Allison. The blonde woman shook her head and nodded me back to the action.

"She's my best friend," Melissa said, "Be nice."

"You're the one that started this," Kent said, "We both know tops don't just fly off."

"And we all know hands don't just grab boobs," Melissa said. I noticed she'd edged ever slightly closer to where Kent was standing. For all their back and forth, his erection hadn't flagged.

"You've got great tits," Kent said.

I expected Melissa to snap at him, but instead she flushed and stared down at her own chest. Like trying to see what he meant.

"And you've, um...," Melissa pointedly looked up and down Kent's body.

"Bigger than Matt." Kent said it like it was a foregone conclusion. He flexed his cock to emphasize his point.

"No," Melissa said. And to my joy I saw Kent visibly deflate for a moment. "Different, for sure. I've never seen one like that. So thick at the top."

Kent smirked, "Allie loves it. Hits all the right places. You should feel it, too. You know, for the life experience."

Melissa rolled her eyes at him. "You're such an ass."

"Then why do you want me so bad?"

Melissa bit her lip. She moved right up next to Kent, as close as she could without touching. "I don't know," she breathed. The wind played at her dark hair. "I just do."

"You should hold my cock," Kent said, "Make it even. Like you said."

"It's wrong," Melissa said, "I shouldn't."

"Stop holding yourself back," Kent said with a bit of a growl. "Like I've been saying all trip. Trust me, it'll be so much better."

Melissa barely moved, but I could still make out the little head nod of her agreement. She let her right hand drop and brush against Kent's dick. He groaned as she made contact.

I felt warm, feminine fingers close around my own member. Sure enough, Allison had taken hold of my dick. She gave me that wonderful smile. A sexy little shrug. Why not?

I looked back over and saw that my wife, too, had grabbed Kent's cock. She was pumping it, tentatively, in her hand. Like it was some new machine she'd never worked before.

"This is so awesome," Kent said.

"Oh yeah," Melissa moaned out. Her eyes stared off, unfocused.

Melissa had only ever been with me. She was seeing someone else's dick, stroking it, for the first time in her life. Again, the sickness twisted in me. Mixed with the pleasure of the handjob I was getting from my crush girl in the worst and best ways.

Allison pressed her tits against my chest. She started moving fast on my cock. Feeling oddly, dutiful, I moved my fingers down her body. I teased at her tight tummy then dipped into the waistband of her bottoms. The blonde woman had a full bush, I could feel it. I ran my fingers carefully through the hairs, finding them damp with sweat or maybe something else.

I found the top of Allison's furrow. She let out a sharp breath. Her movement on my cock slowed. She rested her head on my shoulder.

Melissa and Kent paused, and for a moment I thought they'd heard us. But then Kent put his hand on my wife's shoulder. Pushed her downward, not gently.

"I sucked on your nipples," he said, "We should be even, right?"

Wait.

That was way more than what I'd been told. I tried to catch Allison's eyes, but she redoubled her effort on my dick. The words buried themselves deep in my throat. I couldn't have forced them out with a crowbar.

Melissa let herself be lowered to her knees. She pulled her hair back. With a sloppy, gulping noise, she slicked Kent's dick into her mouth. She let out a low hum as she tasted him.

"That's my girl," Kent said. He ran his fingers through her hair. Reached down with his other hand and fondled her boob.

"Fuck that's hot," Allison whispered in my ear. She pumped at my dick. I rubbed at her center. Both of us stayed completely focused on the act in front of us.

Melissa wasn't at all tentative with Kent. She sucked him with abandon. The lakeside filled with the lewd noises of her actions. Wet and hungry. Kent kept whispering at her.

"Fuck you look so good with my dick in your mouth," he told her.

"Uhn-huhn," Melissa said. She stared up at him, submissive. Her dark eyes wide.

Kent's movements slowed. He let his head drift back. I could tell he was getting close. Melissa could, too, and she started to move back. She didn't like to swallow, I knew.

But her lover's hand gripped her hair, tightening, holding my wife in place. He let out an almost animal shout. His hips stiffened and his backside thrust forward.

Melissa choked as his seed shot into her mouth. Kent kept pumping, holding her there. His spend dripped down my wife's chin and onto her chest. When he was finished, he finally let her go.

My wife looked up at him, still so deferential, and swallowed his seed. She beamed up at him. Like begging for praise.

With the show over, or at least on pause, Allison and I were able to focus on each other. I kept my attention on her clit. But with my other hand I finally grabbed her little tit. Fuck it was even better than I'd imagined. So warm and perky. Wonderful. I found her stiff nipple and, on instinct, gave it a little pinch.

"Oh FUCK!" Allison cried out. Her knees buckled as her whole body tried to collapse in on itself. She let out another, wordless, shriek. "AhhhhhhhHHHAA!"

I knew to stop rubbing and let her grind my hand between her legs. Finally, she loosened. Panting. Her legs went weak and she dropped to her knees, looking up at me with something like awe.

We both looked over and saw our spouses staring back at us. Melissa's face and chest still dripping with Kent's spend. The man who'd produced it, his chest red from exertion, gave us a curious smirk.

We looked back at them, both looking sheepish.

"Well, you going to finish him off or what?" Melissa asked, brashly.

I was too caught up by everything that had just happened to react. Allison, though, was on point. She grabbed my dick with both hands. Still kneeling on the ground from her orgasm, her head was at the perfect height. The cute blonde seemed to realize this, too, and she moved to engulf me. It wasn't going to be soon enough. Everything we'd seen, what we'd done, I was about to unload no matter what happened next.

BOOM!

The sky lit up, brighter than daylight.

Melissa whipped her head around. "Fuck, that was close," she said, gesturing towards the tree line.

Suddenly, water began to pour down. Not just a few drops but an epic dumping of ice-cold rain.

"Fuck!" Allison cried out.

We scrambled from our spots, racing towards the closest shelter we could find: the mostly dark, but still quite warm, sauna.

*

The four of us piled into the room, practically bowling each other over. Giggling like naughty children. I spilled onto the bench. Someone crashed on top of me. The warm air and soft body felt so good on my rain-slicked skin.

"Holy fuck that went bad quick," Melissa said. She was over on the far side, which meant that I had my arms around Allison. I felt ecstatically happy and horribly sad all at once.

"That storm came out of nowhere," Allison said.

"Like a lot of things this trip," Melissa said.

"It was probably building for a long time," Allison said. She didn't say whether she meant the storm or our other activities. It was equally appropriate for both.

My eyes did their best to adjust. The flickering flames gave me orange-y glances of my wife piled onto Kent, practically sitting in his lap. Her arms were around his neck. His hand rested on her flank. Like they were the married ones.

Allison, too, had cuddled into me. My briefs were lost somewhere in the forest, and my hard cock poked up between her legs. Only Allison's bottoms prevented further, even more inappropriate contact. I was sure that Melissa and Kent were gripping the same precipice.

"So, what do we do now?" I asked.

The wind howled, buffeting the wooden walls. Rain pelted musically on the tin roof. Yet inside was toasty warm. Even the darkness felt comforting. Safe.

"I'm not going back out there," Allison said, "Not till the storm slows, anyway."

"So, what, we're just going to sit around doing nothing?" Kent asked.

"Well," Melissa said, and I swore she was biting her pointer though I couldn't see for sure. "Matt and I never did get, um, release. Seems kinda unfair."

"You and fair," Kent said, as if exasperated. "You're saying we should finish the job?"

"At least something," Melissa said with a bit of a whine.

Her words made me nervous, but I got where my wife was coming from. At that point, so close to cumming only a moment before, my balls were aching. My heart pounded in my chest. I could only focus on one thing: getting off. I'm sure Melissa was in the same boat.

I know what we should have done. My wife was right there with the same driving need. Sure, we'd both drifted a bit that evening. Sailed into rough seas. But that didn't mean we couldn't return to safer shores. If we came back to each other, then maybe things would've ended differently.

But the blonde woman who'd been haunting my dreams for nearly a decade happened to be sitting in my lap, almost naked. My hardness brushing against her thigh. Her perfect little tits teased ever closer to my chest. She was smiling in that way that always knocked me off my feet.

Further, I was so focused on what was in front of me, I didn't give much thought to what might happen with Melissa. Kent already got his, so what was there to stress? He'd finger her or lick her out. I didn't love that idea, but if Allison was sucking my dick, too, was I really going to complain?

More importantly, though, there'd be balance. If we switched back now, it'd always be about what didn't happen. A big BUT that would stick itself into every disagreement going forward. But if we stayed with our non-partner partners, if we let ourselves have one last experience, then everything would be even. And we could all stand on steadier ground.

Or at least, that's how I rationalized it.

"We're doing this?" Allison asked.

"I think we're doing this," Melissa said.

"Any ground rules?" I asked.

"Don't do anything I wouldn't do!" Kent declared. We all laughed despite the tension of the moment. Maybe because of it.

"I don't think we should kiss," Melissa said, after thinking for a moment. "It feels too intimate."

I remembered reading a story about GIs in World War 2. They thought the French women were fast because they'd give blowjobs like handing out candy. But the French ladies all thought the Americans were fast because they wanted to kiss. And that was way too familiar for them. Even escorts, right? Kissing is on the no-list.

So, I could see where Melissa was coming from. Getting each other off could still be transactional. But kissing meant actual affection, and that was too far.

"Everything else goes, right?" Kent asked. Clearly, he couldn't wait to get his hands on my wife, now sanctioned by everyone who might have cause to complain.

"Nothing more than what we've already done," Allison said, "I think that's far enough." She didn't need to elucidate further.

"Agreed," Melissa said.

It felt like some weird pact. Like all of us should shake hands now, as if we were starting a match. Let's have a good, clean game out there, OK?

But Allison had her own way of sealing our agreement: she grabbed hold of my cock. I groaned in response. And just like that, we were on. And off.

"Fuck, you're so long," Allison whispered in my ear as she started to stroke me. "You must poke Melissa in the guts."

Allison rolled her fist over my dick. She didn't move with particular purpose. Just slowly playing with it, like a new toy she wanted to try. I'd been so close to the edge, but the rain, the race back to the sauna, even our little discussion, had given me a fresh start. I didn't feel like I would finish any time soon.

Despite the dark, I could catch Allison's green eyes. She was staring at me with a kind of wonder. I thought back to her confession from before. The moment she'd admitted she had feelings for me. I hadn't focused on it because, to be honest, it didn't feel real.

Too easy, right? Your crush girl never crushes you back unless it's a PG-13 movie. And even then, there has to be some kind of crazed race to the airport or some shit before she'll say it.

I realized, then, that I owed Allison my own admission. I shuffled forward so my lips were practically kissing her ear.

"Allison, I've had a huge crush on you since the day we met."

The blonde woman shoved my chest, hard. She frowned at me. "Don't make fun of me," she said, "It's not nice."

"I mean it," I said, "The first time we met, you smiled at me and, fuck, I fell for you. You're so gorgeous. Your body is amazing. But most of all, you're always so much fun to be around. Seriously, if I'm honest, I've wanted this for a long time."

I didn't need the light to know that Allison was blushing.

"So, we've both been feeling this way all these years?" she asked.

"I guess so."

We heard a low groan from the far side of the sauna. Of course, both of us had to turn and look. I couldn't make out much, but I got enough play between light and shadow to see that Melissa had scooched down on the bench, her legs arched in the air -- giving herself to her lover's lips completely. Kent knelt between her thighs, lapping at my wife with abandon, his hands squeezing her tits.

"I'm going to finish you off first," Allison said, "But then I want that."

"Why wait?"

"Are you sure?" Allison asked.

"It's not going anywhere," I said, gesturing to my erection.

"You get me off like Mel and I'll make sure it goes somewhere really good," Allison said.

How could I say no to an offer like that? I slipped onto my knees by the bench. Allison took off her panties, then twisted her body to match Melissa's. Even better, actually, since the athletic blonde was able to hold her own ankles up by her ears.



The moment caught up to me. I was looking at Allison's naked pussy for the first time. Her body so exposed. As I'd figured out from before, Allison had left a triangle of thick, blonde pubic hair. Her vaginal lips were plump, almost pursed, like they were looking for a kiss.

And I had to accept that invitation. Gently, I teased at her opening with my fingers. And once I had her primed, I pressed my mouth to her opening.

Now it was Allison's turn to let out a low, wanting whimper. If our partners on the other side looked over, I don't know, because I was too busy buried between my crush girl's thighs. Her taste was subtle and slightly sweet. Different than I was used to, yet also very much the same.

The experience, however, was unique in all the best ways. There was no doubt, no mistaking, that I was pleasuring a woman who was not my wife. I didn't need to look to know that it was Allison under me, the girl I'd lusted after for so long.

It was more than her body, so tight and muscular. Her flexibility to hold her legs open. The power of her thighs around my ears.

It wasn't just the sounds she made, either. Despite her earlier exclamation, Melissa was usually a quiet lover. Allison was far more vocal. Not in the screaming pornstar way, so clearly for performance. Allison let out a little symphony of soft sighs, deep grunts, and cute little coos. Constantly reacting to each of my movements. Coaching me without a word.

No, it was all of it. Just the knowledge in my head that my wife was right there, with another man, while I was with Allison. The fact that this was the first time I'd been with another woman in so many years. All of it combined to leave me with this feeling that was a lot like dizziness mixed with desire. Drunk and high and horny all at once.

Allison gripped my head, her fingers pressing into my skull like it was a volleyball. Her legs closed around me. I focused my efforts on her little clit, then dipped a finger into her pussy. I'd barely even placed it there before she was gone.

"AHHHHHHH!" Allison screeched. Sharp like she'd been stabbed. Her body tightened, trying to wrap herself around me. She juddered. A little quake. Then another. The pressure on my head so bad, I felt like my head was about to pop like a grape. Finally, she stilled, then fell back languid. Puddled on the bench beneath me.

"Fuh-fuh-fuh." The breaths came out of her rambling. "Fuck me. That was. Fucking hell."

For the first time in a while, I was able to look over at my wife. I felt a strange relief as I saw that not much had changed. Kent was still between her legs, licking her with abandon.

"Oh. Oh. OH!" Melissa let out these cute little gasps.

"Come on 'Liss," Kent said, scolding. "Don't hold back. Let it out."

"Don't stop!" Melissa shouted, clearly upset that her lover was using his tongue for other activities.

Kent grinned, then went back to licking my wife. But he wasn't satisfied with just that. He wanted more.

"Tell me," Kent said, drawing her out. "Tell us. What you're feeling."

"Uhn, so good," Melissa said. Her legs gave a little kick, as if to punctuate what she was saying.

"You like my tongue on your twat?"

"Oh yes."

"Say it."

"Oh, Kent. You're licking me so good."

"You want me to keep going?" Kent asked.

"Oh yes. Please. Don't stop."

"If you want me to keep going, you've got to tell me."

"Uhn. Fuck. You're su--ugh--such an asshole."

Kent grinned as my wife said it, in a way that made it clear he was more than happy for her to think of him that way. In fact, it seemed like maybe he preferred it.

"Come on, Melissa," Kent said.

"Fuh-fuck. Don't stop," Melissa said, "Please don't stop. Keep... Keep doing that. Eating my pussy so good."

At first, I'd thought Kent had made a tactical error. Melissa didn't like to be expressive in bed, right? But now that she'd started, it seemed my wife couldn't stop. And with every word, her body drew tighter and tighter. Like a bow string pulled back and ready to fire.

"Getting close," Melissa said.

"You going to cum for me?" Kent asked.

"Yes."

"But 'Liss, I didn't say that you could cum," Kent said, sternly. I wasn't sure how he was talking and licking at the same time, but he was doing a damn good job of it.

"Puh. Please. Please let me cum."

"I don't know," Kent said, "I don't think you've earned it."

Melissa let out a long, anguished groan. I felt a hand on my arm and looked down at Allison. She was lying back on the bench. Her attention was the same place as mine: her husband pleasuring my wife. Both of us completely lost in it. Like it didn't even occur to us that we could be doing anything other than spectate at this ongoing spectacle.

"Beg me," Kent said. I could almost hear him cackling.

Melissa let out a frustrated snort. "Please Kent," she said, "Please let me cum. I've been such a good girl. Let you suck my tits. I swallowed your load. I need to cum so bad."

"You keep holding back," Kent said, knowingly, "Hiding it. You know you shouldn't do that. Let it out. Show me you've learned, and I'll let you cum."

"I don't..."

"Show me Melissa."

Kent stuck his head between her legs so far, I thought he was about to put his whole head through her vulva. Then he began really, truly, working my wife with his mouth and tongue. It was a command performance like I'd never seen.

"UHN. Ohhhhhh FUCK!" Melissa cried out. I knew she wasn't pretending. This was my quiet wife coming free. The words and thoughts she'd held back for so long.

"Yeah?" Kent asked.

"Feels so... so good. You're going to make me cum."

"Who's going to make you cum?"

"Kent," my wife said, "You are. My... my best friend's husband."

"You're going to cum on another man's tongue," Kent said.

"Uh huh."

"Say it."

"I love it," Melissa said, "I love your tongue on my twat. Your cock in my mouth. All of it."

"Say it, Melissa."

"Puh-please. Please Kent. Let me cum."

The cocky bastard leaned back. Took a deep breath. I swear I could see the smile playing on his lips. "OK."

Kent put his lips on my wife's pussy one last time. Melissa's legs shot out straight. Her toes curled. Her whole body stiffened. Then shook. She flushed from chest to cheek.

"OH! Oh, thank FUCK! Thank you I... I'm... AHHHHHHHhhhhhAAAAAAAAA!" Melissa cried out. Screamed her pleasure to the heavens. Then she fell back into the bench, panting. Deep heaving breaths that sounded so close to sobs.

Kent sat up on his haunches. Reveled in my wife's orgasmic ovation. He wiped his mouth with his arm. A long exhale escaped my lips. Watching that display had been incredible, yes, but harrowing. Almost frightening for all that it implied. But it was over.

Melissa reached up and grabbed Kent's shoulders, pulling him close. Wrapped her arms around him tight. The two of them melted into each other. Melissa lifted her head, meeting his eyes with hers.

My wife tilted her head. Leaned in. And kissed him. Hard.

My breath caught in my throat. I turned back to Allison. Because where else would my eyes go? They certainly weren't going to linger on the sight of my wife making out with another man. I needed reassurance from somewhere else. And I had the perfect source of it sitting right there.

Our eyes met. Allison's verdant orbs to my basic browns. Nothing needed to be said about the transgression we'd both witnessed. It had been Melissa's own rule, but there she was, breaking it. And all Allison and I could do was nod at each other with the same, shared expression -- a resigned sadness tempered heavily by exultant liberation.

I let the adorable blonde pull my lips down to hers. We met with a passion, a need, like I've never known. Allison slid her hands up my head. Ran her fingers through my hair. She wrapped her legs around my waist. I opened my eyes and found her staring at me with wonder. The way I imagined I was looking down at her. Were my eyes twinkling? I assumed that they were.

The kiss was bad enough. But Allison's movements created another opportunity. In pulling me on top of her, the cute blonde also aligned our bodies far too perfectly. Her mouth on mine. Her tits tickling my chest. My cock, right against her bare pussy.

Melissa and Kent continued kissing. I told myself that after what had happened, that I deserved this. I convinced my mind that since Mel had broken a rule, I could take one too. I rationalized that, with the two of them already so close, it was only a matter of time. I might as well be the first to move forward.

"It's OK," Allison said. As if she'd read my mind. "I want it, too."

I reached down for my dick. So impossibly, painfully stiff. Allison gave me another excited nod as I fit my cockhead into place.

The moment of truth. I paused. There was no turning back from this. Right on cue, I felt the devil and angel of my conscience arrive on my shoulders.

"What are you waiting for?!" the devil shouted in my left ear. "That's Allison, man. Do I really need to make another argument? Fuck her!"

Well, that wasn't a surprise. The devil gave me a little shrug, as if to ask what I'd expected from him. So, I turned to my right to hear what the angel had to say. Surely, he'd give me a good reason not to go forward.

"Actually, I'm down," the angel said, looking sheepish. "Give it to her good."

Well then, seemed like we were all aligned.

Back in the moment, not even a millisecond had passed. I didn't dare glance over to the other couple. I focused on what was in front of me. Allison. My Allie. The girl I'd wanted for so long. Smiling at me as we came so close to that oh-so-illicit connection.

I slipped, inexorably, into Allison's wet, wanting warmth.

Her eyes widened with every inch. My cock extending deeper than she'd ever experienced. Till I felt myself bottom out. Allison let out a little grunt as I hit the back of her channel. But then she smiled up at me, reverent.

"Oh yes," she said, "Fuck. I needed that."

One more piece slid into place. Allison felt so tight and warm. So slick and slippery. Because we weren't using a condom. For the first time, I was bareback in a woman. The fact that it wasn't my wife, sadly, only made the experience more explosive.

"Allie, we're... Fuck. I'm not wearing protection," I said. Whispered in her ear.

"It's fantastic," Allison said, "You're in me so deep. I feel you. Every fucking bit."

"I know, I feel it too. So good. But..."

"Don't stop," Allison said, an echo of my wife's earlier words. An intentional repetition, there was no doubt. I let it convince me.

"I'll be careful," I said, as if that had any meaning in this context.

Actually, that's not true. I knew exactly what careful was: it was pulling out, going up to the house, getting the condoms, and starting this again. It was stepping away from this whole situation and calling it a night.

But that wasn't what I was promising. Not when my gorgeous crush girl's pussy felt so spectacular pulsing around my dick. So, in this case, careful meant slowly drawing back, then filling Allison again. She grunted, that same pained noise, as my cockhead battered against the back of her pussy.

"Sorry," I said.

"Don't be," Allison said. Gasped. "I kinda like it. The pain the mixed with the pleasure. So good."

"Fuck, Allie," I said, sawing back and forth. "You feel so amazing."

"Uh huh."

We didn't really fit on the bench. Allison sitting back, legs splayed. Me half-squatting over her. I had no leverage. So, I reached down and lifted Allison by her tight little ass, pulling her with me to the ground. Our connection broke as we tumbled to the floor.

Allison giggled as we fell, the both of us entangled with each other. She spread her legs even wider than before. Fuck she looked so good. I realized I'd made a mistake before, ignoring some of her best features. Now that the barriers had been broken, I resolved to take my time.

Both of us were now soaking in sweat, in each other's juices. I kissed my slippery way down Allison's neck and found her breasts. I latched my lips around her nipple.

"Sensitive..." she said. Words coming out tight. "Careful."

I drifted my hand down to her clit while I suckled. Switched my attentions between her breasts. Her nipples wonderfully hard in my mouth, like little berries. Her tits just the right amount of flesh to hold. Allison seemed to startle even herself with her reaction. Like she didn't realize her body functioned this way.

It turned out that her nipples were a secret pathway straight to heaven. As I stimulated her tits and pussy, Allison went off.

"fffFUCK!" she cried out, after I applied the littlest bit of pressure. Again, Allison tried to collapse in on herself. Like her pussy was a black hole, sucking in all other matter. Instead, she ended up clinging to me. As if we'd stayed out in the rain and I was the only way she could survive the storm. Drowning in her own pleasure.

Allison didn't just tremor this time. She thrashed. Her back arched, like she was squeezing the pleasure out of herself. Then she fell back on the ground. Her blue eyes practically shining in the darkness.

"In. Me." Allison's words were so forceful. I couldn't help but obey her command.

I put my dick at her entrance, inching forward. I knew from before I shouldn't stab into her. Plus, I assumed she'd be sensitive after that massive cum. I was wrong.

Allison grabbed my ass and thrust me forward. "In ME!" she cried out, as my cock filled her, cruelly, with one forceful stroke.

"There. There it is," she said. She gave me a tired smile. Her blonde hair stuck over her eyes, wild. We shared in each other. Enjoying the feeling of being wrapped around each other.

"Go... slow..."

It had been no more than a whisper. Words so quiet, they could barely be defined as spoken. Yet I heard them so clearly, she might as well have shouted them.

I looked over and saw my Melissa right next to us on the floor. Up on all fours. Her tits hanging down. Ass pointed upwards. And Kent, sliding his unprotected dick right into her.

"Fuck. So thick," Melissa groaned.

Kent had a battering ram of a cock. The impossibly thick head didn't give my wife any moment to get used to it. There was no 'gentle accommodation.' It was all at once or nothing. Melissa's mouth and eyes widened as her pussy did the same to welcome this new invader.

For the first time in her life, Melissa was feeling a dick other than my own inside her. For the first time, she was feeling something thicker -- urgent, insistent -- thrust into her body. And for the first time, my wife felt a man's bare cock slide into her pussy. Skin-to-skin. Cock to cunt.

"Ohhhh ffffffFFFUCK!" Melissa cried out and from the look of her face I could tell it wasn't all pleasure.

"Take it," Kent said, grinning like a madman. "Feel me fill you up. You like that? You like that thick dick spreading you wide?"

"Oh fuck," Melissa said, gasping. "Feels so good."

"I know," Kent said, smirking once again as he squeezed my wife's ass.

I knew I shouldn't be upset by all this. After all, I'd started it. If I didn't want Kent fucking Melissa, I shouldn't have stuck my cock in his wife, right? But it didn't stop me from feeling sick inside as my wife's body adjusted to her new lover. As her brain slowly broke from all the fresh sensations

But then, I had my own new experiences to revel in. And focusing on that made all my other feelings fade away. I started moving in Allison with the same pace as we'd had before. Almost like making love. But Allison wasn't having it.

"Harder," she said, "Fuck me Matty. Break me."

I was more than happy to oblige. I started railing into my crush girl, exulting in all the delicious ways in which her body responded. The fantastic feeling of pure, unadulterated cunt dripping and squeezing on my cock.

"Uhn. Uhn. Uhn," Allison gasped with every thrust.

Next to us, the sex was getting equally enthusiastic. Kent rammed himself into Melissa, her body writhing in response. Like he was going to bust right through her. The physicality of the act -- just the look of it -- was already so wrong. But the words and noises he elicited from my wife made it all much worse. Now that he had Melissa talking, it seemed she couldn't stop.

"Oh! Uhn... uh... OhGOD... Fuck. Fuck me with that thick cock."

"Fuck yeah. Fucking Melissa." Kent said, clearly enjoying the realization of his own fantasy. "Fuck that pussy's tight! Squeezing on me. You love it, don't you? Love that dick."

"Oh yeah. Fuck yes. Feels so good. Splitting me apart."

"Tell me you want it," Kent said, "Tell me you want more."

"I do," Melissa said, "I want it. I want it allllllll."

Allison sensed my distraction. She pulled me close and kissed me. Grabbed my focus and centered it back on the two of us. Then she took things even further.

"You're fucking me so good," Allison whispered in my ear.

Something about the privacy of it, made it feel so much more intense. Shouting it aloud, well, that could be for performance's sake. You could argue that she was only playing along. But saying it quietly meant it was a secret. It was more than what she wanted her husband to know. And that made it so real, my heart ached.

"You feel so good, Allie," I said back. "Too good."

"That long dick is too big for my little pussy," Allison said, "I think I kind of love it."

"Your tight little body, I can't get over it," I said, "I never could."

"You're making me cum, Matt," she said.

"I know."

"NO," Allison said, with a vivid conviction. "You're making me cum, Matt."

Suddenly, I understood what she was saying. She didn't have to speak the words. She never would. But her communication was clear.

I thrust into my crush girl with a newfound abandon. I rubbed at her clit. Twisted her nipples. Played her body like a virtuoso. Bringing out an orchestral performance of soulful, sorrowful, ecstasy-filled cries.

Meanwhile, Kent and Melissa engaged in their own lewd tete-a-tete. Kent pounding into my wife. Her face a mask of total pleasure -- her hair and tits flying around like crazy. Percussive slaps met with sharp gasps and deep groans.

"Oh GOD, yes!" Melissa cried out. "Fuck me, Kent. Keep. Fucking. ME!"

I realized my wife was looking right at me. At us. As best she could, anyway, with everything Kent was doing to her body. But Melissa was watching Allison and me. The vision of me buried in her best friend was clearly turning her on even more.

"I'm almost there," Melissa said, "I'm gonna cum. Please Kent, can I cum? Let me cum, oh God. Pleeeaaaaaaaaase I need it so bad."

Kent chuckled to himself. He gave Melissa's butt a hard slap. A cruel grin floated onto his face. Like he had an idea. "Ask Matt. Ask your husband if you can cum."

He slowed his thrusts, allowing Melissa to settle. She reached out and grabbed my hand. The hunger in her eyes was almost frightening.

"Matt, is it OK?" she asked, "Can I?"

"You can do better than that," Kent said. It was supposed to be a generosity, him engaging me. But I knew what he was really fishing for.

"Kent's going to make me cum, baby," Melissa said, "Please. Tell me it's OK for me to cum."

I glanced down at Allison, still writhing beneath me, even though our own engagement had slowed. The blonde woman gave me a little shrug, as if to say she no longer cared. I suppose I should have done the same, just stopped playing the game. But something about it all. I couldn't stop.

"Please, baby," Melissa said, "Feels so fucking good. Please let your wife cum on Kent's cock."

I nodded. Almost imperceptible. It was all Melissa needed.

Her face flushed bright red. Her eyes crossed. Her head fell to rest in her arms. Ass arched upwards.

"OHHHHHHHH!" she shouted. Her legs tried to straighten. "Oh FUCK!" she cried out. Sobbed. "Oh fuck ME!"



My responsibilities ended, I went back to raillng Allison. The cute blonde roiled under me as we rutted on the floor.

"You don't need my permission to cum," I told her.

"Good," she said with a grin. "Cause I've already gone, like, three times already."

"Seriously?"

"Just little ones," she said, with a shrug. "Don't worry, you're going you're gonna blow my top off soon enough. I can feel it. Building. Fuck, feels so good. Does my pussy feel good for you, Matt?"

"Oh fuck yes," I said.

"Is my little quim tight enough for you? Do you feel how hot, how wet, I am for you? I've never had a bare cock in me before. You're the first. Deeper... Oh so much deeper, too. Fuck, Matt. Is this what you dreamt of? Do I live up to your every fantasy?"

Allison was acting submissive. But I knew what she was really up to. This was a competition. And the cute blonde was doing everything she could to win.

"Better than I imagined," I told her. "Your body's so tight, so strong. Your tits. That pussy. Fuck Allison."

But she was already gone.

"Oh. So deep. Stabbing me. Stirring up my insides so good. Gonna cum again. Oh Matt, you're making me cum. Oh fuck. Oh ffffFUCK!"

That time I felt it for sure. The blonde woman coiled around me as her orgasm took hold. She bit my shoulder; I don't think she even realized she was doing it. Finally, she fell back panting. Every breath ragged and desperate.

Her eyes rolled back,and I realized she was peaking once again. Like I'd kicked on an engine, Allison was racing from one orgasm to the next. She squeezed my bicep. She closed her legs around my waist. Let out a long, rattling hiss as the ecstasy slithered through her in one long chain of cums.

She looked so beautiful like that. Tits trembling. Face tight in a rictus of pleasure. And the way she clung to me. How her pussy clamped down. It was all too much.

"Getting... close..." I warned her. Honestly, I'm not sure how I lasted so long in the first place.

Allison was too far gone to hear. Well past the ability to respond. Language lost to nothing but squeaks and gasps. And yet, the vulnerability of her brain was belied by the power of her grip to hold me in place.

The only thing I could do was thrust forward as I felt my end approach with the rapidity of a bullet train. The inevitability of one, too. Racing down the tracks. On top of me, before I even realized it had arrived.

I buried my cock deep into Allison's fertile depths. Plunged into her one last line of defense. And erupted in one joyous, endless burst of fertility. Now it was my turn to cry out.

"Oh FUCK!"

Years of lust for the blonde beneath me. Months of frustration from filling condoms. Weeks of buildup, waiting for that moment where I could finally be bare. Days of edging, holding off for this moment. Hours of being stimulated without release. All of it unleashed in one immeasurable torrent of bliss, blasting deep into Allison's unprotected pussy.

Allison felt that first explosion and, impossibly, gripped me tighter.

"OH!" she said, and for a second I worried that I might have incurred her wrath. "Oh YES!"

I burst inside my crush girl. Poured my pleasure into the woman I'd dreamt about for so long. Inseminated my Allison. It was more than my brain could bear.

Distant, I heard her cry out. "Oh! Filling me... So HOT. Yuh-your baby. Putting your baby in me. Feels so good."

All I could do was endure my own ecstasy. Every ejaculation a cry of bliss as I blasted through Allison's vulnerable cervix with my seed. Unloaded an army of sperm inside her. Every nerve ending exploding with endorphins. So hard and strong I felt nearly numb.

Allison and I collapsed into each other. She found my mouth with hers. I expected, I don't know? Guilt. Recrimination. All Allison gave me was affection.

"So good, so good, so good," she rambled. Like her brain was stuck in joyous neutral.

"Don't stop," Melissa said. I heard her voice so clear, like she was shouting it in my ear. Reality returned and now, all I could see was my own wife. Staring back at me, her eyes filled only with pleasure. "Please... So close."

"Again?" Kent asked, like an overworked parent. "God, Mel, you're so greedy once you get going."

"Fuck... It's so thick. Rubbing me in all the right -- uhn -- places. Fucking me so GOOD."

"You're going to want this again, aren't you?" Kent asked.

"Oh YES! Oh fuck yes."

"Tell me," Kent said, "Whenever I want. You'll be my little wifeslut. Take my dick in that perfect mouth. Let me cum on those awesome tits. Spread your legs and beg me for more."

"Oh--ohFuck. Oh fuck yes. Just like that. Please don't stop. I'm guh-getting there. Oh. OH."

"I'm going to cum in you," Kent said to her. "Knock you up. Right here in front of your best friend. Your husband."

The finality of his words like a chill through my body. Even though I'd just done the same. Like a jump scare in a horror movie -- I'd known the whole time it was coming, but that didn't stop me from reacting the same way.

"Y... you shouldn't. Cum in me. Not safe. I'm not protected," Melissa said.

"You want me to stop?"

"Oh FUCK no," Melissa said.

"Tell me you want it," Kent said, "Be a good little wifey and beg me for my seed."

"Oh fuck," Melissa said. She rolled her head, like trying to shake it loose. "I can't..."

"Say it, Mel," Kent said, "Let it out. I'm going to fill you up and you're going to burst like never before. So let go for me. You can do it. Cum like I know you can."

Kent kept plowing her, incessant. It was clear that no matter what my wife said, he was going to fill her. And she was going to let him. The inescapable nature of what was about to occur, clearly Melissa couldn't deny it anymore.

"Ohhhhh, oh God," Melissa said, "Cum. Cum in me. I want to -- ohfuck! -- feel it. Cum so DEEP!"

"Say it, Mel," Kent said. His voice cracked. His thrusts faltered. I swear I could see his body readying to deliver that final blow. "Give it up. Give it up for me."

"Yes, CUM! Cum in MEEEE! Oh, I'll be a good little wifeslut. Take your cum. Whenever... Whenever you want. Knock me up. Give it to me... PLEASE!!"

I don't know if Kent could have truly held back any longer. But Melissa's words came at just the right time. He let out a roar, a howl, like a triumphant warrior, and unloaded into my wife.

Melissa's face fell open. I watched in awe as the pleasure rippled through her. Her eyes riddled with the shock of her ecstasy as she felt another man fill her for the first time. Her expression one of absolute awe.

"Oh YES!" she cried out. "You're cumming! Feels so... AH!"

Melissa's body juddered with each ejaculation. A shockwave rolling over her with the violence of a bullet and the pleasure of a drug.

"Oh yes, cumming," Kent groaned. "Cumming in 'Liss. Knocking you up. So fucking hot..."

Finally, the both of them collapsed. Fell into a heap on the floor of the sauna. Gasping and rolling on the ground like they'd finished a marathon.

Another crack of thunder in the distance. Rain pelting the wood of our little shelter. Like the world, itself, was climaxing around us.

*

I woke up, disoriented. Desperately needing to pee. The fire had gone out, but the room was warm enough.

I stumbled as I stood. Flinching from the pain that was radiating everywhere. My knees and shoulders. Elbows and chest. Allison was snoozing like a kitty, all curled up in a ball. I saw Kent lying on the far side of the sauna. My own wife nowhere to be seen.

I had to piss so bad, I couldn't care. I threw open the door to the sauna and raced out. It was still pouring rain. The sky this weird light gray. I didn't have time to go far, and I quickly emptied myself out. The warmth of my stream mixing with the cold water.

I felt someone watching me as I finished, and I turned. Melissa, standing completely naked by a nearby pine tree. Her face wet with tears. A sorrowful little grin on her lips as she caught my eye.

We didn't say anything. I raced and wrapped myself around her. Freezing rain ran in rivulets over us. I pressed my wife back into the tree. Lifted her thighs around me.

In a moment, I was inside her. My hard cock spreading her around me. The only warm place in an icy universe.

There was no love in what we did. No affection. I slammed into Melissa with a passionate violience. Almost painful the way we grasped at each other. A moment later, I filled my wife with my seed. She keened as my sperm raced inside her.

Melissa kissed me, hard.

"OK?" I asked, when I finally had my breath back.

"OK," she said, nodding vigorously.

We staggered back, soaking, to the sauna.

*

The next morning, the four of us trudged to the cabin like a defeated army. The storm had finally ended, but everything was muddy and slick. We shared knowing glances with each other but said nothing more. Awkwardly familiar yet oddly comfortable all at once.

Once we got inside, Melissa and I went to our bedroom to change clothes. Meanwhile, Kent and Allison went to use the shower. I heard the two of them reconnecting as I walked by the closed doors. Allison's now-familiar gasps mixed with Kent's usual thumping thrusts.

Melissa and I stayed in silence while we worked to make breakfast. We both had so much to say, it was impossible to speak at all. It all should have felt tense, like walking on eggshells. Instead, we had this strange ease as we did everything. I thought I'd slain my marriage, but in many ways, it felt refreshed. Like seedlings sprouting through the mud after a storm..

Kent came downstairs first, dressed in shorts and a t-shirt. A cocky grin on his face. Allison followed soon after, looking a bit shy. The both of them had clearly come to some kind of agreement. Again, I braced myself for the inevitable blow up. Again, nothing arrived.

After breakfast, we agreed to go down to the lake. But as the girls went ahead, Kent grabbed my shoulder. Gently, he pulled me over to the side of the wraparound porch. I couldn't read the look on his face. Upset that I'd inseminated his wife? Apologetic about what he'd done with Melissa? I couldn't tell if he was going to start by shouting or get straight to punching.

"Your wife is such a hot fuck, dude," Kent said, a smile playing on his lips. Well, I hadn't expected that at all. "Her body, her tits. That tight fucking pussy. Amazing, right?"

I was so surprised, I didn't know how to react. The wind was knocked out of me, as sure as he'd thumped me in the gut. He eyed me oddly, and I realized I needed to say something back.

"Um, Allison is also nice," I said, not sure what I could say that wouldn't get me in trouble. "You know. In that way."

"Fuck yeah she is!" Kent said. He gave me a fist bump, then headed down to the lake, a spring in his step.

When I got down to the dock, the women were already laying out in their swimsuits. Again, I thought maybe we'd all have a conversation, but instead we just rested in the sun. I was about to fall asleep, it had been a long night, when I felt a shadow over me. I looked up and saw Allison looking down at me.

I know, I should have had her out of my system. But instead, just looking at the cute blonde made me remember everything we'd done the night before. The feel of her body. The little noises she made. The curl of her lips as she came. The thought that my own sperm were currently racing through her in that moment. Laughing and shouting as they shot straight for that oh-so-anticipatory egg.

Allison was wearing a bikini again, a red one, and, like magic, I found myself stiffening. She must have seen it because she looked down at me and smiled. That lovely, wicked grin that got my heart going a million beats per minute.

Allison knelt beside me. Her lips teasing at my ear. "What do you think about going sailing this afternoon?" she asked. "Maybe after lunch?"

Of all the first things to say to each other, this was certainly odd. I didn't know how to react at all.

"I could ask the others," I said, "I'm sure that'll be fine."

"Actually, I was thinking just us," Allison said.

I blinked over at her, amazed. Allison responded by pulling at the top of her bikini, miming that it was flying off. Then she gave me a wink. Holy fuck.

Allison went back to her seat and all of us set to dozing. The night before had clearly taken a lot out of us. Eventually, I managed to get up and limp to the kitchen to start making lunch. Melissa joined me.

She sidled up to me while I sliced the sandwiches.

"So," she said. And now, finally, I knew we were about to talk about the night before. "Last night was super scary. Also kinda awesome though.

"Yes," I said, "Both those things."

"What do you think?" she asked.

"I don't know," I said, "We made some mistakes. Took a dumb risk. All of us."

"For sure," Melissa said, "But also, I'm not exactly upset about a lot of it, either?"

I nodded. I wanted to be, I dunno, angry. Upset. I got where my wife was going. But then, wasn't I headed to the same place? Every time I tried to get mad about her and Kent, I could only feel excitement over myself and Allison.

"As to the, um, the other thing. Well, we're fortunate that we live in a state that still has mifeprestone," Melissa said. She squeezed my arm, and I could tell she was being playful. "Though we have a few more days here before we can go get it. So why not enjoy it while we can?"

"Just for the week?" I asked.

"If you want to," Melissa said, but I knew she was playing coy. What I wanted was, well, it mattered. But only in what it allowed her to desire, too.

"Allison did mention that maybe she and I should go out on the Sunfish this afternoon," I said.

"Interesting," Melissa said, a hungry smile sneaking across her lips. Not unlike the one Allison was always giving me. "Well then, I guess I'll have to see about making things even."
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Mom's Touch But Don't Look Policy

Something a little different this time. Also, very much the same. Everyone in this story is over the age of 18. Enjoy!

All in succession, my perfectly crafted life collapsed.

First, the coronavirus hit and closed my college. Then they instituted shelter-at-home. I found myself trapped in the house, with no one else around except my mom.

The last straw came a few days after that. I was finally getting settled back into my boyhood bedroom when I got a call from Cassie, my college girlfriend. She wanted to FaceTime, and I assumed it was time for our inaugural session of hot and heavy virtual sex. I took off my pants, then turned on the screen.

Cassie was there, but she was fully dressed and looking glum.

"I just can't do it," she said, "If we're apart like this, I don't know how we can stay together." The pretty brunette did look upset, at least. Even if her logic made little sense. Everyone was stuck inside. It's not like we were in a long-distance relationship where I could be out dating, and she would never know. I was home with my mom, for fuck's sake.

"I can't," Cassie repeated, "I'm sorry. When it's over, when we're back in school, we can try again."

She clicked off the screen. I pulled my jeans back on, sheepish and sad. Cassie and I had been dating for nearly six months. I didn't think I was going to marry the girl, but I didn't see us breaking up anytime soon, either. Having her dump me out of nowhere like that left me feeling low.

That night at dinner, I barely had any appetite. I pushed my food around my plate like a lazy cat chasing after a mouse. Never quite getting to the kill.

"What's wrong?" Mom asked. I turned her way, and, for a moment, I got caught in her huge, blue eyes.

I could admit my mom was very pretty. She had honey blonde hair and a warm, sunny face. Her tomboy-esque outfits -- she always wore flannel shirts with white, ribbed tank tops and high-waisted Mom jeans -- only made her look cuter.

My high school friends had all foundered after her. I knew that at least two of the guys in our group had only hung out with me because it meant they got glances of my mom. Even some of the dates I'd brought home had faltered when they saw my mother.

"I'm fine," I said, the standard evasive answer.

"Come on, talk to me," Mom said, "You used to confide in me all the time, you know."

That was true. Mom and I had been quite close when I was younger. We both loved reading books and seeing plays. She would take me to do errands and taught me to sew and cook. Mom had been my constant companion.

Everything changed when I turned 13. Mom became distant and removed. When I tried to hug her or show her affection, she would flinch like I was about to fight her. We stopped spending time together. Gave up going out as Mom and son. I ended up hanging out with my dad through most of high school, which came with its own unique set of issues.

Not that Mom was mean or cruel. Just detached. It's why I had wanted to leave for college so quickly after high school, and one of the reasons I had been dreading my corona-caused return home.

"Seriously, Jay, what's wrong?" Mom asked me again.

Instinctively, I looked over to where Dad would usually be sitting with us at our small, round kitchen table. I was used to him interceding on my behalf. Unfortunately, Dad had been travelling overseas when the virus hit and wasn't coming home anytime soon. I was on my own.

Mom put her hand on mine, pulling me back to the moment. The truth was, I wanted to tell someone. Needed to. And, with no one else around, I guess it was easier for Mom to pry things out of me.

"Cassie and I broke up," I said, barely even a mumble.

"What happened?" Mom asked.

Again, the words caught in my throat before spilling over. "She said she didn't think we could be together through quarantine," I said.

"Well, that's fucking stupid," Mom said.

I startled. I wasn't used to Mom taking my side, and I really wasn't used to hearing her curse.

Mom saw the look on my face, realized what she'd said, and blushed. "Sorry, your old mother still has a little fire left in her, I guess."

"You're not old, Mom," I said, reflexive. A smile snuck onto Mom's lips. She quickly turned away.

I wasn't just being polite. Mom was only 38 and she could have easily passed for late twenties. She and Dad had me when they were both twenty. I was a college mishap (during the final performance of the university's spring play, Mom would say wistfully, like that was a detail I needed to know). While I'm sure it was hard for them at the time to have a child, it seemed like there were also a lot of benefits to being a decade younger than anyone else with a kid my age.

"Anyway," Mom continued, "I'm sorry about what happened with you and Kelly."

"Cassie," I said.

"Right," Mom said, "But if she's that superficial, she's doing you a favor. You deserve someone way better."

Now it was my turn to blush. Like I said, I wasn't used to getting compliments from Mom.

After dinner, I helped Mom clear the table and do the dishes. We stood in front of the sink, her arms elbow-deep in soapy water, while I held the tiny dish towel to dry. At one point, our hips bumped, and I glanced over at Mom's body.

Like I said, I was her son. I didn't have a 'thing' for my mom. But that didn't mean I couldn't see her for what she was: a thoroughly gorgeous woman with a sweet face and a hot, tight body. I guess, in that way, it's like appreciating a painting at the MFA. I can admit that something is beautiful without needing to break in and take it home with me.

Mom saw me looking and, pointedly, stepped away. She gave my shoulder a playful shove.

"Eyes on your own paper, mister," Mom said with a grin.

"Moooom," I said, the stereotypical small boy whine, "I wasn't."

"I'm just teasing," Mom said, "Besides, I know you're a single man now, but that's no reason to start lowering your standards."

"Mom, I would be lucky to be with you. I mean, a woman who looked like you. I mean..."

Mom put her hand on my shoulder to stop me. She was smiling so wide, it looked like the corners of her mouth could reach her earlobes. Her white, straight teeth were practically shining in the thin light of the kitchen.

"It's OK," she said, "I understand and appreciate the compliment. It's sweet. Especially coming from such a ladykiller like yourself."

For a moment, I thought Mom was saying something about how I treated women and I got defensive. "I'm not like that," I snapped.

"No, no," Mom said, "I'm sorry. That wasn't what I meant at all. Girls like you. I see them checking you out. The way your high school girlfriends would fall all over you."

"Oh," I said.

I tried to picture what Mom meant but I couldn't see it. I'd had a few girlfriends in high school, nothing serious. Had they been swooning? I didn't think so. And Cassie?

Suddenly it all came crashing back to me and this stopped being fun. I finished putting away the dishes and turned away from the sink.

"I know you're down, Jay," Mom said, "But, trust me, you'll find someone who's worth your time."

"Thanks," I said, still feeling dejected.

"How about we watch a movie tonight to cheer you up," she said, "Something silly."

Given the choice between watching something dumb on TV with Mom or sitting in my room by myself and moping, it was an easy decision.

*

Mom made a big bowl of popcorn and we sat on the living room couch. She clicked on the TV and scrolled through the options. With Dad, watching TV was easy: we just chose hockey. And if hockey wasn't on, we watched recordings of hockey. Easy peasy. Mom was way pickier.

But when she found Bridesmaids in the menu, she stopped. My mother was not a very 'outward' woman. She was not one of those people going to wild parties, even when she was younger. She'd been a drama geek in college and, as she explained it, was probably the last person you'd think would end up accidentally pregnant.

Mom didn't wear revealing clothes. She liked safe music that I would describe as 'Mom Rock.' She rarely ever cursed. Her one secret was that she loved, loved, raunchy comedies. It was like finding out your pastor was a huge metalhead or that grandma was a grand champion at League of Legends. It was completely out of character, but that didn't make it any less Mom.

"What do you say?" Mom asked. Honestly, it seemed perfect for the mood I was in. I agreed, and Mom clicked play.

I'd seen the movie a few times, but I still found myself getting into it. When we got to the classic bathroom scene, Mom and I laughed so hard that tears rolled down our cheeks. We watched the rest of the movie, both lying back like we were in physical pain from our hysterics.

"See, don't you feel better?" Mom asked as she clicked off the TV. I had to concede that I did.

*

The next morning, however, the blues slipped back into my brain. I spent most of my day in bed, unsure of what Mom was up to. To her credit, she left me be. I think she understood that I needed some mourning time.

At the end of the day, she knocked on my door. I'd been lying around in boxers all day, so I scrambled to pull my shirt on. Mom came in while I was still getting dressed. She started to speak, then stuttered.

"Hi, I was..." Mom froze, staring at my chest.

I'd been playing hockey since freshman year of high school. It was Dad's thing, so I practically had to join up. The fact that Mom hated me playing was just an added benefit at the time.

I wasn't a world beater at hockey, but I was good enough to get a scholarship. I knew I wasn't going to be a star -- I was on the third line at a two-star program -- but whatever. It was D1 and a free education and I was going to make the most of that. Plus, I figured I'd end up with lots of cool stories about getting checked into the boards by some future NHL stars.

In any case, hockey is a full body sport. It's not like baseball where you can have a big gut and still hit 98 on the radar gun. Skating gets your legs in incredible shape, but you need upper body strength, too. And playing in college had taken me to a whole new level. I hadn't even had a full year of training, but I was already in the best shape of my life.

I guess I was pretty cut, is what I'm saying. And Mom noticed. She stayed stuck in place, staring at me half-shirtless. I knew that Mom didn't want to see her son naked, but I didn't realize she'd be that upset.

"Sorry," I said, sheepish, and finished pulling down my shirt.

"It's fine," Mom said, "Just warn me next time."

Again, I apologized. "So, what's up?"

"I wanted to see how you're doing," Mom said.

"Oh. I'm OK," I said. I flopped back down on the bed.

"Sure you are," Mom said, a smirk sneaking across her face. "I was thinking I could make dinner and we could watch another movie."

I looked back at my bed. All I wanted to do was crawl under the covers. But I heard my stomach growl, and I knew I needed to eat.

I went downstairs and helped Mom make dinner. It had been a long time since we worked on a project together like that and it was fun. Like having an old friend back.

After we ate, again, we stood over the sink and washed the dishes. At one point, I dropped a big serving dish in the soapy water, and it splashed up, soaking Mom's chest. I looked over and saw a bit of her tit through her wet, white tank top. Mom wasn't huge chested. She had nice-sized breasts. Honestly, I hadn't thought about them until that moment. Now, they were all I could see.

Mom looked over at me staring, then down at her chest. She frowned.

"Sorry," I said.

Mom's mouth twisted. "I'll go change," she said, "Next time be more careful, OK?"

Mom came back in a long, lime green sleep shirt that went down to her knees. For a moment, the thought that she might not be wearing underwear under that outfit slipped into my mind, unbidden. What was wrong with me? Back home for less than a month and I was already going full pervert? Mom wasn't a sexual being, she was my mother. But something about that shapeless, long shirt was totally arousing. I can't explain exactly why.

When we finished the dishes, we went back to the couch and Mom picked out another over-the- top comedy. This time, she went for an old one called Airplane.

"Your grandmother used to love this one," Mom said.

Almost immediately, I realized that Grandma was a very different woman than I'd realized. Airplane was filthy. Full of dirty, inappropriate humor. I'd thought the world was getting more liberal, but that movie had bits in it that no one would dare perform in 2020.

Then there were the sex jokes. At one point, a topless woman showed up on screen for no reason, breasts flying around. I looked over at Mom and she shrugged like it was nothing. Another scene was an extended blowjob gag where Julie Hagerty had to give oral to the autopilot balloon to keep it inflated. Mom giggled like crazy through the whole scene.

Again, I had to recalibrate my thinking. I knew Mom had sex. Duh, she had me. But the idea that Mom could find oral sex funny implied that she performed oral sex and that kind of blew my brain. Rationally, of course, these revelations were stupid. But some part of me hadn't ever processed the idea, quite the opposite, and the reshuffle left me rustled.

When the movie was over, again, Mom and I were lying back on the couch all laughed out. Once again, I went to bed feeling way better.

The next few days, we found ourselves falling into a routine. Most of the day, we kept to ourselves. I stayed in my room playing videogames and attending virtual classes. Mom did Mom stuff. Mostly gardening or cleaning the house. It's not like she could even go out shopping (we had the groceries delivered to our door). Around 4pm, we'd come out of our respective corners, make ourselves a nice meal, and finish off with a racy comedy.

After Airplane, we stayed old school for a while and watched Mel Brooks movies: Young Frankenstein, Blazing Saddles, History of World Part I, and Spaceballs. Then we moved back into the Abrams Zucker Abrams oeuvre and watched all three Naked Guns.

With the classics out of the way, we shifted to more modern stuff, starting with 40-Year-Old Virgin. This time, when Steve Carrell was walking back and forth with an unflagging erection, it was Mom's turn to give me a funny look. But I didn't say anything. For a movie about having sex, the film wasn't super sexual overall.

The next film we chose, however, was the one that got us in trouble. Actually, it was the whole damn day.

I was settling in for another session of hardcore gaming when Mom knocked on my door. I was in my underwear, and this time, I knew to warn Mom that I wasn't decent. I pulled on some clothes and opened the door. Despite the fact that I was fully dressed, Mom ran her eyes from my feet to my face. She seemed let down, almost like she'd been hoping to catch me half-clothed. Or maybe it was just my outfit. Yes, that made way more sense.

"What are you up to?" Mom asked.

I gestured at my PS4 like it was obvious.

"I'm thinking about painting my nails," Mom said.

"OK." I looked at her fingers and they seemed fine. Honestly, I wasn't sure why she was telling me this.

"I can do my hands OK, but then I can't touch anything for a while till they dry."

"You want me to make lunch?" I asked.

"Sure," Mom said, "But I was also hoping to paint my toenails and it's way easier to have someone else do that for me."

"You want me to paint your toenails," I repeated back to her.

"It's not that girlie," Mom said, "Think of is as practice. Your girlfriends will love it if you can do that for them."

I thought that was a bit of stretch, but whatever. It was early spring, but the day was remarkably warm, so we went out to the backyard. Mom set up on a lounge chair and proceeded to paint her fingernails a deep purple. I sat back and chatted with her while she worked.

We talked about school and hockey. For someone who hated sports, Mom sure knew a lot about the game.

"I took you to almost every practice and game, hon," Mom said. I guess she had.

Dad loved me playing hockey and was happy to watch games with me. In most other ways though, he was pretty damn distant. Some of it was work, he was always travelling for some thing or another. Really, we shouldn't have been so surprised that he was caught on another continent when corona hit.

Even when he was home though, Dad wasn't the most supportive person in my life. His idea of a rousing pep talk was a slight grunt and then pointing to the TV to remind me that I was interrupting. He'd never been mean to Mom, exactly. But I'd never seen him be all that affectionate, either. Dad was just... Dad. A weird silent creature that, somehow, had been my safe harbor when my relationship with Mom went rocky for whatever reason.

So, now that I thought about it, of course it had been Mom who was taking me to practices and showing up at games. Because we'd been so cold with each other, I guess it never registered in the moment.

When she was done with her nails, Mom held them up so I could see.

"Very nice," I said, not knowing what else to say.

"Thank you," Mom said, looking gratified. She wiggled her toes at me.

"Same color?" I asked.

"Sure," Mom said.

I took the bottle of purple nail polish, then held Mom's bare, petite foot in my lap. I'm not a foot guy, but Mom's tootsies were quite cute. Worse, she rested them right in my crotch. My dick didn't know it was my mother. Instead, it just felt the bare foot of a beautiful woman hovering above it and decided to activate in full.

I did my best to ignore my aching dick, hoping it would go down. But as I began to paint my mother's cute, tiny toes, I felt myself grow even harder.

Mom took back her first foot. She gave me her second. And that's when her heel clearly, unequivocally, grazed my shaft.

"Oh," Mom said, and for a moment I feared she was about to pitch a fit. But then she settled in her seat, ignoring that the contact had ever happened. I set about doing her nails like it was nothing.

"Do you want me to do yours?" Mom asked when I was finished. I couldn't tell if she was kidding or not.

"Uh, that's OK," I said, waving her off.

I got up to go make lunch. We stayed outside in the fresh air and ate our sandwiches. By then, Mom's hands were dry, and she was able to get back to her day. But when I went upstairs to my bedroom, the idea of staying in there seemed boring.

"I think I'm going to take a walk," I told my mom, "We can do that, right? The cops aren't going to hunt me down for leaving the house?"

"I think you'll be fine, honey," Mom said, "Do you want me to come with you?"

"Up to you," I said.

Mom nodded and went back to folding laundry. As I went around the block, I could feel how out of shape I was. Coach would kill me if came back to school like this. I couldn't go to a gym, and we didn't have weights in the house, but I knew I needed to at least be running. It was early enough in the year that I thought there might be a hockey season when we got back. I know, I was a bit naive.

When I came home, I showered and helped Mom make dinner. As we ate, I told her my plan to wake up early and start running.

"That sounds nice," she said, "Would you mind if I joined you? Your old Mom needs to lose all this fat." She pinched her side for emphasis.

"Mom, you're not... You're perfect, OK?" I said, "Truly."

"Tell your father," Mom muttered.

After we cleaned up, Mom went to set up the TV. She pushed the remote, but nothing happened.

"Hmph," she said, frustrated. I did the mansplaining thing and took the remote but, to my embarrassment, I wasn't able to get the damn thing working, either. We spent the next half hour messing around with the electronics, looking on the Internet for solutions, the whole thing. As far as we could tell, the relatively new television had just up and died.



"We can't even go to the store to get a new one," Mom said, pouting. It was the first time I'd seen her treat our quarantine as anything but a fun adventure.

"We can order a TV off Amazon," I said. "And I think the Wal-Mart in Danbury is open. We could go tomorrow."

"No, I know," Mom said. "Honesty this isn't so bad it's just frustrating. I want to be able to see my friends, go to a play, eat at a restaurant, any of it."

I noticed she hadn't mentioned having Dad back on her list of things she was missing.

"Being stuck in the house is hard," Mom said.

"You mean with me," I said.

Mom reached over and tousled my light brown hair. It was slightly curly, and I hated it. "Honey, you're the only good thing that's come out of this stupid virus."

I smiled, despite myself.

"Darn, I was really looking forward to watching our movie tonight," Mom said.

"There's always Dad's 'man cave,'" I said, giving those last words the disdain they deserved.

Mom sucked in her breath like I'd kicked her in the shins. "Your father doesn't like me going in there," she said.

"So what?" I said, "He's not here and we want to watch our movie. What's he going to do about it, exactly?"

Mom looked at me with new eyes, like I'd said something that surprised her.

"You're right," Mom said, "Let's do this thing."

She made popcorn while I went down to the basement. Dad had set up his little sanctum really well. It was probably the nicest room in the house. Most of our furniture was old and tired, but Dad had filled his space with a fancy leather love seat, a massive 75" television, and thumping surround sound. It was a small area, not much room, but he'd turned it into his cozy hideaway.

I sat on the couch and set up the entertainment center. It was this whole complicated thing, which was probably one of the reasons that Mom treated it like a landmine. But I knew how to work it from my high school days of watching the Bruins with Dad.

I got everything going, then leaned back on the couch. Mom came down with the popcorn and sat next to me. By the nature of the furniture here, we had to sit closer. Hip to hip.

This time, we'd chosen to watch Forgetting Sarah Marshall. It was one of Mom's favorites.

"I used to watch a lot of these movies when you were young," Mom said, "It was my way of giving myself a break."

"Come on, I wasn't that bad," I said.

"You were an easy baby," Mom said, patting my leg, "But that's like saying it was an easy hike across the Sahara. Even the effortless ones feel impossible. Especially for a young girl. I was still in college when I had you. My friends were back in school, doing wild stuff. I was at home being a mom. Sure, I was twenty, but it was still hard."

"I'm sorry," I said.

"Oh, don't apologize, sweetie," Mom said, "You didn't do anything wrong. But sometimes, after I'd put you to bed and your father was already passed out, I'd rent a bunch of these movies and marathon them. I don't know, I guess it made me feel like I could be young. At least for a little bit."

"That makes sense," I said, "But I still feel bad. Like I stole your life."

"Mom leaned over and kissed me on the cheek, "Oh honey, you made my life."

We pushed play. Ten minutes later, Jason Segel was walking around with his dick flopping out. Again, Mom gave me a pointed look. Seeing those kinds of scenes with her still made me uncomfortable.

But as the movie moved on, I started to experience a different kind of discomfort. It was cold in that basement. I wrapped my arms around my chest.

"Your father always complains about the cold," Mom said, "But I can't let him bring a space heater down here because of all the other electronics. I'm worried he'll blow something out and burn the house down."

"It's fine," I said, "My fault for wearing short sleeves."

"You could get changed," Mom said.

"Nah," I said. Getting off the couch seemed like a lot of effort in that moment.

"I think there's a blanket here," Mom said. She reached over and pulled a heavy blanket from behind the couch. She put it over both our laps, then restarted the movie.

There were a few more dirty scenes. The tantric sex one, for example. Once again, my body responded. Especially under the blanket where it was comfy and warm. I felt myself stiffen at some point and it never went away.

Then we got to the scene where Sarah decides she wants Peter back and they're in the bed together. It's supposed to be an uncomfortable scene, but something about it set me off.

"Do you want my mouth?" Kristin Bell asked, and my cock tried to skyrocket through my shorts.

"I forgot about this scene," Mom mumbled to herself.

Then, for some reason, she glanced down and clearly, obviously, saw that I was pitching a tent. She made a little squeak, then quickly turned away. There was a moment of protracted silence. The sounds of the movie weirdly muted by the pounding in my chest. My head.

"It must be hard," Mom said. I nearly fell out of my seat. "That is, I mean, it must be difficult for you to be all alone with just your mom in the house. You know, no outlet for the feelings and desires that come with being a boy your age."

"Oh," I said, "Yes. Sometimes."

"It's perfectly natural," Mom said, "To have, um, urges."

I stared over at her, my eyes widening so fast I feared they'd explode. I tried to answer, but the words wouldn't come.

"I have them too," Mom said, "It's biological. And with your father not in the house. I mean, you can't see it, but sometimes I react, too."

Instinctively, I looked down at Mom's chest. Her nipples really were poking out from her white, ribbed tank top. Mom saw me looking and pulled her flannel tighter, clearing her throat.

"In any case, it's nothing to be ashamed of," Mom said.

"Thanks," I said. At some point we'd paused the movie, so I reached for the remote to turn it back on. Anything to change the subject.

"Do you need to, you know, take a break?" Mom asked.

"Mooooom!"

"I understand if you do," Mom said. She rested her hand on my leg, over the blanket. "You shouldn't feel bad about it at all."

"I'm fine," I said, my voice quavering. Mom nodded. But she kept her hand on my leg.

I pushed play on the remote and we finished the movie. When it was over, I stayed on the couch. My erection was still obvious. I knew Mom was aware of it, but I didn't want to stand up and have her see me for sure.

"Want to watch something else?" I asked.

"Sure," Mom said, "Pick something."

"I think I'm kind of movied out," I said, switching over to cable. I flipped the channels to something banal and meaningless -- some show where they redid houses -- and willed my dick to go down.

Mom sat back and sighed. She took her hand off my leg and I thought that was the end of it. Then I felt a touch on my thigh.

On my bare thigh.

Mom had slipped her hand under the blanket. I was only wearing mesh shorts, and Mom's hand was touching my skin. Lightly stroking my leg hair. I looked over at her, but she was staring forward, as if entranced by the TV show.

She slid her hand upward. On top of my shorts. Slowly tracing. Until, finally, her palm rested on my cloth-covered cock.

I froze. I didn't want to say anything, afraid it might break the spell. Mom was still watching television. If she had any idea what she was doing, touching, she didn't show it.

My breath was shallow. I couldn't focus on anything. Just Mom's warm hand on my dick. Finally, I knew I had to say something. If she'd grabbed me by accident -- it had to be an accident -- I needed to tell her.

"Mom, you're touching me," I said, "You know. Down there."

"Am I?" Mom said. For the first time she turned to look at me. She was smiling coyly. I thought she was playing around. "Are you sure?"

"Yes," I said, as if the word was synonymous with 'duh.'

"How do you know?" Mom asked, still grinning, "Can you see?"

Instinctively, I reached to lift up the blanket, but Mom forcefully held it down with her other hand.

"Nuh-uh-uh, no peeking," she said. I felt her hand move, and for a moment I was overcome with both relief and regret. All Mom did, though, was move up slightly, find the waistband of my mesh shorts, and pull them down till my dick popped free.

My mother -- the woman who'd given birth to me, raised me, cared for me my entire life -- grabbed my bare cock and squeezed.

I groaned.

"Are you OK, dear?" Mom asked, casual.

"Um, yes," I said, "Yup."

Mom loosened her grip a little, then began to stroke my dick up and down.

"You're um..."

"I'm what?" Mom asked. She didn't slow her movement one bit. If anything, she picked up speed. Playing me to perfection.

"Well, I mean." The faster Mom stroked, the less I could speak. "It feels really good."

"What does?" Mom asked.

"What you're doing," I said.

"What am I doing, exactly?" Mom asked.

Even through the increasing pleasure, I gave my mother an incredulous look.

"Tell me what you think is going on," Mom said.

"You're um, well, you're stroking me off," I said.

"Perhaps," Mom said, "But unless we look, we truly can't know for sure. Can we?"

"Oh God," I said. Mom was milking my dick like a master. With Cassie, a hand job took a long time, and I'd have to stop her a few times and correct her motion. My Mom had me near completion in moments.

"Oh. Oh. Oh." I wasn't used to making noises during sex, but Mom was dragging them out of me. "Mom, I'm getting..."

My mother shushed me. She met my eyes. And in that moment, with my mother looking right at me, I came in her hand.

"Ohhhhhhh fuck," I said, my semen spilling out of me. The ecstasy sharper than I'd ever experienced. Finally, I softened, sticky in Mom's palm.

"Thanks," I said, stupidly, sinking back into the couch.

"For what?" Mom asked, again looking at me like I was the odd one.

A moment later, she got up to go to bed.

*

The next morning, I woke up on Dad's couch. I didn't remember falling asleep there. But I definitely recalled what had happened the night before.

I made my way upstairs, feeling like I was on a strange walk of shame. I told myself that what I remembered couldn't have happened. After I got changed, I went out for my first morning run of quarantine. Mom was already in the driveway, stretching.

I froze, anticipating an awkward conversation. Instead, Mom said nothing. She just nodded her chin at me. Maybe I really did dream the day before.

We went for a short, one-mile loop around the neighborhood. I knew I needed to do more, but even after that little distance I was already breathing hard. Amazing how quickly the body can let go if you let it. Besides, I was still bamboozled by what had happened and Mom's seemingly unfazed attitude about it.

We got home and I showered in the hall bathroom, lost in myself. When I went downstairs, I found Mom humming to herself and making breakfast, like always. I sat down to a mug of steaming coffee and a small stack of pancakes. For half the meal, I waited for Mom to say something, but she acted like everything was normal. Finally, I had to speak up.

"Mom, about last night," I said.

"What happened last night?" Mom asked. She looked down at her phone, distracted.

"When we were watching the movie," I said, "When you were. When I..."

"I told you honey, it's perfectly natural to react that way," Mom said. She got up and started to clear the table.

I spent the rest of the day in a cloud of confusion. I considered every crazy option I could. Maybe Mom had been drunk. Though I knew she hadn't had any alcohol. Perhaps Mom had gone temporarily insane? Or maybe I had accidentally hypnotized her in some way. Could aliens have possessed her for one five-minute period? And made her give me a handjob? For some reason?

It was all ridiculous. But were any of my theories any stranger than the fact that my own mother had stroked me off while watching TV and then pretended that nothing had happened?

Once again, after we finished dinner, we went downstairs to watch a movie. I sat on the couch and discovered, to my dismay, that I was already hard. Apparently, my body was prepped. The handjob had only happened once, but already I was conditioned to expect it. Pavlov would have had me drooling in an afternoon.

My dick stuck up like it was a divining rod. And I knew exactly where it wanted me to head. I grabbed the blanket to cover myself as Mom made her way downstairs, hoping she wouldn't see.

Mom chose Knocked Up because, of course, then sat down next to me on the couch. My erection went from stiff to raging as Mom's hips pressed against mine. I noticed she had both her hands under the blanket.

"Ready to go, kiddo?" Mom asked.

I turned on the movie. Almost immediately, I felt Mom's warm palm touch my bare leg. There was no pretense this time. She went straight for my shorts and pulled them down. Then she grabbed my hard cock.

"Mom," I said.

"What dear?" Mom asked.

"You're doing it," I said, "Again."

"Are you sure?" Mom asked, a mirror of the night before.

"Pretty sure," I said.

"Really," Mom said. She pulled her hands out so I could see them. Her wedding ring glinted in the basement lights. "You're super sure about that? Because I want to make certain we understand each other. This thing you say is happening, does it feel good?"

I had to concede that it did. It felt amazing.

"Good," Mom said, "But here's the thing. If I was doing what you say, that would be wrong. Moms aren't supposed to do those kinds of things with their sons. So, I would have to stop.

"But if you don't know what I'm doing. If neither of us is certain, then who's to say what's going on? It might be nothing at all. And that amazing thing you like so much can keep happening."

My mother smiled at me, a little twinkle in her bright blue eyes. Did I tell you my mom was beautiful? She was fricking gorgeous.

"If it's under the blanket," I said, "Then it's OK."

Mom tilted her head slightly, like she hoped it would help me think harder.

"Because this thing that I'm feeling could be anything," I said, "I'd have to look to be sure."

"You would," Mom said.

"And I just don't have the energy to do that right now," I said.

Mom grinned at me. "Good call," she said. She slid her hands back under the blanket. As soon as I pushed play on the movie, Mom grabbed my cock once again.

"Oh, Mom," I groaned.

"Now, if nothing is happening, we shouldn't be making noises," Mom said. "Right?"

I nodded, already completely under control of the hand that was tightly gripping my cock.

Mom worked me up and down, languid. Unlike the previous day's urgency, my mother took her time, gradually teasing and building as we watched TV together.

"You're not doing me like a dog," Kathryn Heigl said.

"Doggy actually feels really good," Mom muttered to herself, idly.

A few moments later, she increased the speed of her strokes. I choked out a little groan, doing my best to keep it under control as Mom had told me. I reached my peak a moment later, gritting my teeth to keep my moans from slipping out. My seed seeped warm over Mom's fingers.

"Can you pause the movie for a moment?" Mom asked. "I seem to have gotten something on my hand."

"Probably moisturizer," I said. Mom smiled at me. She seemed so happy now that I was playing along.

"Probably," she said, then got up to go to the bathroom.

*

I woke up early the next morning, in my own bed this time, and got dressed for a run. Again, my mother was waiting for me. We went outside and started to jog through the neighborhood. Spring was in full force, plants budding, the ground wet with morning dew. The streets, though, were strangely empty. Everyone was inside. It was weird. Like we'd stepped into some post-apocalyptic place.

Mom caught up to me. She was wearing tight, black leggings and a blue tank top. Her golden hair was up in a ponytail.

"You're giving me quite the workout," Mom said between pants.

"Coach will kill me if I'm not in shape when we go back," I said.

"Well, do what you need. Your old Mom will just have to do her best."

"Mom, you need to stop saying you're old, OK? You're young, your body is in fantastic shape, you're super beautiful, and..."

"Super beautiful, huh?" Mom said. Both of us started to blush. Rather than respond, I picked up the pace.

When we got home, I showered in the hall bathroom while Mom cleaned up in the master. Then we both met up for breakfast. Mom had poured out granola for both of us, and we crunched in silence.

"You know I didn't think it was possible, but I think I'm done with raunchy comedies," Mom said, "At least for now."

"Oh," I said. I looked down at my bowl. Of course this was going to happen. Mom wasn't going to jerk me off every night till the end of the quarantine. It was silly of me to expect it. Especially after I'd slipped up and told her I found her attractive.

"We should start watching other stuff," Mom said.

"Oh!" I said, "That sounds good."

"Good," Mom said. And I swore she shot me a little wink as she went back to eating.

After dinner that night, I came downstairs to find Mom was already waiting for me, sitting under the blanket on the couch.

"Boogie Nights?" I asked, looking up at the screen.

"Trust me," Mom said.

I pushed play. It wasn't long until both of us were clearly worked up by what was going on. Sure enough, Mom reached over and put her hand on my bare leg. A moment later, it was my bare cock that she was holding, instead.

"Jay?" Mom asked, pausing the movie and looking over at me.

"What's up?" I asked, trying to sound normal while the woman who gave me life was giving me the handjob of my life.

"Well, hmmm, I don't know exactly how to say this," Mom said, "It just, well, it seems to me that if something could be happening to you under the blanket..."

"Which it might," I said.

"Or might not," Mom said.

"Right," I said.

"But if it were," Mom said, "Then it's also possible, though not for sure, that something might also be happening to me. Under the blanket. Not that I would know for sure, of course."

My eyes widened as I realized what Mom was getting at.

"Theoretically of course," Mom said, "Well, anyway. Something for the philosophers I suppose."

Mom reached for the remote and clicked play. I waited a moment, mostly trying to overcome the shock that was currently overwhelming me. Mom was still holding my dick, but she wasn't moving.

Then, when I saw she was intent on the movie, I slid my hand under the covers. I gasped as I touched her warm, bare thigh.

"You OK, honey?" Mom asked.

"Just fine," I said. I'd expected Mom's usual jeans, but she clearly wasn't wearing them. I moved my hand up further, feeling her creamy skin under my fingertips. I expected to hit the hem of shorts, but those weren't there either. This time, I managed to repress my surprise.

Was Mom completely naked below the waist?! I moved my hand up further and found that, no, she was wearing panties. But that was all. Only one thin layer of sheer cloth was between me and the very canal that had once birthed me.

I touched the gusset of her underwear. They were dripping wet and warm. The movie was completely gone for me. In fact, I was so focused on feeling my mother's most private place, I nearly lost track of her hand on my cock.

Gently, I began to probe at Mom's center with my fingers.

"Hm," Mom said.

"Movie's good," I said.

"Oh yes," Mom said. I have to admit, I was enjoying turning the tables on her. Feeling Mom's pussy through her panties was nice, but I knew I had to risk going further. I'd never forgive myself if I let the chance go.

I pulled Mom's panties aside and felt her bare vulva for the first time. Her nether lips were full and open. Her pussy practically had a welcome mat setup outside for how open and exposed she was. Mom wasn't kidding about being aroused.



I had fingered lots of girls -- it was the hit game that all the cool kids were playing -- so I felt pretty good about my skills to get Mom off. I gently traced around her pussy till I found the little nub that was certain to bring her pleasure. Then I started stroking it back and forth.

I was touching my mom's clit. I was playing with her pussy. I could feel how hot and wet she was. Oh God.

As I worked Mom over, she redoubled her efforts on my dick. We mirrored each other's movements. As if steering each other with our respective sexes. Whenever Mom slowed, I did the same. If she sped up, I matched that too.

I managed to get Mom off first. Is it weird that it was one of the proudest moments of my life? I saw Mom stiffen, her face flushed, and then she let out a long, drawn out sigh.

A moment later, she brought me my own pleasure. I came hard, coating her hand and the blanket with my spend.

Both of us sank into the cushions, looking at each other playfully.

"Stuff on your hand?" I asked.

"Weirdly, yes," Mom said, "You?"

"Little bit," I said, "I don't mind it though, really."

"Oh, me neither," Mom said, "But we should still probably take care of it."

We both got up and went over to the basement bathroom. Mom went first and I followed. As I dried myself off, Mom called to me from the couch.

"You know, I think this blanket is stained?" she said.

"Oh," I said, "Well that's too bad."

"I guess we should throw it in the wash," Mom said, "But don't worry. I'm sure I can have it ready for tomorrow night's movie."

"Yes, I wouldn't want to get cold," I said, taking the comforter from Mom and stuffing it into the washing machine.

*

We established a whole new routine. In the mornings we'd wake up and go for a run. Then we'd clean up and have breakfast. We spent the middle of the day doing our own thing. I had class and Mom had Mom-stuff.

At night, we made dinner and cleaned up together. But we stopped watching movies. There didn't seem to be any point. Since we weren't really paying attention, we could have any old show on.

Every evening, we sat under the blanket on Dad's couch, and brought each other off with our hands. Each of us pretending as best we could that nothing was going on.

Now that she knew she could trust me, Mom started changing up her habits. Sometimes, I would discover she'd put lubricant on her palm beforehand. Holy crap did I cum ropes the first time she did that. Other times, she'd use her other hand on my balls, lightly cupping them while she drained them dry. She'd also change up her movements, straight up and down, or kind of a corkscrew, or running her thumb up the underside of my dick. One time, she did all those things together, and I nearly died.

I had to keep up with her inventiveness. I brought out all the tricks I knew. I played with her clit again, yes, but I'd also slip a finger inside her (the first time I did that, I actually came without Mom needing to touch me). I found that Mom usually liked a combination of two fingers in her twat while my thumb rubbed her clitoris. Her butthole, on the other hand, was a flat no-go. Still, I found lots of other ways to make things interesting. Like me, it seemed that Mom mostly liked variety.

We never discussed our evening activities with each other. Once we were both satisfied, we'd turn off the TV and go to bed. The next morning, we'd do it all again. Nothing changed. I honestly believed that nothing ever would.

*

"Have you gone all the way?" Mom asked, as if this was a totally normal mother-son conversation.

We were sitting outside in the backyard. Mom's feet were up on my lap, and I was slowly painting her toes. She'd already finished with her fingers -- going from dark purple to a cute, canary yellow.

The problem was, Mom's question actually felt perfectly normal. This weird existence we had where we were both fooling around regularly while also pretending that we weren't, meant that we could have these incongruous conversations that seemed like they should have been weird but were actually ordinary.

"No, I'm not a virgin," I said.

"Cassie?" Mom asked.

It said a lot that enough time and handjobs had passed that I didn't even flinch when Mom mentioned my ex. Honestly, the only girl I ever thought about those days was the sexy, sultry woman whose toenails I was painting.

"I had sex with Cassie, yes," I said.

"Was she any good?" Mom asked.

I eyed her. I wasn't sure if this was a trap question. You don't tell the person you're fooling around with that you had amazing sex with your ex. But then, Mom and I weren't doing that. Supposedly.

I decided to answer honestly. "It was OK," I said, "Cassie had a lot of hangups."

"Like what?" Mom asked, leaning forward as best she could with her foot in my hands.

"She was, well. She was sort of afraid of my stuff. You know what I mean?"

"Honestly, can you blame her?" Mom asked.

"She was on the pill, and we always used condoms," I said. I was surprising myself with how candid I could be. "Even with oral. I couldn't ever really enjoy my... Well, when I... You know."

How was it that I was sharing an orgasm with my mom every night, but couldn't say the word during the day?

"I understand," Mom said, "You felt like you did everything to get her off, but when she did it for you it wasn't the same."

"Yes," I said, "Exactly. One time, though, we got drunk and did it and it was like being with a different person. She totally abandoned all of her issues and it was amazing. The next morning, she was mad, though. Said it was all my fault."

"Honey, you of all people can understand," Mom said, "Considering our family history. Honestly, we all probably would have been much happier if I had a little more of your girlfriend's healthy fear of ejaculate."

"And then you wouldn't have me," I said.

"Oh, honey, that's not what I mean."

"Do you regret having me?" I asked, "Did I ruin your life?"

"No," Mom said, "You're amazing. Having a child was the best thing that ever happened to me. I just wish it could have happened when I was 28 instead of 20."

I understood. Of course I did. I nodded and went back to painting Mom's pinkie toe.

"The truth is," Mom said, "If I ever got the chance to trade -- if I could go back and be a regular mom? I would still choose you. Every time."

"Why didn't you have more kids?" I asked. I knew it was an impertinent question, but I couldn't help myself. "You said you loved having me. You're still young. Why not more?"

"Well, at the time taking care of one was enough," Mom said, "And then your father got busy with work. One day, I looked up and you were going off to college. But..."

Mom looked away, blushing.

"What?" I asked.

"Well," she said, her voice thin, "Your father and I... After you moved out, I missed having a baby around. So, we've been, you know. Trying." Mom eyed me anxiously.

"Cool," I said, "I'd love a little brother or sister."

Mom let out a large sigh of relief. Like she'd really been anxious about how I would react. Admittedly, it would be weird if I was out of college with a sibling that was barely out of diapers. But Mom was so young, it made sense that she would want to start a second chapter of the family story.

"I guess when Dad gets back, you'll be able to try again," I said. For some reason, that thought bothered me.

"I guess so," Mom said, and she gave me an empty smile.

*

The next morning, we woke up for our morning run. The days were getting hotter, and more people were out on the streets with us. The world was slowly reawakening.

We'd gotten up to five miles a day and I was starting to feel really good. It was warm enough, too, where I was able to run without a shirt. I tried to convince Mom to go with just a sports bra, but she told me she didn't feel appropriate being exposed like that.

We were at our usual pace as we turned the corner down a quiet, tree-lined street. We were doing so well, I was starting to think about pushing it, maybe up to 7 miles. Mom usually trailed me when we ran, but as we turned, she caught up to my side.

She looked down at my bare chest. For a moment, I saw her eyes go wide. Then she fell back.

"Mom?" I turned around, thinking she'd just lost her pace. Instead, I found her sprawled in the middle of the street. "Mom!"

I raced back and knelt next to her. Mom was lying on the ground. She had a light scratch on her cheek. She looked at me, her blue eyes small and scared.

"I tripped," Mom said, "I'm OK." But her body belied her calm demeanor -- lying in the fetal position on the ground.

"Can you stand?" I asked.

"Definitely," Mom said. She started to get up, but when she put weight on her left leg, she tumbled back over again.

I rushed to be next to her.

"Knee?" I asked, worried. If her knee was out, we were calling an ambulance.

"Ankle," Mom said. Ok, maybe that wasn't so bad.

Gingerly, I helped my Mom stand. She was OK on her right leg, but she held her left lamely.

"I can walk home," Mom said. She took a step, grimaced, then took another.

"I'm calling someone," I said.

"No," Mom said, "I'm fine."

I watched, grimly, as she limped down the street. We were three miles from home. There was no way she would make it.

Before she could argue, I raced up and scooped my mom into my arms. I held her up, like a baby, and started to walk us back home. Mom wasn't tiny, but she was light. I hadn't done all that upper body work planning to one day carry a woman three miles, but it seemed like a worthy reward in the moment.

We walked down the street; my mother clutched to my chest.

"Sorry," Mom said. She was clearly embarrassed by what had happened. "I guess I tripped on something."

"It's OK," I said, "I'm just glad I can be here for you."

"My little knight," Mom said, remembering her old nickname for me. "Come to save me once again."

"I wouldn't have it any other way," I said.

Three miles running is very different than three miles walking. Especially while carrying someone. We had to break a couple of times so I could rest. It had taken us less than an hour to get out but coming back to the house took more than three.

When we finally got home, both of us collapsed on the front lawn. We lay on the grass, staring up at the blue sky. The day was warm. The air smelled like honeysuckle. The world was comfortingly quiet.

"This is nice," Mom said.

"No, it's not," I said.

She reached over and grabbed my hand, squeezing it tight. "Yes, but it kinda is."

I pulled her hand to my lips and kissed it. Chivalrous to the end. For a moment, I thought Mom would yell at me for doing something affectionate where she could see it. Where everyone could. But instead, she beamed at me.

Eventually, we were able to get up and I carried Mom inside the house, up to her bedroom. Even as an adult, it felt strange being in Mom's space. Like I'd crossed an invisible barrier into my parents' private world. The room was well appointed with dark woods and a crimson comforter. It felt very mature. Quite demure.

I laid Mom down carefully on her Queen-sized bed. Then I went downstairs to the fridge and threw together a bag of ice. When I came back, Mom was lying back, head propped up by the pillows. She was still in her running outfit: tight black yoga pants and a green tank top. Her ponytail was askew, and her blonde hair stuck out in little, golden streaks.

With everything going on in the world, I really didn't want to take Mom to the hospital. Instead, I looked up what Dr. Google thought and put together a little plan. Rest and ice, mostly, while checking for swelling. I knew that if Mom couldn't put weight on the ankle, she'd be going to the doctor, but I was hoping it was just a sprain and she'd be fine.

Once I was sure my patient was OK, I went and took a shower. Then I made some breakfast and brought it up for Mom.

"Do you want to take a shower, too?" I asked, hoping for the chance to help her.

"I'm OK for now," Mom said, and I knew that I'd gone too far. Again, that was the problem with hiding our relationship under a blanket, it was impossible to truly understand the shape of it. Instead, I had to guess and, occasionally, break the boundaries by accident.

I knew I'd overstepped, so I got up off the bed.

"Let me know when you're done," I said, "I'll change out your ice bag."

"It's good to have my little knight back," Mom said.

"He never left," I replied, standing over her. Mom gave me a dubious look.

"You're the one who pulled away, Mom," I said, the bitterness creeping into my voice.

"Me? You're the one who started spending all that time with your father," Mom said, "I thought maybe you'd just, I don't know, grown out of me."

"I thought I'd done something to make you mad," I said. I sat back down on the edge of the bed.

"So, we both separated for no reason," Mom said, drawing the conclusion for both of us.

"I guess so," I said, "I'm sorry. I feel like we lost so much time together."

"I love you so much," Mom said, "I don't want to miss anything more."

I climbed over and carefully hugged Mom. She kissed my cheek, then we broke apart.

Mom slept for a while. I heard the sound of water turning on and realized she'd gotten herself into the shower, somehow. Much as I was sad to miss out on shower time with Mom, I was glad she got in there. She was starting to smell a little ripe.

Around dinner time, I put together a quick, easy meal. I brought it up to Mom in her bed. I took the other side and we sat and ate.

"This is really good," Mom said.

"It's just pasta," I said, "I guess I learned from the best."

"Clearly," Mom said.

When we were done, I cleared the plates then came back. Mom's ankle was a little swollen but there wasn't any bruising. Based on my hardcore, Internet-derived medical education, I felt pretty sure she hadn't broken or torn anything.

Once again, I decided to take a chance. "Do you want me to help you into pajamas?" I asked.

Mom shook her head at me. "I'll be fine like this." Post shower, she'd changed into a surprisingly racy outfit (for her): a pair of long shorts and a yellow tank top.

"OK," I said, "I'll see you in the morning."

"Hey Jay?" Mom called to me as I got to the door.

"What's up?"

"I'm, um, sorry that we aren't able to do our movie night," Mom said, "I know you've come to enjoy it."

"I think you're getting pleasure from it as well," I said.

"Oh, for sure," Mom said, "I love watching shows with my handsome son. But since there's no TV in here, I guess we'll have to wait until I can move around better."

"We can set up in here," I said, "I'll grab my iPad and we can watch in your bed."

"That would be lovely," Mom said, the excitement leaking into her voice, "I'd hate to break our tradition."

I went to my bedroom and grabbed my tablet. Then I climbed into bed next to my mother. We propped the screen up between us and settled in. I found another nonsense reality show about people gardening and turned it on.

Mom got under the comforter, so the covers were up to about her waist, and I did the same on the other side. On my father's side. Suddenly I became very aware of what I was doing and where I was doing it. The guilt that should have overcome me never appeared.

As the show got started, Mom snuggled against my side. She rested her head on my shoulder. Flowing, gilded locks ran down my chest.

At this point, I was usually the one to make the first move, matching the stereotype of the overeager son. But that night I wanted Mom to initiate. I know it seems obvious in retrospect, but in the moment, I wanted to be sure that Mom, in her injured state, wasn't actually interested in just watching TV. Then I felt her small hand wrap around my dick and all my questions were answered.

"Oh M... I mean, oh man. This show is really good," I said, as her lithe fingers contracted on my cock.

"Mmhm," Mom said, absently.

"I really like how it, um, feels," I said, "What it must feel like, I mean, to get all that work done."

With nothing to hold me back, I shot my hand between Mom's legs. She let out a little gasp as I brushed her panty-clad pussy.

"They should, ah, wait a bit," Mom said, "That is, um, prep everything for the garden before they get started."

"Oh," I said, moving my hand back so it was lightly stroking the material of Mom's underwear. "Yes, I can see what that would result in a better, um, project."

"Exactly," Mom said.

Usually, I wasn't this hyped up. Something about being in my parents' bed, touching Mom in her private place, had me particularly excited.

"See, now I think they should start working," Mom said, after I'd spent some time teasing at her.

I nodded. I found her clit with my fingers. She was particularly slippery that night and I wondered if some of the same thoughts that had me going were getting to her as well.

I glanced over at Mom. Her pretty face was even more beautiful in her pleasure. If anything, the fact that she was trying to keep from showing anything at all only increased how alluring she appeared. The muscles of Mom's neck were taut. Her lips thin. Her breath came in short, sharp gasps.

"Oh!" Mom exclaimed as I filled her pussy with my finger. "Oh, that's a nice... flower arrangement. Very nice." Her embarrassment at her exclamation was almost as sexy as the sound itself.

I think she wanted to get me the same way, so Mom redoubled her efforts on my dick. She used all her secret tricks, stroking and twisting to get me to react. I decided to mess with her a little more. What can I say? I'm still a boy.

I got Mom right on the precipice. I'd reached this wonderful, intimate point where I knew Mom's orgasm so well, that I recognized all the signs. I could tell that she was about to peak at any moment.

"Well, I think I'm going to turn in," I said.

"What?!"

"It's been a long day and I'm tired," I said.

Mom looked directly at where my hand was, under the covers. She'd never acknowledged what we were doing more than this.

"Are you sure?" she asked, her voice weak and thready.

"Not much else going on, right?" I said. I made a show of looking in the exact same place she was. I didn't think she was going to admit what was going on. In fact, I knew that if she ever did, it would probably be the end of things. But like any good son, I liked to see my mother squirm a little.

"Don't you want to see the finish?" Mom asked. "Of the show, I mean. I hear the climax is, um, really super good."

I pretended to think about it. "I guess you're right," I said, "Let's get this one done before we call it a night."

A moment later, Mom arched her bottom slightly, letting out a quick, sharp squeak.

"Ah!" she said, then quickly raised her free arm in the air and stretched, "I mean, ahhhhhh. So tired."

"That was a big yawn," I said.

Mom nodded. "Biggest one I've had in a while," she said, "I must be super tired."

She continued to stroke me under the sheet. A moment later, my eyes slammed shut as my orgasm overcame me. My body shook as I tried to hold it in. I was only partially successful.

"That was a pretty big yawn, too," Mom said, quickly covering for me.

"Must be contagious," I said. We shared a smile. Our foreheads rested against each other. For a moment, it seemed like Mom was about to lean forward and...

"Oh! Wouldn't you know it," Mom said, "I got that damn moisturizer on my hand again."

"What is it with you?" I asked, playful.

"You know, I honestly don't know," Mom said.

"I can get you a tissue," I said, starting to get up.

"Don't bother," Mom said, holding me back with her dry hand. "You know, my chest has been feeling sort of itchy lately, I think I'll dispose of it there."

I watched, gobsmacked, as Mom let go of my cock and slipped her hand up under her own shirt. She grabbed her breast and started rubbing it, slowly. Sensually.



I didn't have a good sense of the size of Mom's breasts. I assumed, based on previous evidence, that they were about the size of an apple. I hadn't focused on them before because they were never the part that was under the covers. And Mom was always wearing layers that kept them well hidden.

Now though, the whole universe could have exploded, and I would have stayed watching my mom rub my seed into her boobs, spreading it circular over her nipples. First one breast than the other. Moaning lightly as she did so.

"That feels much better," Mom said. She sat back and sighed. "How about another episode?"

*

I woke up in Mom and Dad's bed, Mom's head resting on my chest. There was no inappropriate contact -- we were just cuddling. In some ways, that was even worse. We'd slept together like lovers. Woken up as a married couple might.

Mom's hand lightly played on my shirt-covered chest.

"How'd you sleep, baby boy?" she asked, using another one of my childhood nicknames that I hadn't heard in years.

"Really good," I said. It was true. Something about being in that big bed had felt like resting in a warm cloud. Cossetted and comfy.

Mom's hand moved down my chest. It slipped under the covers. My eyes went wide as I realized we were about to expand our nighttime tradition. But right before she reached the waistband of my boxers, something started to ring, loudly.

"That must be your father," Mom said, popping up. She grabbed her cell off the nightstand and picked it up, motioning for me to move over so that I wouldn't be seen on screen.

"Hi David!" Mom said. I saw Dad's face appear on the phone. He looked tired. Worn down. The guilt of what I'd been doing with Mom flooded in.

All Dad had ever done was work his ass off for me and Mom. Sure, I had a scholarship, but that didn't mean he wasn't taking care of me in a million other ways. And because of that work, he was alone, in another country, completely separate from his family. And all the while I was rewarding him by fingering his wife in his own bed.

"I had a little accident," Mom said, "I'm OK, but I wanted you to know."

"What happened?" Dad said. I could see the worry in his eyes.

"Jay and I went out running and I tripped and twisted my ankle," Mom said, "Your son was such a hero, carrying me home and taking care of me."

"Jesus Julie are you stupid?" Dad replied. His rage was neutered by how tinny it sounded through the speaker phone. "What were you doing out running with Jay in the first place?"

"We've been working out," Mom said, "I want to be in good shape for you."

"Julie, you're too old to be pulling crap like that," Dad said, shaking his head like she'd spent their life savings on magic apricots. "You can't be chasing after Jay like some teenager."

"I'm not chasing after him," Mom said, her pride clearly wounded.

"Fucking hell," Dad said, "I leave for one second and you completely fall apart. Are you going to climb Mount Everest this afternoon?"

"It's not that big a deal," Mom said, "It barely even hurts anymore."

"Well, you can't say you didn't have it coming, Julie," Dad said, "You acted like an idiot and got injured. So, congrats on that."

"I'm sorry," Mom said. Her voice quiet.

"Yeah, I'll bet," Dad said, "Maybe this time you'll actually learn your lesson."

"I'll be fine," Mom said, and it sounded more like a decision than a promise. "Do you want to say hi to Jay? He's right, um, in the other room."

"No, I honestly, truly don't," Dad said, clearly still upset about what had happened to Mom.

"Well, is there anything you want me to tell him? When I see him? Later?"

"Tell him to stop dragging you along on his dumb escapades," Dad said, "He's a big boy. He doesn't need his Mommy to watch everything he does anymore."

"Yes," Mom said, her response automatic. "OK, I will. We both really miss you, David."

"Look, I'd better get going," Dad said, "I'll talk to you tomorrow. Try not to get a lacerated kidney in the meantime, OK?"

Mom blew him a kiss and hung up. She put the phone down on the bed carefully, like she was afraid she might accidentally throw it across the room. I tried to meet Mom's eye, but she wouldn't look at me.

Suddenly, I didn't feel so bad for sleeping in Dad's bed.

*

Mom spent the whole day on her feet, like she'd never hurt herself. A few times, I tried to check on her, but she wouldn't let me. She seemed cold, distant, and it reminded me of the way Mom had acted when I was in high school. I doubted that was coincidental.

The good news was, she did seem to be moving OK on the ankle. I caught her wincing a few times, but she was able to put weight on it most of the time. Still, a part of me worried Mom was overdoing it just to prove a point to a person that wasn't even there. So, I kept an eye on her throughout the day.

Watching Mom doing her chores shouldn't have been anything exciting, but it was. Doing laundry, washing dishes, vacuuming -- these mundane things became interesting because it was Mom doing it. The way her perfect body moved around the house. It was kind of entrancing, actually.

Eventually, Mom caught on to what I was up to. She stood over me on the couch, hands on her hips.

"I'm sure you can find better things to do with your day, Jay," Mom said.

"Nope," I said, "I'd much rather spend time with you."

Mom started to snap back, but then she faltered. "Thanks," she said, the word so quiet I almost missed it. Then she left the room. But I noticed she stopped acting so frantic and angry.

That night, I made dinner while Mom sat on the couch. She finally allowed me to ice her ankle, which didn't look swollen or bruised. I was now convinced that we'd dodged the danger and Mom was going to be alright.

We ate at the table together, in silence. We were doing OK, I could tell, but the remnants of the earlier tension were still there. It kept our conversation awkward and stilted. Both of us stared at our phones, mostly.

"Do you mind if I ask you to do the dishes?" Mom said, "It's been a long day and I'm really tired."

"No TV show tonight?" I asked. My disappointment must have been obvious because Mom gave me a guilty look.

"I'm sorry," Mom said, "I don't want to break our tradition."

"No, I understand," I said, "We can try again tomorrow?"

"Maybe," Mom said. She got up and went upstairs.

I cleared the table and took the dirty dishes into the kitchen. Washing them by myself only increased the sadness I felt. I know I should have let it go. Bad enough that I was getting milked by my mom, regularly. I couldn't then throw a tantrum when she, rightfully, wanted to stop.

Still, washing up all by myself was what hit it home. Weird that, with all the sexy stuff we were doing, the thing that really hurt my feelings was doing a chore without Mom's company.

After I was done, I watched some crap on my tablet in my own bed and then turned out the light. I closed my eyes to sleep, but it wouldn't come. I kept thinking about the day and how I could have done it differently.

Then, as I was finally about to fall into a troubled slumber, my bedroom door creaked open.

"Mom?" I asked, instinctive. She didn't respond. But it was clear that my mother had come into my room. It was dark, but I could make out the shape of her. I was so confused by what she was doing, I didn't know what to say.

The room went quiet. The next thing I felt was someone climbing onto the end of the bed. The covers lifted. Again, I asked Mom what she was up to. Again, I got no response.

I felt her now, crouched over my legs. The heat of her breath under the comforter. I realized: she was under the covers. Mom's touch but don't look policy was taking on a whole new dimension. I couldn't imagine what was about to happen, but I understood I was supposed to pretend like nothing was happening.

Mom lifted the waistband of my boxers and pulled them down. My dick popped free, quickly stiffening. Mom wrapped her hand around my shaft. The feeling was familiar and wonderful. I settled back, only wondering why Mom had chosen a position where I couldn't return the favor.

I felt a new sensation. Warm and wet. Oh my God. Those were the only words I could say. The only thoughts I could conjure.

"Oh my God," I said as Mom's mouth wrapped around my cock. Her tongue pressed under my dick.

I felt a hard pinch on my leg and realized that I'd spoken aloud. Mom's rules still applied. I was experiencing Schrodinger's blowjob in my bed. Or was it Heisenberg's Uncertainly Oral? Oh fuck, why did it matter? My Mom was sucking my cock!

She slurped up and down, sucking me off with the enthusiasm of an amateur and the skills of a pro. Like with the handjob before, I realized how bad all my previous girlfriends were at oral sex. The sounds of wet slurping filled the room.

My only thought, damn me, was how much I wanted to look under that blanket. To see Mom's mouth wide around my dick. Her sapphire eyes. Her golden hair. I wanted to experience it all. Yet I had to hold it in my head, only.

Mom worked me with abandon and soon I didn't care about anything except that place under the sheets where my cock connected with her mouth. I tried to stay silent, but with the way Mom was working me there was no way.

I wanted it to last forever. I doubted it took more than five minutes. Then I had a new problem. I knew Mom was fine with me cumming -- clearly by the way she was sucking me off it was currently her only goal in life. But I knew from previous experience I was supposed to warn a girl before I got off so she could prepare, as appropriate. Except, that would be breaking Mom's rule about pretending nothing was going on. This truly was a ground shaking dilemma.

Finally, I let my chivalry get in the way of my obedience.

"I'm getting close," I said, doing my best to keep my voice calm and even.

Mom didn't say or do anything, but I felt her redouble her efforts, now stroking my shaft at the same time she sucked at my head. A moment later, I was gone.

"oooOOOH FUCK!"

I couldn't help it; the pleasure was all too much. Through the white haze of ecstasy, I heard my mother gulping down my cum. I'd never exploded in a girl's mouth before. Even Cassie had always finished me with her fist.

Mom swallowed my spend like it was the world's tastiest treat. The sounds of her swallowing amplified my orgasm from brain blowing to mind shattering.

When I regained a sense of myself, Mom was gone. I lay back, panting from what had happened. Then my door popped open again. This time, the hallway light was on, and I could see Mom, standing there in her green, shapeless sleep shirt.

"Are you OK, honey?" Mom asked, coming into the room and standing over my bed. "I heard noises. Were you having a nightmare?"

"Oh, I'm sorry I woke you," I said, "No I actually had the most incredible dream."

"Well, that's OK then," Mom said, "You know I'll do anything to take care of you. The same way you take care of me. You did an amazing job the last few days of making me feel protected and safe. I just wanted to make sure I said, 'thank you' in a way that would mean something to you."

"I'm fine, Mom," I said. Actually, I was way better than fine. I was floating like a feather coming down from heaven.

"OK sweetie. Have a good night," Mom said. She bent over and kissed my forehead. Her breath smelled like my sperm.

*

I woke up early the next morning, before the sun was even up. I tiptoed out of my room, careful to avoid all the creaky spots in the hallway. When I got to my parents' bedroom door, I twisted the knob before pushing it forward. I hadn't even gotten to the naughty part of my plan, but already my stomach was twisting with the excitement of what I was about to do.

Mom was lying back in the bed, clearly out. I could see she still had the green sleep shirt on. Like she'd done the previous evening, I lifted up her comforter at the end of the bad and slipped under it. Mom stirred but stayed asleep.

I crawled up the bed, feeling my way up Mom's legs. For all her complaining about being out of shape, her calves and thighs felt as firm as a college girl's. Goddamn. I'd never been a leg man, but maybe it was time to try.

When I got to the bottom of Mom's shirt, I started to slowly push it up to her waist. I noticed the difference immediately: she wasn't wearing panties under there!

For a moment, I cursed the dark of the room. This was my chance, finally, to see Mom's bare pussy. Instead, I only got the vague sense of full labia and thick pubic hair. I could smell her slight musk, though, and that almost made up for everything else.

Then, for another moment, I had a far more wicked thought. I was under the covers with Mom, she was asleep, and my cock was hard as hell. Was I breaking the rules if I broke into her most sacred spot with my bare battering ram? After all, it was still under the sheets.

But I stopped myself from thinking further. I was already taking liberties no son should ever try for; going for more was asking far too much. At least, this time.

Instead, I leaned forward and tentatively licked at my mother's vagina. Her taste, still subtle, was even better than the smell of her. I'd gone down on previous girlfriends a couple of times, but it felt like the minor leagues compared to what I was doing now. I did what I thought would feel good, based on my mother's previous responses, and hoped for the best.

On my second lick of her clit, Mom groaned, low and stretched. Her head shot up from the pillow.

"Oh my!" She froze in place. "Well, that is just the oddest sensation," she said, regaining her composure as she sank back down into the bed.

Now that I had Mom's attention, I began to gradually build her up. First with my tongue, then supporting with my fingers. I heard her heavy breathing in the distance. I felt her legs tighten around my back.

I couldn't wait to make Mom cum. I didn't want it to ever end. But my selfless side won out. When I felt Mom's body begin to break, I gave her one last shove, sinking my tongue into her slot.

"HrrrrAH!" Mom cried out. Her legs closed over my head like a bear trap snapping shut. To my shock, a burst of warm liquid spattered on my tongue. Mom shook like she was having a seizure. Then she dropped back. Stilled. She didn't loosen her legs, though. She kept me there. Both of us panting heavily.

Finally, I had to tap out. I don't think Mom even realized she was holding me with her hips. But she opened them as soon as she felt me lightly slap her thigh. Careful to keep the illusion, I slipped silently out of the bottom of the bed, then crawled out of Mom's room.

Just like she had the night before, I came back a moment later, standing in the doorway like I didn't know what was going on.

"You OK?" I asked, "I was about to go out for my run when I heard something."

"Fine," Mom said, absently. I was gratified to see her post-orgasm face. Hair everywhere. Jaw slack. Cheeks a rude shade of red. Even her azure eyes were distant and unfocused. "I'm just, y'know, waking up."

"I'll make something when I get back," I said.

Mom nodded. I was about to step away when she said my name.

"Jay, honey?

"Yeah Mom?"

"So you know, you have some, um, stuff on your chin. And your cheeks. And a bit on your nose, too."

"Oh, weird," I said. I slowly dragged my finger on my face, then popped it into my mouth. Licking hard.

I swear Mom had another little cum as she watched me suck her juices off my finger.

*

"You should get some sun," Mom said, "Be tan for all the college hotties."

We were out in the backyard. Birds chirping happily over the low hush of leaves rustling in the wind. Someone's dog barked in the distance. Mom leaned back in her lounger while I carefully painted her toenails a playful shade of green.

Mom's eyes were half shut, to the point that I thought she might have fallen asleep before she spoke. Her hair, longer than usual from the lack of open salons, spilled out over the seat like a golden waterfall. Even though I knew Mom's ankle was fine, I still held it carefully, in case.

"There are no college hotties, Mom," I said.

She gave me a dubious look. "I understand that right now -- under quarantine and all -- that it's easy to forget that there is a whole world out there. But once you go back to school, I'm sure you'll meet some other girl. Lots of them, I imagine."

Her implication was clear. I nodded in agreement. "Of course," I said.

"So, you should do a bit of bronzing," Mom said. She looked at me, the challenge clear in her eyes. I gave it right back to her. Finally, I spoke.

"I will if you will," I said.

Mom's face pinked. "Honey, it's a little different for girls."

"So what?" I said, "There's no one in the backyard with us. The fence is plenty high to keep out random lookers."

"You're here," Mom said.

"So?"

Mom withered under the weight of my indisputable dialectic.

"Just my shirt," Mom said.

"You'll have tan lines," I said.

"Better than getting sunburned boobs," Mom said. We both giggled. I don't think either of us was expecting her to use that word.

"You first," I said.

Mom tipped her head at me and tsked her tongue.

"Both at the same time," I said.

"Fine," Mom said. She unbuttoned her flannel shirt and tossed it to the side. Then she took off her white, ribbed tank top.

I stared at the glory that was revealed. Mom was wearing a deep red lacy bra, nothing fancy, with a bit of a swooping cut that kept her breasts well covered. She had a cute little tummy with only the slightest hint of fat to it.

I'd imagined Mom's breasts more than a few times by now. They were better -- bigger, fuller -- than I'd ever conceived. And that was with the bra still on! My dick tried to shoot right out of my pants as my eyes traced every inch of my mother's newly bared body.

"Ahem," Mom said.

I'd been so entranced by her unveiling, I'd forgotten to do my own.

"Sorry," I said.

I reached down for the hem of my shirt and pulled it over my head. Mom stared straight at my chest, like a hungry cat. Then, and I swear this happened, I saw her little pink tongue slip out and lick her lips.

"That's, um, very nice," Mom said.

"You look good too," I said. I waited for Mom's usual self-hating argument, but instead she nodded, like she'd been hypnotized by my pecs. A little smirk snuck across her face.

"Eyes on your own paper, miss," I said, playfully. Again, I waited for her to snap back, but she said nothing.

"Can I touch it?" Mom asked. Her voice shaky like a teenager's.

"My chest?" I asked.

"Yeah." She licked her lips again, like her mouth was covered in cotton.

"I will if you..."

"No," Mom said. Her abrupt response made it clear that there was no way I could argue around it. "I just want to, you know, appreciate all the hard work you've done. On your body."

She said this like it made any sense at all. Like her explanation, in any way, added up to why she could fondle my bare chest. The weirdest part about her argument though, was that it worked.

"OK," I said, and leaned closer so Mom could touch me.

She reached over and slowly traced my pecs. Then she dragged lower, feeling the ridges of my six pack. I had a little tuft of dark hair down the middle of my chest, and she let her fingers tangle in it, the lime green nails shining through. Her wedding ring golden in the dark of my chest hair.

Mom moved her hand lower now. Down to the waistband of my shorts. I think both of us, for a second, thought she was about to do something more. Then she ripped her hand away; like she couldn't trust it.

"That's, um, very nice," Mom said, "You should be proud of all the exercise you're doing." She lay back and let her eyes drift shut.

"You sure you won't let me have a turn?" I asked.



"Huh?" Mom said, "Sorry, hon. I must have fallen asleep. I was having the most wonderful dream, though..."

*

I wanted more.

I know how insane that sounds. I think it's intrinsic to the male psyche. Every pleasure merely a step on the path to the ultimate goal. And no, it's not a coincidence that the word 'ultimate' contains the word 'mate.'

It wasn't so long ago that the thought of a handjob from my mom (from any woman, what with the quarantine and all) felt like an impossible dream. Now, getting rubbed off wasn't nearly enough. We'd even moved on to oral, and it was incredible, but I couldn't settle there.

I wanted to have sex with my mother. I needed to. I just didn't know how I could make it happen.

Mom's ground rules, especially since she'd expanded them, offered some possible openings. But I knew Mom would call a stop to it if I simply rolled over her the next time we were in bed. For a moment, I considered the morning before, when I'd had the opportunity because Mom was sleeping. But I knew that wasn't the right way to do things. We both had to be conscious. Willing. Otherwise, it wouldn't work (no matter what my libido said).

But that led to all kinds of other problems. In truth, I didn't think I was actually ever going to be able to sleep with Mom. Some part of me knew I was doomed to fail. But I couldn't stop thinking about it. Obsessing. And, so, eventually, I gave in to my urges and decided to make it happen, despite the slim chances of success and the massive likelihood that I'd lose whatever privileges I'd already earned.

It didn't matter. The cock wants what the cock wants. To get to my goal, I knew I would need to be bold. It was clear that I would have to be clever. And I was sure I would require some condoms.

Sex without protection was something I didn't do. Cassie was on the pill, but we still used rubbers. It was part of the process for me, like putting on your seatbelt when you get in the car. Automatic.

Fortunately, I had a few condoms lying around my bedroom, left behind from when I'd left for college. I dug through all my drawers and secret hide-y spots and was able to find a total of five condoms of various styles and provenance. And, I told myself, I could always go out and buy more if I needed. That was awfully optimistic of me, thinking I would be running out for extra protection when it was extremely unlikely that I'd ever get to use what I already had.

So, with everything in place, I began to enact my plan.

I got my supplies and put them somewhere I could easily reach when I needed them. I staged the area, so that everything was properly organized. And then I watched, and waited, for my moment.

After dinner that night, as Mom and I did the dishes, I took the first step.

"I've enjoyed our TV time," I said, "There's a lot about this whole quarantine thing that's been awful, but the fact that it's made us so close? I can't tell you how much that means to me."

"Me too," Mom said, "Thank you for saying that. I hope you know how much I value what we have right now."

"Same," I said, "I want you to know that I would never do anything to risk the closeness we've rediscovered. Whatever happens, I hope you understand that I'm always thinking of you, of us, first."

Mom tilted her head at me, and for a moment I thought she'd figured it all out. I didn't know whether to be terrified or thrilled. Then she said, "I know honey. Soon the shelter-at-home order will end, we'll get a vaccine, you'll go back to school and I'll... Well, I guess I'll go back to whatever the hell it is I'm doing with my life."

I didn't hear it, but I swear I felt her choke back a sob.

"I know that you love me, and I don't blame you for leaving," Mom continued, "You should go and have your own life. But this, our relationship right now, just know that it will always be very special to me."

"Me too," I said.

When we were done with the dishes, I took Mom's hand and led her down to the basement. "If you're ankle is better, I think we can go back to watching down here," I said.

"Oh. OK," Mom said. She eyed me warily, like she knew I was up to something but couldn't exactly figure out what.

We went down to Dad's room. Mom noticed my handiwork immediately.

"Jay, all your hockey stuff is piled on my side of the couch."

"Oh damn," I said, "I was getting it all together for when I go back to school, and I guess I forgot it was there." I walked over and started to fiddle with the TV. I found a movie channel that was showing something quiet and forgettable. I sat down in the one open spot on the couch, pulling the strategically set blanket over my lap.

"Well, where am I supposed to sit?" Mom asked, hands on her hips. Her patience was already running thin.

"I can move all my stuff but it's really super heavy and I don't feel like dealing with it right now," I said, "I promise to move it all in the morning." I paused, savoring the moment. "Why don't you come sit on my lap, instead?"

Mom let my request hang in the air. I could see the gears turning behind her beautiful blue eyes. For a moment, I thought for sure she was about to shut it all down, and my game would be over before it started.

"Sure," Mom said. She shrugged, then walked around the couch. When she turned to sit, I moved the blanket out of the way. When she placed her butt on my leg, I covered us both.

"What are we watching?" Mom asked.

"Don't care," I said. I put my hands on her waist and pulled her back.

"Oh!" Mom said, surprised by my grip. Then my aching, hard cock made contact with her denim-covered backside. "Ohh."

"You OK?" I asked.

"Uh huh," Mom said.

"Cause I'm a little uncomfortable," I said.

"You're the one who left all his stuff on the couch," Mom said.

"No, I know," I said, "It's actually your jeans that are the problem. They're itchy on my leg."

Mom turned back to look at me, knowingly. Again, I thought the jig was up. She reached under the covers, unsnapped her jeans, then rose up to slide them over her wide hips.

Mom sat back down. Her warm, naked thighs landed on mine. Her panty-covered backside slid up against my completely uncovered dick.

Mom realized it immediately. I could tell by how she reacted. The little gasp she made as our bodies made contact. How she, unconsciously I'm sure, shimmied her butt against my bare cock. But she didn't turn around. Didn't say a word.

Mom's pants lay in a pile in front of the couch. She couldn't see it, but my own shorts and underwear were lying next to hers. I'd slipped them off as soon as I was under the blanket.

I was more than halfway to home. Already over the fence. Up the walkway. At the door. My erection pressed forward into Mom's thin panties, about to ring her doorbell. The only question was if she'd let me in.

I put my hands on Mom's hips again. Slowly, we began to slide against each other. I could feel how slippery Mom was through her underwear. Her body moved in rhythm over mine.

"This is nice, right?" I said, "The show I mean."

"Very," Mom agreed. She shifted, settling her cunt over my cock.

We sat that way for a little while, just savoring each other. I let Mom get comfortable. Her perfect posterior planted on my shaft. Legs spread lewdly under the blanket. We started to move faster. Our movements becoming more urgent.

This was the moment. While we ground into each other, I reached down and carefully pulled Mom's panties to the side. A moment later, my bare cock slid through her lips.

Both of us groaned.

"Jay, I'm not sure we..."

"You want me to change the channel?" I asked.

"I don't mean the TV," Mom said, disapproving. But her backside was telling a different story. The warmth of her pussy pressed against my dick. GodDAMN I could already feel myself responding far more than I wanted.

"What's up?" I asked, still maintaining my sense of calm. At least, in the part of me that wasn't under the covers. I have to admit, it was fun turning Mom's game against her.

"I don't think this is a good idea," Mom said.

"Watching TV?" I asked. "Cuddling?"

"You're a bastard you know that?" Mom said.

"I'm your bastard," I said.

"No," Mom said firmly, "You're my little knight. My baby boy."

I noticed she hadn't stopped sliding. In fact, her movements were becoming more defined. Driven.

"It's OK, Mom. We're under the covers."

"Honey, I don't think that's the kind of protection we need right now," Mom said.

"I've got that, too," I said.

Mom froze in place. She snapped her thighs shut. I thought she was ending the action, maybe that was her intention. But then her whole body stiffened. She arched her back. A strangled whine escaped her lips.

Mom's orgasm caused me to go over the top as well.

"UrrrrrrAH!" the growl escaped me as I burst forth. I squeezed my mother's stomach, holding her tight as I erupted. The simple knowledge that I was pressed against her pussy made my orgasm feel richer, deeper, than before. I came all over the blanket, certainly, but I know I also got a good amount on Mom's legs. Her stomach.

We sat on the couch, holding tight, like squeezing out each other's ecstasy. Then finally the pleasure subsided, and we both fell back, weak.

Mom leapt to her feet. The blanket flew off. I was staring at my mother in just her panties and a tank top. The gusset was still pulled to the side, and I could see shoots of curly, blonde pubic hair sticking out over dark, full labia. One bubbly butt cheek was completely bare. A long glob of my cum ran down Mom's shapely leg.

"I have to go," Mom said, then scampered out of the room.

I lay back, totally satisfied and completely unnerved. What had I done? And, worse, how could I get her to do it again?

*

"I'm not like your ex," Mom said, "That Kathy girl."

"Cassie," I said.

"Whatever. I'm different," Mom said.

We were sitting out in the backyard. Spring was slowly giving way to Summer. The heat was already becoming oppressive. I had my shirt off. Mom was in a tank top and shorts. Her foot rested in my crotch. I alternated between covertly rubbing against it and painting her toes a bright, fire engine red.

It was the day after our dry humping escapade. Mom didn't talk about the night before. She was weirdly silent for most of the day. But she'd also slapped my ass when we were stretching for our run and a couple times, I'd caught her doing something that looked a lot like preening when I glanced her way.

"I know you're not like Cassie, Mom," I said, kindly. I thought she meant that she wasn't a college girl; some young kid whose emotions I could play with. A girl to notch my bedpost with. She was a woman, my mom, and I had to treat her differently than I would some chick I was banging.

Which, of course. I'd never seen Mom that way, anyway. I knew she was different, which was probably why I couldn't control my attraction to her. But that's not what she was getting at, at all.

"What I mean is, I don't have some of her, what did you call them? Hang-ups," Mom said, "Kind of the opposite, actually." She was trying to make this sound like idle chat, but there was a weightiness to her words. Also, she hadn't taken her eyes off my chest since I'd taken off my shirt. "You know what I mean?" Mom asked.

She could see the confusion in my eyes. She buried her face in her hands. Stared down at the ground.

"Sperm," Mom said, speaking the word like an incantation. As if the single syllable could crack the world in half. "I like it. Like, a lot. More than I should. Obviously." She gestured at me. She looked up, took a deep, cleansing breath. But still, she stared past me.

"There's just something magical about it," Mom said, the words all spilling out of her like a crazed confession. "I mean, it's literally liquid life. Alive. The way you have to work for it. Begging, supplicant at the source. And then it spurts forth. Bursts. An explosion of writhing, rolling creatures. Penetrating, probing, pursuing. Pulsing with the essence of existence itself." She gave a little shiver. "I love it. The thought of it on me. In me. Like I can feel them wriggling around, throbbing through me. Infusing my body with this illicit energy inherited from every human who's ever lived. God, even the smell, the tang of it on the tip of my tongue. The little tickle at the back of my throat..."

Mom took a deep breath. Her eyes flitted around, like awakening from a trance.

"Oh," I said. I wasn't sure how to respond. I'd never thought of it that way. But the way Mom talked, I was totally turned on.

"Your, um, your father doesn't know," Mom said, she chewed at her thumb. "I've never told him. How I feel. I'd appreciate it if you didn't say anything."

Was that really a concern? I couldn't imagine any conversation with my father that could ever come close to getting to that content. Hey, Dad, so you know Mom has this massive cum fetish, right? Well, I was thinking...

"So anyway, you can see why what we've been doing," Mom said, "Sorry. What we may or may not be doing. You can see why that's so dangerous. For me. For us." Her voice got very quiet. "I'm scared I'll lose control."

"We're not doing anything wrong," I said. Mom glared my way. OK, she had me on that one. "I'm not going let it go too far. I mean, I have condoms."

Even to me it sounded weak.

Mom got up from her chair. She grabbed her things.

"Should we stop?" I asked, shading my eyes to look up at her.

"Stop what?" Mom replied, then marched into the house.

*

I was certain that was the end of it, but Mom told me over dinner that she was looking forward to watching TV that night.

"I think we can go back to the bedroom, though," she said, "Since the couch is covered in your stuff." My mind flashed back to my mother standing up, covered in my stuff and I blanked. That's how my mind worked now. Everything was dirty.

I agreed with Mom of course. She could have suggested we go sleep on sharpened razor blades and I'd have said 'yes' in an instant. So, after we'd finished eating and done the dishes, our usually routine, I let Mom take my hand and lead me back through the threshold of her bedroom. To the place that still, to me, felt forbidden. Of husbands and wives, not mothers and sons. Maybe that's why she wanted us there. It changed the dynamic.

I brought my iPad and set it up on the bed. Mom crawled under the covers on her side. I did the same on mine. Then I started the show. We'd started bingeing on some thing about glass blowing. We'd seen almost all the episodes which is funny because we hadn't actually watched any of them.

As soon as it started, Mom lifted her hips, and I knew she was slipping out of her jeans. There was a low rustle as she dropped them on the side of her bed. I decided to do the same. I reached for my shorts and, at the last second, decided to take off my boxers, too.

A moment later, my decision was rewarded as Mom reached over and grabbed my bare cock.

"Hm! Well, someone's feeling aggressive today," Mom said.

"What?"

"I mean that piece of sculpture, he's never going to finish it in time," Mom said.

"Oh. Right."

I reached over to find Mom's pussy was equally uncovered. Her curly pubes tickled at my palm as I dipped my pointer into her hot slot.

"If he's going to be risky like that, Mom said, "He should probably be using some kind of protection. So nothing goes wrong."

She looked at me, meaningfully. For a moment, I froze. The realization dawned on me.

"Right," I said. I took my hand out of her pussy. I'd planned for everything the night before, but for some reason it hadn't occurred to me that things were going to continue today. Quite the opposite, actually. So now I found myself undersupplied.

"I'll be right back," I said, and slipped out from under the comforter.

It didn't even occur to me that I was naked. That Mom was seeing my bare body from the waist down. My dick sticking straight outwards. Mom gasped. Her eyes focused right on my member.

Mom had touched me there innumerable times now. But she'd only seen my dick the night she sucked me off. And even then, it was under the covers and in the darkness. The way she stared now -- pupils huge, lips sucked small -- I could tell this wasn't just a casual glance.

"Ummm, sorry," I said. I reached down for my boxers and quickly pulled them on. This was becoming more disastrous by the minute.

I quickly left Mom's bedroom and hauled toward mine. I had all five condoms, waiting for me in my nightstand drawer. I grabbed a random one, tore open the packaging, and slipped it over my still-hard dick.

I practically leapt back into the bed with Mom, ripping the covers over me and stripping off my boxers. Mom giggled at my enthusiasm.

"I'm just really into this show," I said.

I expected Mom to laugh at me, but instead she touched my arm meaningfully. "Me too," she said.

Mom scooched next to me, resting her head on my shoulder. Hand on my chest. Her leg slipped up to rest on my thigh -- I could feel she was bare, below. Mom wrapped herself on to me like she was a koala, and I was a eucalyptus tree. Nuzzled her nose on my neck.

"This is OK, right?" Mom asked, quietly.

"It's just cuddling," I said, "Moms and sons cuddle."

"Right," Mom said.

She drifted her hand down my chest and under the covers. She clasped my cock. Moms and sons definitely didn't do that. Or, at least, they weren't supposed to. I stretched, settling myself for our usual stroke-fest.

But as soon as Mom felt that I was wearing the condom, she let go of my dick. She cuddled closer. I could feel the heat of her pussy on my thigh. Her shirt-covered breasts on my arm. For a moment, I wondered if there was a way I could convince her to take our tops off, too.

Mom shifted her body again, twisting till she was right on top of me. Her head now resting on my chest. Arms wrapped around me in a hug. Pussy -- oh fuck -- her pussy was in the exact right place. Directly on top of my dick.

Mom put her hands on my chest. Her eyes met mine. Our respective sexes dragged over each other.

"I like. Cuddling. This way," Mom said. Every breath short. Every word a little gasp. Already, I could feel her body trembling.

Mom ground down hard. I could tell that she'd gotten my cockhead right on her clit. She rolled her hips back and forth. Working towards her pleasure. The fact that it also felt good to me was incidental.

Seeing Mom like this -- sweat tricking down her neck, eyes locked in concentration -- her face so close I could feel her breath on my cheek, it was incredible. The sexiest thing I'd seen so far. Each little freckle. The twitch of her lip. The driving force of her body on mine.

Even better though, was the contrast of how she acted and how she looked. Mom humped up and down on me frantic, wild. But she did her best to keep her expression impassive. Her sounds swallowed.

I had to do the same. I slid my hand down her bare back and squeezed her ass. Tried to pump my hips in time to hers. But I couldn't say a word. I kept my mouth flat. My eyes distant. All I wanted to do was shout.

I could feel the heat of Mom's bare pussy on my condom-covered cock. I could feel her dripping over the latex. Her pubic hair scratched at the base of my dick. The physicality of everything we were doing was already over the top. The fact that it was getting both of us off was almost the least important part.

Mom started to tremble. Her body shook. Movements erratic.

"She gasped, then turned her head away, biting down on her lip.

I grabbed Mom's ass with both hands and started to slide up and down. As Mom's orgasm overtook her, my own raced out of my shaft. I filled the condom. My mother experienced the same illicit energy. Both of us so close to connected.

"I, um, need to use the bathroom," I said as casually as I could once both of us came down. Mom was lying over me, panting. Slick with sweat. She looked my way and nodded.



I extricated myself from under her and went to the master bathroom. Mom could see my bare backside as I went, but I no longer cared.

I took the condom off and dumped it down the toilet. This was it. This was as far as we could go right now. It was already more than I'd ever dreamed of.

I turned back and saw Mom staring at me. No. I wasn't done yet.

I walked out of the bathroom, my flagging cock already refilling with blood. I went to my bedroom, grabbed another condom from my nightstand, and came back to Mom's bed.

Mom was still lying splayed on the bed. Like I'd murdered her there. She gave me a weak smile when she saw me come back in the room. I don't think she realized I was armed for a second attack.

I flung open the covers. For a moment, I could see Mom's bare pussy. Covered in thick, blonde pubic hair. Her labia engorged and deep pink from the stimulation, hanging wide open lewdly.

I climbed into the bed and pulled the covers over us like a vampire hiding behind his cape. I rolled Mom over. Climbed up her like she was now the tree.

"Jay?" Mom asked.

"Just cuddling," I said.

I reached down and centered my cock over Mom's snatch. Then I ground down. Both of us groaned. I was in the perfect place. Well, almost.

Again, I humped against my mother. This time, I was the aggressor. At some point both of us gave up on hiding it. We didn't say anything. Just looked into each other's eyes. A tacit acknowledgement of what we were doing.

I slid my cock back and forth over Mom's hot box. The head of my cock popped into her channel for a moment, then slid out. Mom grunted. She searched my eyes.

I waited for her to say it. If she told me to stop, I would. I told myself I would. But speaking would be crossing the line. I was counting on that, too. We were still under the covers, pretending like that made a difference.

My cockhead skimmed Mom's opening again. This time, I felt her shift her hips slightly, like trying to trap me there. But my dick slid out again, battering her little clit instead.

Mom raised her knees. She angled her ass. This time, when I slid my cock upwards, I dropped right inside her pussy.

YES!

I may have screamed it aloud. My dick slipped about halfway into Mom's cunt. I drew back, then finished filling her all the way. We were completely, truly, connected now. My cock in the place I'd come from. Buried in my own mom's pussy.

I held in place. Too overcome by what I'd accomplished to keep going. I was in Mom. Oh fuck. Even with the condom it was the best thing I'd ever felt.

I expected Mom to say something. To chide me for going this far. Instead, she lay back. Chest rising and falling fast. Her pussy walls squeezing around my latex-sheathed cock.

I realized if I waited much longer, I might lose the opportunity. I started to pump her. This was it. I was having sex with my mom. She reached up and put her hand on my cheek. It was her most overt gesture yet.

The bed rocked. Our bodies made rude squishing sounds. I plunged into Mom's waiting pussy. She raised her knees and tilted her ass. I held her hips. We moved like we were made to be this way. Mother and son. Two lovers.

Mom's pussy was plenty tight. Even better, she moved and squeezed in a way that I'd never experienced before. I was with a woman for sure. I thought all sex was the same. It didn't occur to me that there might also be skill involved. Mom was a maestro. Even as I fucked her, she guided me forward to our finish.

"Mom," I said. I couldn't help it. I was getting close, and the word slipped out.

My mother nodded. The look in her face almost too serious. My stroke stuttered. I buried myself as deep as I could. Then I unleashed a torrent of cum. Again, it foundered in the reservoir of the condom. I groaned as I emptied myself. Hips still fruitlessly trying to push farther.

Mom stroked my head as I came. She made a little coo, but I could tell she hadn't orgasmed. I was disappointed in myself for not getting her off. I worried that I'd gone too soon. Blown my one opportunity.

Finally, I finished cumming, and disengaged from my mother. I fell onto my back. Now I was the one gasping for air, lying back on the bed. Eyes focused on the surprisingly interesting ceiling.

"Well, that was nice," Mom said, "I would definitely watch that episode again.

I looked over at her, and we shared a coy smile.

*

I woke up in Mom and Dad's bed again. Mom was already up. I heard her humming to herself downstairs. I got out of bed, my legs so weak, I felt like I'd already done my morning exercise. I made myself get ready, anyway.

I don't know why I expected the day to go differently. I guess I thought that sex was simply too big to ignore. But Mom and I went for our run, took turns showering in separate bathrooms, then went about the rest of our day as if nothing had happened.

That night, we had dinner together, then Mom went upstairs before we did the dishes. I'll be honest, I was nervous about that evening. I didn't know what was going to happen. What Mom was going to let me do. I had three more condoms and I damn sure wanted to use them. Plus, I knew I needed to make Mom cum this time. I was determined to.

If she'd let me.

Mom came down the stairs in that long, green sleep shirt and something came over me. Like a switch had been flipped. She went into the kitchen. I ran upstairs to my bedroom.

I come back down the stairs on automatic. A pussy-seeking missile incapable of missing my target. I don't know what it was about that shirt. It wasn't sexy. But something about it, held me in thrall.

I walked into the kitchen. Mom was bent over the sink.

"Took you long enough," Mom said.

I didn't respond. I stood behind my mother. Reached for the hem of that lime green shirt. Slipped it up, over her hips. Bared that incredible backside.

Mom had nothing on underneath. I saw the pale skin of her rounded butt. The thick lips of her pussy. I pulled back on Mom's thighs.

"Whoa!" she said.

Before she could say anything else, I slipped my condom-covered dick inside my mother's vagina. The second time I was in Mom's pussy was very different than the first. She wasn't lubricated and so I could barely get the head of my dick in. I drew back and pushed again. Aching to be back inside my mother.

"Honey, I don't think this is..."

"Look forward," I said, "You can't be sure what's happening if you don't look."

Halfway in now. I could feel Mom's cunt lubricating, stretching, to invite my foreign invader. But then, how alien was I? After all, I'd come from that place. I was merely returning home. To where I belonged.

Fully buried in my mother again. Oh God. My balls rested against Mom's clit. My dick completely sheathed, up to her cervix. Mom stayed still. Head lolled. That damned green shirt hung over her butt again. Providing the barest bit of cover to us both.

I knew I should go slow. Savor. I couldn't control myself. I threw myself into it with my mother bent before me. Wet sounds and heady smells. I pounded my mother from behind. Fucked her as hard as I could. Rhythmic slaps crashed over the still-running water.

"Just... doing... the dishes..." Mom said, trying to preserve the fantasy that nothing was happening.

I pushed the sleep shirt up slightly. I could see Mom's tight asshole winking at me as I thrust. I slapped my palm against her butt cheek.

"Oh!" Mom said and I could tell it was more from the surprise than a pleasant feeling. She started to glance back, then stopped herself. I contented myself to grip her cheeks as I drove into her.

Her pussy was dripping now. Soaking. I felt the liquid coating my balls as they bounced back and forth. Mom was doing her best to stay quiet, but I could hear her little uhn, uhn, uhns with every stroke.

I felt a tickle at the base of my shaft. I looked down and saw that Mom had one of her hands between her legs. Rubbing herself while I rutted in her. Now we were both grunting. A shared, mother-son crescendo. The veil between what we did and what we admitted to doing was so thin now, I could break through it with a cotton swab.

Incredibly, Mom went off first. She reached back with her hand and held me still. Kept me buried as deep as she could as she came. Her cunt squeezed down. Her legs trembled. Her head hung limp over the sink.

Her grip on my leg loosened and I thought it was done. I drew back and thrust. Mom lets out a high-pitched whine as she tumbled from one orgasm to the next. I couldn't take anymore. I knew I was maybe three thrusts away. Two. One.

I groaned as the ecstasy rushed over me. One massive squirt. Then another. Filling the condom. Emptying myself. Mom rolled under me. Both of us entwined under the spell we'd created together.

I knew in that moment that Mom was truly mine.

I stepped back. Mom stayed bent over the sink. Then, like nothing had happened, she went back to washing the dishes, humming to herself tunelessly. The long green shirt hung down to her mid-thigh. My dick still hung out of my shorts. The used condom, covered in Mom's juices and filled with my semen, felt cold and slimy on my cock.

I took it off, carefully, and dumped it in the trash. Then I tucked myself away. Mom turned when she heard me closing my zip.

"You going to help here or what?" she asked. A dopey grin played on her lips. I sidled up next to her and grabbed the towel. She handed me a plate and I rubbed it dry.

"Sorry, spaced out for a minute," I said, as if any of that made sense.

"You know, I can't think of the last time I enjoyed doing the dishes that much," Mom said, she turned her head to look right at me.

"It's been a while?" I asked, unable to control the cocky grin overtaking my face.

"Decades," Mom said. She smiled right back at me.

*

For the first time in over a month, we skipped our usual TV night. We both knew why. It wasn't an ending. It was the beginning. And both of us wanted to be ready for it.

The next morning, I woke up in my own bed and it felt weird. I was so used to passing out in other places. I got dressed and found Mom waiting for me in the kitchen. Already stretching. She had on a pair of short shorts and a black sports bra. Her little bellybutton flashed as she bent to the side.

"It's super-hot out," Mom said.

I pulled my shirt off. Mom didn't bother to hide her gape. She reached out to touch my chest and I let her. Traced her fingers on my bare pecs and stomach.

"Have I told you how good you look?" Mom asked, "You're amazing."

"You too," I said, and I risked touching Mom's naked tummy. She flinched, but she didn't say anything.

"We need to get going," Mom said, "Before things get too hot to run."

We got a good start. My body felt perfectly timed, like a machine. Despite my speed, Mom stayed right behind me. I noticed how trim she looked. She caught me staring back at her and smiled.

"Eyes on your own paper, mister," she called out to me.

"You're only hanging back there to stare at my ass," I said. I had been joking, but then Mom pinked, and I realized I was right on the mark. Mom sped up and ran by my side.

"View's pretty good here, too, she said, eyeing my bare chest. I pointedly did the same. Her breasts were strapped in tight, I couldn't see a thing, but still.

"Be careful not to trip this time," I told Mom, who was studying my torso like she had an exam on it coming up. This time, she blushed so deep, I thought she might pass out.

We did a full eight miles. The most either of us had ever done. It felt easy, like I could have gone another eight if I wanted. We came home giggly. Fell onto the front lawn and rolled on the grass. Laughing under the cloudless, blue sky.

I leaned turned over and grabbed Mom's shoulders. Her eyes met mine. We were out in the middle of the neighborhood. The whole world could see us. I leaned forward. Mom's eyes met mine.

"We missed our TV night yesterday," I said.

"I was worn out from doing the dishes," Mom said. She gave me a playful grin.

"Well, I think you owe me some screen time," I said.

"Is that so?"

Mom's arms were around my waist. My hands were on her shoulders. I closed my eyes. Leaned forward. Felt Mom's breath on my lips.

Her cellphone rang.

It rang again.

She reached into her pocket and took it out. "It's your father," she said, showing me the screen. Like I needed the evidence.

I let Mom up and she leapt to her feet.

"Hey hon!" I heard her say, as the front screen door swung closed behind her. I lay back on the grass with a loud sigh.

*

I got out of the shower and got dressed in shorts and a t-shirt. When I came downstairs, I found Mom already sitting at the table. She was back in her usual uniform of a flannel shirt over a white, ribbed tank top and high-waisted jeans. A plate of waffles sat in front of her. My heart sank.

When I was a kid, whenever I had a bad day, Mom would make waffles for me. I don't know how the tradition started, but at some point, it was established that they were our comfort food. That plate was the death knell of what we'd been doing. It told me everything that Mom couldn't say.

I sat down and Mom placed two steaming circles onto my plate. She couldn't meet my eye.

"Your father's coming home tonight," Mom said, "He finally got all the paperwork through. We have to pick him up at Bradley after dinner."

"I see," I said, "You must be happy he'll be home." It was a cheap shot, I know, but Mom batted it away like a pro.

"It'll be nice to have the family all together again," she said.

"I'm sure."

I could barely taste my breakfast, but I forced myself to eat. Mom sat and watched me. She was smiling, but her eyes looked sad. I knew in that moment that Mom wasn't any happier about this than I was. Just more mature.

"It's been fun," Mom said, "the last few weeks."

"For sure," I said.

"I don't want to lose that," Mom said, "I mean, the closeness that we have."

"Me neither," I said. I reached across the table and took Mom's hand. "I'm not letting you go."

Mom nodded. She got up from the table, and I swear I heard a sniffle.

After breakfast, I helped Mom clear the table and do the dishes. I would never see that sink the same way again.

"After this, you want to watch something?" Mom asked. I nearly dropped the plate I was drying. "You know, one last time before your father gets home."

I nodded, mute. Unable to express myself anymore.

"I think my bedroom will be fine," Mom said. Her message was clear.

After we finished with the dishes, I went up to my bedroom. I grabbed both remaining condom packets and put them in my pocket. If this was the last hurrah, then I was making the most of it.

Mom was waiting in her bedroom, the blanket already up to her waist.

"Come rest your head," she told me, patting her shoulder.

I climbed under the covers and slipped off my shorts. I scooched in next to Mom, putting my head right where she wanted . I pushed my legs against Mom's and felt that she, too, was naked below the waist.

"This is the last time," Mom said, "Our last chance to do this together."

"Pretty sure we can still watch TV," I said, even though I knew exactly what she meant.

"Not like this," Mom said, and she sounded wistful. Sad.

She reached over and pushed play on my iPad. The show came on and we did something completely different. We actually cuddled. We stayed in the bed, enjoying each other's company. Mom absently stroked my head. I held her close. Strangely, it was the most intimate thing we'd done.

But biology inevitably came knocking and soon, I found myself reaching for the condoms. As soon as I opened the first one, I knew something was wrong. The latex felt dry and thin. It had clearly gone bad, so I tossed it away. I opened my last packet and, thankfully, it was fine. I guess it made sense. Last time together. Last condom.

I climbed between Mom's waiting thighs and slid inside of her. We rolled together slowly, taking our time. We didn't say anything, but we stared at each other while we made love. We didn't do anything else. No extra motions or extraneous sounds. We enjoyed the connection of our bodies. It was lovely.

Finally, I filled the condom. Then I emptied Mom. She rubbed her hand up my flank, like rewarding a racehorse after a good run. She was staring, intently, and I realized she was looking at the condom. I held it up like offering it to her. Mom shook her head and looked away.

When I came back from flushing the condom in the toilet, Mom was lying on top of the covers. She was fully dressed. This time, she patted the side of the bed where she wanted me to sit.

We lay back and watched (actually watched this time) a bunch of banal reality shows. They weren't bad, really. But nothing was better than being with Mom. The whole world seemed muted in comparison.

We ate a staid, almost funereal dinner. As I chewed, I mentally reviewed everything that had happened the past month or so. How Cassie had broken up with me. How Mom and I started watching movies together. Starting to run with Mom. Starting to do, um, other things with Mom. Painting her nails in the backyard. Painting her pussy with my tongue in her bedroom. And then, finally, the two of us becoming one.

It was over.

I knew it was going to be hard, but both of us would move on. This time would be a passing reverie. A fever dream of sounds and sentiments. Something that neither of us would ever admit to, but in our secret hearts would share forever.

Mom would go back to her life. I'd meet a girl and marry. In stolen moments, we'd share a sneaking smile, but that was all. And even then, we'd wonder if it was all imagined. A skip in time. A blip where the world paused and we slipped around the seconds like phantoms.

Mom's phone buzzed and she looked down at it.

"Your father's flight is delayed," she said. A moment later the phone rang. Mom pushed the button to answer it on speaker, sliding her cell into the middle of the table.

"Hi David!" Mom said, remarkably cheerful. "Jay and I are here -- we saw about your flight. That sucks!"

"It's fine," Dad said. His voice was tired. "I just can't wait to get home."

"I'm sure," Mom said, "We'll have the bed all set up and ready for you." I thought that was a strange thing to promise, but in the context of what we'd been doing in there, I'm sure it was an important detail to Mom.

"Whatever," Dad said, "You're still going to come get me."

"Yes, Jay's all set to come pick you up," Mom said. She smiled at me, warmly.

"Don't just send the kid, Julie, seriously," Dad said. Something about how he called me 'the kid' made me wonder if he realized I was on the phone, too. Mom had clearly said I was there, hadn't she?

"Oh, definitely," Mom said, "I can't wait to see you, too. But I'm sure, if he had to, Jay would be fine on his own."

"Jesus Julie, look. I know that Jay's your sweet little boy or whatever, but even you have to admit, he's not exactly firing on all cylinders."

"He's right... He's listening to..." Mom tried to interrupt him, but Dad plowed forward.

"I mean, the kid's almost 19 and I barely trust him to drive to the supermarket for milk without getting in two accidents on the way and bringing home eggs, instead. Let alone the hour's drive up to Bradley and back in the middle of the night."

Mom looked at me, ashamed. As if this was somehow her fault. Both of us flushed. I felt embarrassed. Angry. All of it. Still Dad kept going.

"He must've gotten the brains from your family, Julie," Dad said, "Seriously, it's a good thing you were pretty when you were younger, or you wouldn't even have gotten this far."

"Have you been drinking, dear?" Mom asked.

"Only a little while I'm waiting for my flight," Dad said, "OK -- I'm going to go. 12:30, don't forget. I'll text you when I'm boarding."



Click.

The room was so silent, I could hear the house settling. A dog barked in the distance. Mom wouldn't meet my eyes.

"I'm so sorry, Jay. Your father didn't realize."

"Don't be sorry," I said. I stood up from the table.

"He shouldn't have said those things about you," Mom said, "Your father hasn't seen how much you've grown up all these years. We're still used to thinking of you as the little boy who nearly burned down the house making Pop Tarts. That's all."

"He shouldn't have said those things about you, either," I said.

Mom looked down at the table. "It's OK. I'm used to it."

"That's not OK, Mom," I said.

"No, I know," Mom said, "But what else do I have?"

You have me. I thought the words, but I couldn't speak them. To say that, somehow, a son could fill in for a husband. That was ludicrous. The roles, the relationships, they were completely different. But then, wasn't that what we'd been doing this whole time?

"You deserve to be treated better," I said, "Like the amazing, wonderful, gorgeous woman that you are."

"I know," Mom said, "Your father's been gone for so long. He's having a terrible day. Probably a few too many drinks, too. He isn't usually like this."

I'd known my dad my whole life (duh). I knew he was drunk and probably depressed, too. But I also knew that he'd meant every word he said on that call. But whatever anger and resentment I had was washed away by a melancholy for my mom.

I had a scholarship. I was going to get back to college. I could leave that place forever if I wanted. But Mom had to live the rest of her life this way and it wasn't fair. She was worthy of so much more.

I guess, being Mom's little knight again, I wanted to save her. Instead, I suggested something far more dangerous.

"We've got time to kill," I said, "Want to watch a movie?"

Mom looked at me and sighed. I could see her weighing it in her mind. Knowing that she should say no, but unable to not say yes.

"I have to get the bed ready for your father," she said.

"I can help with that," I said with a smirk.

"Actually ready," Mom said.

"That'll take, like, five minutes. We have four hours."

Mom paused. I could almost see the angel and the devil on her shoulders, arguing back and forth across her brain.

"Movie only," she said. "No other stuff."

I readily agreed.

*

We put fresh sheets down on the bed. Mom put on a different comforter and changed the pillowcases. Finally, I gave the bedroom a thorough Febreze, just in case.

We went downstairs to Dad's room, and I turned on the TV. Mom sat on the couch next to me. Our hips touched, but that was all.

Mom set an alarm on her phone for when we had to leave the house to go pick up Dad. It was going to be a late night, and she was worried we might fall asleep in front of the TV.

"We have to be there right on time," Mom said, like the world would end, otherwise.

I nodded and started flipping channels to find something to watch.

"Let's try something different this time," Mom said. I understood that she was really reminding me that this wasn't going to be like our usual screen time.

I flipped around the channels and found, in a very edited format of course, Bridesmaids. This was the opposite of different, of course. It was the very movie we'd started with. I took it as a sign and stuck with it.

A few minutes in, I grabbed the blanket and pulled it over myself.

"Cold?" Mom asked.

"Sure," I said. I reached over to Mom's pants and started to unsnap the buttons. Mom shifted under my touch.

"Jay, I don't think we should do that," she said. But I could hear the variance in her voice. She truly, literally, wasn't sure.

"Do what?" I asked, and zipped Mom's jeans open. Mom sighed, exasperated, but she didn't say anything more.

I played around with her pussy, through her panties. Just lazily took my time. After a bit, I grabbed Mom's hand and brough it over to my lap, landing it right on my dick. Mom made a little moan. She squeezed my hardness through my shorts.

Both of us were stroking each other through our clothes. To my surprise, Mom was the first one to shuck off her pants.

"It's really warm in here," she explained as she slipped her jeans and panties right off.

"Definitely," I said and did the same.

Bridemaids ended and another movie started. I was no longer paying attention. Mom's hand slipped up and down my bare dick. I rubbed and played with Mom's slippery pussy. We were teasing each other. Taking our time. Two people so expert at bringing each other off that it had become second nature.

But I wanted more.

"Mom, I want to cuddle," I said.

"We are cuddling, dear," Mom said. She put her arm around my shoulders to make her point.

"Mooooom," I said, whining once again, "This isn't cuddling."

Mom rolled her eyes at me, but she was teasing. "I guess we could sit on the floor."

"Yes!"

"But, you know, we should be careful on the floor," Mom said, "There's no carpet. So, it's bare. Down there. And we should make sure to cover ourselves."

I gave Mom a wistful frown. "We, um, ran out," I said, "Of coverings."

Mom was already sitting on the floor. Before she could reconsider, I slid down behind her, careful to keep the blanket over us.

"Oh, honey, today is really not a good time for that," Mom said.

"I'll be extra careful," I said, realizing what Mom was saying. She had felt extra slippery when I'd fingered her. I'd assumed it was her arousal from us doing this once again. But it was more than that, I realized.

"We'll need to be cautious," Mom said.

"Tell you what," I said, "I'll be the only one on the floor. You can sit on my lap."

"That's kind of the opposite of what I was saying, sweetie," Mom said. But she dutifully let me slide under her. My dick squeezed down under Mom's dripping sex.

Mom slowly began sliding her backside on my shaft.

"This is... Very. Comfortable," Mom said.

"I wish I could sit closer," I said, "Cuddle more."

"Honey, we can't," Mom said, "Not like this. Not today."

"OK," I said.

"It does feel nice," Mom said. "Snuggling. With my special guy."

I reached around Mom's hips and found her clit. She sucked in her breath.

"Be careful, OK, honey?" Mom said.

"I just want to make you feel good," I said, meaning it.

"I know, baby boy, but Mommy needs to stay in control."

"You're always in control, Mom," I said, "I'll do whatever you want."

"I know," Mom said, "But sometimes... Sometimes Mommy makes mistakes. I don't want to do something we both regret."

"I couldn't," I said, "As long as it's what you want, then it's right for me."

Mom laughed to herself ruefully. She started rocking back and forth harder. God, it felt so good, the way Mom moved on me. Her urgency. The heat and wet of her pussy. We hadn't touched bare. Not like this. There was always the condom in between. Something about skin-on-skin between mother and son made it all the more amazing.

Feeling Mom's body against mine, I couldn't help myself. I took my other hand, the one not on Mom's clit, and ran it up her chest. Reached up and grabbed her breast over her shirt. For the first time, I was feeling Mom's tit. It was glorious, well worth the risk. Full and fat, I could even feel the hint of a hardened nipple through her tank top and bra.

Mom froze. This was way over the covers. "Um, honey? What are you doing?"

I didn't say a word, but I didn't let go. Dad was coming home in a few hours. This was all ending. It was my last chance. I wasn't going to leave anything behind, least of all regrets.

I waited for Mom to say something. To remove my hand. Finally, she made a little shrug and started rolling her hips over me again. Realizing I had a green light, I ran my hand under Mom's shirt, pushed up her bra, and grabbed her bare boob.

This time, Mom spoke. "Oh, honey, that's nice," she said. I hefted her breast in my hand. Diddled her clit with the other. I really wanted more arms at that moment. To touch every inch of my incredible, beautiful mother.

My head was filling with all sorts of plans for the next step, but my body was already at the end. Mom ground her cunt on my cock, and I felt my explosion impending.

"Mom," I said, "Getting close."

"Almost there," Mom said. She was panting. All thought of propriety was gone. We weren't playing the game anymore. Pretend had been put aside.

Mom slid back, slipped forward, then paused. My cockhead had positioned itself right at her opening. A moment turned into hours. We hung at the precipice. Mom let my dick kiss at her pussy and then slipped over my shaft again.

The next slide, she did it again. Time stopped. Again, she let my dick bounce against her. She held it longer this time. Really considering.

Oh God. My dick was less than centimeters from sliding bare into Mom's snatch. I've never wanted anything more. I couldn't wait any longer. I tipped my backside. Aimed. Then slid forward. I told myself I'd pull out when the time came. It was just to feel it for a moment. To know what could have been.

My dick breached Mom's opening.

"Ohhhhhh!" Mom groaned. Her pussy slowly gorged on my dick.

I was bareback inside my mom. Nothing between us. The inches slipping away till I was totally buried. Mom was gasping. Her pussy grasping. I was ensconced in her perfect pussy. Like it had been shaped for my cock.

No. My cock had been formed for her. Because of course it had. I was her child. I'd come from this place and so I was made for it. I could have stayed there forever.

But things had gone too far. We'd kept it way too close. My cockhead kissed the back of Mom's pussy and her cunt cinched down. And just like that, I came inside my mother's unprotected pussy.

"Oh no," Mom said, as the first scorching burst of cum erupted from me.

"HrrrrrrrAHHHHHHH!" I cried out. The pleasure arced out of my dick. Up my arms and down my legs. Mom's body responded immediately. Her pussy sucked up my cum like a hungry kitten. Her body stiffened over mine.

I was barely conscious of it. My own orgasm grabbed hold of me, tight, and wouldn't let go. Squeezed every last drop of essence out of me.

I burst inside my mother. I poured myself inside of her. My dick lodged right at the entrance of her unguarded womb.

Mom tipped forward. Somehow, I was still ejaculating. Another rush of semen fountained out of me and splashed, harmless on Mom's thigh.

I leaned back against the couch. Blown. Mom lay back. She was staring right at me. I knew I was going to get it now.

"Mom, I..."

She held up her finger. My heart, already racing, went into overdrive. My satiation quickly soured.

We'd screwed up (literally) big time. I'd seeded my mother on her most fertile day. Completely unprotected and fully fecund. I couldn't have picked a worse moment if I'd tried.

Mom used the finger she'd been warning me with and dipped it into the puddle of goo I'd left on her leg. She scooped it up and put it in her mouth. Then she smiled at me.

Again, I tried to apologize. Again, Mom silenced me.

She got up on all fours and crawled up my crotch. My penis, only about half flaccid, lay limp on my leg, dripping with the last of my semen.

Without a word, Mom lowered her head, and slurped my dick into her mouth. She bobbed up and down, wet. I didn't know what to say. How to react. My fear switched gears back to desire. This much jolting, I worried I was about to ruin my transmission.

Mom pulled her head off my cock, looking down proudly at my rejuvenated member. She pushed me to the side till I was flat on my back. She picked up the blanket, then threw it over the couch.

Mom grabbed her tank top and ripped it over her head. She unsnapped her bra. She was completely naked. For the first time through all of this, I saw my mom totally exposed. I'd underestimated her body.

Mom was flawless. I wondered at every inch of her. Her sculpted curves and perfect skin. Her full, perky breasts with pink, engorged nipples. Her hairy pussy still gaping from my cock, a bit of froth on her blonde pubes. Even the little stretch marks on her stomach from when she'd birthed me. Mom was a goddess. A vision.

She didn't notice my appreciation. Instead, she reached down and pulled my shirt off me. She smiled down at my bare chest.

"Now, my little knight," Mom said. She grabbed my cock and aimed it upward, "If we're going to get Mommy pregnant, at least we're going to do it the right way."

And just like that, I was back to buried to the hilt inside my mother.

We chorused a groan as we reconnected. Mom's pussy felt, unimaginably, even better this time. Her body so perfectly perched over mine. I reached up to grab Mom's tits. She ran her fingers over my chest. Her wedding ring, glinting in the light, was the only thing she was wearing.

We were naked, both of us, in my dad's private space. Uncaring. Completely surrounded only by each other. Enchanted and enthralled by what our bodies could create together.

"Oh Mom," I groaned as Mom rode me up and down like she was trying to slam me through the floor.

"Maybe you should call me Julie when we do this," Mom said.

"Ok, umm, Julie," I said, awkward as hell.

"Maybe you should still call me Mom," Mom said.

I agreed wholeheartedly. Mom gave me a wicked grin. Apparently, she saw the attraction in the whole 'Mom' thing, after all.

"Do you like Mommy's cunt, baby?" Mom asked, smirking playfully.

"Oh, fuck yes," I said.

"Does Mommy feel good for her baby boy?"

"The best," I said.

"Your cock is amazing," Mom said, "Your body's incredible."

"Your pussy is fantastic," I said, "Your tits are awesome."

Mom laughed and I felt her pussy ripple up and down my cock. "Why did we wait so long to do this?"

"We're idiots," I said.

"Well, stupidity does come from my side of the family," Mom said with a smirk.

"Oh no," I said, "Dad's clearly the dumb one. Fuck I love fucking you. I don't care. I'm not stopping."

"Never," Mom said.

"I'm gonna fuck you in your bed," I said, "Make Dad sleep on the couch."

"I'll do you in your bedroom," Mom said, "In your dorm room. In your locker room. Wherever you want me."

"I'm going to fill this pussy up, make it mine," I said.

"It's yours," Mom said, "It was always yours."

"Am I bigger than Dad?" I asked.

"Yes," Mom said, "You're splitting Mommy open."

"Am I better than Dad?" I asked. I grabbed Mom's hips. Practically throwing her up and down on my hard dick.

"Yes," Mom said. It came out as a whisper.

"Say it," I said, "Scream it."

"My son's fucking me! I'm fucking my baby boy and it's the best I've ever had. He owns this pussy. It's his. I'm his. Oh FUCK!"

Suddenly, Mom's phone alarm went off. "Time to get your father," Mom said, and she started to laugh.

"We can't be late," I said.

"No. Gotta be. Right. On time," Mom said. She drove herself down on my dick. Her tits jiggled lovely. I reached back for Mom's phone and switched off the alarm.

Then I toppled Mom over. Drove myself into her. Face-to-face. Cock to cunt. Mom wrapped her arms around my back. Cinched her legs around my waist.

"This. Is. My. Pussy," I said, punctuating each push with a word.

"Yes," Mom said, "Own me. Take me. I'm yours."

"Who fucks you best?" I asked.

"You do," Mom said.

"Who?"

"My son," Mom said.

"Will you ever let Dad fuck you again?"

"No," Mom said, "This is your pussy."

I reached up and squeezed her breasts. "Will you ever let him touch these again?"

"Never," Mom said.

We were so close. I could see every little freckle on Mom's face. Finally, I couldn't help myself anymore. I pressed my lips to Mom's. Hungry and passionate. Tongues twirling. It was the first time we'd ever kissed like this. We made out like it was the last. Like we'd die if we ever broke apart.

"I love you, Mom," I said.

"I love you, too."

"I want to make you cum," I said, a wicked smirk on my lips.

"You did," Mom said, "You are."

"I want to see it again."

"Oh, such a good boy. Mommy's little knight. You want to see me cum again, baby? You want to make Mommy cum so good on your cock?"

"Please," I said, "Please Mommy. Cum for me. I want to see it."

Mom's eyes rolled back in her head, as if on cue. Her hands squeezed down on my butt. Holding me still.

"Ohhhhh...FUCK! Oh, that's so fucking good."

Mom was amazing. But I'd already cum so much, I felt like I could fuck forever. Like I'd never let Mom go. I didn't want to. We kept talking to each other. Teasing and taunting. Playing every game we knew to get each other off. Like weeks' worth of repressed sounds and words were now all spilling forth at once.

"Oh! Uhn. So good. Fucking me. Oh, I love that big cock inside me," Mom said.

"I love your body," I said, "Your pussy. Your tits."

I dipped down to lick Mom's breasts. Sucked at her nipple.

"That's it," Mom said, "Good boy. Feeding at your Mommy. Do you like them. My breasts? They're just for you."

"Amazing," I said.

"Will you nurse at me? Like a good boy?"

"Yes, Mommy," I said.

Mom lay under me, limp. Like I'd fucked the life out of her. Blonde hair splayed everywhere. Makeup running down her face. I noticed red splotches all over her body where I'd kissed and bitten. I really did own her now. She'd have to wear a full astronaut suit if she didn't want Dad to know what she'd been doing. She'd have to hide from him for months.

And I knew, as soon as the marks faded, I'd make more. I saw it now, like a clear route through a deep forest. What had seemed meandering in the moment was actually one long, straight path.

"Did you cum when I fingered you?" I asked.

"Yes," Mom said.

"When I ate your sweet little pussy?"

"So much," Mom said.

"You squirted," I said.

"I know," Mom said, "I was so embarrassed."

"Because you knew, then, that I owned you. That your little boy controlled your body."

"You do," Mom said.

"When I fucked you for the first time? You came?"

"Uh huh."

"Even though you're a married woman. You belong to another man. You let your son fuck you and you came."

"Like a slut," Mom said. "Your slut."

"Your pussy begged for my cock," I said.

Mom nodded her head.

"When I did you from behind. At the sink."

"I came so hard," Mom said, "I came so much. You gave me multiples. I didn't think those were real. You made me cum like five times in a row, baby. You did that. My perfect son."

"You wanted it," I said.

"More than anything. But..."

"But what?" I asked, my stroke faltering for one moment.

"I wanted more," Mom said, "I wanted your cum. Your sperm. I wanted it inside me."

"You wanted me to make you pregnant?"

"I wanted your seed in me. I need it. I don't care what it means but I have to. So bad. Uhn. Oh! Ohhhhhhhh."

The words alone made Mom go over the top again. She shook under me, like holding on for dear life. I didn't let up. I fucked her harder. Pumped her through her orgasm and sent her tumbling into another.

"Oh. So. Good," Mom said, "Uhn. Oh. Fuck. God. I want it. I want your sperm. I want my son's seed. Inside me. Do it. Make Mommy cum, baby. Make another baby in me."

"I'm going to knock you up," I said.

"I'm ovulating," Mom said, "You probably already did."

"We're going to make sure," I said, "You're going to fuck me every minute till your stomach is swelling. Till my sibling is growing inside you. You're going to have a baby with your baby. A son from your son."

"Please," Mom said, "It's your womb. You came from there. Claim it."

"What do you love more than anything in the world?" I asked.

"My son," Mom said. She kissed me hard, but I pulled back.

"No," I said, "More than that.

Mom smiled. "Cum," she said, "I love your cum."

"You're not safe, Mommy," I said, "Your pussy isn't protected. I'm going to put my sperm in you and make an incest baby. Everyone will know."



"I don't care."

"Tell me," I said, "Beg me."

"I want it. Want your seed. Put it inside me. Please."

"Oh, Mommy!"

I drove one last time, deep as I could into my mother. The pleasure raced up my shaft.

"Yes!" we both cried out as I inseminated my own mom for a second time. I filled her so much, it came seeping out the sides. My ecstasy overwhelmed me, as well. Overloaded every nerve ending. Blasted through every cell. Until my body shut down and I collapsed, wordless, into my mother's warm embrace.

Mom held me tight. Kissed my forehead and cheeks.

"Oh, you did it," Mom said, "You made me a Mommy again. Such a good boy you came for me so good."

We lay there, holding each other like lovers. Because that's what we were.

*

We were two hours late to get Dad. We braced for it as soon as we saw him, but he was too tired to shout. He just glared at us. When he saw we were ignoring him, he started grumbling to himself. When we didn't pay any attention to that either, he stared off. Distant.

We made him sit in the backseat. I drove and Mom sat next to me. The highway was empty and dark. Everything was opening up again, but the roads still felt abandoned. I looked over at Mom and we shared a smile.

The world was ours for the taking.

*

We sat out in the backyard, the sun beating down on our backs. Both of us shirtless, Mom in her sports bra while I was bare. The heat was almost too much for us, but we stayed outside.

Mom held my foot in her hand. Carefully, like one wrong move would ruin everything, she painted my toenails bright, girly pink.

"I'm marking you," she explained, "So all those little sluts at school know you're mine."

"It's more likely to be seen by the hockey guys," I said.

"They need to know it, too," Mom said.

I was leaving for school in a couple weeks. I didn't know how long school would stay open this time. The rumor was, if things needed to shut down again, they'd keep us in the dorms so we couldn't spread the virus.

"I've never dated a jock before," Mom said.

"Mom, I'm not..."

Mom shushed me with her finger. "I was always quiet in school. Athletes were all so confident and cocky. I thought they were assholes. Drama guys, though, they were safe. Friendly. Like me, they were the weirdos that didn't fit in anywhere else. Creative and oh so cool."

Mom let go of my foot, but she kept talking as she twisted the nail polish bottle closed.

"Your Dad and I had done plays in college before. We were in the same clique. I didn't have a boyfriend. He was seeing this other girl on and off. Cindy Cummings, if you can believe it. They were in an off phase. Your Dad and I started fooling around backstage in between rehearsals. Nothing serious."

"You've told me this part before," I said.

"It was the night of the big show. Your Dad and I were backstage. We were already done with our scenes. Nothing left but the curtain call. Your Dad started, um, playing around with me. You know, back there."

"I know," I said.

"He got my pants off. We were rubbing. He slipped in. Just like that, my first. A whole crowd of people -- my school friends, my professors -- were only a few feet away on the other side of the curtain. My mind blanked. All I could think about was how badly I wanted to feel him. Inside me. I grabbed your dad's hips. I wouldn't let him go."

"There's a part of it that's kind of sexy," I said.

"I didn't even cum," Mom said, "Two months later we both knew. My parents, my dad especially, made it clear. I had to keep the baby, but I could let go of my dreams."

"I'm sorry, Mom, that's terrible."

"It is what it is. I married your father. We struggled through raising you. At some point, my whole world became my son. My little boy. I didn't have a life beyond you. I think your father resented it. When you started hanging out with him in high school, he was happy. Not because it meant more time with you. Just because he knew it would hurt me."

I stood up to hug Mom. I couldn't help it. She looked so vulnerable in that moment. She let me wrap my arms around her. We crashed together onto the folding chair. Mom's cheeks were wet.

"Your Dad and I, over time, our feelings washed away. There's only resentment now. Then you left, and I really had nothing. I built my whole existence around being a mom. But what happens when you leave?"

"You could be a mom again," I said.

"That's what I wanted," Mom said, "That's why your dad and me were trying. But his heart wasn't in it. I think your father left a long time ago. His body stayed, but the rest has been gone."

"You're young," I said, "You have so much more life in front of you. Your life. Not mine or Dad's or anyone else's."

Mom smiled weakly and kissed my cheek. "You truly believe that, huh?"

"You can have anything you want," I said. Mom chortled. Then she saw the look in my eyes, and she nodded. Serious.

"Anything?" she asked.

*

My first week back at school was brutal. I hadn't been homesick as a college freshman. But as a sophomore, I was a wreck. It got so bad, that when I sat down for lunch one day, I hallucinated seeing Mom at one of the other tables.

The cafeteria was busy, and I was in a rush. A couple of my teammates were already sitting at the table. I fell into my seat and tucked into my lunch. I felt a pair of eyes on me. I turned to look and there she was.

But, of course, that was impossible. I'd left Mom back at home weeks ago. We'd emailed a few times, but nothing more. She was busy, I was crazed. It was OK. I must have missed her more than I realized, to be hallucinating that she was in the cafeteria with me.

I glanced again, knowing she'd be gone.

But the woman was still there. And the more I looked, the more I became convinced that it was my mother. I stood up, legs trembling. I had to hold on to my tray to hold myself up.

"Hey Pinktoe, you OK?" one of my tablemates asked, using my newly bestowed nickname.

"Yes," I said, "Fine. Just... Need something."

I wandered over, my eyes narrowing down to the one path that led me to Mom. She'd cut her hair short, which sucked. She looked a little thinner than I remembered. But she'd done her makeup really good, which was awesome.

"Hi," I said, when I was close enough for her to hear me.

"Hi," she said, turning to look my way. "I'm Julie, I'm new."

"Nice to meet you, um, Julie," I said.

Mom extended her hand and squeezed mine. "You want to join me for lunch?" she asked.

I told her that I did. I forgot about my food back at my table and stumbled into my seat.

"You're a student here?" I asked. I felt the tears start to fill my eyes and I forced them back. The hockey team was already picking on me enough for my painted toenails.

"I registered a few weeks ago, yes," Mom said, smiling at me slyly. "Just one class to start."

"Where are you... What are you..." All I could do was stumble.

"Your father and I are taking a break," Mom said, "I have an apartment in the city. About a ten-minute drive from campus."

"Oh," I said.

"I'd love for you to visit," Mom said.

"Me too," I said.

"I was at home, missing you. Then I remembered some very wise person telling me I could do anything I wanted with my life."

"You can," I said.

"Turns out, I might be college material after all."

"You are."

"It was time to move on," Mom said, "From a lot of things. Also, considering how things are shaping up." She patted her tummy meaningfully. "I figured it would be better for me to be out of the house."

"You're..." I stared at Mom in shock.

"Perhaps," Mom said, "But why don't we keep that under the covers. For now."
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My Brother Broke Me

As a published Lit writer, I'm contractually obligated to share a 'bro takes care of injured sis' story. This fulfills that requirement.

Expect my usual shenanigans. Everyone depicted here is over 18. Enjoy!



My instincts kicked in. I reacted in the moment and there was nothing I could do. That's what caused all the trouble.

I was laying back on my bed, watching a video on my phone, when there was a knock on the door.

"Hey Cassidy, can I come in?" It was my brother, Gavin. He'd come home for summer break a few days before and I was still getting used to having him back around the house.

"Just a second," I yelled through the door.

I snapped on my shorts, put my iPhone aside, and grabbed my purity ring off my nightstand. I loved having that ring, loved what it stood for: my promise to myself, my future husband, and God. But I'd only gotten it four months before, for my eighteenth birthday, and it still felt strange to have it on my finger all the time. Especially when I was, ummmm, relaxing in bed.

After I got up, I quickly glanced at myself in the mirror. I tucked my honey blonde hair behind my ear and made sure my pale face wasn't too flushed. Once I was sure I was all put together, I went over and opened the door.

My brother was standing on the other side, waiting patiently. He was so tall my head only came up to his chest. His normally bright green eyes were dull, and his cheeks were red. He looked like he'd been crying.

"What's up?" I asked, but Gavin only sighed and asked if I had time to talk.

I let him into my room and we both sat on the bed. My brother was dressed like he was heading out for a job interview in a forest green polo shirt and khaki slacks. It made my casual, lying around the house outfit of denim shorts and a pink tank top feel out of place.

I assumed, as soon as we sat, that's Gavin's story would spill out. After all, we were used to confiding in each other. Even though my brother was twenty and in college and I was eighteen and a senior in high school, we'd kept a close relationship that went beyond mere friendship to something far more powerful.

But Gavin didn't say a word. He just sat there, silent, staring down at his hands as if he was hoping the words would flow out of his fingers. I looked up at Gavin and smiled, trying to get him to feel comfortable.

My brother had been thin as a rail growing up but, sitting on my bed, I could see how well he'd filled out. Broad shoulders, muscular arms, and thick calves. He'd let his brown hair grow out till it was the right amount of rebellious. Yes, my big brother looked good and it made me proud of him. I could only hope that college would do similar things for my gawky, geeky frame in a few months.

Finally, I got tired of waiting. As much as I loved my brother, I needed to get back to my life.

"It's OK," I said, "Whatever you have to say, I'm here."

"Kelly broke up with me," he said. His face cracked and he started to cry.

"Oh no, I'm so sorry," I pulled my brother close and held him tight. I felt like a garden gnome comforting an oak tree, but I squeezed him as hard as I could.

"We were supposed to get lunch," Gavin said. That explained his outfit. He'd been out on a date. "I hadn't seen her since the holidays. I mean, we talked but. Anyway, I was so excited. But when she got to Villapiano's, she wouldn't even sit down. She just came right out and said it."

"Did she say why?" I asked.

"She says she met someone," my brother said. His voice was muffled as he buried his head in my shoulder. "She says it's true love. I thought we were true love."

"I know," I said, rubbing his back. "I'm so sorry." I wish I could tell you I knew something was up. That I hated Kelly from the moment I met her or something like that. In truth, I was equally as shocked and surprised by this news as my brother. I truly believed that I had a Disney fairy tale going on in my own house. That Kelly was going to be my sister forever. I guess I was naive. That realization was going to be coming up a lot the next few days.

"She totally unloaded on me right there in the restaurant," Gavin said, "All this mean stuff about how she never loved me. That I'm a big, dumb loser who's terrible in bed."

"Oh my God, that's awful!" I said. I sat there and let my brother sob on me. I felt his tears soak through my tank top, but I didn't move. "I don't care what's going on, she can't say things like that."

Gavin didn't share my convictions about sex before marriage, obviously. It's different for boys, anyway. He and Kelly, I knew, had been sexually active since high school. I didn't judge my brother for that. I thought it was sweet. He and Kelly were meant to be together, after all. Only now that turned out to not be true. Again, I felt so happy to have made my promise to stay pure. Sex could only cause problems. I was sure of it.

Gavin stiffened and straightened. He pulled away from me and sat by the edge of the bed. His eyes were red from crying. "I'm sorry, Cass. I wasn't planning on falling apart like this."

"Don't worry about it," I said, "I'm glad I can be here for you."

"I thought Kelly and I were going to be forever, you know? Not that there weren't signs, I mean. She stopped FaceTiming me and ghosted my texts. I thought she was busy with school. I should have seen it coming."

"You can't blame yourself," I said, "Even if you noticed, what could you have changed?"

"Right, I'd still be gangly, goofy me," Gavin said.

"What? No!"

"I know what I am," Gavin said, gesturing at his body, "Kelly said it was like dating Hodor or whatever. I'm so angular and odd."

"That's not true," I said, "Kelly's just justifying her lousy behavior. You'll get another girl in no time, bro."

Gavin blew the air out of his mouth. "I'll never find someone as good as Kelly. I mean, the only way I got together with her in the first place was she came up to me. That's never going to happen again."

"Seriously, Gavin," I said. I reached across the bed and wrapped his hand in both of mine. "I know it's hard for you to see right now, but you're a catch. You'll have a new girlfriend in no time. But Kelly? She's going to regret this for the rest of her life."

"Whatever," Gavin said.

"No, I mean it," I said, "You're handsome, and smart. Caring and kind. Any girl would be lucky to be with you."

"You think so?" Gavin asked. "Or are you saying that cause you're my sister?"

"Both," I said. "You're a good guy. And, yeah, you're attractive, OK? You have a cute face and a great body. Just, like, don't tell anyone I said that."

Gavin stared down at the bed. A grin crept across his face. "Thanks, Cass."

"It's going to be fine. I promise," I said. I lightly stroked my brother's hand.

Gavin's head popped up. Our eyes met. Gavin got a strange look on his face. Suddenly, he leapt forward.

And my instincts kicked in.

I jumped back, but I ran out of bed. The hardwood floor flew up at me. Reflexively, my right hand shot out to stop my fall. I didn't feel it at first, but I heard it. A loud CRUNCH! that sounded like someone stepping on a walnut. Then the pain rushed in, like nothing I'd ever felt.

I screamed.

*

Six hours later, I came home from the hospital with a bulky cast on my wrist, a bag of half-melted ice, and a prescription for Percocet. I'd broken a small bone in my wrist, nothing serious, but it hurt like heck.

Gavin opened the front door for me and helped me collapse onto the couch. He'd been acting like a gentleman the entire time -- getting doors, doing whatever I asked, and constantly questioning if I was OK. As if he knew that this whole thing was his fault.

"I'll make dinner," he said, and walked off to the kitchen. "You should probably call Mom and Dad and tell them what happened."

Our parents were travelling through Italy for their twenty-fifth wedding anniversary. They'd left for the trip just a couple days before and wouldn't be back for a month. That was one of the reasons Gavin was back at the house -- so I wouldn't be alone all summer.

I worried that if I told Mom and Dad what happened, they'd cut their trip short. Both my parents worked very hard and I wanted them to be able to enjoy their vacation. I thought about the time difference and realized that even if I did call them, I'd almost certainly be waking them up. I decided to wait till the morning. Besides, I was wiped.

Gavin brought me a PB&J. That doesn't sound like much, but it was my favorite comfort food and he knew it. He'd made one for himself and we sat on the couch and ate. I tried to keep the grape jelly from squeezing onto my shirt, but it wasn't easy. Eating left-handed was such a challenge, I could only imagine how hard everything else was going to be.

"Are you OK?" Gavin asked me for, like, the hundredth time. "Is there anything I can do for you?"

"Yes, you can build a time machine and stop yourself from pushing me off the bed," I said. I was still moody from the throbbing in my wrist and the lost day at the ER. I'd have snapped at a baby seal if it was in the living room with me.

"I didn't push you off the bed, Cassidy," Gavin said, seriously.

"Well you may as well have," I said, "What were you doing leaning in like that, anyway? It's like you were going to kiss me or something."

"I was not!" Gavin said.

"That's it, wasn't it? You were going to kiss your sister, you big perv."

"Come on, Cass. You know that's not true. I just moved a little bit and you leapt off the bed like I was a rabid badger."

"Whatever," I said, "We both know what happened."

"You want anything else to eat?" Gavin asked. He was still being obsequious but there was an edge to his words that hadn't been there before. For a moment, I spared him some sympathy. I was having a bad day, but Gavin had to be enduring one of the worst of his life.

"I'm OK," I said, after taking a deep breath, "I'm just tired. After everything that happened, I need to crash."

"Anything I can do for you?" Gavin asked. He might as well've had that phrase recorded for all the times he said it. And yet, I got the feeling he really would build me that time machine if I told him to. My brother was a good guy, I knew.

I got up and kissed him on the forehead. "No, I'm OK," I said. "I know today's been awful with Kelly and the hospital and... Well, thank you for everything today. Except the trying to kiss me part." OK, I couldn't help twisting the knife. I mean, I am his little sister after all.

"I wasn't trying to," Gavin sighed, exasperated. "You're welcome. I'm sorry today has sucked for you, too."

I loped up the stairs. They'd given me some serious pain meds at the hospital, and I was loopier than I thought. Just getting to my bedroom felt like an adventure. I fell onto my bed and stared dumbly up at the ceiling.

I was still in my tank top and shorts and it was uncomfortable to try to sleep that way. I started to get undressed, then realized it was going to be way harder without my right hand. I'm very much a righty and using only my left felt like using one of those dinosaur head claws you see at cheap tourist traps off the highway. I managed to get my shirt off, but I couldn't unbutton my shorts. It was so frustrating, and my wrist was throbbing again, and...

"Gavin!" I yelled out without really thinking about it.

Gavin ran into the room like he thought it was on fire. He froze as he saw me lying topless on the bed. His eyes lingered a second too long. Not that there was much to see. I have tiny breasts with tight, taut pink nipples. But my brother stared like I was that redheaded woman from Mad Men. Finally, he covered his face with his hand.

"Sorry, sis," Gavin said, "I didn't realize you were, um, you know."

"I want to get into pjs but it's too hard," I said. I knew I was acting like a child, but I didn't care. The pain and the drugs had me feeling like an invalid.

"Sure thing," Gavin said. He sounded happy to have something to do. He went to my dresser and pulled out a pair of mesh shorts and one of his old t-shirts that I'd commandeered for pajamas a few years ago.

"Bra?" he asked. I shook my head. If I was going church or if there was something formal, then sure. I had a bunch of sports bras for when I worked out. But mostly I let my little boobs hang free. There was barely anything there, so what was the point?

"Panties?" Gavin asked. I guess I didn't think very hard about what was about to happen, because I told Gavin to go for it. I blame the drugs.

He found a cute pair of white underwear with flamingoes all over them. Gavin came back over to the bed and sat down, tentatively. Then he took a deep breath, like psyching himself up. I wondered what the big deal was. Then I realized.

My brother reached up and unsnapped my shorts. My breath caught.

One boy, Jimmy Davis from down the street, had seen me with my shirt off. We'd been an item for a couple weeks and ended up making out in the backseat of his car behind the Wawa. This was pre-purity ring, but I already had the intention. Still, kissing was OK and maybe a couple other things if I was careful.

Jimmy got my shirt off and I was really super excited for what would come next. Then he looked at my little boobs like they were a turd-flavored cheesecake: something that was supposed to be awesome, somehow turned terrible. Suffice to say, Jimmy and I stopped being an item after that. Believe me, it was mutual.

All of this is the long way around of saying that no boy had ever seen my naked you-know-what. Even my gynecologist was a woman. And the first man to see it was going to be my brother. I went from kind of out of it to very focused in about a half a second. As if I wasn't already feeling trapped in my bed.

Gavin pulled my shorts down with ease. Not surprising -- I don't have hips or a butt either. Now I was completely naked in front of my brother. A thick bush of blonde, curly hair was the only thing between his eyes and my bare down there. I was actually very hairy. I guess I figured if I wasn't intending on using my vagina, I didn't need to do much about it, either. Now that I was so exposed, though, I regretted not taking a razor to at least some of the outlying areas.

"Cassidy," Gavin said, and his voice came out all choked and throaty. He was holding up the panties. I nodded. Gavin slipped them up my legs. I lifted my little butt to let him finish the job. Then he did my shorts. Finally, I sat up and raised my arms so my brother could put my shirt on for me. He was very chaste, very respectful, but it still felt so dirty and wrong.

"Thanks," I said, meaning it.

"I know this sucks, but I'll do whatever I can to help," he said. He voice sounded throttled but his words were sincere.

"You better," I said, "since you're the one who tried to kiss me."

"I didn't try to kiss you!" Gavin shouted. He stormed out of my bedroom and slammed the door.

*

The reality rushed back into me as soon as I woke up the next morning. My wrist was in a cast because I'd broken it because I'd fallen off the bed because... Well because I had.

I got up, started to watch a video on my phone, then put it down again. Usually I'd have a slow morning and laze in bed. But I was feeling icky, my covers felt heavy and gross, and knew I needed a shower.

I went across the hall to the bathroom. I could hear my brother downstairs in the kitchen, but I didn't want to bother him. I needed to start doing things for myself. I got undressed, turned on the shower and realized I had another problem. So much for my burgeoning independence.

I opened the door to the bathroom and yelled for Gavin

"Almost done making you breakfast," he said.

"I need help," I said. My brother lumbered upstairs and opened the bathroom door. I was naked again, stupid me, and Gavin kept eyeing all the parts he wasn't supposed to. My tiny breasts and hairy sex. "Sorry," I said. I crossed my legs and folded my arms over my chest. I didn't feel like a sexy creature. Just a creature.

"It's fine. You're my sister. It's not a big deal," Gavin said, his voice trembling again, "I'll cover your cast." He came back with a roll of saran wrap and ran it around my covered forearm, securing the plastic with a bunch of rubber bands. Once I was waterproofed, Gavin fled from the bathroom.

I stepped under the hot water. It felt weird to have my cast-covered arm in there, but the relief from the rest of my body made up for it. I shampooed and soaped as best I could. It was clumsy, but I did OK. I had one thing left to do.

And that's when I stopped

See, there's one thing I haven't told you about myself: I masturbate. OK, I know, big revelation. Massive, twenty-four-point, full masthead headline in the Inquirer: Teenaged Girl Pleasures Self. Also, I breathe oxygen and require nutrients. I'm full of surprises.

But here's the thing. I do it, like, a lot. Too much, probably. Like it was something I was legit worried about at the time. Though that hadn't stopped me from flicking the bean at least three times a day and sometimes way more.

I couldn't escape my uncontrollable urges. I know it's 'wrong,' but I figured, given the choice, God would rather me simulate the experience of sex than go out and actually have some. So, in that way, I was doing Him a favor. Right?

I had a whole routine. Wake up, rub one out. Then another in the afternoon followed by one more before bed. I had good days and bad -- I hit a sixer one particularly troubling time -- but mostly it was two or three times a day.

That morning in the shower would have been one of my times. And I would have done it the night before, too. In fact, what I didn't say before was, when Gavin came into my room and told me about his breakup? That's what I had been doing. In fact, I'd worked myself into a pretty good lather when he knocked on the door and...

So, I was pretty worked up is what I'm saying. And my body was expecting its usual dopamine rush. I touched myself with my left hand -- an exploratory feel. My vagina jumped like it was plugged in. I couldn't remember ever being so sensitive. So aroused. But I could tell that my useless left hand wasn't going to get me there. I rubbed my legs together, took a deep breath, and made myself turn off the shower.

I was supposed to wear the cast for at least eight weeks. There was no way I would last that long. I was going to need to find an alternative option. I didn't own any, you know, toys or anything like that. I started to formulate a plan to steal a zucchini from the fridge when my brother wasn't looking. But of course, that would also require me requesting he purchase one at the Genuardi's and I wasn't sure how I could explain that to him

No, my aching need was going to have to be a problem for another time. I wrapped myself in a towel and left the bathroom. As I went, I twisted my purity ring around my finger, like reminding myself of the rules.

I got dressed and went downstairs. My brother had made pancakes and he put them out for me as soon as I sat down. He kept eyeing me as he did it, like he could still see what was under my clothes.

It's weird, but I was kind of flattered? I'm cute, I guess, in a girl-next-door kind of way. Boys ask me out and stuff -- I'm not a troll. But I wasn't used to being seen in a sexy way and that's a very different experience. Sure, Gavin was my brother. But he was cute. An attractive guy was checking me out, and like I said I was already pretty worked up, so it turned everything up a notch. Sibling issues aside.

After breakfast, I FaceTimed my parents and gave them the bad news. As I expected, they offered to come home. I could tell they didn't want to do it, though, and I convinced them that Gavin had it under control.



"Whatever you need, make sure Gavin takes care of it," my Dad said, "Don't be shy. He's your brother, that's what he's there for."

I doubted that my brother was there for some of my more pressing needs, but I got the point. I told my parents I loved them and then let them go.

After I spoke to my parents, I figured I should get it all over with at once and one-handedly texted my friends to let them know what had happened. Most just sent the usual emojis and standard 'sorries.' It was another reminder that high school was over and most of us were already moving on. But my closest friend, Lilah, proved why I thought of her that way, and immediately jumped in her car to come over.

A few minutes later, Gavin answered the door and Lilah flounced in. My bestie is a bit taller than me and way curvier. She has brown hair that she wore down to almost her backside. She was wearing a cute pink top with capri pants.

But I didn't notice any of that.

Instead I was caught by her left hand. And what wasn't on her finger.

Lilah and I had gotten our purity rings at the same time. She was one of the reasons why I'd chosen to do it, actually. We'd talked about it a lot, how we wanted to be good God-fearing girls who waited for our husbands and how that would make everything more meaningful.

Only Lilah wasn't wearing her purity ring anymore.

Quickly, I grabbed Lilah's unringed hand with my uncasted one and dragged her up to my bedroom. She gave Gavin a clumsy wave as I pulled her up the stairs.

"What happened?" I asked as soon as my bedroom door was shut. Lilah sat down on my bed, carefully, like she was afraid it might explode under her.

"Your brother got super cute," Lilah said. But I wouldn't let her change the subject, so I asked her again what had happened to her.

"I think I'm supposed to be asking you that," Lilah said, still trying to escape my interrogation. I was standing over her and it felt weird, but I was too shocked to sit down.

"I fell off the bed," I said, "I don't think you did that by falling off a bed, did you?"

"Actually, I kind of fell into one?" Lilah said with a giggle. And then she told me.

Apparently, Lilah had met some boy while working at Catholic day camp. They'd had this adorable (her word) meet cute after some poor nine-year-old had gotten a bloody nose on the ropes course. They'd met a mere three days before, but Lilah was already sure he was the one.

"You just know, you know?" Lilah said with an overdramatic sigh. This new boy -- John or Jim or Jake or something like that -- had stolen her heart. And her purity ring, as well.

"How was it?" I asked.

"It was OK," Lilah said, not meeting my eyes.

With that kind of effusive endorsement, I figured I could probably keep the purity ring on my finger.

*

Gavin and I spent the next few days like a resigned, old married couple. He cooked and cleaned, we binged on Netflix shows, and loafed around the house. Gavin was down about his ex-girlfriend. I was upset about my wrist and what I'd come to think of as my best friend's betrayal. Neither of us were in the mood for anything except sleep. We barely even talked. Instead, we slipped into an easy, shared depression like it was a deep, dark jacuzzi filled with warm, bubbling tears.

Meanwhile, the ticking time bomb between my legs moved ever closer to explosion. Remember, I was used to three times a day at minimum. Now, I'd gone nearly a week without even touching myself. I was primed, on edge, and searching zucchini recipes like crazy.

Finally, on a Saturday morning, Gavin burst through my bedroom door, threw open my curtains, and dragged me out of bed.

"We're going on an adventure," my brother announced. While I still wasn't capable of certain things with my left hand, I'd managed to at least learn to dress myself. Looking out the window, it seemed like a sunny day, so I put on dark shorts and a lime green t-shirt, then met my brother downstairs.

Gavin was dressed much like he had for his 'date' with Kelly: a red polo shirt and a pair of khaki slacks. He looked really good and it made me feel ratty by comparison.

"Are we going on a date?" I asked him, still in little sister mode.

"We're getting out of this rut," Gavin replied.

I wanted to get breakfast, but my brother refused to let me have anything more than a paltry granola bar.

"Trust me, you're going to want to save room," Gavin said.

We walked downtown to pick up the trolley into Philly. We found a bench near the back of the car and watched as the little towns rolled by. I'd been mistaken before, looking out my bedroom window. It wasn't sunny. It was flat out gorgeous. One of the best days of the year. Warm and wonderful in a way that made just sitting outside feel like the best thing in the world.

Gavin shared a smile with me. He looked so handsome in the dappled sunlight. I reached up and tousled his brown hair.

"Thanks," I said, "For dragging me out."

"Oh, this is just the start," Gavin said.

"Why does that worry me?" I asked, playfully.

"You need this," Gavin said, "We need this. I'll admit, I've been an awful brother. This is the least I can do."

"You were with her for nearly five years," I said, knowing better than to say the K-word. "You're not going to get over her in five days. I understand"

"What about you?" Gavin said, "I know you're upset about your wrist, but this seems like something more."

I didn't want to admit it, but my brother was right. My wrist was annoying, sure, but it didn't really hurt anymore. Instead it was all the things around that moment that had sent me tumbling.

I had been so convinced, at age 18, that I understood relationships. But what was love if my brother and Kelly could split in seconds and my best friend could throw away everything after three dumb days?

I twisted the purity ring on my finger, once again. That promise I'd been so sure of seemed vacant in the context of everything I had seen. My virginity was supposed to be my gift to the love of my life. But the last week had shown me I had no idea how to ever identify that person or, even if I did, to know that he would always feel the same way about me.

The question burbled up so quickly, even I was surprised when it popped out.

"Do you like sex?" I asked my brother.

Gavin choked and his face turned the most adorable shade of pink. He glanced around the trolley car, but it was still early and so mostly empty. I doubted the elderly gentleman in the front of the car or the overdressed family in the back were paying any attention to us.

"Sex," I said, "You and Kelly did it, right? What was it like?"

"I don't know if I should be talking about this with you," Gavin said. I couldn't tell if he meant the sibling thing, or the chastity thing, or just the couples' privacy thing. Probably all three.

"Lilah gave up her purity ring," I said, "She met some guy at camp, and I guess they, I don't know. It got me thinking, that's all."

"Oh, that makes sense," Gavin said, "Look, just because your friend broke her promise doesn't mean yours is any less important. It's something for yourself, you know? Not other people."

"But you didn't wait," I said.

"No," Gavin said, "I didn't."

"And you don't regret it," I said.

Gavin surprised me by letting out a long, drawn out sigh. "Maybe?" he said. I couldn't have been more shocked if he'd admitted he was selling illegally acquired, endangered turtles out of our garage.

Like I said, Gavin and I confided in each other a lot. Especially when we were both living at home. He'd told me, straight out, when he and Kelly did it for the first time. The way he described it, as this beautiful thing that they'd shared, it totally changed my perspective on sex.

Gavin must have seen the look on my face because he immediately began to backpedal. "Look, Cass, I'm not saying that it was bad. Sex with Kelly was amazing. Truly. Looking back, though? I wish my first time had happened with someone else. Like, someone I could trust. Someone I loved and who loved me back. For real."

"How do you know, though?" I asked, "You thought Kelly was your soulmate. I'm sure Lilah and her guy think they have something special."

"I don't think you ever really do," Gavin said. He smiled in a way that looked more like a frown. "You just have to do your best and know that you'll probably screw it up."

"Literally in this case," I said. We both laughed.

We changed trains and took the subway into downtown. Growing up, Philly had been the scary bad place with all the crime that my parents forbade me to go to without them, a full security escort, a bulletproof body suit, and support from the 101st Airborne. But my brother had been going to Temple for two years now without suffering so much as a splinter, so I assumed I was in good hands.

We got off the train and took the escalator up to street level. My stomach grumbled embarrassingly loudly.

"Almost there," Gavin said.

The city was surprisingly quiet. Almost sleepy. There were enough people walking around so that it didn't feel creepy, but it added to the otherworldly feel of the day. We walked down a few blocks, then Gavin pushed open what seemed like a random glass door and brought me inside.

I recognized the place immediately. We were at Reading Terminal Market. My parents had taken us there as kids, but all I remembered of it was the endless bustle and shoving of an overcrowded, aggressive place where everything was too large for a little girl.

Now, though, as an adult, I saw that my brother had brought me to an almost infinite wonderland of deliciousness. We walked up and down the alleys of the market; each stall more tantalizing than the last. This was like a mall food court it had been built in heaven. It was a fantasy world of every cuisine I'd ever heard of. And everything looked and smelled amazing.

"What do you want?" Gavin asked. He could have asked me to explain advanced calculus in French and it would have been easier for me. Everything looked so good.

Eventually, I 'settled' on a roast pork sandwich with provolone and broccoli rabe from DiNic's. My brother surprised me by getting a simple turkey sandwich from a few stalls down. As soon as we found a table though, and Gavin let me have a bite, I realized why he'd done it. The sandwich was so beyond what I thought a turkey sandwich could be. One little taste of this and I was ruined for deli meat forever.

Gavin beamed, knowing that he'd done this to me, then took back his lunch. Not that what I had was anything to complain about. My own sandwich was salty, tangy and good. Just not that.

We sat in uncomfortable seats at long, plastic tables, as the rapidly-filling market bumped against our backs. We felt like the kings of the world. There was only one thing that I needed for this to be perfect.

"Gavin?" I asked, sweet as pie, "I kind of want your sandwich?"

"You what?" Gavin asked.

"I want it," I said, "It was really good."

"But you have your own," Gavin said.

"I know, but yours is better," I said.

"So you want to take mine," he said.

"Switch," I said.

"Share," Gavin said.

"Yes."

"Halfsies?" Gavin said.

I sighed, as if he'd made a horribly impertinent request. "Fine," I said.

We passed each other our meals. That first bite, I knew I'd made the right choice.

"Worth the journey?" Gavin asked, a knowing smile on his face. All I could do was nod.

As we ate together, grinning stupidly at each other across our table, I realized that we were on a date. Not an actual date, of course, but something that was essentially date-like in all the ways that defined one.

My brother paid for my meal and pulled out my chair. He pointed things out and we had pleasant conversation. This was nice. Really nice. And once again, I wondered to myself what the hell Kelly was looking for if it wasn't my funny, handsome, charming brother?

After lunch, Gavin lead me through Philadelphia like he was giving me a tour of his home. Which, since he went to school there, he kind of was. He showed me where Thomas Jefferson had written the Declaration of Independence and where Ben Franklin's mistress had lived. Then we went over to Franklin Fountain and shared a massive hot fudge sundae.

Throughout, for the first time since it happened, I totally forgot about my stupid wrist. I just went through my day with my brother and enjoyed it thoroughly. Gavin even held my hand at one point, swinging our arms like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Eventually, though, the stress of our day took over and we limped back to the train station. When we got on the trolley, I gave the conductor my ticket and he noticed my cast.

"How'd you do that?" he asked. He was an older gentleman with a white, push broom mustache and a friendly smile, "Fighting off wild animals?"

"Sort of," I said, with a naughty grin, "My brother tried to kiss me, and I broke my wrist trying to escape."

"I did not!" Gavin said, "That didn't happen, I swear."

The conductor laughed and turned away.

We found an open bench near the back and sat down. As we settled into the long ride home, I settled into my brother. He wrapped his arm around me, possessive, and slowly stroked my golden hair.

"Seriously, if you keep telling people I tried to kiss you, someone's going to believe you," Gavin said. "And then we'll both be in real trouble."

"It's just teasing," I said, mollifying my brother, "I know you're not some incest-crazed sex monster. In fact, I think you're kind of awesome. Someone is going to be so lucky to have you as a boyfriend. I don't know who she is, but I'm already jealous."

Gavin nodded, but I saw the sadness pass over his face. I guess, like with my wrist, my brother had spent the whole day not thinking about his ex-girlfriend. And then, thoughtless me, I brought it back to his mind. I leaned up and kissed my brother on the cheek. Like a peace offering.

For a moment, our eyes met. Gavin's eyes were the most remarkable shade of green. Intoxicating. I knew mine were a flat, pale blue, so light they were almost gray. Just like me, there was nothing to see. But Gavin looked at me like the map to a long lost treasure was written in there.

Quickly, he turned away. He took his arm off me and his body went stiff. For a moment, I worried that I'd made a terrible mistake.

"I had fun," I said, surprised at how plaintive I sounded.

"Today was amazing," Gavin said, but he kept his attention out the window.

When we got home, I went straight up to my bedroom. Gavin called after me, but I ignored him. I was exhausted from the day. My wrist was aching. I couldn't understand how I'd ruined our perfect day out, but I knew that I had, and I couldn't face it anymore. I climbed into bed, on top of my covers, and closed my eyes.

But sleep would not show up. All I could think about was the other thing I'd managed to ignore all day. As if it had been waiting for me all this time, camouflaged, here in my bedroom. Pounding, insistent. Like a hunger but so much more encompassing. And worse, I knew I had no way to feed it.

Instinctively, I took out my phone and found my favorite site. I tried, dammit, I really did. But despite my endless need I was helpless with my left hand. Desperately, I looked around my room for something I could use to get relief. Ridiculous ideas occurred to me, but nothing that I could actually act on.

Then, as if my mind was truly determined to torture me, I thought about Gavin. I don't know why those two things (sex, my brother) came up together at once, but now I could think of nothing else. I lay back, panting, trying to think of anything else.

Our date that day had been so incredible. I know it sounds silly, but it was more than the adventure in the city. The food. The sights. It was being with my brother. The way he half-smiled every time he looked my way. The strength of his arms as he gave me a hug. His buoyant laugh and his caring whispers.

I was at this weird, overemotional crossroads. My body was fixated on getting relief. My brain couldn't stop thinking about my brother. The two things collided and suddenly I couldn't separate one from the other. Even though it made as much sense as mixing ground beef with whipped cream.

I lay back, wracked with this awful mixture of arousal, obsession, and guilt. And then I heard a knock on my door.

"Can we talk?" Gavin asked.

Oh God.

"What's up?" I asked, quickly pulling my outfit back together. Seriously, I knew the Lord likes to test us, but this was like a pop quiz on particle physics at 3am that would determine my grade for life.

Gavin popped his head into my room right as I got my shorts snapped.

"Are we OK?" Gavin asked.

I got up and sat on the edge of the bed. Gavin sat down across from me. I couldn't escape the fact that we were in roughly the same positions as we'd been before when he'd... When I'd... Before I broke my wrist.

"I could ask you the same thing," I said.

"Sorry," Gavin said, "You mentioned Kelly and I went into a spiral. That's my fault."

I fought the urge to point out that, actually, I hadn't mentioned his ex at all. That, in fact, I'd only pointed out that my brother was a great catch. But that opened up a whole other line of inquiry, so I let it go.

"It's OK to be sad," I said, "Normal. But you shouldn't let her get to you. You can do so much better. I promise." Was I thinking about myself in that moment? ...Maybe? Like, I knew that was silly, impossible, but the combination of chemicals in my brain was causing all kinds of crazy side effects. I was exhausted-naturally high-aroused. You know what I mean?

"What about you?" Gavin asked. "How's your wrist?"

"Fine," I said. The throbbing had finally stopped, thankfully. "I'm just thinking about stuff."

"What kind of stuff?" Gavin asked.

Look, I was far gone, but I still wasn't going to say that to my brother. Instead I pursed my lips.

"Look, I know that everything the last few days has been hard on you," Gavin said, "But I'd hate to think that what happened with me and Kelly would shake your faith. If anything, it makes me even more sure that you're doing the right thing. Waiting, I mean."

"It's not just you," I said. "Lilah and I both got our promise rings at the same time. If anything, I thought she was more devout than I was. Then she meets a boy and BAM it's gone."

"Never doubt the power of young love," Gavin said.

"In three days? Yeah, right," I said, "More like, 'never doubt the power of young hormones.'"

"So, you're saying..."

"I think she got horny and found a boy to solve that with," I said. My brother turned red when I used the word 'horny.' It was kind of adorable.

"Everybody gets, um, aroused," Gavin said, "But plenty of people don't act on it."

"Exactly," I said, "So that's what I was doing. Thinking of ways I could, you know, not act on things. Keep my promise to God and all that."

"And not be, um, horny?" Gavin said. Oh, he was so scarlet now they could have strung him above the street to stop traffic.

"Right," I said, "And usually, I have a solution for that. Only right now I can't."

"Can't be horny?"

"Can't not be horny," I said. I lifted up my cast as evidence.

"Oh," Gavin said. I could literally watch the realization creep across his face as it dawned on him. "OH!"

"Right," I said.

I should have been terrified to tell my brother this. Should have been doing anything I could, cobbling whatever lie I could concoct. But there was something so natural about sitting on my bed and telling this boy who I trusted so much about what I was going through. The words spilled out lightly, like they weighed next to nothing

I guess I'd reached my drowning point. The water was over my head and my brother happened to be floating by. I'd have grabbed for anything in that moment, I told myself. The problem was, I knew that wasn't true. My stupid brain was stirring things up and the more I looked at the mixture the more I liked it.



"Well, I mean, it's only been a few days," Gavin said, "I'm sure that, when the urge actually arrives, by then you'll have an idea of how to deal with it."

I shook my head.

"You already have the urge?"

"Had," I said, "Continue to have. Like, a lot."

"And you don't have a solution?"

"Actually, I do," I said. I reached over and took his hand in mine.

Gavin's eyes slowly grew wider. His mouth gaped open at the same speed. Like there was a string on the back of his head and someone was slowly pulling on it.

"Cassidy..."

"Don't," I said, "Don't do it. Don't judge me. Whatever happened in my bedroom last week, you have to admit it was at least partially your fault. And then everything else with this week and what's happened and today."

"Today?" Gavin asked, like he was legitimately perplexed.

"You know what I mean," I said, "Taking me out for that awesome time, being all boyfriend-y. You knew what you were doing."

Gavin didn't say anything. Stared down at the bedspread. But he nodded, solemnly.

"Right. So, you don't get to sit there and give me the 'but we're siblings' speech or the 'I don't think you should do that' speech. Give me the other one. The 'good brother' speech where you understand what I'm going through and how much courage it takes to say all these things out loud and then help me."

Gavin looked up and caught my eye. We looked at each other, shocked. Both of us equally surprised I'd spoken those words. It felt like I'd opened my mouth and some other voice had spoken it for me. But I couldn't deny the truth of what I'd said.

Gavin swallowed like his saliva was made of sand. And then, once again, my hero of a brother strode forward.

"Yes, Cassidy, I'd love to help you," Gavin said, his conviction almost overpowering. "I'm honored that you're letting me be here for you." He smiled. Not in a cruel way or even desirous. Just friendly and warm. Wonderful.

I felt myself taken up by it. Carried away. I realized that it wasn't my brain that was doing all this to me -- making the concepts 'brother' and 'sex' wrap around each other like desperate lovers. It was my heart. My breath caught. My body stilled.

And then my brother reached for the waistband of my shorts.

Just like that first night when he'd undressed me, I gasped as Gavin grabbed at my buttons. Felt ticklish in my tummy. My older brother unsnapped my shorts and pulled them off my legs. Underwear and all. I was bottomless. Bare. Again, I wished I'd had the foresight to shave my hairy slit.

"It's not too bad, right?" I asked, so vulnerable I could scream. "I mean, down there?"

"It's very nice," Gavin said. "I mean, I've only seen a few others. OK one. Except on the Internet. But that doesn't count..."

"Gav," I said, warning.

"Right. Yours is definitely the nicest I've ever seen. Very cute and tidy."

"Except for all the, you know, the fur," I said.

"I like the fur," he said, "I think it's hot. You know, for a sister's... Anyway. I'm going to stop talking now."

"It's OK," I said, "I like you talking."

I was just getting used to the idea that my brother had been the first boy to ever see my secret spot, when suddenly my brother became the first boy to touch my secret spot. He put his hand, gently, on my pubis. Not even on my sex, itself. I gasped like I'd been burned.

"You OK?" Gavin asked.

"Yeah," I said, "Yes." Then the thought, strange and unbidden, came to me. "You, um, know what to do, right?"

"I've had some practice," Gavin said. This time he did give me a brash smirk, but it didn't make me feel upset at all. Quite the opposite, in fact. "But I'll do whatever you tell me. Promise."

My brother put his palm down, not even parting my lips, and pressed down. Rubbing. It felt nice. Little sparks shot through my body. He dipped his hand between my labia and traced his finger through, gently probing. That felt really nice. Not at all foreign or strange like I'd feared. Almost natural.

Gavin explored my sex and I groaned. I didn't mean to do it. The sound just slipped out.

"So far so good?" Gavin asked. So giving. Caring. His touch almost perfect and now I couldn't stand it any longer.

"Yes," I said.

"Remember, anything you want," Gavin said. I don't know what he was expecting, but my next request was definitely different than he'd guessed.

"Take your clothes off," I said. Gavin's touch faltered. "It's not, like, a sex thing. I mean, I'm sure you're sexy I just..." I guess it was my turn to ramble. "I feel weird being totally exposed and you being completely clothed."

Gavin nodded. He took his hand out of my sex, an unfortunate side effect, and lifted off his shirt. I gasped again. Holy heck, my brother was ripped! Like, I knew he'd gotten in good shape. I could see it just by how he stood. But wow. I had no idea. He had defined pecs and the beginnings of a six pack. A bit of brown hair covered his chest.

Gavin undid his belt and took off his pants. His legs were no less impressive. Thick thighs and bulging calves. My brother was a hunk. A stud.

Oh.

Even more than when he'd touched me, my mostly-naked brother was making me wet.

Gavin was down to his boxers now. "You want these off, too?" he asked.

I nodded. Speech was no longer in my skillset. Gavin pushed down his underwear. His thing -- erect, of course it was erect -- popped up. Dark pink. Long and thick. Like I said, I watched videos. My brother's penis was more than I'd ever anticipated.

Wait. Not a penis. Or a thing. My brother's cock. I tasted the word in my mouth, savoring it. I was staring at my brother's awesome cock which, wow. OK. And I'd thought I was worked up before.

Gavin eyed me kindly, like being naked in front of his little sister was totally natural. I pulled my shirt over my head to make things even. Gavin grinned even wider.

"I love your breasts," he said to me.

I looked down at my little lemons, dubious. Like there was anything there to love.

"I think they're really sexy," he said.

"I like your, um, your thing," I said, then quickly caught myself. "Your cock, I mean. It looks really, um, big."

"Kelly said it was too big," Gavin said. He couldn't look me in the eye as he said it. "She said it hurt her."

"First of all, I don't think that's a thing," I said, "Too big, I mean. A baby has to come out of me and you're not as large as all that. Besides, it's not like you have some ten-inch horse dick or whatever. It's just, you know, good sized. I'm sure it'd fit in me. Eventually. I mean, if we tried. If we were going to do such a thing which of course..."

"We're not going to do that," Gavin said, firmly.

"Because it would be wrong," I agreed, just as resolute.

"I'll just rub you now," Gavin said, "So you can feel better."

"And later," I said, "Later too."

"Because you'll feel this way again, of course," Gavin said, "And I'll do it. To take care of my baby sister. While she's injured."

"Right," I said, "And maybe you'll, you know, rub yourself. Too. Because you'll probably be all worked up from this."

"Am worked up," Gavin said, "Was. Am. Will be."

"Right," I said, "And I wouldn't want to leave you. Like that. And I can't do it for you, because of my wrist."

"I could go do it by myself, after," Gavin said, "If you wanted."

"No!" I said, "I mean, no. It wouldn't be fair. To me. To show you my... um, my peak. And not see yours."

"Totally good, clinical reasons," Gavin said.

"Right."

"To protect your purity."

"Of course," I said, "For me."

"For your husband," he said.

"For God," I said.

We stared at each other's bodies. Both sweating and panting like we'd been running for days. Gavin's face and chest were splotched crimson. My own body felt hot.

"Hey, um, Cassidy?"

"Yes?"

"Before, when we were on the bed and I was talking about Kelly? Right before you broke your wrist?" Gavin said.

"I remember," I said.

"I was trying to kiss you," Gavin said.

"I know," I said.

"It's just, I was so down about Kelly and you were there for me. Like you always are. And right then I realized how much I loved you. How beautiful and wonderful and special you are. Loved you more than I'd ever felt for Kelly. Or for any woman, honestly. My body took control. I wasn't thinking. I'm sorry."

"It's OK," I said, "I was feeling close to you then, too. You'd been gone for so long and, yeah, we still talk online or whatever, but it isn't the same. You're my best friend, Gavin. Having you back has been hard. Not cause you're here, but because I know you're going to leave again."

"I'll come back," Gavin said, "You're leaving too."

"Not that far," I said.

"Not that far," Gavin said. He leaned forward. His face was right above mine. I felt his naked body wrap around mine. Our lips touched.

Like I said, I'd had a couple of totally chaste, go nowhere boyfriends before that moment. Little stolen kisses that, in retrospect, they'd never earned. Jimmy Davis in the car. Kenny Holloway by the senior parking lot at school. Billy Katz on the front porch after prom. Nice boys, some of them handsome.

Not one of those kisses was anything like this.

As soon as my brother put his lips to mine, it was like a warm buzz that spread over my whole body. A thousand tingling bee stings that made the hair on my arms go straight and my tight little sex go liquid. Gavin kissed me and I felt dizzy with how hard my world flipped.

I kissed him back. Arms around his neck. Hanging on. I wanted to be closer. I pressed my tongue against Gavin's mouth, and he opened up. Our tongues twisted, hungrily. My taut nipples tickled against Gavin's chest hair. My brother's hardness pressed against my sex. We ground down on each other. Primal.

Finally, Gavin broke the kiss. Gasping. He licked down my neck and found my little breasts. I quickly discovered that my brother wasn't kidding when he said he loved my boobs. He worshipped at them, like they were the greatest things in the world. Suckled and bit at my nipples. If my body was burning before, it was a conflagration now. I found myself arching upward, trying to slip my brother's cock against my wetness.

My instincts kicked in. I reacted in the moment and there was nothing I could do about it. That's what caused all the trouble.

I reached down with my good hand and grabbed my brother's dick. It pulsed hot, in my palm. Don't think I didn't notice my dumb little purity ring, glinting against my brother's cock.

"We should stop now," Gavin said, "Before we go too far."

"Right," I said. I pushed his dick downward. Till the head nestled in my opening. I nearly creamed right there, as the crown pushed slightly against the tight ring of my unexplored sex.

"I'll rub you," he said. "You can rub me. Don't want to risk anything."

"Definitely not," I said. I slid my butt downward. That glorious, ginormous cock slipped forward. Just the tip. I felt my opening spread, achingly, to let him in. I considered that maybe Kelly was right -- maybe my brother was too big.

Gavin looked down at me with all the love in the world. He slid forward. Gently. I felt a pressure inside myself. Deep in my sex. The walls of my vagina clinging to my brother's cock for dear life. I dug my nails into his back. Gavin didn't even flinch.

He stopped about halfway in. I sat up to look and there it was, half his penis gone inside me like some cruel optical illusion. Only I could feel exactly where his dick had disappeared to.

"I'm going to need to push," Gavin said.

"I know," I said.

"It's going to hurt," he said. I nodded. My brother drew back slightly and slammed forward. His hardness faltered, then busted through. From halfway in to fully buried in one desperate, devastating push. That one little effort and brother was buried inside sister. The way no siblings ever should be.

Gavin groaned. I screamed.

My brother really did break me.

We both lay there, connected. Intimate in a way I'd never imagined. Tight and warm. Slick. Panting. I'd imagined I'd have all kinds of emotions in that moment: angry, upset, scared. Any of that. But I found to my surprise that none of those things were there.

Instead I felt wonderful. Like Gavin's love was radiating out of him and wrapping me tight. Comforting and incredible all at once.

"I love you," I told my brother. He kissed me.

"Love you too," he said.

"You want to move a little?" I asked, tentatively.

"Only when you're ready," Gavin said.

I smirked wickedly. Oh, I was more than ready.

Gavin drew back. He slid forward. It still hurt a bit, sore mostly, but another sensation overwhelmed all that. Pleasure. Wonderful, magical, incomprehensible pleasure. I could feel every vein and ridge of my brother's dick. The head of his cock plumbed my depths. I was completely in Gavin's control and I loved it beyond anything I'd ever experienced.

Gavin started moving faster. The animal urge overcame us both. My brother grunted as he thrust into me. I felt something building in the bottom of my stomach. In my sex. It was kind of like when I rubbed my clit, but deeper. Stronger. If before was beestings and small explosions, what was building in me now was like a nuclear bomb.

I reached between where my brother and I were connected and found my clit. With Gavin plowing into me, it didn't matter that I couldn't fully work myself with my left hand. It was enough. My nipples felt tight and I wanted someone to twist them. I told Gavin and he nipped at my little pink nubbins. It all felt so good.

"Cass," Gavin said, his voice a whisper, "Cassidy. I'm getting... Getting close."

In the moment I thought he was sharing with me, the way that lovers communicate in quiet whispers. What feels good, what doesn't. Gavin was telling me that my body was doing its job. My heart soared with happiness.

I didn't realize it was a warning.

Things like condoms or the pill, pulling out, they didn't occur to me. I wasn't considering that my brother was bareback in my unprotected sex. The thought that I was fertile didn't enter my mind. It didn't occur, in that moment, as my brother and I were having sex in my childhood bed, that we would make a baby together

Gavin felt so good. Watching what I did to him, I only wanted to see more. I wanted to feel him. Feel me. Nothing else mattered. I begged my brother to inseminate me. To put his seed in his sister.

"Cum Gavin," I said. Pleaded. "Cum in me."

Gavin's face cinched. His eyebrows knitted. His eyes rolled back. I strummed my clit as hard as I could. Somewhere in that transition, my brother and I stopped making love and started fucking.

My big brother was fucking me. Hard. The bed groaned and creaked. Our hips slapped together. The explosion was building inside of me, rising like nothing I'd ever felt before, and then suddenly I was gone.

The orgasm started at my clit, rose through my hips. My stomach. My arms.

"oh god," I squeaked. Because of course, who else would I invoke in that moment? Who else would I praise for my broken promise?

My sex squeezed down so hard on Gavin's cock, like I was trying to snap it off. Gavin jerked. Grunted. Said my name, then stilled. Something hot and wet splashed inside me. Whatever I was expecting to happen, it incomprehensibly tripled in power. And I was gone.

"Oh fffffffffffFFFFFFFFUCK!" I screamed. Mouth open. Eyes rolled back. Body tensed and trembling.

My brother spurted inside me. His cum splashed against my cervix. His sperm burst into my waiting womb. I rose off the bed, back arched, like I was possessed.

Gavin buried his head in my shoulder. The both of us writhed on the bed, soaked in each other's ecstasy. The pleasure was more than anything I could have imagined. My head exploded. My heart stopped. Nothing made sense in the world except my brother's body. Connected with mine. The two of us encased in intense, illicit bliss.

Finally, my body fell back. My brother's dick slipped limp out of my pussy, trailing lukewarm slime down my thigh. I fought the urge to beg him to put it back in.

I searched my brother's face. Needy. Gavin looked down at me. A huge, goofy grin. We kissed. Breathless.

I held up my left hand clearly, so Gavin could see it. Pulled the purity ring off my finger. Then threw it across the room.

It hit the wall so hard, there's still a dent where it cracked the paint.

*

Maybe I didn't get pregnant from that first time, although I like to think I did. Karma and all that. But, in truth, there were hundreds of other opportunities. After all, our parents were gone for an entire month. Plenty of time for Gavin and I to explore each other's bodies. There are lots of positions you can try, even with a broken wrist. My brother and I made sure to thoroughly experiment with each of them. You know, for science.

My parents came home from their trip in August. My cast came off in September. I came and came on my brother's cock. We didn't stop. Not when we both left for college. Not when my freshman roommate caught us on my dorm room bed. Not when I missed my period for the first time. Or the second.

When I came home for Thanksgiving, my belly was already practically bursting, I told my parents I'd had a drunken mishap with some frat boy. To be honest, I don't think they believed me. Gavin and I weren't exactly careful about our activities. I think we kind of wanted to get caught.

To be sure, Mom and Dad weren't happy about the whole thing. Pregnant, college-aged daughter without even a boyfriend in sight. But they didn't know what to do about it either. In the end, the lie served all our purposes, so we let it sit.

The night after I presented my pregnant self to my parents, I met up with Lilah for the first time since the summer. I didn't have to show her that my purity ring was long gone. I just pointed to my baby bump. My child.

My promise to the love of my life, my future husband -- my brother. The boy who finally broke me.
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My Brother Fucked Me Stupid

My Brother Fucked Me Stupid

Everyone here is over the age of 18.

The only thing you need to know about me is that I'm a straight-A student.

I take a large amount of pride in the fact that I get perfect grades. It started all the way back in kindergarten: I famously got A's in both sharing and snack-time. I even earned an A+ in napping. I was a world-class napper.

For the rest of my life, I kept my perfect record. Elementary school, middle school, high school -- nothing but ninety plus. A is for Always, after all.

Of course, by the time I was a junior in college, and had reached the age of twenty, the subjects were a bit more difficult. But I still held myself to the same standard. Top of the class, or bottom of the barrel. There was no in between for me.

Hearing all this, I'm sure you think I'm some stuck-up know-it-all. But the truth is, I know my grades don't make me special. Anyone could accomplish what I've done. They just have to try. Personally, I think the world would be a better place if everyone put in the time to do things as perfectly as possible.

And when I say 'the world' here I'm mostly referring to my younger brother, Kevin.

Ordinarily, I didn't care much about Kevin. Didn't even think about him, if I'm honest. Even though I was at college, I was still living at home to save money. So, I did run into him on occasion. I'd pass him on the way to the bathroom or see him at mealtimes. But mostly, we followed such dissimilar orbits, we might as well have lived in different galaxies, rather than across the hall from each other.

It was because of that Saturday that I started to think that way. That was the fateful moment when, randomly, my little brother started bothering me. And that's when the thought occurred to me, that if Kevin could be a little more perfect, my problems would be solved.

I was sitting at my desk in my bedroom studying, naturally. Kevin had opened my door (without knocking, I might add) and immediately started doing his best to be a pest. He was earning himself a different kind of A. As in Annoying.

"Please," Kevin whined, "No one else can help me."

My eighteen-year-old brother was wearing an oil-stained t-shirt, a pair of ripped jeans, and a dirty ballcap that kept his usual mop of brown curls out of his dark, chocolate eyes. Kevin was a sweet kid, funny, and my friends told me he was attractive. But he was currently keeping me from my textbooks and the only appropriate punishment for that was death.

Only he wasn't taking the threat seriously.

"Just help me out for one minute," Kevin said.

"Go away, Kevin."

Until that moment, it had been a perfect Saturday. It was pouring rain out, gloomy as all hell, and my parents had gone away for the whole weekend. The ideal scenario for me to shut the door to my room and study till my eyes rolled out of my head. I had a big biology exam the following week and I intended to while away the hours while preparing for it.

"I promise I'll make it up to you, Jacey," Kevin said.

Jacey is me. My actual name is Jane-Christine, aka J-C. But everyone's called me Jacey since I was little. I don't mind it -- it's certainly much better than Jane-Christine; I honestly don't know what the hell my parents were thinking.

"Come on," Kevin continued, "You know I wouldn't ask if it wasn't really important." He danced back and forth in my doorway as he pleaded, like he had to pee.

"Let's be clear," I said, running out of patience. "You want me to put down my books and give up my precious study time so I can drive you to the auto parts store. Which you claim will take me all of how long?"

"Five minutes," Kevin said.

I gave him a dubious look.

"Twenty minutes, tops."

I held my stare on him. Finally, his eyes raced to the floor.

"OK an hour," Kevin said, "Probably. But that's not so bad. Then I can fix my car and leave you alone for the rest of the weekend."

"We both know it'll be at least 90 minutes," I said, "All of which is time that's being taken away from my studying. If I want to get into Harvard Med, I need to do well in this class. I'm not going to suffer along at some second-rate state school because you need a spark plug or whatever."

"First of all, we both know you're acing that exam," Kevin said, clearly recognizing the best way to butter me up. "But even if you got a big fat F, and you won't, you'd still be set for life."

I snorted, but I didn't say anything. Kevin wasn't wrong. But it was the principle of the thing that mattered.

"I'm not like you, Jacey," Kevin said. His face got all pouty: his thick, bow-shaped lips formed a frown, and his usually sparkling eyes went all sad. "My life's not all set out for me. I need to get a job at a garage, and to do that I have to be able to drive there, and I can't do any of it if I can't get my own car fixed."

"And you need to go to the store to do that," I said, finishing his monologue.

"Yes!" Kevin said, looking relieved. "It's like, if you had some piece of research you needed, you wouldn't let anything get in the way of you hunting it down, right?"

"Kevin! I'm genuinely impressed by this well-reasoned and cogent argument," I said.

"So, you'll help?" he asked.

"Certainly not," I said.

*

"I really appreciate this, Jacey," Kevin said for about the hundredth time.

We were sitting in my car on the highway, inching forward through horrendous traffic. The storm roared around us like an angry god. We'd been sitting for so long, it felt like the whole day was already burned away. The combination of a busy shopping Saturday morning and the torrential weather had turned the two-lane road into a parking lot. Transformed every second into an agonizing hour.

I'd agreed to drive my brother (of course I agreed), but this was already way outside what I'd been promised. And every time Kevin repeated his thanks, it was worth even less.

As we sat there -- staring at the same shopping centers on either side of us and wondering how many different Burger Kings one stretch of road needed -- all I could think about was my poor, precious books. Calling out to me in unstudied pain. Kevin may have thought I could get an A just by waking up in the morning, but I knew the truth. It took time. Time that I was currently wasting.

Kevin, meanwhile, seemed perfectly happy to sit in my sedan. He turned up the music and bounced his leg. He was so unapologetically dopey as he sang along. Like, he took pride in just floating through life with no plan.

"You look like a doofus," I told him, "Dancing around like that."

Kevin grinned at me. OK, so maybe sometimes I could see the whole 'handsome' thing about my brother. If he wasn't such a slouch.

"Well, you look dumb, um, breathing like that," Kevin said.

I gave him a disdainful look. Clearly, I looked quite proper. I was wearing a perfectly sensible outfit for my thin frame: a dark green sweater and black jeans that were both totally functional yet complimentary. I had my brown hair held back with a clip so that it never got in the way. My wire-framed glasses were the perfect allegory for my personal philosophy: the bare minimum of fuss that was needed for things to be functional.

Kevin wilted under my glare. "Fine, you actually look really cute," he said, then glanced away. I knew he was trying to be nice, but it only made me angrier.

Cute. That word haunted me like none other.

No matter how hard I tried, it was hung on me. I'd had boyfriends in high school and college. Not one of them ever called me sexy or hot or beautiful. But cute? I had more of that than I could spend.

And I'm sure you're saying, what's wrong with cute? It's way better than fugly, right? And, sure, I guess. In the same way that a C+ is clearly better than a D. But that doesn't make it something to aspire to. Cute is for children. Puppies and kittens are cute.

I'll admit that my body wasn't doing me any favors. I was only a bit above five feet and I was skinny all over the place. One time, some drunk frat guy had called me a 'spinner' and I knew enough to be insulted. But as much as my body wasn't all that, I didn't look like some pre-teen either. I had tits (An A-cup, of course!) and my butt stuck out in a way that I thought looked pretty good.

I just wanted to be seen as something more than 'cute.' I was clearly a woman and not a girl. But it didn't stop people from treating me that way. And it made me want to throttle them with my adorable little fingers.

Back in the car, Kevin must have noticed my reaction because he tried again.

"I mean, you're good looking," he said, "Sexy. OK not sexy. It'd be weird if my older sister was sexy. You're hot. Um, attractive. Oh dammit."

OK, so maybe my brother was better off sticking with cute.

"It's OK," I told him, "I get what you're trying to say. You're not too ugly either."

"Gee thanks."

"Come on, I know you have girls all over you," I said.

Kevin blushed and looked away. He wasn't a mimbo or anything. In fact, I'd never seen my brother bring a girl home. But I knew how women saw him because I'd watched my own friends moon over him.

"I just wish you'd take things seriously once in a while," I said, "I get that college isn't for you. But there are tons of other options. You can't spend your whole life laughing. Trust me, eventually you turn into the joke."

"I know," Kevin said, "That's why I'm doing all this. I want to make it happen, Jacey. I really do."

Eventually, finally, we got to the auto parts store. We raced from the lot and into the building, the rain pouring down like it was trying to drown us. It beat on my umbrella so hard; it sounded like a drum solo. I didn't want to think about what would happen if I didn't have it.

The store was warm, and it smelled like oil grease. Kind of weirdly comforting, actually. It took Kevin forever to find what he needed. And the line at the front was worse than Disney World. But we left the store triumphant.

Going home, the traffic was no better. We inched forwards for what felt like hours. I swear every moment that passed in that car felt like flaying a piece of my skin. Death by a thousand seconds. I tried to make myself calm down.

Finally, we pulled up in our driveway. I opened the door. The storm was going as hard as ever. The droplets were already stinging my thigh. I reached for my umbrella and clicked it open. Only, it didn't. I examined it, like I was going to understand it even a little bit. The mechanism had frozen. I didn't know why, and I couldn't fix it.

Nor could I simply pull into the garage. Because that's where Kevin's broken-down car (the impetus for this ill-fated adventure) was sitting. I was stuck in the rainstorm of the century without a shred of cover.

I threw the umbrella to the backseat in disgust. Kevin eyed me.

"I'll go with you," I told him.

"I don't have an umbrella either," Kevin said, "I was sharing yours, remember?"

I kept the curse word in my mouth, mulling on it like a piece of hard, sour jerky.

"Fine," I said, "We'll make a run for it."

We leapt out of the car and scrambled for the front door. The water was cold, and I screamed, despite myself. I got to the door, fumbled with the keys, and finally tumbled into the foyer. We'd been out for less than five minutes. Both of us were soaked.

"Oh my God!" I shrieked.

My clothing clung to me. I took my hair out of the clip and shook it out. I was dripping puddles on the floor. I needed to change, then take a hot shower, before I could head back to my room and start my bacchanalia of bookwork.

"Um, Jacey?" My younger brother stood next to me, similarly soaked. His clothing clung to his body in a way that, if I wasn't his sister, I would find very alluring.

Kevin, apparently, at some point, had gone and gotten himself what I could only describe as a man-bod. He was tall, but I already knew that. And broad shouldered. Which I'd seen for myself. But now, as his clothing stuck to him like it had been painted on, I realized my little brother was ripped. Bulging biceps. Prominent pecs. What was surely a washboard stomach. Holy crap my brother was...

"Sorry," Kevin said. He'd clearly caught me leering but misread it as contempt. He looked down at the ground, sheepishly. "It's just, um, I need your help."

That snapped me out of my reverie. All I wanted to do was get out of my soaking clothes, warm up, and finally have the day I'd planned for. Kevin already had my help. My help had been given and received. No more help was to be afforded; my coffers were all cleaned out.

Kevin continued, looking anxious while acting unfazed. "My car's hood won't hold up by itself. I lost the stand a long time ago. And I need to get in there but there's nothing I can use and so I was hoping that you could hold it for me. The hood, I mean."

I glared at my brother. I was going to say no. I had to shut this down. Half my day was already wasted and one more thing was never just one more thing.

"Can't I at least get changed first?" I asked, gesturing to the tiny lake we were making on our parents' white-tiled floor.

"Well, that's the thing," Kevin said, "It's messy work. And so, I'm thinking that, actually, this is the perfect time to do it. You know, before we get clean again."

I let out a long sigh. I felt disgusting and gross. All I wanted to do was dry off. I could practically hear my books calling my name. And yet, my brother was being logical. For once.

I stripped off my sweater, leaving it on the ground in a wet heap, like the corpse of some strange sea animal. It left me in only a plain, white t-shirt. But at least that was mostly dry.

"Twenty minutes," Kevin said, smiling. "That's all it'll take, I swear. If it goes one second over, you can stab me in the chest with the oil dipstick."

"I'm going to do that either way," I said, following my brother into the garage.

*

A? A stands for Angry.

Mad was in the rearview mirror. I was absolutely livid.

But I knew what was going to happen if I didn't agree. I'd waste another three hours being bothered by my younger brother. He'd ask and ask and ask and at that point, all my time would be wasted anyway. And he was right about the whole 'why get clean just to get dirty' thing. But that didn't make me any happier about what I was being forced to do.

Kevin made all the appropriate appreciations of my effort, but I didn't care. I was going to help him fix his car, then run him over with the damned thing. Picturing it in my mind was the only way I was able to stop myself from strangling him.

We went into the garage and Kevin lifted the hood of his sad little sedan. For all that Kevin doted on the little machine, I didn't see it. He had a beat up 1992 Volkswagon GTI (a Mk2, Kevin had once told me, proudly. Like that meant anything). It had been red at one point but had settled into a rust color. His friends all acted like Kevin had the holy grail, but as far as I could tell it was just another dirty cup.

Kevin showed me what he wanted me to do. I reached up, human prop that I was, and held the hood in place. Then my younger brother got right to work. He dove forward so deep, it looked like the engine was about to eat him.

I stared off into the distance while my brother wrenched around under the hood. I tried to focus on what I'd be studying, but all I could picture was more creative ways to murder my sibling. I knew the anger wasn't productive, but I didn't care.

"That should do it," Kevin announced. He twisted the wrench one last time, then stood up. He slapped his hands, signifying he was finished. "Honestly, Jacey. I can't thank you enough. I've spent my whole life trying to... To hold up your standard. I know that I can't. But whatever little successes I've had -- they're because of you. It's all for you. I hope you know how much that means to me."

I looked at my brother, confused. Where had all that come from? What did all of it mean? I didn't know how to react, so I stood there, holding the hood.

Out of nowhere, a gout of dark oil spurted out of the engine. I can't even explain it. Suddenly this massive burst of (thankfully) lukewarm liquid fountained onto me. It got my face, my shirt, everything. I was covered in black awfulness.

"Oh shit!" Kevin cried out.

He wrenched whatever it was closed, but the damage was done. His car had covered me. Now I was soaked in two different ways. Dirty and gross and already upset beyond sense. Kevin raced over to me. The look on his face -- a mix of horror and panic -- told me that my brother knew I was about to experience my own explosion.

But I had the strangest reaction. I should have gotten madder, but I guess there was no place else to go. I could have been upset, distraught, even devastated (Did I score an 800 in the language portion of the SAT? You know I did).

But instead, as everything that happened reached my rational mind, I reacted in the strangest way: I started to giggle hysterically.

It was an almost insane cackle. A burst of uncontrolled laughter that hit me so hard, I tumbled to the floor of the garage. Kevin, unsure of how to react, started to chuckle with me. Then I started to sob.

Kevin tumbled to the ground. He wrapped his arms around me.

"I'm so sorry, Jacey," he said, squeezing me tight.

"I hate you," I said through the tears, "I hate you so much."

*

Everything after that was a blur.

I remember him carrying me up the stairs, like a fireman rescuing a child. He was talking to me, but I couldn't make out the words.

He lowered me to the bathroom floor and turned on the shower. I looked up and saw my brother was also covered in oil. I couldn't put the pieces together. Had he gotten spurted on too? Or was he messy from carrying me?

I lifted my arms and let my little brother strip me. T-shirt and bra. He struggled with my soaking jeans, but finally managed to get them off. Underwear and all. Naked on the floor, I should have felt shame or something worse. But I was oddly numb. Distant. Like watching this happen to someone else.

Next thing I knew, I was in the shower. The warm water felt so good. I was having trouble standing for some reason and I reached back to hold myself up. Suddenly a pair of warm hands were holding my flanks. Helping me.

I looked up and saw my younger brother. Kevin was in the shower with me. He was naked too. The water poured off his perfect body. His deep brown eyes full of care. Mop of curly hair drooping with wet. He looked so good.

The logic (or the illogic really) didn't hit me. Of course, my brother was in the shower with me. How else was he going to help me get clean? And he had to be naked. Who wears clothing in a shower? Crazy people, that's who.

It was totally normal for me to be completely nude in the shower with my sibling. Held in his warm hands. His body so strong around me. Yet welcoming and soft, as well. I was dizzy with it.

I felt something slippery and realized my brother was soaping me down. He did it reverently, rubbing the bar of soap over my shoulders. Down my arms. Up my sides and around my legs. His face near my... Well, you know.

It should have been uncomfortable but when I felt my brother drag the soap down my back I felt my body only pleading for him to go lower.

"Is this OK?" he asked and I could only nod my head.

His hands gripped at my little butt cheeks and damned if I didn't sigh in blissful release. I felt something rigid brush my thigh and I realized it was my brother's dick. I should have been repulsed but I felt something far more enthralling. Something about my strong brother cupping my ass, his shaft on my leg, sent me to this other place. Where only sensations mattered.

I'm not sure who kissed who. I think it might have been me. I have this flash of reaching my lips to his and feeling so weirdly happy when they met. Like some part of me had been aching for it.



Then his tongue was in my mouth. Slippery hands on my breasts. I was gripping his steel-hard cock. My brother's cock, like it was the most important thing in the universe. You shouldn't be touching your brother's cock, I heard my mother say in my ear. But there I was, touching. Stroking. Both of us soaking and steaming hot.

I remember the exact moment his fingers breached my pussy. The instant his digits filled my wanting, grasping sex. I'd expected, I don't know, something fumbling. My other boyfriends had always approached my vagina like some foreign thing, and I doubted my clumsy little brother was going to be much better.

But as soon as the tips of his fingers slipped inside me, I felt like I was his. A puppet on his string. He held me there, supplicant. Even the smallest movement enough to shake me to my core.

We stood in the shower, loving each other. Worshipping each other's bodies. Moving in a strange, sibling concert. Our only reason for existence to get the other off.

My brother went first. I felt his dick swell lovely in my hand before it burst -- spewing forth like his car had only a little while before. Covering me, once again, in warm liquid.

But this time, I didn't feel anything but ecstasy. Like his cum somehow triggered mine. I abruptly shot from feeling good to feeling GOOD.

I gasped as the pleasure overtook me. I've never been vocal, but the screech escaped my lips. High pitched and aching. The orgasm exploded out of me at the same time. Illicit pleasure, evoked by my own brother's hand. By his spend. It squeezed me down and wrung me out.

I blinked myself back to consciousness on the floor of the tub. Kevin wrapped around me, holding me tight. Light kisses on the side of my neck. His hands now entangled in my hair. Shushing me as I shivered like a baby unable to be soothed.

All of it echoed in my ears. Kevin's low groans. My ardent cries. My brother's strong arms encircling me. Wetness everywhere: the shower, my brother's spend, my own cum, the oil, my tears.

"Oh Jacey," Kevin said. Again and again. "Oh Jacey. My dear, sweet sister. Oh Jacey I'm so sorry."

*

My brother wrapped me in a warm towel, holding me close while I shivered, inexplicably, in our steamy bathroom. The whole time he kept apologizing. I didn't know why. He had nothing to be sorry for. Not one damn thing.

"It's OK," I said through the trembles. "I did it, too."

Kevin spun me around and looked me in the eyes. Fuck he was so gorgeous. My sexy brother. Fuck.

Slowly, Kevin led me to my bedroom. I saw scratches on his back and realized they were from me. I don't know why -- I'd done a lot of very wrong things in that shower -- but the marks on my brother seemed to bother me the most.

When we got into my room, I saw my open book on my desk. Waiting for me. It sparked something in my mind for a moment. But then it was gone. I didn't have the energy to chase it. I climbed into bed, slipped under the covers, and let sleep overtake me.

*

"Jacey."

Someone was shaking my shoulder. I blinked my eyes open and saw Kevin hanging over me. His dark eyes running over my face with something that looked a lot like love.

"You OK?" Kevin asked.

"I fell asleep," I said, stating the obvious. I looked around my bedroom, like seeing it for the first time. How could such a familiar place feel so strange?

I gradually roused. Everything flooded back. Like opening a spigot, all those moments and emotions rushed into my mind. I couldn't make sense of it all. I never would. The bed felt warm. My brother's body warmer. Everything was fuzzy and strangely comforting.

Considering what we'd done, I knew I should feel ill. A twisting pinch in my stomach that screamed out the incorrectness of what I'd committed. That's your brother, your own flesh and blood, you needy slut. You jerked off your brother. Came on his fingers. What is WRONG with you? But for all that my remaining bit of rational brain was shouting, it was muffled from all the other contented things that were filling my mind. I felt, weirdly, accepting of it all. Even a bit blase.

I guess A can be for Amorous. There's nothing wrong with that, exactly.

"I'm fine," I said, "I'm sorry about before. I guess I kinda, I dunno, lost it."

"It's all right," Kevin said. He stroked my hair, lovingly.

"How are you?" I felt oddly fearful of how he would respond.

"Fine," Kevin said, mirroring my own word. "Better than fine, actually. Maybe kinda fantastic."

I smiled, broadly, despite myself.

"Jacey, that was more than I. You're incredible. My big sister is incredible." He mumbled that last bit to himself.

Kevin moved to kiss me, and I let him. His lips felt so warm on mine. Welcome. I became very aware of the fact that I was naked. That my brother, in my bed, was equally bare. I felt his hardness stiffen against my thighs. Warm honey leaked down my leg. Oh God. Not again. Please. Again.

My brother's tongue pressed at my lips, and I let him slide it in. He pressed his body against mine, so tight I felt like he was trying to squeeze me down. Like we couldn't ever get close enough.

As I kissed my sibling, I felt that same, hurtling dizziness as I had before in the shower. Like my body was taking the wheel, leaving my conscious mind to sit back and watch, powerless.

For some reason, I thought my brother was going to stop there. But he started kissing down my neck. Through the valley of my breasts. Over my tummy. He pushed my legs aside. I knew what he was about to do. But for some reason I was still surprised when he kissed my pussy.

Maybe it was the passion of it. I'd had boys go down on me before, but they always made it feel like a chore. The necessary step they had to make before they could get to the good stuff.

Kevin licked and slurped at my pussy like it was the only possible conclusion. As if eating me out was the ultimate goal of all existence. At least I just showered, I thought, stupidly, as my little brother went to town on my twat.

My brother. Oh damn. My baby brother was seeing my pussy. Smelling it. Tasting my essence on his talented tongue. Incest. The word came to my mind unbidden, like a strange little factoid. I'm having incest.

Maybe I would have stopped him. The logical bit of my brain had finally poked through and perhaps I would have paused things. But I didn't. Because at the moment that pesky i-word popped into my mind, my brother curled his tongue inside my pussy and my body responded in kind.

My back arched. My eyes rolled back. I shoved my pussy forward at my brother. My entire body supplicant to his sucking mouth and slippery tongue.

Like I said, I'd had a couple of couplings in my time. A few somewhat serious boyfriends, none of whom lasted all that long. Some random hookups -- I was at college, after all. I realized in that moment, as my brother brought me to my peak, that I'd never, truly orgasmed with any of them. Maybe I'd had little cums. Or tiny cum-like objects. Or maybe I'd never actually cum ever. Because this? This was like nothing I'd ever felt before. It was more like a bomb. Blowing the top of my head clean off.

The pleasure spiked, like getting doused in endorphins. My body went taut -- muscles crushing down to eke out every molecule of ecstasy. Toes and fingers clenched so hard they'd ache for hours afterwards.

My chest burned and I realized I'd forgotten to breathe. I sucked in a huge, gasping gulp of air. Almost louder than a scream. I fell back onto the bed. I swear, it was like one of those dreams when you're falling. I landed on the mattress like I'd dropped there from the ceiling.

My orgasm wriggled out of me. My whole body shook in little spasms of pleasure. My eyes, my arms, my legs. I slowly came back to consciousness.

"Wow," Kevin said.

I saw he'd stopped licking me. Was watching me from between my legs, like looking at a piece of art. Glorious and glorifying.

"Wow is right," I said, then started to giggle. I'd cum so hard, I felt a little broken. I pulled my brother up so I could kiss him, and he let me. I tasted something salty on his lips and I realized it was me.

"Did I do OK?" Kevin asked, strangely self-conscious.

"Way more than OK," I told him.

"You're incredible, Jacey," he said, "Thank you."

"For letting you give me the best orgasm of my life?" I asked, almost laughing again. "Don't worry about it."

We lay in bed for a bit, appreciating each other. I felt my brother's cock pressing against my thigh. I realized I needed to return the favor. I slid my hand down and held his hardness. It felt so full in my palm. Masculine and strong, yet also strangely approachable. I never wanted to let go.

"Oh, you don't have to do that," Kevin said.

"But I want to," I said, "You made me feel good. I want to return the favor."

"I appreciate it," Kevin said, "I don't want it to feel... what's the word? Like a business exchange?"

"Transactional," I said.

"Yes, that," Kevin said, "Besides, I'm sure you want to get back to studying. I've already taken up too much of your time."

I sat up in bed and stared over at my desk. Sure enough, my stack of texts, my special study notebook, were all sitting there, waiting expectantly. It was strange, but for the first time, I didn't have the urge to even look that way. Like, seeing all that stuff, I wasn't exactly sure what I was supposed to do with it. Read it, I guess? But why?

"That can wait," I said, "I want to take care of you."

I slid under the covers, grinning like a fool. There was my brother's hardness, all purple and pulsing. I gave him a couple of setup strokes, then opened my mouth and let him slip inside.

Feeling his hardness on my tongue was like nothing I'd ever experienced before. He felt hotter, fuller than I'd expected. But it was more than the physical. There was a larger connection there. An emotional whirlwind of desire and need. I'd given head before, of course. But it was nothing like this. And again, I wondered at what I'd actually been doing all these years.

I slurped up and down my brother's cock. Tasting and testing at what he liked. I used my fist too, gripping just enough to let the skin slide up and down on his shaft. Tongue and fingers. Mouth and palm. All working together to bring my brother to release.

Release. His end. I'd never wanted something so badly. I wanted my brother to feel the same pleasure he'd given me. I knew I could never make it so good. But a fraction, a sliver -- it would have to be enough.

My brother's cock swelled. He let out a hitching sob. Hot, slippery liquid burst into my mouth. It caught my throat, and I choked. Coughed. I steered his dick downward so his load would dump over my tongue. That was so much better.

Again, my brain tried to betray me. I'm swallowing my sibling's spend. My baby brother's baby batter is going in my tummy. If it was supposed to shame me, it didn't work. It only fueled me all the more.

Hungrily, I gulped down my brother's cum till there was nothing left. Then I licked him clean, lovingly. Like caring for something precious and perfect. Which, of course, it was.

His fingers were in my hair. He gently tugged me upwards. Same as before, we kissed. I had some of his cum on my lips, but he didn't care.

"That was amazing," Kevin said.

"I did ok?" I asked. It mattered to me so much for some reason.

"A-plus," Kevin said with a teasing smirk.

He knew that I'd take that.

*

Our day had been so full, we'd gone straight to dinner time without even noticing.

We both stumbled downstairs and raided the kitchen for what we could find. Neither of us could be called a good cook, but we boiled the crap out of some water and Kraft Mac and Cheese isn't the worst thing in the world. Honestly, I needed the carbs after everything we'd done.

"I guess you'll want to go back to studying now," Kevin said. He couldn't keep the pout from his voice.

I got up and started clearing our empty bowls.

"Why, what would you like to do?" I asked.

"We could watch a movie?"

"I'm sorry, Kevin," I said, "I need to get back to it."

He nodded, understanding.

After we cleaned up the kitchen, I went up to my bedroom. The whole way, I tried not to think about how I'd spent my day. I couldn't stop thinking about it.

What had I done? What were we doing? Had we rolled into a onetime thing? Or was this far more permanent? Was I in a relationship with my little brother? That didn't seem right. But I was struggling to see it any other way.

In the shower, that one time, it could be explained away. A mistake in the moment. Emotionally charged and out of control. But then we'd woken up naked in bed together and done it all again. Done more. That was less easy to explain. Once can be an accident. But twice is a choice.

Even that, I could live with it. The problem wasn't what we'd done already. It was what I knew, in my heart, I still wanted. That was the issue -- so thorny it scratched me up inside. Yet those same spines had lodged in me so deep, it'd shred me to get them out.

I sat down at my desk and stared at the pile of books. The whole day I'd been planning to have was so far gone, I couldn't retrace the shape of it. I reached for a text. Just opening the cover felt like an impossible weight. The words were out of focus. Getting through a sentence, all I could think about was all the other things I'd rather be doing in that moment.

I went to the top of the stairs. Kevin was on the couch, staring blankly at the TV.

"Movie sounds great," I said. I bounded down to cuddle with him on the couch.

*

Despite what you might assume, I did not do dirty stuff with my brother that night. Instead, we committed an act that was far, far worse.

We sat on the couch, snuggled against each other and watched a movie. I rested my head on his broad shoulder. He cradled my side and stroked my hair. We sat there, wrapped around each other like it was the most natural thing in the world.

After the movie was over, we did something even more hazardous. We talked. Kevin told me about his dreams of being a mechanic. I spoke about being an oncologist -- how one day I was going to cure cancer.

"And I'll custom your car so you can go pick up your Nobel Prize in style," Kevin said. And we both laughed. So easy and accepting.

Then, worst of all, we kissed and went to sleep. Separate beds sure, but still. God, how could we be so stupid?

I passed out that night, telling myself that the next day would be different. I'd go back to studying and Kevin would return to being my goofy, lunkhead of a little brother. But I knew that wasn't true. We'd done something far worse now than fool around. Physical pleasure is addictive but fleeting. Your mind can shove those urges away.

But love? That's a whole other, inescapable problem.

*

I woke up that morning, ready to take my study session to the max. One lost day wasn't so bad. I still had all Sunday plus free time between classes during the week to take this bad boy down.

But first, I told myself, I needed a shower. Standing under the hot water, soaping myself, my mind couldn't help but drift to the day before. My brother's muscular body encircling me in the dripping heat. But I stopped myself.

Once I was dry and dressed, in a comfy t-shirt and jeans, I sat down at my desk to start working. But then my stomach rumbled, and I realized I was hungry. So, I went to the kitchen and made breakfast. I did something simple. Just a bowl of cereal. But of course I needed coffee so I set that up, as well.

OK. This was good. More than good. I was ready to go. I went upstairs. Placed my mug on a coaster that I kept on my desk and opened my book.

BZZ BZZ BZZ.

I looked down at my phone and saw my parents calling. Well, I had to take that. So, I picked up and said hello.

They were having a lovely weekend away. Everything was fine at the house. No, my brother and I hadn't had any wild parties. Yes, we'd see them that evening for dinner. Very much looking forward. No, just studying. Yes. No. OK. Goodbye.

I put down my phone. Finally. I opened up my book and squinted at the words. The sun, blaring through the windows, was exceptionally bright. I looked outside and saw clear, blue sky. It was one of those days that seemed warm from a distance. Comfortable.

I took a deep breath. Well, there was nothing saying I couldn't read outside. I gathered my things and carried them out to the backyard. We had a little patio out there with a table under an umbrella and several semi-soft chairs. I sat in one and set out my things. Sipped my coffee and set to work.

A group of kids were giggling and screaming in the distance. A bird chirped from a nearby branch. Cars roared as they rolled down our quiet street. I got up from my seat, gathered my things, and brought them back up to my bedroom.

I make it sound like I was inattentive to the work. As if I couldn't make myself focus. The truth was, the thought of reading all of it yet again was exhausting. And I was easily distracted.

But the real problem was, every time I looked at the words, they didn't make any sense. I'd read a sentence over and over, and for some reason none of it was sticking in my brain. Like it'd gone all slippery.

I put my things on my desk. There was only one thing that I could keep in my mind that morning, and I knew I had to deal with it first.

After all, A stands for... Crap. I couldn't think of anything in the moment. But A stands for something that's for sure.

"Kevin!" I called out from the top of the stairs. I hoped my brother hadn't left for the day.

*

I found him -- where else? -- back in the garage. He was hanging halfway under the hood of his car, the metal resting on his back. The way he was leaning over, head stuffed in there, made me think of when we'd been back in my bedroom. His mouth buried in a far more intimate place.

"I thought you fixed that thing," I said, twirling my brown hair in my fingers as I stared at my brother's firm backside.

"Shut up," Kevin said, whiny, from under the hood. The height of sophisticated sibling discussion. "I've almost got it."

"Is there anything I can do to help?" I asked.

"No, I've..." the words must have finally hit my brother's brain because he popped up, banging his head on the hood. He cursed and slid out. "Don't you have a bunch of studying to do?"

Kevin brushed off his jeans; his shirt was streaked with black. He ran his fingers through his hair. He eyed me, oddly, like I was a mirage.

"Actually, I was wondering if you wanted to hang out?"

"That's OK, I know you're busy and I'm..." Again, the delay between my brother responding and his brain actually processing my words. "Oh. You mean hang out."

We tumbled to the hard, cement floor. Clothes quickly joined us on the ground. Naked bodies wrapped around each other, needy.

Did I actually mean hang out? I'm honestly not sure. But it doesn't matter what I intended because in moments my brother's tongue was buried in my snatch and his cock was well past my teeth.

Everything in that moment mixed together to make me lose myself in ecstasy. Even the things that should have worked against it. Especially those things.

The oily, industrial smell of the garage. The cold, hard floor. The fact that anyone could walk inside and see us naked, splayed on the ground.

Knowing that it was my brother bringing me that pleasure. The illicit incestuous act. That sucking a guy like this, getting sucked, was bad. But succumbing to it with my sibling was straight out broken.

And then, the enthusiastic slurping sounds coming from my brother. The way his tongue deftly plied at my folds. The warm wet muscle probing, pushing at my clit. My pussy clamping down on his dexterous fingers.



And finally, my brother's peak. His vulnerable little grunt as I took him over the top, his salty essence squirting lovely on my tongue. His hot, hard cock swelling, bursting, then slowly going soft.

All of that combined to make me CUM so hard I saw stars. My legs and fingers tight enough to snap. My pussy squeezing hard. Eyes rolled back. A long, low (embarrassing if I'm honest), "AAAAAAAUUUUUUUgggggggggghhhhhhhh" bursting from my lips as the orgasm grabbed hold and ground me down to nothing.

I found myself lying on the floor. Panting. My brother staring over at me. His expression a wonderful mix of satiation and want. Attraction and anxiety. Pure, undaunted lust and the purity of sibling affection.

Fuck. Me.

So yeah, I didn't get any studying done on Sunday, either.

*

My parents came home that night, and we all had dinner together. They asked how our weekend went and Kevin and I shared a dirty look. The sickening twist in my stomach -- that horrible feeling of guilt and remorse -- only made me horny. Dammit.

But my parents' arrival served as a final period on the end of that rambling, run-on, incestuous sentence my brother and I had been writing. We shared glances. Little accidental touches. But nothing more.

The following week felt like the person who binge-watches the story of my life accidentally leaned on the skip button. It wasn't that things sped by, exactly. More like, everything seemed to be happening outside myself. I'd never gotten high, but I felt high anyway. Everything felt fuzzy. A bit skewed.

I preferred winding down with reading, yet whenever I tried to pick up a book, I found myself doomscrolling my Twitter feed. Instead of my usual diet of documentaries and PBS shows, I got hooked on some silly reality thing on Bravo. Rather than my usual day spent learning, I found myself wandering around the neighborhood, enjoying the scenery around me.

Kevin and I were both busy with our own lives, so we didn't see each other. Yet, it didn't feel like we were distant. If anything, I felt closer to my little brother than ever before. I thought of him, constantly. Everything I encountered reminded me of him in some way.

So yeah, I didn't study. Didn't review my notes or even crack open a book. I just let the hours race by, like there was nothing but time in the world and I needed to spend it as wastefully as possible.

By Wednesday afternoon, right before the test, I was conscious enough to know I'd screwed up. By Thursday I was aware enough to feel guilty about my wasted weekend. Finally, on Friday, when the test results were posted -- that's when cold, hard reality finally kicked back in.

Still when I looked at the screen and saw my grade, that didn't make it any less shocking. My whole life, I'd looked for steep angles and sharp points. Hard, perpendicular lines that formed my forever mark of success.

But what I saw instead was this strange curvy thing. All lumpy and rounded. Misshapen and odd looking, like someone had strapped a couple pillows to a lamppost: B.

Not even a B, actually, a B-. How that little stupid line could make it all so much worse I can't explain. But it did. B was for better. Build. Bright. B-, well, there's no word that starts that way. It's just an ugly mark on the page.

I told myself it wasn't bad. That one grade on one test wasn't going to be even slightly noticeable in my final GPA, let alone my ability to achieve my dreams. B is for bump. A little thing, truly, that's easily overcome.

By the time I'd closed my laptop, I was ashamed. When I got back to my car to leave the school, I was freaking out. And so, when 2am rolled around and I finally found my way back home, I was drunk. Very, very drunk.

Like a lot of things around that time, I'd tumbled into it. On my drive home from getting my grade, I called one of my closest friends at school, another pre-med girl named Brooke. In confidence, I told her that I hadn't done as well on the test as I wanted. She'd given me a disbelieving snort, but she was a good friend and stayed supportive.

Brooke knew about a frat party happening that night on campus and, in my weakness, I agreed. I turned my car around and headed to Brooke's place. We pregamed at her dorm room before we headed over. I'd been to a few of those things, and they were all the same. Loud music. Louder bros. They even had the little red Solo cups.

I told myself to be careful. That a frat party was not a good place to lose control. I got sloshed anyway. The dizzying effects of the week before and that awful, ugly grade combined to help me throw caution to the wind.

Fortunately, Brooke had my back. As soon as she realized I'd had more than enough, she grabbed my arm and helped me limp back out into the cool, night air. The stars bright; the ground spinny. I think I threw up in a bush. I'm not totally sure about that part.

If this all sounds a bit unclear, that's probably because it was for me, as well. A lot of these are details that other people filled in for me later. Apparently, Brooke tried to bring me back to her dorm room to sleep it off, but I vehemently refused. So, instead, my friend dumped me into her car and drove me home.

*

If that part before is a bit dim, the rest of it is straight up dark.

All I know is, I woke up in my brother's bed. Both of us completely naked. I blinked myself back to consciousness. His strong arm wrapped around my middle. Like the world's best safety belt. His hardness pressed into the cleft of my ass. His warm lips brushing the back of my neck.

"Hey," he said, feeling me stir.

"Did we?" I felt around my body, like I was going to be able to find evidence that I'd, once again, fooled around with my younger sibling.

"No," Kevin said, kindly. "Your friend Brooke dropped you off. I got the door before you woke Mom and Dad. As soon as you saw me, you dragged me to bed. Then you passed out. You snore like a horse, by the way."

"Gee, thanks."

"It's cute," he said, "Like cuddling with Mr Ed."

"Wha...?"

"It's an old TV show," Kevin said, "Doesn't matter. You OK?"

"I fucked up on my test," I said.

"Oh. Well that's OK. It's only one thing, Jacey. You don't want to know how many exams I've messed up."

I turned back to give my brother a withering look. The expression on his face was so adorable, I could barely hold my disdain before finally smiling, instead. My brother was such a hottie. I mean, you know, for a brother.

"I just mean, like, I'm still here, right?" Kevin said. He did that cute thing where he ran his fingers through his thick brown curls. "Tests are important. I get that. But in the grand scheme of things? It's not life or death."

I chewed my lip. I wanted to make a smart-ass response, but my head ached from all the alcohol. And the strange, alluring scent that was filling my nose. Clean and masculine. My brother's body pressed against mine. His hardness against my backside.

I rolled onto my back. Kevin was on his side. He looked down at me lovingly. He traced his fingers up my bare flank. My traitorous little pussy leaked out warm honey.

Oh fuck.

"So anyway, no, to answer your question, we didn't do anything," Kevin said.

His strong hands danced around my skin. They felt so hot, I shivered.

"But," my brother continued, "I can't help but notice we're both naked now."

A thousand thoughts flooded my mind. Our parents were almost certainly in the next room and rousing. I was still feeling the guilt of what I'd done the week before. There were plenty of other tests to come, and I desperately needed to study for them. That was the only way to turn this thing around. I may have been hungover, but I could feel my mental clarity kicking back in. If I could arrest the situation now, I was certain I'd be back to normal in no time.

And sure, my brother's body felt amazing. His deep brown eyes held me captured in their gaze. But that's the point: my brother. Fooling around with my baby bro wasn't a bad idea, it was the most disastrous thing any human being could ever do. People would be more understanding if I stabbed him.

But my sibling silenced all of that with one hard, sensuous kiss.

His lips pressed to mine, and my thoughts were gone. His tongue slipped into my mouth and my brain wiped clean like it was a whiteboard. My body rose to meet his. Hands laced around his neck.

My brother kissed lower. My neck and chest. He latched onto one of my little nipples and I shifted gears once again. I let out a soft, sharp squeal.

Oh fuck!

With my breasts well engaged, his hands slipped down between my legs and found my pussy. Any lack of desire I might have pretended at was pulled away as my brother felt the sloppy wetness of my sex slosh over his fingers. I knew it, too, because he let out a little whine.

"Jacey you're so wet," he said.

No. Not Jacey. Sister. I needed to hear him say it.

"My sister is dripping," he said, and I felt a little orgasm run through me just from that. Like the shock of static electricity. A tight little thing that passed quick but clear.

I reached down and found his hardness. Had he grown bigger in the week we'd been apart? It felt like a hot, pulsing, telephone pole in my hands. My fingertips barely touching as I gripped it.

"My brother's so hard," I said back to him.

He groaned when I said that. I stroked his dick up and down. Glorifying in the hold that I had on him. He moved his digits up to my clit. A perfectly deft touch -- the right amount of tease and pressure -- and I was off to the races. All those wasted years of boyfriends that could barely find the thing. Turns out my sibling knew my sex better than even I did.

I was lying there, completely supplicant to whatever my brother wanted. And that's when he slid his mouth, wetly off my little tit. He pulled his fingers from my crotch. Pushed my grasp from his cock. I whined with need as my brother abandoned me.

"Ke..." I stopped myself. "Please," I said, "Take care of your big sister like a good little bro."

"I am," he said, so confident. Any shred of silliness was gone. Burned away. I startled at the man I'd found myself in bed with. Worse, my own assurance was shattered. My brother had me. Held me. And it was truly wonderful.

He shifted himself between my thighs. Unbidden, I felt my legs curl around him. He grabbed his cock and aimed it into place. For a moment my thoughts faltered. Oh-my-God-my-brother's-cock-is-going-in-me-no.

But it was far too late. My little bro's big dick pressed forward into my folds and my stupid, slippery pussy welcomed him in so easily it was like he was meant to be there.

OH FUCK!

I felt my sex clamp down around his cock, like sealing him in for safety. My brother let out a low groan as he finally got his dick inside his sister.

And just like that, it was done. We'd committed this irreversible, unforgiveable act. So casually I can barely conceive it. And because it'd happened how it did, it was even worse. If we'd done it in the night. If I'd come home in that state and we'd fallen into it, that would have been excusable.

But no. We'd waited until the morning. I couldn't say it was a drunken mistake now. Oh no. I was stone cold sober. Any hope I had of rationalization had been rendered moot. Any deniability had been destroyed.

"Oh, Jace... Sister. Oh big sis, I'm inside you."

"I know."

"It feels so good," he sobbed.

"I know."

My brother held himself in there, feeling the walls of my pussy ripple around him. It felt amazing, like there was some part of me that had always been missing this piece of itself. That pause gave me a moment to regain my wits.

My little brother's hardness was in my pussy. I'd never had a bare cock in me before. And oh, there was a reason for that. I'd always used condoms before because the pill messed me up something awful. And now the very first time I was skin-to-skin it was sibling-to-sibling. I needed to...

My brother thrust into me, and every last conscious thought I had was, again, obliterated. Sparks shot out from my toes, up my body and right through the top of my head. My legs and arms and eyes all squeezed down. That little orgasm from before that I'd compared to a static shock? This was like getting plugged into the wall.

My brother was feeling it too. He was clearly trying to talk but only nonsense came out of his mouth. "Fuh. Uh. So. Uh. Good. Sissy."

I wasn't much better. "Yeah bro. Oh. Fuck. Fuck me. Fuck your big sis. Make her feel so good."

"Yuh. Uh. Yeah. Fucking. Fucking my big sister. Oh God. Even better."

Both of us devolved from there. Nothing but grunts and moans. Tight, tortured squeaks and low, full out groans. Between the sounds we made, the slaps of our coupling, and the slams of the bed, we must have been making an awful racket.

Reality didn't come for us. Maybe because we were no longer on that plane. My brother humped me, and my body accepted all of it. Down to sensations. Heat wet want. Thrust squeeze ache.

His hands pinched my nipples. His fingers strummed my clit. I grasped at his muscular ass. My legs cinched at his waist. Tongues and mouths all over like devouring a meal.

I don't count off my orgasms here because they were all encompassing. I went off in one great storm from start to finish. Maybe it was a bunch of cums all rat-tat-tatting off like a machine gun. Maybe it was one massive cum that grabbed hold mercilessly and didn't let me go.

I don't know, truly. I just roiled in bliss while my brother rutted me into the bed. But I know when we reached our end.

I felt my brother's cock swell in me. His beautiful eyes widened with a kind of urgent panic. I knew what he was asking but speech was well beyond my capacity. At the last moment, some lingering thread of self-control must have found my brother.

He ripped back out of me. Grabbed that beautiful brother dick and stroked it. I felt something near-burning splash my chest and knew my brother was covering me in his seed. Impossibly, I hit one last peak as his sperm splattered on me. I let out a long, strangled, "aaaaAAAAHHHHHH!"

My brother fell forward, shaking like he'd been left out in the snow. I curled around him and held him tight. Kissed his cheeks while his pleasure overwhelmed him. Finally, he stilled. Breaths coming in great, ragged gasps.

"Oh sis," he said, "Sister. So good. I'm sorry, we shouldn't but."

"It's OK, Kevin," I said, "I wanted it too."

He looked up at me. Deep eyes wide and wet. Like he was about to cry.

"You did?"

I nodded, vigorously. I really, truly did.

"Oh, Jacey, I love you so much," Kevin said. He clasped me close, and I knew in my heart that he meant it. Not in the sibling way or in the sense that we all say silly stuff post-sex. My little brother loved me. That way. As no sibling ever should.

I didn't know what to say so I just lay there and held him. Stroking his hair and cooing at this man, my own sibling, who'd made me feel like no other.

*

We finally got out of bed, tentative and bashful as hell. I didn't care that my brother saw me naked (actually, I kind of liked the way he goggled at my skinny body). I certainly enjoyed looking at him. But we were both sure our parents had heard us. Were now waiting downstairs to destroy us both as soon as we arrived.

We quickly threw on our clothes from the night before to face the music. But when we stepped into the hallway the house was silent. My parents' door was wide open. Their room empty.

We found the same situation downstairs. All that was left for us was a note on the table. Our parents had left for errands hours ago. Well before my brother and I had even awoken. What had felt so terribly dangerous before was actually the safest moment we'd have all weekend.

We both laughed and sighed with relief. I went upstairs to shower and change. Kevin started making us lunch in the kitchen (we may have slept in a little later than I'd realized). I felt almost giddy -- the sense of relief from having escaped the executioner's axe -- was almost as good as the orgasms my brother had given me.

When I got out of the shower, I went back in my room to pick up clothes. My legs felt unsteady from everything that had happened. And everything seemed weirdly hilarious. Like, everything.

I saw my books stacked up on my desk and they seemed so foreign, I hardly recognized what they were. I got out my usual clothes and they all felt so useless and frumpy. Finally, I found a tank top in the bottom of one drawer and a pair of mesh shorts in another. I didn't bother with anything else. Panties or a bra? So constricting!

I went downstairs, feeling my nipples rub free against the cloth of the tank. My bare pussy lips tickled against the gusset of my bottoms. That kind of stimulation used to bother me but now it felt neat. Kinda awesome actually. I giggled again.

"Hey big little bro," I said, twirling my hair with my fingers.

Kevin was standing in the kitchen. He had a pan full of bacon in one hand and a plate with eggs in the other.

"Hi," Kevin said, warily.

"Or is it little big bro," I said. I stumbled over to the breakfast bar and climbed onto a stool. I almost slipped off, then started laughing. "Whoops!"

Kevin put my plate in front of me. "You OK, Jacey?"

"Oh hell yeah," I said. I took a bite of my food. "Bacon! So good!"

Kevin eyed me oddly but sat down next to me and started eating. We both tore through the food like we hadn't eaten for days. After we were done, I grabbed everything and went to do the dishes.

"Jacey, are you wearing underwear?" Kevin asked as I leaned over the sink.

"Nope!" I threw my arms in the air. One of my little titties poked out of the arm hole of my tank. I wiggled my pert little butt, sticking my backside out like I was an animal in a mating documentary.

"You want to help me in here, big little big bro?" I asked.

Kevin walked into the kitchen. His eyes threatened to pop out of his head. He ran his fingers through his hair. I swear I saw a trickle of sweat run down his forehead.

"Damn, Jacey."

"I know, right?" I said, "There's a lot to do here and I'm totally going to need some ASSistance." I swung my butt with every syllable.

"Dad will have a conniption if he sees you like this," Kevin said, "Mom will murder you."

"Well, you'll just have to stab me first," I said, giggling.

"Let me do the dishes," Kevin said, shoving me over roughly. "You go get dressed. Dressed dressed. For real this time."

"Kevy!" I pouted.

"Kevy?" He raised an eyebrow at me.

"Kevin?" I tried again.

My little brother gave me his sternest look. He couldn't stop being adorable though and it made my heart crack a bit further.

"Go get dressed and get to studying," Kevin said, "I'll do chores down here. Everything needs to be normal when Mom and Dad get back or we're both dead."

"But that's the thing," I said. I traced my finger over my brother's bulging bicep. Thinking about touching other parts of him that were no doubt also slowly expanding. "They're not here. Not now. Don't you want me to help you with your chores little brother? There's one in particular I bet I'd be awful good at."

"Jacey, please," Kevin said. He gave me a shove. Not hard. He looked really worried now. In a way that almost frightened me. "Just go upstairs and do what I asked. I promise we can do stuff later. When it's safe."

I felt a bit of anger fill me. Not real rage, only a little bit of heat. I don't know why, but something about Kevin taking charge bothered me. I was the big sister. The responsible one. They call it Type-A personality for a reason, you know. And who was an A if not me?

I shoved my brother back, harder than he'd done to me.

"You want to pretend that everything's normal but it's not," I said, "We did incest. We made incest. You fucked your big sister. I know what my brother's dick feels like in my pussy. You know what face your sissy makes when she cums."



Kevin growled.

"Does that make you angry, little bro?"

"No," he said, his voice barely controlled. "It makes me want to do it again."

"Good. That's what I want to hear."

Kevin grabbed my shoulder, tight. "But not now. Our parents are heading home. And if they catch us? Mom and Dad love us both, but you know they won't get it. We need to be smart about this. Safe. OK?"

I glared at him, but I knew he was right. "Fine," I said, then flounced upstairs.

*

I finally settled on a t-shirt and shorts. I put on panties but no bra. Honestly, I barely needed the thing most of the time anyway and for whatever reason the straps were chafing me. Almost as soon as I got dressed, Mom and Dad came home. So, I guess my brother was right about that.

Getting caught in the kitchen with my brother's dick in my pussy would have been bad. I might have been feeling weirdly empty-headed, but I wasn't stupid enough to convince myself otherwise. I was feeling amazing, but if I wanted to feel that way again, I needed to be cool.

We spent the rest of the day as a family. Doing chores, running errands. We went out for dinner and watched TV. The whole time I felt outside myself. Odd. The night before I'd been smashed so bad I barely remembered a lot of it.

Yet I felt even drunker that whole day. Desperately trying to sober myself but unable to. I broke into giggles again at the Home Depot with my dad. I walked into a blank wall on the way to the bathroom at dinner. I mean, it was weird.

Every time, at every moment, someone asked me if I wanted to break to study. Because, you know, that's what I did every other day of my life. And I could honestly reply 'no' every time. The thought of even opening a book felt so off-putting to me. Why would I ever waste my time with that?

When our shows were done, my parents switched off the TV. I got up to go to bed (and later, to sneak into Kevin's), but my parents stopped me.

"Jacey, we need to talk," Mom said. Dad nodded his agreement. I looked over at Kevin, sitting on the couch, but he wouldn't meet my eye.

I took my seat next to Kevin. My parents sat across from us. You could have picked the two of them out of a catalog. Dad nearly bald with a bit of a gut, wearing a plaid dress shirt and jeans. Mom in a dress, her hair tied back in ponytail. Both of them worked white collar jobs in the city. They were serious people who believed in doing things the 'right' way.

Weirdly, they seemed to struggle with both their kids. My drive was valued, yes, but neither parent thought it was altogether healthy. And Kevin's lack of seriousness was always something they tried to squeeze out of him.

But I knew my parents valued my work ethic and intelligence. And I was certain they loved Kevin's good humor and easygoing attitude. In other words, my parents were the usual mix of imposing and approachable that I think most kids in healthy families come to expect.

But in that moment, Mom and Dad seemed as commanding as two CIA agents with all the evidence and none of the compassion. The way they eyed me made my skin crawl.

"Kevin told us what happened," Mom said.

He DID?!

"We want you to know, it's OK," Dad said, "It happens to all of us."

It DOES?!

"And while it may seem like the end of the world now, I think it's a good thing for you," Mom said. "Truly. You need to experience stuff like this. It's how you grow."

"I remember being your age and going through the same thing," Dad said, "Well, I mean, OK. Not exactly the same. But still."

I tried to picture my dad and Aunt Kelly. There was no way, right?

"Personally, I know it sounds weird, but I'm actually happy for you," Mom said, "I know it feels off right now but it's really the best thing."

OK. I'd officially entered an alternate universe. There was no other explanation that made sense.

"I'm so confused," I said.

"It's not even that bad," Dad said, "I mean come on. I think everyone on Earth has had one. Just because you didn't till now doesn't mean anything."

"One what?" I asked, raising an eyebrow.

"You got a B on your test," Dad said, like it was obvious.

"Kevin told us you were stressing it, honey," Mom said.

"A B-minus, actually," I said, weirdly pressed about that point.

"Oh, well that's not that bad either," Dad said, "Honestly, there were some classes in college I'd have killed for a B-minus."

"Seriously," Mom said, "College is hard. Especially what you're doing. I mean, pre-med -- there's a reason it has that reputation."

"Anyway, your brother is really worried about you," Dad said, "He told us you got drunk last night and that you've been acting strange all day."

"It's OK to be upset about a bad grade, and honestly letting off a little steam can be a good thing," Mom said.

"But you should know better than to take a risk like that," Dad said, "You could get yourself in real trouble."

"Sorry Dad," I said, head appropriately bowed to the ground.

"It's OK sweetie," Mom said, "We get it, and we're glad you're safe. But we both know this is barely a setback. You'll take your next test, ace it like always, and be back to normal before you know it."

"But in the meantime," Dad said, "We'd like you to stick close to Kevin for the next few days. So, he can make sure you're feeling alright."

"We know you don't want your little brother barging in on your life," Mom said, "But we all feel it's important."

Oh my God. I looked over at Kevin. He was desperately trying to keep a straight face. Both of us -- eyes widening, jaws dropping. A mirror of our shared incomprehension of what we'd stumbled into.

"Um, thank you?" I said. I quickly pulled myself back on track. "Thank you both. I know I'll be OK. But I appreciate you being there for me. And I agree, I don't want to get hurt. So, I'll stay close to Kevin."

"Thank you," Dad said, the relief filling his voice.

"Like, maybe, if it's alright, I'll sleep in his room tonight? Just to make sure."

"Now Jacey, your brother is worried about you. But you can't put him out like that," Mom said, "Kevin, would that be too much of an imposition for you?"

My little brother coughed to cover up whatever reaction he was about to have. "Yes. Sure. That'd be fine."

Mom beamed. Dad grinned. They gave us both huge hugs.

"We've got great kids," Dad said, "We're so proud of you both."

*

So, as sanctioned by my parents, I went to my brother's bedroom that night to sleep. I'll have you know, I put on a perfectly appropriate set of pajamas -- top, bottoms and everything. The fact that all of it came off seconds after I climbed into bed, well, that's my little brother's fault. He's the one that ripped them off me, after all.

Within moments, my brother and I were both naked under the covers, wrapped around each other like vines. He pushed himself between my legs. Grabbed his cock and steered it forward, a mirror of that morning. I shot my hands down to stop him.

"Wait," I gasped out, "We need to talk. About what happened this morning."

My brother's gorgeous face shifted to a sulk. God, he was so puppy-adorable.

"It's OK," I said, "I want you to know I'm not protected. I mean, like, I'm not taking anything."

"Oh," Kevin said, "Oh fuck." Man, it really did take the poor boy time to process. "Why not?"

"The pill makes me feel all itchy," I said, "I think I'm allergic."

"That makes sense," Kevin said, "I guess it's a good thing I stopped then. I mean, the time before." He smiled, dopily, as the memory brushed past him.

"Definitely," I said, "That's why I wanted to tell you now. We need to be careful."

"I don't have condoms," Kevin said, sad again. "I can get some."

"Don't worry about it tonight," I said, "We can still, you know. Stop. When it's time."

"Right," Kevin said, "Of course. Don't sweat it. My pull-out game is on point."

It was such a boy thing to say, but Kevin made it sound almost cute. Kind of weirdly sexy in a way that only my brother could accomplish.

"So, we can still do this, right?" Kevin asked. So eager. He made me think of a golden retriever pup with oversized feet and far too much enthusiasm.

My brother saw me smiling and took it for a 'yes.' He shifted himself again and put his dick at my entrance.

"Wait," I said, "There's one more thing."

Kevin eyed me, warily.

"I want to be on top this time."

*

I rode my brother with abandon. Little boobs doing their best to flop in time with my movements. Hips arching and aching. Urging us both to our climax. I explored every way to make us feel good. What hit the right spots for him, for me.

If I sort of undulated back and forth it felt good, but it didn't do much for my brother. If I humped up and down it drove my bro wild, but it was just ok for me. Also, really super tiring. So, I switched around and did whatever felt right in the moment. That was plenty awesome enough.

The whole time, my brother lay back, watching me work him with a kind of stunned wonder. Like I said, I'm not much to look at. My little breasts and skinny body. But he gazed up at me in a way that made me feel like the hottest woman in the universe. Like some kind of sex goddess.

My brother traced his hands over me. He squeezed my tits and clenched at my hips. But it was his eyes. Those deep, dark caramel orbs that exactly matched my own. The way he stared at me made my heart nearly stop.

I got wilder as I went closer to my end. I rubbed my clit with one hand. Pinched my nipple with another. My movements faltered and I went. Like a rocket, rising from the center of my pussy and right through my chest till it blasted through my brain.

"ahhhhhhhAAAHHHHH!" We'd been trying to keep things quiet this whole time, but it was way too much for me.

I fell forward and Kevin held me close. Pressed his lips to mine. I knew it wasn't really a kiss, more of a way to keep me quiet as my orgasm shredded me to the atoms.

I got up giggly and panting. My hair plastered to the side of my face.

"Did you?" I asked, even though I knew the answer.

My brother shook his head, smiling. I think he liked how dopey he made me. I started moving on his dick again. My cum had made me cinch up tighter. My thighs and arms burned from the exertion. I think he noticed because he grabbed my sides and, not gently at all, flipped me onto my back.

Right there, no pause, he railed into me. There was no attempt to be gentle. My little brother was filled with need and desperate to get it out. It felt fantastic, the aftershocks of my earlier cum now echoing through with every thrust. I didn't think I was going to go over the top again, but that was OK. All of this was amazing in a different way.

I felt my brother's cock swell and I knew he was about to finish. He pulled out of me, hurriedly, and grabbed for his dick. I don't know why the urge came over me, but it did. There was no conscious decision, no thought and response.

As my little bro started to stroke himself, I took my turn to shove him onto his back. I slid down and swallowed his cock in one greedy gulp. Now it was his turn to make a noise that was way too loud.

"Ohhhh...FUCK!" he shouted as my lips closed around his cock.

Again, my brother felt so warm and full in my mouth. I tasted myself, my own pleasure, on his skin -- mixed with his wonderful masculinity -- and, strangely, it turned me on all the more.

Slurp. Slurp. Slurp. I coaxed out my brother's cum. He stiffened. Shook. Hot seed jetted out of him. Again, I got the wrong angle and choked. But I was able to steer the rest to the right place. Salty, slimy spend filled my mouth. I swirled it around then swallowed it down. My brother gasping and grunting beneath me.

Finally, the both of us stilled. I let his dick slip out of me with a lewd, wet plop. Kevin reached over and stroked my cheek with a kind of wonder. I knew he wouldn't want to kiss me, what with my sperm-and-vagina-soaked lips. But my brother surprised me and did it anyway.

We curled into each other. I fell asleep warm and sticky. Wrapped in my brother's arms.

*

The next few weeks we found a kind of rhythm. Kevin worked on his car and hung out with his friends. He told me he went to a few job interviews, though it didn't seem like there was anything promising.

I went to school like usual. Attended class and took notes. Followed my standard routine as best I could. Nothing felt right. I got my usual A grade a few times, but there were just as many Bs and even a C once. Every time it happened, I became more used to it. But it never seemed like normal.

It was like I was sick with some strange fever. Or maybe my consciousness had switched to a different body. Nothing made sense to me. It's not that I didn't try with school because I definitely did. But everything seemed fuzzy or weirdly complex. It made it hard to do much of anything except nod along and hope that some of it would stick.

Instead, my focus was always on something else: the things I did with my brother when our days were done. We didn't always have sex. Sometimes we went back to oral for the variety of things. We stroked each other off a few times. And once I put on a little show for my brother, strumming my clit and crying out his name. He spermed my face as I rubbed myself silly. That was a good one.

We tried different locations, too. We might choose my bedroom or Kevin's. When our parents were out, we'd fool around in the shower. Then there was the time he took me driving.

Kevin had been working on his little GTI for what felt like forever, but one weekend he finally got it working and insisted we go for a drive to celebrate. So, I got in the passenger side and put on my seatbelt. The car felt oddly small around me. I noticed the differenced immediately -- the lack of screens around us. The stereo had a tape deck in the center. It was like a strange, gas-powered museum. I reminded myself that I trusted my brother. Still, my heart pounded in my chest as he fired up the engine.

When Kevin peeled out of our neighborhood, I noticed the other difference about this car. It was fast. The GTI was small and light, so even going a normal speed felt strangely aggressive. Like spinning around the streets in a go-kart. And my brother didn't spend a lot of time going normal speed.

It was thrilling, invigorating, terrifying. So of course, we ended up parked on some quiet street, pants around our ankles, in the back seat. It wasn't comfortable or even really enjoyable. Squished and squashed while I slicked my brother's cock. When he reached his end, I took him in my mouth so he wouldn't stain the seats.

Then we got up, brushed ourselves off, and drove home.

So yeah, in some ways my life was pretty good. Almost kind of perfect. There was only one problem: I couldn't stop hating the person I'd become.

*

We were going to come to an ending, I knew that. But I didn't expect the way it finally happened.

It's not that I was focused on how things would fall apart. But the truth is, I'm sure that both of us could see the cut off coming. The school year would finish, but we could have continued to do things over the summer. In fact, it might have been even easier, having the house to ourselves all day.

But eventually I would graduate. Despite everything that had happened I still had Harvard Med on my mind. But if not, there was going to be somewhere else, and it almost certainly wouldn't be nearby. I would move out of the house. We'd move on with our lives. I couldn't spend the rest of my existence having sex with my sibling.

Right?

So, I told myself I was prepared. Convinced my heart that Kevin felt the same. Only, it all went down much sooner than I anticipated.

The Saturday after our joyride, my parents had another weekend away. I'd spent the whole week excited beyond explanation. But when Mom and Dad finally shut the door behind them, and I grabbed my brother to bring him up to my room, Kevin dragged me back to the living room couch.

He sat me down, gently. There was a look in his eyes that I couldn't place. My mouth went dry, and my stomach twisted.

"There's something I need to tell you," Kevin said, grasping my hands across the cushions. Our denim-covered knees touched.

"You're breaking up with me," I said. The words shot out of me so fast, I didn't realize they'd been readied.

"What?!" Kevin shook his head. A little smile formed on his lips. "No. Jacey, you're my sister. We literally can't break up."

I was pretty sure that we could, but I got my brother's point. We were bonded in a way that went beyond the usual relationship. They say blood is thicker than water, but the truth is, it ties tighter than semen and girl-goo, too. Yet I couldn't shake the feeling that something bad was about to happen.

"No, I wanted you to be the first to know," Kevin said, "I got a job."

"Really? That's fantastic!"

"There's a garage a couple towns over," Kevin said, "They're going to take me on. Just little stuff for now, cleaning the place and whatever. But they said they'll show me the basics and they're going to work my schedule so I can go to technical school."

"That sounds amazing," I said, "I'm so proud of you."

Kevin flushed. He looked me dead in the eyes. "It's because of you," he said.

I shook my head. "No, that's not true," I said, "Your accomplishments are your own. You worked hard for this. You deserve it."

"But that's my point. Why did I work hard?"

I shrugged. Why did anyone try at things? Because we wanted to grow up, live our own lives, become self-sufficient. The usual stuff.

"I did it because of you, Jacey," Kevin said, "I watched how much effort and care you put into the things that matter to you. I knew I couldn't live up to your standard and it used to get to me. But you always told me I could do it, be more. It was like following a beacon. I found my way because you led me there."

My brother looked at me with such earnest emotion. Such true respect and awe. I burst into tears. Kevin leapt forward, wrapping himself around me. I could hear the confusion in his voice as he tried to soothe me. Supportive but unsure.

"I'm not that person anymore," I said. Sobbing. I buried my head in my brother's arms.

"What do you mean?"

"I'm not. I don't. I'm stupid now. I really am."

"Jacey, that's ridiculous," Kevin said.

"No, it's true," I said, "I can't think. Can't concentrate. I haven't studied in weeks. Ever since... Ever since us."

Kevin grabbed me by the shoulders, looking at me with the most intense expression I'd ever seen on his face. He'd looked less serious at Grandma's funeral.

"Don't be mad," I said, "I love this. Love what we have. But ever since that first time together my mind's been all jumbled. My grades have crashed. I'm such a mess."

"And you think it's my fault," Kevin said.

I gave my brother an exasperated look. "Of course not!"

His expression finally softened.

"It's the sex," I said, "It's just so good. I can't stop thinking about it. About you. All I ever want now is to ride that big, beautiful brother cock till I blow up."

"Ummm."

"I think you broke my brain," I said.

I stared down at the floor. I didn't know what else to say. My brother admired me. Only that 'me' was someone who no longer existed. Before, when I thought I was only letting myself down, I guess I could live with it. But if I was betraying Kevin, too? It was more than I could take.

"Jane-Christine," Kevin said my full name with a kindness that made my heart ache. He pulled me close. "I'm not the smart one in the family. Like, at all. But I have a thought."

"Uh huh."

"I don't want to tell you how you're feeling, but I want you to consider something, OK?"

I nodded for him to continue.

"You've met someone new. Well, not new new. You've expanded your relationship with someone you've always known. You get my point."



I nodded. I actually did which was kind of frightening, honestly.

"Anyway, you're having a fun time with this new not-new person. You're discovering all these different ways that you can act and feel. It's kind of intoxicating, right? I mean, I know it is for me."

Kevin smiled at me and stroked my hair. I could tell he was looking for reassurance, so I gave it to him. Then he continued.

"Maybe you didn't suddenly, magically lose your intelligence. Maybe you're just excited about everything you're experiencing. It's new and fun and so it's natural to be a bit distracted by it all. Do you think that maybe that's possible?"

I thought about it. "Do you feel that way?"

"Of course! Why do you think it took me nearly a month to get my car fixed, finally? When we, um, started, I was halfway through the new God of War game and, guess what, I'm still in the same spot. And last night when I went out with Jordy, I realized it was the first time I've seen him in weeks. Do you think that sex with my sister made me bad at repairing cars or ruined video games or forced me to stop hanging out with my friends?"

"No?"

"Hell no! It just made me want to spend more time with you," Kevin said, "But maybe I'm a little less surprised by it. That's all."

"I've been in relationships before," I said with a snort.

"But have you ever been in love?"

I had to stop and think about that one. Had I ever really, truly been in love before? The more I thought about it, the more I realized the answer was no. That is, had been no. Until now. But wait, did that mean I was in love with my little brother?

"I love you Jacey," Kevin said, "Not just as my sister. I know it's wrong, but I can't stop. And, if I'm being honest, I've loved you for a long, long time."

"You did?"

"I probably shouldn't admit this," Kevin said, "But yes. And when we were naked in the shower and you kissed me, it was like every dream I've ever had coming true. Like finding a magic lamp, winning the lottery, and getting struck by lightning all at once. It was the luckiest day of my life."

I didn't know what to say to that. It was flattering but also kind of scary. To realize someone, my own sibling, saw me that way. My brother loved me. Did love me, had loved me, would love me. Holy fuck was that disorienting.

"But," Kevin said, and here he went back to looking strikingly serious, "If you truly believe that being with me is changing who you are, we'll stop. I'll go somewhere different or do something else. And I'll never stop feeling the way I do about you. But I'll give you the space you need. You mean too much to me, Jacey. I don't ever want to do something that will hurt you."

I saw in Kevin's eyes that he meant it. He'd really give it all up. And that's when I knew for sure.

"I love you, too," I said.

Kevin smiled, wistfully.

"No, I mean it," I said, "I didn't realize I had those feelings for you, but I think I always have. And maybe, well, maybe I've learned from you too. About the things that matter in life. How to let go. Stuff like that."

Kevin leaned forward and kissed me. I fell into his arms. Once again, it all went tumbling.

We tumbled. Onto the living room floor. Rolling between the couch and the coffee table. Bouncing against the hardwood. All those pictures of our family staring down at us. Watching as two siblings rutted on the floor.

I don't remember getting naked, but we did. My need for my brother's strong, warm flesh overcoming any other instinct I might have had. We kissed like our lives depended on it. Maybe in some way they did.

This wasn't anything new. Not in the mechanics of it. If anything, we'd done things that were way more risque than standard intercourse (missionary if you must know) on the floor. But there was something more to it, that exceeded the passion and the taboo of everything else put together.

Maybe that's why it happened.

Kevin covered my body in kisses. He nibbled and teased at every sensitive place he knew. There were times, before, where it was clear we weren't so much having sex as we were using each other to get off. To fulfill our unconscionable urges. We moved beyond that. Raced past it.

My brother celebrated my body. I worshipped at his. We did everything we knew to make the other person feel incredible before moving to the inevitable, inescapable end.

Kevin reached between his legs and aimed his dick at my pussy. I didn't think anything of it, not more than how much I desperately needed my brother's hot hardness inside of me. The fact that he was bare, I was well aware. The truth that I was also ovulating, well, I didn't know it at the time. But I'd be lying if I said I didn't have some suspicion.

For all that I'd become obsessed with intelligence, we weren't stupid -- we knew what we were doing. What we risked every time we went at it. We'd talked about getting condoms. Lots of times. But somehow neither of us had ever actually gone out and purchased the stupid things. We'd relied on my brother's 'on-point pull-out game.' My own ability to stay sensible in the moment. And a whole fuckton of dumb luck.

It was a bad decision. It always had been. Particularly this time. But with my brother's naked cock knocking at the door to my unprotected pussy, none of those things entered my mind.

Kevin slid his hardness inside my waiting, wanting pussy. My tight little cunt slurped him up like the world's most wonderful treat. My little brother filled me with his massive dick, not even a whisper of protection, and all I could do was shout his name.

I swear he felt bigger every time he fucked me. That afternoon, it was like his cockhead was poking my guts. His shaft was splitting me in half. Kevin had barely gotten himself inside me and I was already cumming. Twisting and writhing under the spell of his magic wand.

The first orgasm wracked my body. The second, when my brother began thrusting, blew out my brain. I could tell it was happening to him too. Kevin's body trembled with every thrust. He gripped my back, my thighs, my ass, like he couldn't bear to let go. His kisses on my neck and chest so needful. Every moment he could grab breath, he expelled it with my name.

"Oh, Jacey Jacey Jacey, you feel so good," he rambled out, "I love you so much, my amazing big sister."

We were saying each other's names now. The final veil of sister/brother had finally been torn away. It was more than just dirty talk. It was an acceptance, a confession, of what we were truly doing.

My little brother. My baby bro. The goofy boy that had always made me laugh. The closest thing I had in this world to a clone. Kevin. He was making love to me.

And his older sister. His big sis. The oh-so-serious woman who always held him to a higher standard. Me. I was loving every moment of it.

And so, I did one last stupid thing.

My brother's cries turned into deep grunts. His rhythmic thrusts collapsed into these little, needful spasms. I felt his cock swell in my waiting pussy.

We both knew what had to happen.

"Jacey?" Kevin asked.

I could feel it. We were wishing for the same thing. The one choice we knew we shouldn't, couldn't make. But in that moment. Neither of us could deny our desire for it.

I responded to my brother's question by wrapping my little legs around his waist. I pushed down on his perfect butt, thrusting him as deep as he could. My brother let out a tight, strangled cry. Something closer to a sob than a sound of pleasure. I felt him swell inside me. His body jerked once, twice. I thought that was the end of it.

I felt something hot spurt deep inside me. Like a bag of boiling water had burst. Then another slimy, steaming rope. My pussy clamped down. My legs kicked out. My toes curled and my fingers tightened. My back arched, eyes rolling into my head. Mouth open, tongue rolled out.

Remember when I talked about being plugged into the wall? This was like getting hooked up to a nuclear power plant. Every nerve and neuron fired. Every cell in my body screamed. The pleasure of it gripped me and there was nothing I could but shout.

"Ohhhhh FUCK!"

I wish I could say I'd lost myself and that's why I did it. But as the orgasm overtook me, my brain was almost hyper aware. Repeating the same words over and over. My brother is cumming inside me. He's filling me with his fertile seed. My little bro, my love. We're making our baby. He's putting a baby inside his big sis. Fuck it feels so GOOD.

I dropped back to the ground -- my skull hit the floor with a loud crack. I could barely feel it through the endorphins. Instead, I kicked out my legs as long as they could go. Drew out my orgasm even further. Shaking and shivering under my brother.

Kevin's own orgasm slowly receded. I felt his cock soften. How could something so massive, so present, simply melt away? It was weird and oddly wonderful. The flow of his hot seed turned to a trickle. Still, my brother held me tight. He kissed my forehead and my cheeks. Whispered my name like some kind of prayer.

I felt my body gradually become my own again. I kissed him back. But our passion quickly peeled away to cold hard reality. What we'd done. Kevin gave me a wary look. I nodded, resigned.

"Fuck," he said.

"Yeah," I said, "Fuck."

The word was everything we needed to communicate to each other. This was so bad. Beyond terrible. Every stupid choice we'd made, all the way back to that morning when my brother had insisted that I help him with his car. They'd fallen like dominoes to bring us to this moment.

The problem wasn't that my brother had filled my unprotect pussy. The concern wasn't that I was certain he'd put his baby in my womb (and I was). No. The biggest disaster of all was, I loved every second of it.

And I couldn't wait for him to do it again.

*

I finished the school year with a solid 3.9 GPA. Yeah, I know. I can't decide if I'm embarrassed it wasn't a 4.0 or relieved it wasn't a 3.6 or worse. A is for accepting. All things considered, I was very much OK with how I'd done. And I was only a Junior. There was plenty of time to turn things up a notch if needed.

But that was the thing: I realized that I didn't need it. Harvard Med is nice and all, but my brother isn't there and that's kind of a deal breaker these days. State has a very strong medical program, is only about a forty-minute drive away, and will take a 3.8. In other words, I just have to keep going as I am, and I'll be golden.

In the meantime, Kevin and I are doing our best to keep our incestuous activities quiet. Now that it's summer and all, in some ways it's even easier than before. Sure, Kevin's busy with work. And unlike the university, technical school doesn't take summers off. But we've got plenty of time.

One overwarm evening after dinner, my parents said we needed to talk. Kevin and I both sat on the couch, eyeing each other nervously. We couldn't imagine what this could be about, but we were desperately worried we knew exactly what was about to go down.

My parents held each other's hands and beamed at us from the opposing chairs. They took a deep breath. Oh God. I braced myself like I was about to get shot in the stomach.

"Your father and I wanted to tell you how proud we are of what you both are doing together," Mom said.

You are!?

"Yes," Dad said, "What you have certainly isn't for everyone, but we know that it's the right thing for you both."

It is?!

"The way the two of you are together," Mom said, "Honestly, it makes me jealous. I wish my brothers and I could have been the way you are."

I tried to picture my mom getting DP'd by Uncle Pete and Uncle Nick. Actually, I could kind of see that happening.

"So, we want to make sure you know you have our full support, no matter what you decide," Dad said.

OK. There was no way they were talking about what I thought they were talking about. Right? Either I was desperately mistaken, or we'd been dragged into some alternate dimension.

"I'm so confused," Kevin said.

"You think you're being clever, but it's clear to us," Mom said.

Oh no. It really was what I was afraid of.

"The way you both have started working together," Dad said, "Kevin, we all know that your success lately with the garage and school has been because Jacey is helping you."

"And Jacey," Mom said, "Don't think we haven't noticed how much more easygoing you are now that Kevin's been pitching in."

"OH! That," I said, "Yeah, well, I think we've figured out that we can learn a lot from each other."

"Wel,l it's wonderful to see," Mom said.

"Seriously," Dad said, "It's like the two of you make the perfect human together."

Kevin and I both shared the same shocked, scared look. About that whole 'making a human together thing'...

"Anyway," Kevin said, quickly standing, "I know I have a lot of studying to do. So, I'm going to get to it."

"I'm actually going to hang out with my friend Brooke tonight," I said, "There's this place downtown that has live jazz."

*

That night, when I slipped into my brother's bedroom, I knew everything was going to be alright. Sure, we were going to have some challenges. Eventually we'd have to tell our parents what was going on. But for the moment, we would be OK. Our future may have seemed uncertain, but it was perfectly clear to me.

We made love under the covers as quietly as we could. My brother's body undulating under me. His mouth on my little, needy nipples. My nails digging into his back.

Sex with my brother didn't make me stupid. In fact, it was quite the opposite -- I've become so much smarter. Life isn't about perfection. It's about balance. You do your best when you can, but you also need to enjoy things.

It took me a long time to learn that. But now that I know, I'm sure that everything will turn out just fine. A is for amazing, after all.

And like I said, the one thing you need to know about me is that I'm a straight-A student.
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My Friend. His Girlfriend. A Video.

This one's a little different than my usual, but it still hits some similar themes. Everyone is over 18.

-

I had a thing for Lara since the day I met her.

It was our freshman year of college and I was sitting in Philosophy 101. My roommate Justin was sitting next to me. We were joking around about something dumb, then my attention turned and there she was.

Pretty with honey brown hair. Big green eyes and a cute, retrousse nose. Curvy in all the best ways with a good-sized chest and a nice bottom. It was the smile that did it for me, though. Something about the way it lit up her face just made my heart want to leap out of my chest.

The gorgeous woman went up the stairs of the lecture hall and sat right next to me. Philo 101 was a massive class -- it was a pre-req for just about everything, so everyone banged it out their first semester. Hundreds of students and she sat next to me. Gave me that smile that seemed to light the room.

I kept trying to think of ways to introduce myself to this goddess, but then she came right out and told me her name was Lara.

"I'm Alex," I said. Oh God she was amazing.

"Yes, I know. I'm dating your roommate." I looked over and there was Justin, watching the two of us with bemusement. He smiled and waved. Justin had told me he was seeing a girl he'd met at orientation. But I guess I never knew her name or I just forgot and suddenly it all clicked together.

This wasn't kismet or some kind of magical meet-cute.

This was hell.

*

About halfway through freshman year I came home early from a date. I'd gone out with this one girl a few times but it wasn't working. Like all the girls I tried to talk myself into over the years, she just couldn't live up to Lara.

I clicked open our door and heard a little gasp.

"Alex?" Justin called out, "Hang on a sec."

I heard the sounds of the two of them shuffling around. Then finally they gave me the OK. I knew the couple -- my roommate, my crush girl -- was having sex regularly. But before it had been distant. They always made sure to do it when I wasn't around. Or go somewhere else. This time, though, I'd caught them mid-stream and it showed.

Justin was lying in his bed with just his boxers on. His light brown hair was slightly tousled. He was in pretty good shape, I reflected, with lean arms and only a bit of a gut.

Lara was standing by the side of the bed. She was pretty undressed as well. She'd wrapped some of Justin's bedding around herself but her shoulders were bare. The sheet was fairly sheer and while I couldn't see much, the shape of her was clear enough. Lara's face was pinkish. She was breathing heavy and I didn't think it was from quickly covering herself up. Her bra -- easily a C-cup, I could tell by the latches -- was hanging off the TV in the center of our room.

Seeing her this way, half-undressed and maybe more, it just made me want her even more.

"Sorry," I said, "I'm sorry to interrupt."

"How was your date?" Lara asked. Even in this moment, she still cared about me. My life.

"I think it's obvious it went pretty shitty," Justin said.

I nodded.

"Look, I'm sorry man," Justin said, "But would you mind, like, going out for a little bit. Maybe another hour or so?"

I saw Lara's smile quirk a little bit when Justin said the word 'hour.' But she quickly recovered.

"It's not fair to ask that, Justin," Lara said, "It's Alex's room, too."

She bent down for a moment, as if to start collecting her clothes, and the sheet slipped. I could see the beginnings of her boob slip out. Oh my fucking God. Fucking fuck. It was almost too much for me to take.

"Boy you guys really get into watching TV, don't you?" I said. Humorous deflection: the lonely geek's solution to all social problems. Where would I be without smartass comments? Probably happy, but why have that when I could come off as witty?

"Oh yes, this is the best show ever," Lara said, playing along.

Justin just made a sour face. "It's no big deal to leave for a bit, right buddy?" he said, then turned to Lara "See, he doesn't mind."

"It's fine," I said, still distracted, "Seriously." I started to gather my things and go.

"You're a great friend," Justin called after me as I left the room. "The best!"

I was a monster.

*

Sophomore year and I chose to stay again with Justin in the dorms. I could have moved out, gotten a single down the hall. But I liked living with Justin and, more importantly, it kept me nearby lovely Lara. My dream girl.

We got a way larger dorm this time out though: two bedrooms with a common room in between. It was awesome. I remember our first night, I sat down to watch some TV. Lara and Justin were in the other room. I heard some light knocking. Like a rhythmic thump. Then Lara's gasps. Groans.

Oh God.

All this time I thought I'd been exposed to the worst of it. This was so much more. The walls weren't that thin but it hardly mattered. I could hear them. Fucking. Almost as clear as if I was standing in the room next to them.

Afterwards, Lara stumbled out of Justin's room in kind of a post-sex stupor. Her brown hair splayed everywhere. Her green eyes distant. She was wearing a pair of boyshorts and a little tank top. I admired her tight, tan tummy.

Without even acknowledging me, she went over to our little microfridge and bent right over at the waist. Looking for something to drink. My eyes practically popped out of my head. Her perfect, prominent ass was pointed right in my face. I swore I could smell her sex.

Then Lara stood up again and took a deep, long swig of some Gatorade. She put it back and started to walk back out of the room.

"Hi Lara," I said, grinning widely. She stopped, frozen. As if she somehow hadn't noticed me sitting there.

"Oh, hi," Lara said, "Listen you didn't hear the two of us...?" She saw my smile. "Fuck. I'm sorry Alex. I'll try to be more quiet."

"It's cool," I said, "I know you two are really into pilates. And stuff."

"And stuff," Lara said and smiled. She looked over at the TV. "Oh, Legends of Tomorrow. Cool. I love this show."

The sexy brunette sat next to me on the futon and we watched the show for a while without saying a word. Comfortable like an old couple. Justin didn't come out and I assumed it was because he'd passed out in his room.

During a commercial break Lara turned to me and asked, "So, you seeing anybody?"

"No," I said, "Nothing serious, anyway." Not at all, actually. I didn't want to tell her that I'd pretty much given up. Finding anyone who could live up to my Lara was impossible.

"You're a good guy, Alex," Lara said, "You deserve to have someone." She gave my arm a squeeze and then got up to go back to bed. A few minutes later I heard them, again, going at it.

The soundtrack for my sophomore year wasn't Kanye or whoever. It was the two of them -- my best friend and my dream girl -- fucking in the bedroom while I watched TV.

*

Junior year we moved off campus and got an apartment up in Brookline -- the three of us together. I was seeing some girl named Denise. She was thin, blonde, with barely-there boobs. I wouldn't say I was happy, but sad together was better than miserable alone.

I was beginning to think Justin and Lara were thinking the same way. They'd been fighting since the beginning of the school year. You'd think, living so close, I'd understand what was going on. But the main issue never came up. Instead I saw them argue about stupid stuff. Who left the mustard out of the fridge? Why can't you do the laundry for once? That sort of thing. Yelling and screaming so loud I thought the super was going to call the cops.

I was sitting on the couch, playing God of War, when my cellphone rang. I assumed it was Denise calling for a quick hookup but it was Lara. She sounded like she'd been crying. She was out at some bar a few blocks down and wanted to know if I could meet up. I think I ran the whole way there.

I found her sitting by herself at a back table. A bunch of empty glasses were laid out in front of her like she'd murdered them. Her eyes were red, her face was puffy, and all I could think about was how much I wanted to kiss her then. Hold her in my arms.

"I-I think Justin and I are breaking up," she told me between sniffles. I didn't know what to say. I reached out and gave her a hug. Her hair smelled like strawberries. Her chest pressed into mine. She sobbed into my shoulder and I prayed that she couldn't feel my erection trying to reach out and poke her. Then finally we separated.

"You want to tell me what's wrong?" I asked.

"I don't know," Lara said, "It just seems like we're fighting all the time and I don't know what to do about it."

"Every couple fights, Lara," I said, "The ones I worry about are the people that don't fight. Who just keep all their feelings bottled up inside."

"No, I know. You're right. It's just. I just don't know anymore."

"Did something happen?"

"I guess," Lara said, "Over the summer we... I don't think I can talk about this. Not with you."

"It's OK," I said, "You're an amazing woman, Lara. Beautiful. Caring. Justin's lucky to have you. You know that right?"

"Thanks," Lara said like she didn't believe a word of it. A waiter brought her another drink -- something dark and strong. She finished it in just one gulp.

"He was my first, you know," Lara said, "I've only ever been with Justin. What about you and Denise?"

"We've both been with other people before," I said. It was true. I'd lost my virginity to some drunk girl freshman year, pretending it was Lara.

"Is it good?" Lara asked, "I mean, the two of you?"

"It's alright," I said. I mean, what was I supposed to answer? 'Yes, I am a god in the bedroom.' Denise seemed to enjoy it and I knew that I did and that was enough for me.

"When you do stuff, does she, like, go down on you?" Lara asked. She said the words 'go down' like she was choking on them.

Oh my God. This conversation alone! I had been hard from the hug before but now my cock was threatening to rocket right out of my pants. I mean, talking sex with Lara?! My dream girl wanted to know about what I did with my girlfriend. Holy fuck.

I nodded. It was all I could do.

"And you?" Lara asked, "You do the same. For her, I mean?"

"Yes," I said, "I mean, of course."

"Really?"

"All the time," I said, "I love it. It's like, she's completely in my control and all it takes is my tongue. Well, and a few fingers."

"Justin. He won't. Well he doesn't always do that. I mean, not never, but..."

"You should tell him you want it," I said, "I mean, if I was with a girl like you and she asked me to lick her I don't think I'd ever stop."

Lara went slightly pink. She finished the dregs of her drink.

"Look, I don't know what's going on with you two," I said, "It's none of my business, I know. But if you're meant to be together you should be able to tell Justin what you want. You know?"

"It's not just a sex thing," Lara said, "It's, like, a lot of stuff. I just don't know what to do anymore."

"You should follow your heart," I said, "You deserve to be happy, Lara. You really do."

The beautiful brunette smiled and gave me a little kiss on the cheek. She promised she was OK to get home. As she turned to leave she looked at me.

"No matter what happens, we're still friends, right?" Lara asked.

"Yes," I told her. Friends. Right.

I went straight over to Denise's place and licked her till she begged me to stop.

The next morning, I passed Justin in the hallway of our apartment. He looked awful, like he hadn't slept all night. He told me he and Lara had talked things out. They were going to try to be together. Make things work.

Denise and I didn't last. We broke up a few weeks later. It just wasn't working. I couldn't be what she wanted, and she couldn't be Lara. So there it was.

Justin and Lara, however, stayed together.

*

Senior year we stayed in the same apartment. I came home one night, a little drunk. I wasn't smashed or anything, just a little stumbly. I opened the door to our apartment and saw Justin and Lara on the couch, watching something on TV that I couldn't make out at first.

He had his arm around her shoulder and I was just lubricated enough for it to hurt me all over again. After Denise, I'd given up on pretending to date and mostly just pined. I spent a lot of my free time trying not to obsess over the girl I could never get. The love of my life. Spoiler alert: it didn't work.

I was about to go back to my bedroom when I heard a loud groan come from the TV. I stopped and walked back into the living room.

"Are you guys watching porn?" I asked.

"Yup!" Lara said. They were both sitting there, just like watching a movie. Both fully clothed. Hands in appropriate places. But there, on the TV, was a blonde girl, completely naked on her bed and getting it from behind. "It's pretty hot," Lara continued, "You want to watch with us?"

Oh my God. I mean, on the one hand? Very much so yes. On the other? I mean, I was already pretty good at torturing myself, but this was probably too far. Even for me. Would we all just sit calmly and watch? What if we all started stroking ourselves or, worse, if the two of them started fooling around on the couch? I didn't want to see that. I mean, I was pretty sure I didn't.

"I'm going to CUM!" the woman on screen screamed.

"Ooo, a creampie!" Lara said, "That's so cool."

I ran off to my room and beat my poor willy silly.

*

The next morning, I ran into Lara making breakfast. Sheepishly, she apologized for what I'd walked into.

"I hope it wasn't weird or anything," Lara said.

"It's fine," I said, "I mean, at least it wasn't Riverdale or something. Now that would have been embarrassing for all three of us."

"As a couple, sometimes we just have spice it up, you know?" Lara said, "It's not something we do all the time. It's just fun sometimes. Justin really likes it."

Guy is into porn -- not exactly a newsflash.

"And I think it's pretty awesome, too," Lara said. That, on the other hand, was front page news. I mean, holy fuck, how hot is that? "Anyway, there's no TV in our bedroom and we thought you'd be out for the night. So... I'm sorry. I feel like I say that a lot. I want to respect your boundaries."

Oh, I wanted the gorgeous brunette to respect my boundaries all right. Respect them so hard they collapsed entirely. But I didn't say that. Instead, I just sighed, resigned to my fate as the forever third-wheel.

I caught them watching porn together a couple other times. Not like, every night or whatever. But enough that, when it happened, we treated it pretty casually. I didn't see enough to get a feel for their particular proclivities or anything weird like that. Most of what I saw was the standard 'dude doing some chick' stuff. But it gave me yet another insight into their relationship. More than was really healthy, probably.

Still, the fantasies kept me going for quite a while.

*

After graduation we moved down to Hoboken, NJ and got another apartment together. We'd settled into this routine where the two of them were the happy couple and I was their creepy shadow. Lara tried to set me up on dates with her friends once or twice. She had to know about my feelings, I mean, I never told her but still. It was obvious.

She didn't mention it, though, and certainly didn't make fun of me or make me feel bad about it. Justin, on the other hand, was totally oblivious. Like a lot of things in life, he just floated by, unaware of the world around him. Lucky fuck.

I'd still hear them at night sometimes. Our new apartment wasn't exactly spacious. Listening to Lara's little grunts and cries while the bed bounced against the wall. It was more than I could bear. But I won't lie, it was also my favorite thing in the world. Getting to hear the woman I loved at her most intimate.

I was sick, is what I'm saying. Messed up. And my friends were about to make it much, much worse.

One night I was watching Cowboy Bebop on Blu-Ray when I got a call from Justin saying he and Lara were down at the bar. He wanted to know if I would join them. He sounded pretty drunk.

I found the happy couple sitting at a table near the back. Lara was leaning into Justin, his arm around her shoulders. She kept whispering to him and they were both giggling. Two half-full beer glasses were in front of them, but I could tell they were both way drunker than all that.

I went to get myself a drink, but Justin jumped up. "Let me get that for you," he said, and motioned for me to sit down.

"Hey buddy," Lara said. She gave me a chaste kiss on the cheek. She had on a little makeup and it made her eyes look even more beautiful than usual. Her cleavage was showing from the V-neck of her dark blue t-shirt. I mean, my God. I sat down in a wobbly wooden chair, if anything just to hide my already-growing erection.

"Did Justin say what's up?" Lara asked.

"He just said to meet you guys here," I said.

"OK. That's good. But listen," Lara said. Man, she was pretty sauced. I couldn't remember the last time I'd seen her this bad. "Listen. Whatever he says, just listen. OK?"

"Yes, alright," I said. If this was porn, I reflected, Justin was about to ask me to impregnate Lara for him. Of course, it wasn't, so they were probably about to announce that they were moving out to the suburbs, leaving me to some weirdo roommate who watched too much Star Trek and didn't shower enough. Oh why couldn't life be porn?!

Justin came back with a tray of shots. Literally, a tray of little plastic cups filled with clear-ish liquor. He distributed one to each of us and we drank. Lara shook her head after she'd drained hers, like trying to shake herself loose.

Justin took out another three shots and we did it again. Still, there were like, at least another three shots waiting there for us. Each.

"OK," Justin said, "OK." Then he paused. "Crap I need at least one more." Two more shots went down the hatch. Lara was practically glowing red. I mean, they'd been pretty sloshed when I showed up. Maybe Justin was planning on asking me to take them both to the hospital for alcohol poisoning?

"That's better," Justin said, "OK. Alex, Lara and I need to ask you a favor." He broke out into giggles and my dream girl joined him.

"Ask him," Lara said, "Just ask him."

"One more shot?" Justin asked.

"No, not till you do it," Lara said.

"Fine," Justin said, he straightened himself out. Cleared his throat, "Fine. Alex? Lara and I need a favor. I know it's going to sound weird but there's no one else we trust."

Holy fuck, he really was asking me to impregnate Lara! Dreams do come true! I'm going to Disneyland, bitches!

"Well, the thing is," Justin said, "Lara and I. I mean we. Us. We, ummm, we've been together a long time and while I know you've never been in a long-term relationship you know that you need to grow together and try new things and of course each of you has things you want to try and you have to do those things together or stuff gets stale or worse, starts to break apart, and anyway we were just hoping. I mean, we know you can probably hear us half the time so it's not like it'd be all that different and so we wanted to know if you'd be willing to video us."

Wait. What?

Justin flopped back in his seat like he'd just completed a marathon. Accomplished something amazing. Lara just stared back at me, earnest. Without even thinking I reached for a shot and took it.

"Good," Justin said, "That's good. Good call." He did a shot, too.

"I'm sorry," I said, "I don't think I understand. You want me to... make a video of you?Like with a camera?"

Lara nodded, excitedly. Justin smiled.

"You want me to video you doing what?" I asked.

Justin winked at me. He clacked his tongue, then nodded over at Lara. She turned even redder, then stared down at the table. I sat back, blown. Dumbfounded. I mean, what the everloving fuck?



"So you two," I said, pointing at them both slowly, "Want me to video. You two."

"Yup," Justin said, "Just, like, for us. We're not going to put it on the Internet or anything."

"Can't you just, like, set up a web-cam in there or something?" I asked.

"We tried that," Lara said, "It sucked. You couldn't even tell it was us."

"We realized we need someone to shoot it. You know, like, make it good," Justin said.

"I'm not exactly Christopher Nolan here," I said, "I'm not sure what you think I can do."

"You can move around," Justin said, "Zoom and pan. Like, catch the best parts. You know what I mean?"

"And we'd pay you for it, of course," Lara said, "Like a real gig."

I sat back. All the alcohol in the world couldn't help me with this. My best friend and the love of my life wanted me to film them having sex. Were asking like it was the simplest thing in the world. Hey, can you drop me off at the airport on Tuesday? And on the way, would you mind helping us make our own porn? Thanks, you're a real pal.

"Come on Alex, help us out. It's no big deal." Lara looked at me seriously as she said it, as if vouching for the veracity of their intentions. I thought of a thousand reasons not to do it. Not the least of which was how much it was going to torture me to see my Lara with her lover. But they both looked at me so earnestly and my third-wheel-itis kicked in and suddenly I just couldn't imagine how I'd say no.

"What are friends for?" I said and took another shot. Lara cheered, jumped up and hugged me.

"Thanks Alex. You really are the best," she said and kissed me on the cheek. Her breasts pressed into my arm. Justin gave me a big handshake and smiled broadly.

Good lord, what had I gotten myself into?

*

We met for several planning sessions, as if this was a work project or a group trip. Somehow, we separated the mechanics of what we were doing from the logistics and we spoke about our little movie like it was something serious and not completely insane.

We picked a weekend in advance and set up a shooting time. Justin's older brother had a nice digital camera and he borrowed it. I took a few afternoons to practice with it until I felt good about what I was doing. In particular, I practiced shooting in Justin and Lara's room when they weren't around.

We talked about timing (about forty-five minutes to an hour Justin said as Lara looked on dubiously), lighting (what was already there would have to do) and distribution (they were going to watch while I deleted my copy. Not that it mattered -- it'd be burned into my brain forever). The one thing that the couple would not discuss, however, was what was actually going to happen.

I had a general idea of what they wanted to do. I'd seen the videos they liked to watch together, after all. It was pretty straightforward stuff. The couple would make out for a bit, slowly undressing as they went. The girl would give the guy head. Then he'd stick it in her. They'd do a few different positions -- her on top, then from behind, then usually they'd finish in missionary. Finally, the guy would pull out and cum all over the girl's face. I had the basics of it. Still, I felt nervous. I understood they wanted something memorable and I didn't want to fuck up their fuck video.

"As long as it's not ninety minutes of your shoes we'll be fine," Justin said. He kept revising his estimates upward. At this rate, I was going to be shooting a three-hour epic.

He did give me one piece of advice, however, when Lara wasn't around. "Try to, um, focus more on her," he told me, "You know, keep the camera on the hot chick. You get what I'm saying?"

I most certainly did.

Lara, on the other hand, kept flopping from really nervous to awfully appreciative. "It's OK that you're doing this?" she asked, "I mean, it's not weird or gross or anything, right?"

We were both sitting on the couch watching Guardians of the Galaxy together for probably the hundredth time (see, like I said, great girl!). Then suddenly Lara had paused the movie and started asking questions. This happened a lot.

"It's fine," I said, "Honestly it'll be fun."

"Good," she said, "Seriously I don't know how I'm ever going to make it up to you. When you get a girlfriend, I swear I'll do the same thing for you guys. You know. If that's what you want. Fuck this is so awkward."

"Don't stress it," I said, "It'll be a great story for the wedding speech. That's all."

Lara just stared back at me, face turning red.

"Joke, Lara. It's a joke."

*

The day arrived. We celebrated by getting stupid drunk back at the apartment. Justin brought home something toxic and we emptied two bottles of the stuff sitting on the couch and pretending to watch TV. The starring couple wasn't wearing anything fancy for the occasion, just shorts and t-shirts. I was dressed the same. The official uniform I suppose.

Finally, he got up from the couch and nodded toward the bedroom.

Lara stood up and smiled, shyly. She couldn't even look at me. She just marched back to their room.

"Give us a sec and then get started," Justin said, "I think it'll be easier if we're already in the moment, you know?"

I agreed, doing my best to look very professional. Yeah, no prob, that's how it works all the time. My heart was pounding against my rib cage like it wanted to get the fuck out.

I don't think I really understood just how drunk I was until I picked up the video camera and realized I couldn't turn it on. I hadn't had nearly as much as the happy couple. I was pretty sure I was going to get in there and find them both passed out on the bed.

I took a deep breath, drank a large glass of ice water, and felt a little better. I was able to get the camera working, and I stumbled back into my best friend's bedroom.

Lara and Justin were sitting on the bed, kissing innocently. They were both fully dressed. Justin's hands were on Lara's shoulders. She was holding his waist. The lights were all on and the room was actually pretty bright. We'd moved a few lamps in there to help. All that incandescence was almost hot.

Justin and Lara had told me that they didn't want any plot -- they weren't making art here. They just wanted a hot movie of them doing it. Still, there was a bit of reality informing art and vice versa going on here. The roommate stumbles in on the girl of his dreams, making out with her boyfriend. He stays to watch, because, why not?

Whatever. But I could see the fringes of a storyline there if I squinted hard enough.

Neither Justin nor Lara looked at me and I didn't say a word. They really were in the moment. The camera was already on and fully charged, so I just focused on the couple as they made out. I did my best to sort of move around. Zoom back and forth to find the best angle. Eventually I settled for sitting at about their level so you could see them clearly in front of you.

Justin seemed to sense that I'd settled in because he reached down for the hem of Lara's shirt. And suddenly the gravity of what I was doing grabbed hold of me.

I was about to see Lara -- beautiful, perfect Lara who I'd lusted after forever -- naked in front of me. I was going to get to see my dream girl doing all those dirty things I'd always imagined. I was going to see my lovely Lara CUM. It was horrifying. It was wonderful. I was sick to my stomach with it. Living the best and worst moment of my life all in one short span.

Lara raised her arms up and Justin lifted her shirt up over her head. I zoomed in to get a closer look at Lara. Hey, Justin had told me to focus on the hot chick, right? As if he'd ever needed to tell me that.

Lara was wearing a bright red bra with lacy straps. As lingerie goes it was surprisingly ordinary. I don't know, I wasn't expecting a full-on dominatrix outfit or whatever, but I thought Lara might dress up a little bit for the occasion. Instead, her bra just looked like something you'd wear any other day.

Her tits were good sized, a bit bigger maybe than I'd imagined. They looked firm and they hung nicely over her flat, tan stomach. God she was sexy. And we hadn't even gotten to the good stuff yet.

They went back to kissing and Lara lifted off Justin's shirt, which I tastefully ignored. I kept the camera looking at Lara. Her shy little smiles. It seemed like they'd been just kissing for a while -- like they didn't know where to go next.

"You should take her pants off," I said. They both froze. I mean, I hadn't intended on interrupting. The whole plan had been to say nothing at all. But suddenly they'd seemed lost and I guess I thought I was helping out?

Of course now I'd ruined the whole thing. Destroyed the mood, broken the fantasy, the whole shebang. We were going to have to start from scratch, probably a month from now, if at all. Stupid idiot, I was about to see Lara's amazing titties and all I had to do was shut up and I couldn't do it. No wonder I was so fucking single.

I waited for them to walk out of the room. Curse me out. Instead, Justin just reached down and started to unbutton Lara's jeans. He pulled down at the waistband, careful not to catch her panties, and dragged the denim over her ample hips and down her thighs.

Lara's underwear matched her bra -- fire engine red and lacy. I zoomed in super tight and, sure enough, there was a nice dark spot right at their center. I pulled back, lingering on Lara's ass. Now the couple went back to kissing. Running their hands over each other's bare skin. Lara made little sighs as they kissed. She shifted her legs back and forth a bit. Clearly, she was getting worked up from this.

"I'm going to do his pants next?" Lara asked, like she needed my permission. I just nodded. She undid Justin's belt and then pulled down. He was wearing white boxer briefs. Again, I kept the camera focused on my star of the show. But I didn't need to do much of a zoom to see that Justin had an erection, his underwear poking forward.

Looks like the circus is in town, I thought to myself but I didn't say it. I wasn't around for color commentary. Although maybe that was a fun idea for later. Director's cut!

In any case, Lara was now gently stroking Justin's dick over his underwear and he started to cup her boobs over the bra. I found both actions equally upsetting so I just settled in at middle view and let the action happen. Kind of tuned out, to be honest. I know that sounds strange but again, I'd never wanted to see and not see anything so badly in my life.

Justin reached up and started to slide Lara's bra strap off her shoulder. Lara put her hand over his and held it there. Then she looked to me.

"What?" Justin asked, "You don't need his permission."

"I want to make sure it's going to be good," Lara said. Justin sighed, exasperated, but he looked at me too.

Oh my God. Suddenly it all spread before me as I realized Lara had granted me a power I couldn't have wielded in my wildest dreams. If she was going to let me dictate everything they did and how they did it? I mean, that was a short step away from...

Justin glared at me. I could tell he was getting upset. Quickly, I motioned for him to remove the bra.

"Slowly," I said, "Let me get it just right."

I zoomed in so it was just pink male fingers and feminine, fire-red bra strap. Then I slowly pulled back so I could see the very tops of Lara's breasts. The reality of the moment took hold. Lara's breasts! Oh God, please don't let me cum in my pants right in front of my friends.

Justin pulled the first cup away, revealing Lara's left tit. Then he slid the strap off the right side. And finally Lara's boobs came free. They were better than I'd imagined. Full, clearly perky, with dark pink nipples. Like Lara, herself, her breasts were practically perfect. Beautiful in all the right ways.

"Wow," I said. I couldn't help myself. Lara giggled a little, but she didn't stop.

"Not too small?" she asked, "Justin says they're too small."

"Amazing," I told her. If any of this upset her boyfriend, he didn't say. After all, Justin had the perfect response to this. He simply bent down and took Lara's swollen nipple into his mouth. As if saying, 'talk all you want cause I can do this and you can't.'

Lara moaned appreciatively while Justin suckled at her mounds. I tried to focus on Lara's face as often as I could. The way it scrunched up in pleasure. The expressions that came with her little groans. Her gasps and sighs. She was angelic, even more so in her devilish pleasure, and I wanted to capture that.

Lara pushed Justin back by the shoulders, until he was on his back. "I want to suck him," she said.

"Yeah, OK," I said, "Go for it." I mean, I wanted to say no, but it's not like I had an option. Justin smirked as his girlfriend reached for his boxers and pulled them down. Lara pulled the waistband over her boyfriend's dick and it popped out. Bounced back and forth like she'd fired his catapult. Justin's penis was... OK? I mean, I don't have a lot of experience looking at dicks, but it was fine. Thin and a bit short compared to my own.

"Oooh, so big!" Lara exclaimed, and I couldn't tell if she really thought so or was just saying it. Look, I'm not going to sit here and tell you I was carrying a two-handed broadsword or anything ridiculous like that. Nor will I insult my friend by suggesting he only held a dagger.

But, still, I wasn't exactly impressed by Justin's little rapier. And suddenly I was thinking that I might actually be packing maybe a hand-and-a-half bastard sword in comparison? I played a lot of D&D in high school, by the way. In case you were wondering.

It was a confidence boost for me. That's all I'm saying. But Justin certainly didn't seem concerned about any of that. He just laid back with a big dumb grin and watched while Lara grabbed his cock and started to slowly stroke it. Dragged the loose skin up, over the head and back again. Licked her lips as she did so.

I panned back and forth between the action and Lara's reaction to it. She concentrated hard as she worked his dick and that seemed so sexy to me. Like what she was doing was super serious and required all of her focus and energy.

"Suck it," I told her, the words croaked out of my mouth. Lara didn't hear my nervousness. She just got a huge dirty grin on her face and then leaned down. I'd seen plenty of blowjobs and most of the time they seemed perfunctory. 'I'm doing this because I have to,' the girls seemed to say.

Not Lara. Lara looked eager, excited. Like she was about to do the bestest thing in the whole wide world. She slurped up and down Justin's dick with abandon. Twisted and pulled at the loose skin in time with her mouth. Cupped his balls with her free hand.

And I was torn, torn, torn, torn apart by it.

I was wearing pants, of course, but I'm sure the couple could see my hardon, obviously poking at the front of my jeans. This was hot. Lara had an incredible body, better than I'd ever imagined. And she was sexier than my wildest fantasies ever could have constructed. Lara was a fucking fuck goddess and all I could do was ache at how badly I wanted to worship.

The same thing that had me hard as a rock, though, was cracking my heart like glass. I didn't want to see the love of my life suck some other guy's dick. I didn't want to find out that my Lara was more incredible than anything I'd ever imagined, only to know even more certainly I'd never have her. To see it spent on some other guy.

All that push and pull had me stretched out thin. And finally, I broke. I just couldn't take any more and I said, "Stop." I might have even shouted it, I don't know.

Lara and Justin both froze in place. Lara slowly pulled her mouth back off her boyfriend's dick, leaving a thin trail of drool connecting her mouth to his member.

"What?" Justin asked, clearly a little annoyed.

"I just think that's enough," I said.

Lara thought about it for a moment. "I don't want you to blow too soon," she said.

"I'm not going to... You know," Justin said, "That's not going to happen."

"Sure, babe," Lara said, "But I still think we should trust Alex's instincts about what looks good."

"Yeah," Justin said, still clearly in blowjobland, "Yeah OK." He sat up. Lara leaned in and started kissing him. But I noticed Justin wasn't letting her lips touch his. The couple both seemed sort of stiff now, actually, and I was starting to regret interfering. At the moment, I was proud of myself for my solution but now? I mean I also wasn't ready for all of it to end. At least not without getting to see Lara's little pussy.

"Take her panties off," I said. Justin smiled and I could see that was all he needed to hear to get back on track. Lara looked not at all disappointed with this order, either. My dream girl's boyfriend reached down, grabbed at the sides of her red undies and worked them down her legs. Lara looked up and smiled for the camera. A nice cock-eating grin.

I moved the camera down to catch the most important shot of the day. I'd seen plenty of porn where the camera got too close, where it looked almost biological. So I did my best to keep my distance, but give the viewer a full view of Lara's snatch.

In some ways, I'd waited my whole life for this moment. It didn't disappoint. Lara had a little bit of dark hair between her legs, just enough to clearly be an adult woman. Her nether lips were pink and puffy. Her little clitty stood out from its hood, proudly. I saw a bit of dew slip out of her vagina and roll down her thigh.

Wow. I think I was able not to say it out loud this time.

Lara leaned back against the pillow. Then Justin reached down and started to steer his dick toward her opening. And that gave me an idea.

"Wait," I said, "Shouldn't he, like, return the favor?"

"What?" Justin asked, intentionally playing up his confusion.

"Oh, that's a great idea," Lara said. She spread her legs a little wider, her opening exposed all the more.

"In the videos they don't, ummm," Justin struggled for words, "I mean usually it doesn't happen that way."

"I know," I said, "It just seems fair. I bet it'll be super hot."

"Oh, me too," Lara said. If the couple hadn't been so engrossed with each other, they'd have been able to see me smirking. Hell, there were satellites orbiting Neptune that could see my grin.

"Just a few licks," Lara said, and I could hear the hope in her voice. Look, I don't know what I was really doing. In that moment I couldn't help myself. I'd been granted this power -- momentary, fleeting -- and I couldn't not keep using it. I knew it would lead to unhappiness in the end. Justin was still going to fuck Lara while I watched. And he was going to do it the rest of their lives without me even there to see. So what did it matter if I cock-blocked him a little in the moment? That still made the score Alex: 1, Justin: Infinity.

Justin sighed and then lowered his head between Lara's legs. I zoomed in as his tongue tentatively tasted at her clit.

"That's it," Lara said and sighed. Lara hadn't been vocal to this point. Mostly she just breathed heavy and made the occasional sexy little noises. But now it seemed she was the director of the show.

"Lower," Lara said, directing him to her dripping snatch. I did my best to capture every movement. Her hands on Justin's head. The way Lara's legs twitched with every lick. Her face -- mouth curled up, eyes squeezed shut, caught between building pleasure and growing frustration.

Then, just as it seemed like he was about to get her going, Justin moved away. "Let's move on," he said. He looked right to camera, like he was challenging me. I nodded. I mean, whatever, man.

Lara looked a little sad, but she dutifully moved as her boyfriend steered her for the first of the prescribed three positions.

To this point I'd been shooting from the side, but now I moved over to the foot of the bed -- thus achieving my goal of outdoing a steady cam -- so I could capture the action. Justin lay back on the bed, his penis pointed upward.



Lara crawled over and gave Justin's dick a few sucks. Took his balls into her mouth. Then she reached back to their nightstand and pulled out a little foil packet.

"Wait, what are you doing?" Justin asked. Lara looked back at her boyfriend in surprise. She waved the condom at him as if it was self-evident.

"They don't... I mean, you never see condoms in these things," Justin said. Lara looked over at me and rolled her eyes, a little private moment between the two of us. Then she turned back to Justin.

"The camera adds five pounds," Lara said, repeating the old truism, "It doesn't act as an effective form of birth control. Besides, I think it'll help you, you know, last. Like, longer. You know?"

"What's the big deal?" Justin asked, "I'm going to pull out anyway. That's like, the most important part of the whole thing."

They both looked over to me. "What?" I asked, legitimately confused.

"You're the director," Lara said.

"Yeah," Justin said, "It's your call. Whatever you think will look the best."

"Guys, I appreciate the thought and I'm happy to help out here, but this is your video. Besides, you can't ask me to make those kinds of decisions for you. That's nuts."

"You watched the movies," Justin said, "I want to know what you think."

"I mean, of course it's hotter without the condom," I said, "But, I mean..."

"See," Justin said, "There you go."



Lara seemed at a loss for words. Maybe she just assumed I was going to take her side? I wasn't taking anyone's side -- this had graduated from kind of weird to full-on wacky.

"We've done it bareback before," Justin said.

"Once. When I was on the pill," Lara said, "And we were really drunk."

"I think we're both pretty drunk now," Justin said, "And why aren't you on the pill?"

"Because the fucking pharmacy fucked up my... Fine. Whatever. This is killing the mood worse than the stupid condom in the first place."

"You're right," Justin said, "I'm sorry. Let's start again." He didn't even wait for my signal, just leaned in and kissed his girlfriend. They really did almost start from the beginning. Just with light kissing. Touching shoulders. Hips.

I was still at the foot of the bed, so it gave me a really great shot of Lara's face as she slowly settled back into the mood. Justin began circling his fingers on her chest, moving closer to Lara's breasts. She sighed as he made contact. Justin trailed kisses down Lara's neck, then started planting his lips on her nipples. He slid his hands down to her sex and slowly rubbed there.

Lara's face flushed and she moaned.

"Yeah?" he asked.

"Oh yeah," Lara said. She reached down and grabbed his cock. They began stroking each other off and I started to wonder if maybe things might end right here. Lara was pulling Justin's pud so urgently. He moved his thumb up to her clit. Moving faster.

Lara's body began to buck. Her breath raced. Tits trembled. She was on the edge. Justin was too, I could tell. He pulled back. Lara groaned in frustration, but she didn't complain. Justin gently took her hands off his dick. He steered her back till she was lying down on the bed.

Justin rolled over and Lara climbed on top of him. Then she slowly inched forward till his cock was right under her pussy. Reverse cowgirl. She smiled to the camera, to me. Then the beautiful brunette grabbed Justin's dick and aimed it right at her opening. She didn't even look back at the half-open condom wrapper.

Inch by inch, Lara lowered herself onto Justin's dick. To me, this was one of the sexiest things you could see -- watching a woman stuff a dick inside her, the look on her face as it filled her -- but the porn I saw always seemed to skip it. I focused closely on Lara's reaction to getting fucked for the first time that day. The way her mouth hung open, eyes wide with the penetration. The mix of pleasure and pain on her face -- desire -- as her hole got stuffed full.

The couple groaned simultaneously as Justin bottomed out in Lara's cunt. She giggled and I could tell that Lara was using her pussy muscles to squeeze the dick inside of her.

I'd seen some incredible things that evening, but this view blew them all away. My dream girl was sitting in front of me now, completely naked. Her amazing pussy spread open and dripping. The smile on her face. The way she knitted her eyebrows as she worked up and down. The only problem of course, being that she was sitting on another man's cock. But still, this was incredible. More than I'd ever imagined I'd get to experience of my lovely Lara.

She pistoned on her boyfriend's cock, slowly at first but then speeding up. Popping up and back on her muscular thighs. Working the dick inside of her. Full breasts bouncing in time with each movement. I was seeing my Lara in such a way that, had she realized it, she'd never have agreed. Every bit of her body as she worked towards her pleasure.

I loved the way her mouth would quirk each time she lowered herself onto that dick. How her breath seemed to catch in her throat with every thrust. Her green eyes almost glowed, they were so bright.

Lara reached down and found her clit with her spare hand. She caressed it lightly and then began to rub. At first, I could tell Lara had been playing to the camera. Reveling in the power of her femininity to arouse. Control. Now, though, she was lost in her own world. An animal driven by desire. Furiously rubbing her clitoris. Humping up and down.

Lara's chest went red she stiffened. I could see her orgasm was close. She was gasping now. Each breath a strained whimper of pleasure. "Oh... Oh f..."

"Oh shit!" Justin cried out. His hands shot out under Lara's thighs and practically tossed her off his cock. Lara landed back on the bed, body splayed. Justin spun around, just in time for me to see his penis erupt all over his hand and hairy legs.

"Holy... Fucking hell that was fucking good," he said. Shaking as his orgasm overtook him. He tried to move over to Lara, to at least get some of his explosion onto her. But by then it was just dribbles.

"Justin..." Lara said, "Really? Again?" She kept crossing and uncrossing her legs. Her face was almost beet red and it looked like she was having a tug of war with her hand to keep it out of her pussy.

"You don't need to tell me," Justin said, "I know. I blew the money shot. Fuck."

"I was... I was really close," Lara said. "It was going to be a big one, too. Like... a monster cum, I could just feel it."

"That was so fucking hot," Justin said, "It's not my fault it felt so good."

Justin stood up and started to walk towards me and the camera.

"Um, babe?" Lara said. Holy fuck she was practically shaking there on the bed, she needed it so bad. "You think maybe you could..."

"Come on," Justin said, "You know I'm no good after that."

Lara groaned and stretched, but she didn't go anywhere. "Seriously?" she asked, "You couldn't just..."

"You know I'm no good after that. What do you want me to do?" Justin asked, he seemed to be getting angry. He gestured down at his dick -- it really had shrunk down to almost nothing. "It's bad enough you're embarrassing me in front of Alex. Your fucking pussy is just too goddammed... You know. I mean, fuck, I pulled out! Do you know how hard it was in that moment not to just, like, go?"

"I know, babe," Lara said, getting defensive, "I really appreciate it. I know. But can't you..." She couldn't say it. Couldn't even ask. The look on Justin's face had already given her an answer.

"Fine," Justin said, "Whatever. Do what you got to do. I'll be outside." He was clearly upset about everything, though I couldn't imagine why. He marched out of the room, letting the door slam behind him.

I put the video camera on the dresser behind me carefully.

"I'm going for a walk," I heard Justin call from outside the door. Then another slam as he left the apartment entirely. Wow, he was seriously worked up.

I stood up slowly and started to walk towards the door.

"Alex?"

Speaking of worked up. I looked back at Lara, expected to see... I don't know. That she was angry? Embarassed? Instead though, she just looked dazed. Driven. Her legs were open. My beautiful Lara just lay there with this look on her face that I couldn't describe.

I turned back. The world went slow. There she was. My Lara. Just waiting and wanting and... Fuck. I don't know what I was thinking. It's not like I made a plan or even a choice. I just went.

Like a hungry man reaching for my first meal in months, I dove forward and buried my head between lovely Lara's legs. Jammed my tongue into her sex. Oh God she tasted so good. So sweet and strong and oh so feminine.

Lara gasped but she didn't say anything. I felt her body close around me. I wish I could describe what it felt like -- the taste, the smell -- hearing the girl of my dreams groan and whimper because of my mouth. My tongue.

But I was too caught up in what was happening. Pressed against the woman I loved but knew I could never have. Her arms around my shoulder, legs wrapped around my back. Her scent in my nose, her cries in my ears.

I felt Lara shudder and I knew she was cumming. A burst of her juice spattered in my mouth. Hot. I'd made her cum. My Lara.

"Alex," Lara said. It was a whisper a gasp. I looked up, my face sticky with her essence. "Stop. Please stop."

Fuck. I'd gone too far. I started to pull back, like stepping away from the scene of the crime. Then Lara gripped my shoulders. Held me in place.

Lara looked pointedly down at my dick, pointing outwards. Oh God. I'd been so engrossed in the moment, I hadn't even noticed. I wasn't just hard I was hurting. I didn't stop. Didn't think. Just slid my shorts and boxers right off. My cock popped out. I saw Lara's eyes widen. Without even blinking she reached out and grabbed my shaft. I swear as her fingers made contact, her body contracted in a little cum.

"Holy FUCK," she said. She squeezed me and then looked up at my eyes. "I'm sorry Alex, I just. I'm really close and I need it so bad. You can... I mean. Just pull out. Promise."

"Are you sure?" I asked, instinctively looking toward the door like Lara's boyfriend might walk back in.

"Your tongue is so good, but it's not enough," Lara said, "I need it in me. Please."

She gripped me hard and ripped me forward. Before I could think I was buried to the hilt inside the woman I'd lusted after for so long. Lara looked amazing, but her pussy was beyond belief. So tight. So wet. I'd never felt anything like it and then she SQUEEZED down with her snatch and I swear I saw stars.

"Oh FUCK," she said, "I feel so full!"

I looked down at Lara. She smiled at me, wickedly. I couldn't help myself, I leaned down and kissed her. Poured everything I felt into that moment.

"God," Lara gasped, "Come on. Pump me."

I slid back and then rammed forward. My cock was in heaven and my heart was in some place even better. Again and again, I drove into my Lara. She started panting. Each thrust a gasp and a scream. I felt her whole body shake beneath me.

"oh. OH GOD," she said, "I'm almost there!"

I reached up and squeezed Lara's perfect breasts. Bit at her shoulder blades. Faster. Oh my god I was delirious with it. I could feel her body build beneath me. Then suddenly she froze. Look me directly in the eye. I felt her pussy tighten. Her legs held me in place. I knew I was in trouble.

"Lara, I'm really close."

Lara squeezed my arms and smiled, "Let's... let's not do the money shot, OK?"

I raised my eyebrow, dubious.

"A creampie," Lara said, "Let's do that."

"Seriously?" I asked, "But what about..."

"Oh FUCK! I'm really close. There's a big one coming and I can't... I need to feel it. All of it. Fill me up, I need it so bad. Cum. CUM! Cum in MEEEE!!" Lara started bucking her hips back and forth. Not even waiting for my answer It was too much. Too late.

"Oh LARA!!!!" I screamed. My whole body cinched, my cock exploded. I poured out my pleasure, my love. Right into my Lara's unprotected pussy.

"Yes. Yes!" Lara gasped. Suddenly her eyes widened. Her head rolled back. Mouth dropped open. "Oh. OH. OHHHHHHHH ffffffFFFFFFFFFUCK!"

I buried my head down between her titties. Tears leaked out of my eyes. I erupted in every way possible. It felt like my very soul was seeping out. And under me Lara, my lover. Howling. Her back arched. Her body crested.

We slowly drifted back to earth. I didn't want to let go, but Lara slowly shifted. We were both soaked in sweat. I pulled out of her and looked down. Sure enough, a glob of white liquid leaked out of Lara's pussy. Just like in the movies they liked to watch. I stared at it, entranced, as my fertile seed dripped down her legs and onto the bed. The one she shared with her boyfriend. My best friend.

I stood on shaky legs. Rested my hand on the nightstand to keep my balance. The unused condom wrapper tickled at my palm. Fuck. I looked down at Lara, so beautiful. Her honey brown hair splayed out. Her face still red from the exertion of it all. Eyes almost dull. She just lay there till she saw me staring at her.

Lara gradually stood up. We didn't say anything. Lara just slowly limped past me. She didn't even bother to pick up her clothes.

"Going to..." she started but she never finished her sentence. Just left the room in silence.

I stood by the bed, still trying to catch my breath. Slow my racing heart. I noticed something flashing over in the corner. On Lara's dresser. The camera! In all the excitement, I'd never turned the thing off. Just left it there to watch as I joined with the love of my life. I pushed the review button and there it was.

From wondrous beginning to glorious finish -- I'd captured the whole thing.

*

I often wonder what would have happened if I'd done the smart thing, the good friend thing, and just said no to making that movie. It was stupid, really. Selfish. I captured a moment in time that I never should have seen. Let alone been a part of.

That night I lost my roommates, my friends. Everything. It wasn't a gradual thing, either. Justin and Lara split that night. He threw me out of the apartment the next day. I tried to contact Lara after, but she never answered her phone. She wasn't pregnant, thank God, but that was pretty much the only consequence we avoided. Within a month I was in my own apartment. Living with some guy who was really into Deep Space Nine. He was a good dude, actually.

My life moved on. I can't say that I forgot about Lara. But absence made the heart grow colder and eventually I was able to focus on other females. I got a job in the city. Dated around some. Started to approach something that looked a lot like happiness.

Then, one night, I was out at a bar for some work thing and I caught a familiar face in the corner of the room. Sure enough, it was her. Lara. Brown hair now all the way down to the middle of her back. Green eyes as bright and beautiful as I remembered them.

She was there for a work thing, herself. She'd gotten a little thinner, but it hadn't hurt her body any. She looked good and I told her so. She laughed, warmly. We grabbed a table and caught up on old times. She was living alone in Brooklyn. Working at the ground level for some law firm. I told her about my job. My life.

It was nice. It wasn't like two years before -- the comfort level wasn't there. But it was still friendly, and I found myself missing it. I wondered if she would be willing to meet up again sometime. I was too afraid to ask.

Lara looked down at the table, like she couldn't meet my eyes. "There's something. I'm afraid to ask, but I have to. The video. You know? The one we made. Do you still have it?"

Oh God. Did I still have the video? Of course I did. Those first few months I watched it every moment I could. Even now, two years later, I still broke it out if I was having a tough night. I mean, it was kind of amazing. Being honest.

And I could tell, suddenly, that keeping it all this time -- watching again and again -- had been this huge invasion of privacy. I mean, clearly. I felt upset with myself, just like I had the night it happened. I didn't know how to answer. If I said 'no' I was lying and she'd figure it out. If I said 'yes,' well, that was even worse.

"I do," I said, "I have it. I'm sorry. I haven't shown it to anyone or... You know. It's safe on my hard drive." Lara looked at me with her deep green eyes. I could tell she was about to ask me to destroy the thing. And I knew, no matter how badly it hurt me, that I'd do it. For her. For what little remained of our friendship. My love.

"Actually," Lara said, "I was hoping we could go back to your place and watch it. Together."

And then, I swear, she smiled and squeezed my hands. And I knew in that moment that I was never letting go.
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Piper Learns to Share

Just your average, everyday, college-aged, couple-swap story. For the record, my working title for this one was 'Evil Roommate.' Pretty sure that sums it up nicely. Enjoy!



My freshman year of college, I met the love of my life.

His name was Daniel Abelson. We met during class and, afterwards, he walked me back to my dorm. He was super cute with light brown hair and a warm smile. Even in that short twenty minutes, I felt something. A spark. A connection.

The next week we went out to dinner at a fancy sushi place in Brookline. We talked like we'd known each other forever. Danny made me laugh, but he was also a great listener and he seemed to understand me in a way I'd never experienced before.

After our date, Danny once again walked me back to my dorm. It was a Saturday night and the streets were full of drunk kids stumbling around. It didn't matter. My whole universe in that moment was just me and Danny.

I had dressed in something not too nice, but not too casual. A dark skirt with dark hose and a bright pink sweater. My blonde hair held back by a black headband. Danny was wearing a striped dress shirt and khakis. He always dressed well, actually, even when he was only going to class.

"Did you have a nice night?" Danny asked. He was anxious and it was adorable. He ran his hands through his short, brown hair. I could see his bright green eyes flitting behind his thin-framed glasses.

"I enjoyed tonight quite a bit," I said, smiling genuinely.

"I'm gonna puke!" some dude-bro yelled, and promptly vomited into a planter about five feet away from me. His friends all rushed over to help him.

"Well, mostly anyway," I said. We both laughed.

Danny put his hand on my shoulder. I didn't push it away. He leaned forward. Pressed his lips to mine. Oh God. It wasn't my first kiss, but it was electric. Danny was about five foot eight, only a few inches taller than me, and I found that he was exactly the right height for kissing. I wrapped my arms around him as we continued. Danny was thin, but he felt strong in my arms. Defined.

"Wooo! Go get her!" some drunk girl shouted, and I knew she was calling us out.

"Sorry," I said to Danny, as we broke apart.

"Don't be," Danny said. "Look, Piper, I hope I'm not being too forward, but I really like you."

"I like you too," I said. I felt my cheeks go hot but I didn't care.

I went up to my dorm room that night knowing I'd found something special. Danny wasn't only a guy. He was The One.

The next few weeks were a whirlwind. Danny took me to my first baseball game, and we saw the Red Sox beat the Royals. He bought me a Sale jersey and a pink hat with a dark navy "B" on it. I wore that hat almost every day after.

I brought him to the Isabella Stewart Gardner Museum, and we spent hours wandering around and looking at the paintings. We got tickets to the BSO and saw them perform, as well. Constantly we challenged each other, inspired each other. It was amazing.

Our kissing time expanded as well. Our short goodnights outside turned into full-on make-out sessions. Sometimes we went to Danny's room, but usually we went up to mine because my roommate was rarely around. Like I said, I wasn't totally chaste in high school, but Danny was the first boy to kiss my bare breasts and he was the first boy I ever made cum. He groaned and exploded, warm and sticky, over my hands as I stroked him. I felt like a goddess.

Danny's birthday was in October, the same day as our one-month anniversary. I didn't want to be sappy, but I took him out to a fancy restaurant on Newbury Street.

"This place is amazing," Danny said as we sat down. He grabbed his menu and I marveled at how clean his hands were. Even the nails looked buffed and polished. My boyfriend was fastidious in a way that sometimes drove me crazy but also made me like him even more.

We were both too young to have wine with dinner, so we got Diet Cokes. I ordered salmon and Danny got the steak. Such a boy.

"You didn't have to go to all this trouble, Piper," Danny said. He was wearing his usual khakis and a dress shirt, but he had a yellow sweater on over it. The world was already getting colder.

"Of course I did," I said, "You don't turn nineteen every day. I just wish your parents could have been here."

"Really? You want to meet my parents?" Danny asked, "I'm not even sure I want that and they're my parents."

Danny was always joking about his Mom and Dad. They were both doctors in North Canton, Ohio and they were sticklers for perfection. Danny was their only child, and so he bore the brunt of a lot of that.

"I want to know everything about you," I told Danny, meaning it.

"Well, it started one day when I was a tiny sperm..."

"Not funny," I said, and playfully slapped him on the shoulder.

"What about you?" Danny asked. "I don't get the life story of Piper Stewart?"

"Ugh, I'm so boring," I said, "Grew up near New Haven. I have a doofy older brother who's going to school at Northwestern. Dad's a biologist, Mom's an accountant. Blah blah blah blah blah."

"What about teenaged Piper, hm? I'm sure you got up to all kinds of trouble when you were younger," Danny said.

I had the feeling he was asking me about my sex life, and it made me a little uncomfortable. Honestly, I'd already told him everything about myself. But if I hadn't, I mean, it wasn't any of his business. If he'd had a super serious high school girlfriend or whatever I didn't care. I was with him, now. He was with me. It seemed silly to obsess about the past.

"You know all my secrets," I said, "I made the honor roll in high school and played the clarinet. Not exactly Dark Piper, here."

"Half a joint in the girls' locker room," Danny said, recounting what I'd already admitted to him, "Jumped a turnstile in New York City when you were about to miss the train. Have two dead bodies in the basement at home," Danny said.

"Three," I said, "Soon to be four if you're not careful."

"If I have to die, I'd love for it to be by your hand," Danny said. I know it sounds weird, but in the moment, I thought it was the most romantic thing anyone had ever said to me.

After dinner, we splurged on an Uber home. We sat in the backseat of the luxury sedan, kissing the whole way. Danny slid his hand onto my breast, and I didn't stop him. Neither of us cared that the driver had a heck of a view.

We got out at my dorm and rode the elevator up to my floor. My room was empty, thank God. Danny kept kissing me. Our tongues entwined. I pulled his sweater over his head and he began to unbutton my blouse. He looked at my breasts, encased in their white bra, like they were made of gold.

We fell back on the bed. I reached for Danny's belt buckle and shimmied off his khakis. His tartan boxer briefs tented with his erection. Danny slid his hands under my bra and squeezed my pinprick-tight, pink nipples. I reached into the fly of his boxers and felt his hardness fill my hands. We both chorused a long, low groan.

"I want this," Danny said, "I want you."

"I want you, too," I said. He was kissing my neck and I knew that wonderful mouth would be on my breasts soon.

"Like, I mean, I want you want you," Danny said.

"Here?" I asked. "Now?"

"Soon," Danny said.

I pushed his shoulders back so he could see me. So, my boyfriend could watch my deep blue eyes as I told him the truth. "I want that, too." Danny grinned like a little boy opening his Christmas gifts. He was so cute. "But not here. Not like this."

"OK," Danny said, "Give me some time to think about it."

"Let me inspire you," I said. I grabbed his cock again, my fingers too small to wrap all the way around it, and began to stroke my boyfriend. Danny groaned. He leaned back and watched me as I worked him.

BANG!

The door to my dorm room flew open. Danny jumped and quickly tucked his penis back in his boxers. I didn't have time to button up my shirt, but at least my bra was still on.

My roommate, Anna, stepped in. She saw what we were up to and gave us both a lewd grin. She looked like she'd been drinking a bit, and she leaned against the door frame.

"Sorry to interrupt cuddle time," Anna said, her southern twang taking over. "But I need to crash."

"No problem," Danny said, pulling up his pants, "I was actually about to head out."

"Yes, I'll bet," Anna said. She gave Danny a congratulatory punch on the shoulder as he left the room. "Looks like she was about to give you one heck of a goodnight kiss."

*

I haven't mentioned my roommate to this point because she wasn't really a part of my life. Anna was tall, even a few inches taller than Danny. She had dark brown hair and a curvy body with very prominent, um, parts. She was my age, but to me she looked like a woman while I was still only a girl. Certainly, boys never looked at me the way they drooled over my roommate.

Anna was loud and crude. She made a hobby out of making rude comments just to watch me blush. Despite all that, though, I liked Anna. Kind of envied her, honestly. She was funny and outgoing. She could be a jerk sometimes, but she was my jerk, you know?

For example, that very night -- well after Danny had left and we were each in our own sad, small single beds -- Anna rolled over and asked, "Is he treating you right?"

"Danny? Oh yes," I said, "Very much so."

"If he ever does anything wrong, you tell me. Colt and I will kick his ass."

Colt was Anna's boyfriend and the reason I almost never saw her. The two of them were hot and heavy for as long as I'd known her. Colt was an upperclassman with his own apartment, and Anna was over there most of the time. It was probably for the best. We were just two very different people.

Still, I appreciated Anna's offer to stand up for me. Not that I needed the help. Danny was incapable of doing something that would hurt me.

*

The next morning, Danny texted me that he had a plan for our special Saturday. I spent the entire week anticipating what was to come. I saw him around class, and we met for lunch a couple times. No matter how much I cajoled him, though, Danny wouldn't tell me what he had up his sleeve. He just smiled at me coyly and told me I had to wait to find out.

Saturday morning, I woke up early and showered. I still felt weird being naked in the big, public shared bathroom in the middle of our dorm, but it's not like I had another option. When I was done, I went back to my room to get dressed. Anna was in there, for once, and we chatted while I got ready for my big day. I noticed her glancing up at my body a couple times as we talked. Nothing inappropriate, but she did seem to check me out a couple times and it made me self-conscious. I wondered if my roommate might be bi. Not that such a thing bothered me. People should feel free to be themselves, you know?

"Big night tonight?" Anna asked. When she was sober, her southern accent wasn't as pronounced, but she still had it.

"Date with Danny," I said. I pulled on my sexiest pair of underwear, a black thong with a matching, lacy bra with half-cups that barely covered my nipples.

"I bet," Anna said.

"Are you and Colt doing anything?" I asked. I took my dress -- also black, with exposed shoulders and a hem that came down above mid-thigh -- and pulled it up over my shoulders. I turned around and asked Anna to zip up the back. She put her hand on my hip as she did so. Again, almost appraising.

"I'm sure Colt'll come by at some point," Anna said.

I sat on my bed and pulled on dark hose and a pair of black heels. They weren't precipitously sharp, but high enough that I got some lift. Then I went to the mirror and did my makeup. I looked myself up and down. Not bad at all.

When I turned around, I saw Anna was eyeing me with a knowing smirk.

"Somebody's getting laid tonight," she said, barely able to stifle a giggle.

"What? No! We're just having a nice night out," I said. I felt the heat rise in my cheeks. This wasn't an appropriate thing to discuss with my roommate.

"I hope you primped that pussy as well as the rest of you," Anna said.

I stared down at the ground. I had trimmed a little, just for decorum's sake. Now I wondered if I should have done the whole thing. Would Danny want me to be shaved? It wasn't the sort of thing that came up in conversation.

"You are so cute," Anna said, "Piper's First Plowing. You should video it for posterity."

"Ha ha," I said, "Maybe you and Colt do that kind of thing, but Danny and I are romantic."

"Ah yes, the romance," Anna said, "Colt will bring over a six-pack, we'll watch porn on his iPad, and then we'll screw till sunup."

"Enjoy," I said. I straightened my dress. I knew Anna was only teasing me, seeing if she could get a reaction. But sometimes she went too far.

"Maybe we'll do it on your bed this time," Anna said, "Change it up."

"Please don't," I said, my voice quiet. Pleading.

"Colt says he likes the way your sheets smell," Anna said. Her eyes were distant, like she was watching it all happen in front of her.

My phone buzzed. Danny was downstairs waiting for me.

"Have fun," Anna said as I grabbed my little clutch purse, "Hope you packed lots of condoms!"

I laughed at her joke. On the elevator down, though, I realized I hadn't brought any protection. I didn't think my boyfriend had any diseases, but I wasn't on the pill either and that could be a problem.

Would Danny bring some? I decided I would ask if we could stop somewhere and pick up a pack. Just to be safe.

*

My conversation with Anna had left me a little shaken. But as soon as I saw Danny, all that washed away. It was just me and my handsome, perfect boyfriend. He was wearing a light, navy sweater over a checked blue-white dress shirt and slate slacks. He pressed his glasses up to his face when he saw me. We kissed, hard, right there on the sidewalk.

We went up the Common and walked around the pond, just enjoying each other's company. It was still warm enough for there to be ducks on the water and people lying out on the grass. We held hands as we went, talking about nothing. The leaves were turning, and the world seemed so bright and colorful. Almost hyperreal.

After that, we went up to the North End. Danny had made reservations at a tiny storefront restaurant. It was cozy, with no more than ten tables. We sat close and shared pasta. After we went across the street and bought cannoli. When we were done, Danny flagged an Uber.

Danny and I started kissing as soon as we were in the backseat. He kept his hands mostly to my shoulders, but I could feel his passion in the way he touched me. How his tongue teased at mine.

We pulled up in front of a hotel off Copley Square. A doorman showed me through the entrance, and we stepped inside. Danny went right up to the desk and came back with a thin plastic card. He held it up to show me, like he'd gotten a golden ticket. I guess in some ways we both had.

We rode the elevator up to our floor and went into the room. It was small, but very fancy. The king-sized bed overflowing with puffy white sheets and pillows. Danny and I continued kissing. He ran his hands up and down my body.

I lifted his sweater over his head. He unzipped the back of my dress. I shrugged it off as he undid the buttons of his shirt. I pulled off my hose while he stepped out of his pants. Both of us stood there, panting like we'd run the whole way to the hotel room.

Now I was down to only my underwear in front of my lover. He looked at me, hungrily. Appreciating my body in a way I could never have imagined. I did the same to him.

Danny had only his boxers on. His chest had a bit of light brown hair on his pecs and stomach. He was still wearing his glasses and there was something adorable about that. We kissed again. Skin on skin.

Danny slipped under my bra and cupped my breasts. I reached down and felt his hardness over his underwear. We fell back to the bed. Lips and legs entwined. Danny's breath smelled sweet; he'd popped a mint at some point on the way home. His eyes were wide, like overwhelmed with wonder. I felt so extraordinary, the way he looked at me. Like I was precious and special.

My bra was off. My nipple was in Danny's mouth. My hand was wrapped around his hardness and I stroked him.

"Better not do that too much," Danny said, pushing my hand away. "Don't want to waste it for the big moment."

He kissed down my stomach and slid off my thong. He looked at my naked sex and smiled, wide.

"Is it OK?" I asked.

"Very pretty," he said.

"You don't mind the hair?"

"I like it," he said. He kissed the inside of my thigh, lightly, and for a moment I thought he was about to go down on me. My heart raced with excitement and, honestly, a bit of fear. What if he didn't like the taste? What if I smelled weird? Or, on the other hand, what if he brought me off to multiple exploding orgasms with his tongue? I'd never been touched there by a boy, let alone licked, and I wanted to know what it was like more than anything.

I didn't find out. Danny started kissing his way back up my stomach. I reached down and pulled off his boxers. His magnificent cock popped free. I grabbed it again, loving how hot it felt in my hands. So soft and hard at the same time.

"Is it OK?" Danny asked, mimicking my words from before but not in a teasing way.

"I've seen it before," I said, giving him a squeeze.

"Not too small?"

"I can't even get my hand around it," I said, which was true. It was the first dick I'd ever seen in real life. I knew boys were sensitive about their size, but I had nothing to compare it to. Except for porn, but I mean, come on.

"You have a very sexy dick, Danny," I said, "I'm not sure how that's going to fit inside me." That was also true. Holding the object that would end my virginity gave me a new perspective on what I was about to do. I trusted Danny would do right by me, but right then I wasn't so sure.

"I'm sure we'll figure out a way," Danny said. He kissed me.

"I've, um, never done this before," I said. My voice quavered.

"I know," Danny said, "I haven't done it either. It'll be special. Sharing this together."

I nodded. He sensed I was getting nervous and he kissed me again. "We don't have to do it at all," he continued, "We can just hang out and watch cable in our very expensive hotel room. Whatever you want."

"It's all very nice," I said, "Thank you, Danny."

"I wanted it to be special," Danny said, "And something about doing it in the dorms was definitely not."

"Agreed," I said. We kissed again. I felt my body start to warm. Danny sucked on my earlobe. I felt his bare hardness press against my sex. It was there. So urgent and with not even a slip of clothes between us.

Danny ground down, his cock pressing against my slit. We both groaned. He began to slide back and forth over me. His head buried in my shoulder. He drew back and I felt the head of his cock hit my opening. We both froze there.

Suddenly, I remembered -- I had never stopped to get condoms. Oh, God, how could I have been so stupid?

"I've got it," Danny said. He rolled off the bed and produced a strip of five condoms from his discarded pants pocket. "Always come prepared."

I giggled.

"You ready?" he asked.

I nodded. Danny tore at the wrapper and pulled out the thin, rubbery sheath. He rolled it down his dick. It looked kind of silly, all yellowish from the condom with that reservoir tip poking up. Like his cock was going to a costume party.

I lay back and spread my legs. Danny aimed himself at my sex.

"OK," he said.

"OK," I said.

He aimed and it slipped forward, up and away from my opening. He did it again and the same thing happened.

"Here," I said. I took his condom-covered cock in one hand and spread my labia with the other. I directed his head to my opening. I felt it press there. I'd never had anything like this in me before. I'd used my fingers, obviously, but I wasn't one of those girls that used toys or even vegetables.



For the first time, I felt my lover push inside me. My vagina started to stretch to accommodate the invader, but it couldn't keep up with Danny's pace.

"Oh God," he said, "You feel so good, Piper."

Oh God. It hurt like hell. Burning, pushing, tearing into me. I didn't want to say anything. This was supposed to be our special moment. Danny held there, buried in me. I was very aware of a hot, hard thing pulsing inside my body. I knew it was supposed to go there, but it only felt wrong. Foreign.

My body began to settle. I felt my vagina start to stretch more. To become accustomed.

"I'm going to move, OK?" Danny said.

I agreed. My jaw tight. My fingers squeezing his arm. Dany drew back and pushed forward. Some part of me, distant, said that this sort of felt good? But most of me was still sore. Danny did it again.

"Oh God. Oh Pipe. I'm s... sorry, I..."

Danny groaned and I felt his dick pulse inside me. He leaned down and kissed me while he filled the condom with his ecstasy. Then he went limp. Heavy. The moment felt so awkward and uncomfortable. Not knowing what to do, I slowly patted his flank. Finally, he raised his head up and pulled out. His rapidly shrinking dick ran slick against my leg.

"I'm so sorry, Piper," Danny said, "I couldn't. You felt so good."

"I know. It's OK," I said. It was a weird incongruence, to be told that I felt so good yet to not feel any of it for myself. Danny stripped off the condom and tossed it in the trash. We lay back in the bed. He held my hand.

"Was it? I mean, did you?" Danny asked.

"It was nice," I said, "I liked being with you."

"But you didn't..."

I didn't know what to say. I didn't want to hurt his feelings. But I also couldn't lie. I shook my head and hoped it would be enough.

"We can do it again," Danny said, "In a little bit. Just give me a moment to recover."

We lay there for a while, silent, and then Danny started kissing me again. Running his hands through my blonde hair. Cupping my perky breasts. He got another condom and I spread my legs. Helped him inside. This time, while I was still sore, the ache of his entry was more of an echo.

Danny moved back and forth inside me. He told me I felt good, amazing, and this time I could kind of see where he was coming from. It felt nice to be filled. To feel his body tremble with every push. Our closeness, our connection.

The third time, as he pumped me, I felt a little something start to build. Nothing came of it. I didn't get close, but I could see how, in the right circumstances and given enough time, I might get to a point where I would get close.

By the time we fell asleep, all five condoms were gone. We thought about running across the street to get more, but at that point we figured the place had to be closed. It was OK. My poor little vagina needed a break and I could tell Danny's dick did too. He'd barely been able to keep his hard-on the last time, the poor boy.

Danny was so eager, so driven to please me and share his own pleasure with me It made me feel wanted. Desired. Maybe it wasn't the wonderful, romantic night I'd always pictured, the both of us writhing in spontaneous, simultaneous multiple orgasms. But it was still sweet, and it made my heart swell to see how much Danny cared about me.

Danny had a thing so I stumbled home alone the next morning. Heels in my hands, dress half off my shoulders. In that moment, I very much understood the concept of the 'walk of shame.' Even the homeless guys in Kenmore Square gave me odd looks.

I opened the door to my dorm room and found both Anna and Colt, lying there -- half asleep and fully naked. They were both in her bed, thank God. As soon as they saw me, the both grew knowing smiles.

"Hello there, lover," Anna said, teasing.

I gave her a half-wave and passed out, face first on my bed.

*

Fall fell into winter and my relationship with Danny got deeper, as well. We spent almost every day together, as much time as we could. We weren't raging perverts, but most days, we ended up having sex in my dorm room. Fortunately, Anna was almost always away at Colt's place.

We tried different stuff. I sucked Danny a few times, but I couldn't get him off that way. My jaw would get tired and so I'd finish him with my hand. Still I liked having him in my mouth. The way he groaned and stroked my hair. It made me feel powerful and sexy.

We did other couple stuff, too, of course. We went ice skating on the Frog Pond and shouted/sang Sweet Caroline at a piano bar on Lansdowne. We went to 'our' Italian place in the North End a bunch of times. At the beginning of November, as we sat out on the Esplanade -- watching the Charles roll by -- Danny told me he loved me. I told him I loved him, too, and we kissed.

I could have stayed on that park bench with him forever.

*

"You guys should come out with us," Anna said. She was standing in front of her mirror, primping as she got ready to go out with Colt.

"I don't think we can run with you two," I said. I was lying back on the bed in a tank top and sweats. My Astronomy 101 book was half open on my chest. I told myself I'd start reading it eventually.

"It'll be fun, the two couples, hanging out and having drinks," Anna said.

"Danny and I are both under twenty-one, remember? No drinking," I said.

"So am I, remember?" Anna said, "But Colt has some at his place, and we know a bar up in Allston that doesn't check IDs too closely. We can dance, hang out, that kind of thing."

"I don't think you really want to hang out with me," I said. I was being honest. Anna and I were serviceable roommates but horrible friends.

"Of course I do," Anna said, "You're fun? I mean, you could be fun. Theoretically."

"Gee, thanks."

"You said it yourself, you're only eighteen," Anna said, "But you're acting like some old woman. Sitting around the dorm room and reading all day. Hell, you're already practically married to your boyfriend."

For a moment, a picture flashed in my head of me and Danny on our wedding day. My white dress flowing outward. Danny trim in his tuxedo. I sighed, content.

"When was the last time you two went out?" Anna asked.

"Danny and I go out all the time," I said.

"Not out out. You're not going to clubs or parties or, I don't know, cool stuff. You're doing, like, the opera and shit. Come on, be young while you're young. Get drunk, listen to loud music too loud. Do something stupid. Hang out with us."

I didn't respond. But I picked up my phone and texted Danny.

Me: Want to hang out with Anna and Colt tonight?

A moment later, the flashing ellipses showed up. I prayed for my boyfriend to pull me out of this. After all, none of the stuff Anna had suggested were things that Danny enjoyed. All he had to do was say 'no' and we would be in the clear.

Danny: sounds great!

I sighed and told Anna we were in. I rolled off the bed and started digging through my drawers for something to wear.

*

I ended up in a pair of tight, dark jeans, and a pink blouse with a light sweater over it. Anna was wearing jeans as well, but she had on black, leather boots that went up to her calves and a checkered, button down shirt. She left it open down to her midriff, exposing a ribbed, white tank top and a whole lot more cleavage than I would ever show. If I had that much to share, I mean.

We pulled on our heavy winter coats and met Danny in front of the dorm. Then we all rode the T up to Colt's apartment.

"Not used to seeing you with pants on, Daniel," Anna said. The train was fairly full, so we leaned against the sides in the center of the car, the walls bending around us as it turned.

"I've been known to wear them on occasion," Danny said. He had on his usual uniform of khaki pants and a sweater over a dress shirt. He was wearing a long, navy pea coat over all that, but he left it unbuttoned, as if, somehow, he was warm.

As two of them went back and forth, Anna ran her eyes up down my boyfriend, like she was assessing his new state of dress. "Eh, I liked you better with the pants off."

"I know some people who'd agree," Danny said. He gave me a kiss on the cheek.

We got off at Harvard St and walked about two blocks south of Comm Ave, past a bunch of bars. It was early in the evening, the sun was down, but the streets were already filling up with people. The night was cold, though no snow was on the ground yet, and I held my arms close to my chest to stay warm.

Anna buzzed Colt's apartment and we tromped up three flights of stairs. The place was dumpy, with old dirty tile, and it smelled like three-day-old stew. When we got up there, Colt was waiting for us at the door.

I'd met Colt a few times, but it was only ever in passing. He was wearing actual, real cowboy boots, jeans, and a white t-shirt. He wore his dirty blond hair down to his shoulders and had on a ripped up, red baseball cap.

"Howdy, ya'll," Colt called down the hallway.

Even though he wasn't at all my type, I could concede that Colt was an attractive guy. He was well built and tall, with just the right amount of scruff. He had that good-ol-boy, 'aw shucks, ma'am' thing going on. Like a young Matthew McConaughey.

Inside, his place was small and messy. A pile of crusty dishes overflowed the sink. Discarded pizza boxes littered every surface. The cabinets, the countertops, everything was cracked and brown. Or at least that was the color that showed up from the layers of dirt.

Anna acted like she was walking into the Ritz. She looked around with a deep, satisfied smile and kissed Colt on the cheek. I introduced Danny and the two boys briefly shook hands.

"Beer?" Colt asked.

"Sure," Danny said. Colt handed me an icy bottle of Bud Lite from the fridge. He took a deep swallow of his own and we all clinked bottles. Then we went into the living room.

Both Danny's roommates were there, sitting on a beat-up futon and playing video games. Like Colt, they both looked older than us. I put them at mid-twenties.

Colt introduced them as Jeff and Jordan. Jordan was Black, wearing a pair of stained sweatpants and a wife-beater shirt. His dark arms were well-muscled, his hair cropped short. He looked like he was probably an athlete, but I didn't want to assume. Jeff was Asian and was even more ripped than Jordan. He had on a similar outfit of sweatpants and a t-shirt.

The two men waved at us, distracted, then went back to their game. Danny and I sat down in a couple of folding chairs off to the side. Colt settled down in a big suede La-Z-Boy and Anna fell into his lap.

"So, Piper, what are you studying?" Colt asked as he sipped his beer. It was the standard question, but coming out of Colt's mouth, with his heavy southern accent, it sounded almost mocking.

"Gender Studies," I said.

Colt chortled. "Gender Studies," he repeated, "Well damn, if that ain't a real college major or what? You been studying lots of genders lately?"

I shared a guilty grin with Danny, but I didn't rise to the barb. Instead I took a sip of my drink. I'd had beer before, but I never liked the taste. Too bitter and sour. I didn't want to seem rude, so I kept drinking it.

"What in the hell do you do with a gender studies major, anyway?" Colt asked.

"Lots of things," I said, trying to keep my voice even. "There's policy stuff. Psychology. Law. Those kinds of things."

"What about you, Daniel, you studying genders, too?" Colt asked.

"I'm pre-Med," Danny said, tightly. I knew it was a sore subject with him. His parents had given him an ultimatum: either he studied to be a doctor, or he didn't go to college at all. As if that was even a choice.

Danny was so smart, he could pass all his classes with ease, but his heart wasn't in it. He told me that what he really wanted to do was be a writer, but his parents would cut him off if he even mentioned it. He'd shown me a few of his short stories and they were pretty amazing. It made me sad to think he was stuck in a life he didn't want.

"Colt's getting his MBA over at Northeastern," Anna said. She took off her boyfriend's hat and played with his hair, possessively.

"You are looking at the future of entrepreneurial America right here," Colt said, gesturing to the apartment.

"Damn straight!" Jeff and Jordan chorused and raised their beers.

We spent the next hour sitting around the apartment, talking and drinking. Watching Colt's roommates fight to the death on the TV screen. I noticed, at different times, both of them eyeing me in a way that made me distinctly uncomfortable. Like they could see right past my clothes. Or wanted to, in any case.

I gradually got used to the smell of the apartment. Colt alternated between friendly and aggressive, asking us questions and laughing a bit too loudly. I finished two beers without even thinking about it.

Eventually, Colt announced it was time to go. We grabbed our coats and headed out of the apartment. I was excited to leave and anxious about it at the same time. I wondered when if it wouldn't be too soon to say I wanted to go home.

*

Outside it had gotten even colder. Even Danny buttoned up his coat as the wind sliced through us. We walked a few blocks, navigating through thick crowds of drunk students. I was feeling a little stumbly myself. Not smashed or anything. Buzzed, I guess would be the word. Anna grabbed my arm and pulled me close. Like we were besties.

"Colt thinks you're cute," Anna told me. I wasn't sure how I was supposed to react to that. I mean, I guess it was a compliment? For a moment, I thought that I should respond with something similar back, but I didn't know if Danny found Anna attractive. I assumed he must, he was a boy after all, but it felt weird to say it.

We stopped at a small place in a side alley off Beacon St. The bouncer, a big guy with green/blue tats up and down his arms and a broken front tooth, recognized Colt immediately. They bro-hugged and talked for a bit, then he let all four of us inside.

The club was so dark that I could barely see anything. The music thumped in my chest. Everything smelled acrid with a hint of incense.

Both blind and deaf, I grabbed onto Anna's arm and let her pull me through the morass of people writhing on the dance floor. We found a little corner to ourselves, back by the bar, with a table but no chairs. I leaned against the wall, feeling it scratch rough against my back.

Colt went off to find us drinks. I could see a little better now, but barely. I caught Danny's eye, he was leaning on the table, and he beamed at me broadly. Colt brought back beers for himself and Danny, but he had glass tumblers of something bright green for Anna and me.

"It's a midori sour." Anna was yelling in my ear and I could barely understand her. "It's my favorite drink."

I took a sip and, whoah, I could see why. It was super sweet and fruity but with a tart twist, like drinking a liquid watermelon Sour Patch candy. Before I knew it, the whole drink was gone. Colt winked at me when I put down the empty glass, but he went to the bar and brought me another. When he handed me my drink, I reached into my purse to pay him for it, but he waved me off. His mouth moved and I thought he said something like 'no worries.'

When we finished our second round of drinks, Anna grabbed Colt's hand and pulled him out to the dance floor. That looked like fun, so I did the same with Danny. I didn't really know what I was doing out there. I tried to move to the music. Seeing how Anna was dancing with Colt, I put Danny's hands on my hips the same way and ground onto his leg.

God, my boyfriend was so cute. And kissable. And sexy hot like wow. The music thrummed in time with my heart and our bodies were so close. I could smell the powder of Danny's deodorant over the sickly sweet of the club. His fingers tingled on the back of my neck.

"You're awesome," I said to him. He nodded like he heard me.

Anna grabbed my hand and dragged me and Danny back to our table. She'd taken off her overshirt and was wearing just the white-ribbed tank. Her breasts, massive, seemed liable to pop out any second. I saw that Danny's eyes were about to do the same as he goggled at her chest. I guess that answered my earlier question about him finding my roommate attractive.

When we got back to our spot, I pulled Danny close to me and kissed him, hard, to make sure he knew who he belonged to. I could taste the beer on his breath. We broke apart gasping.

"Woooo!" Anna shouted, loud enough that I could almost hear her.

I felt the familiar pressure in my bladder that told me I needed to use the bathroom. As I walked back to the women's room behind the bar, I dragged my hand along the wall. I didn't think I'd fall over if I let go, but why risk it?

There was a line of women waiting, but eventually I got my turn. The bathroom itself was smaller than my dorm room closet. Barely enough room for the toilet and a tiny, prison-style sink. It was a little quieter in there. The bass beat against the walls like it was desperate to get in.

I did my best to pee without putting actual flesh on the seat, then jumped up. I splashed some water on my face and felt a little clearer. Not all that drunk, I told myself. Just a little high. A little giggly. If I wanted, I could be way soberer-erer. Way... whatever. Less drunk. Yes. That was it.

When I got back to our spot, I saw Colt leaning on the table, but Danny and Anna were gone. My roommate's boyfriend had a glass full of something clear and he used it to gesture to the dance floor. My boyfriend and my roommate were both out there. Neither was doing anything untoward; they weren't even touching. In fact, it looked kind of funny. Anna in her jeans and ribbed tank top was easily half a foot taller than my preppy boyfriend. It was like two opposite characters from completely different movies stumbling into the same scene.

Colt pushed another full glass of green liquid my way. I took a sip, but the taste had gone from delicious to cloying and my stomach wasn't happy about the idea of having more.

Again, I tried to give Colt some money for my drink. Again, he pushed me away.

"Seems like bad business sense," I said, "Not taking someone's money." I had to lean in so he could hear me. Close enough to smell him: sandalwood and leather. I had to admit, the aroma was not unpleasant.

"Seems like bad Gender Studies, letting a guy buy you drinks," Colt replied. His breath tickled warm in my ear and I could almost feel the moisture of his mouth on my lobe. A little chill ran down my spine.

"That's not what it's about," I said, indignant. "I'm not some man-hating, feminist dyke." As soon as the word came out of my mouth, I regretted them. Danny and I both strongly believed in gay rights. People should be allowed to live their lives, no matter what their sexuality was. "Sorry," I said, "I shouldn't talk like that."

"No worries," Colt said and sipped his drink. I caught a whiff of it, and it smelled like something I could use to clean wounds. "You know I'm just busting your balls, Pipe."

I nodded as if I'd been in on the joke the whole time.

"Trust me, I like a liberated woman," Colt said, "Look at Anna out there. You think she's gonna let me anywhere near her unless I respect her first?"

I looked at the tall woman dancing with my boyfriend. No, she didn't seem the type to take crap from anyone. Watching her out there, she seemed so confident and free. Beautiful, too, of course. Every instinct I had -- built up by years of ugly cliques and shitty people -- told me that she was not my friend. But damn, if I was being honest with myself, I wanted her to be.

Anna saw me looking and gave me a little wave. She led Danny back to our table. Both of them panting and sweaty.

"Hope it's OK that I borrowed him," Anna said, "You were in the bathroom and Colt was getting drinks, but I wanted to dance."



"You have fun?" I asked Danny, tousling his hair. He kissed me and, wow, I could taste the alcohol on him now.

"Anna's fun," he said, "But you're way funner." He put his head on my shoulder and kissed my cheek. Slid his hand around my thigh. Pressed his hardness into my backside. Whoah! Someone was getting friendly.

"Later, baby," I said. I put my hand over his and held it against my leg. I was feeling pretty worked up, too, but I wasn't going to play around in public like that. No matter how bad my body wanted me to. "When we get home. I promise."

"Actually, I think I'm ready to head out," Anna said, giving Colt a knowing wink. I guess everyone was thinking the same thing I was.

*

Outside, the air was nearly frozen, but it felt good in my lungs and I gulped it down like I'd been underwater. The music was gone, but my head still throbbed with it. Danny and I walked arm in arm down the street. I couldn't wait to get him back to the dorm room and do dirty things to him.

We followed Anna and Colt back to his apartment. But when we got there, we didn't stop walking.

"Guys?" I called out. "I think we just missed your stop."

"Colt's roommates both have dates tonight," Anna said, "So we're all going back to our place."

Danny and I shared a look of deep disappointment. For a moment, I thought about begging him to get us a hotel room again. I couldn't imagine getting home and going right to sleep. But doing dirty stuff was out of the question if we had to share my room.

"My roommate is at my place," Danny said, his mind on the same track. "He's been planning some all-night gaming thing for weeks."

"It's OK," I said, "We'll figure something out."

We got back to Comm Ave and stood shivering, waiting for the T. I glanced at my phone, hoping to hell it wasn't so late that the train had stopped running for the night. Finally, a little white light flashed in the distance.

The car, itself, was almost empty. We sat down on the benches, me and Danny across from Colt and Anna. My roommate and her boyfriend started smooching. Light, easy kisses that clearly anticipated something more. I felt strange about making out with Danny on the T with my roommate right there. Instead we held hands, occasionally glancing at each other, knowingly.

When we got to the dorm, I selfishly hoped that security would turn Colt away at the door, but they let him pass with nothing but a nod. We rode the elevator up in silence. I leaned back against the wall. I felt fine but standing on my own was a bit of an issue.

We got out of the elevator, girls leading their boys back to our room. I unlocked the door and we went inside. I flicked on the lights, but they were too bright, and I quickly turned them off again. Anna went over and turned on a desk lamp, giving us just enough to get around.

"That was fun," Anna said, "But I'm not ready to call it a night yet."

I kicked off my shoes and sat on my bed. Danny sat next to me.

"You think I should break out the special supply, hon?" Anna asked Colt. He was standing in the middle of the floor, like he wasn't sure how he'd ended up in a place so gauche as a freshman dorm room.

I had no idea what Anna meant by 'special supply.' My first thought, actually, was flavored condoms. Not that I wanted to see her suck off Colt or anything. We were all so worked up I assumed that anything anyone said had to be sexual in some way.

Instead, Anna reached under her bed and pulled out a full bottle of Jose Cuervo. I don't know why I was so shocked, but I was.

"Anna," I said, remonstrating. "I didn't know we had that in here."

Anna stuck her tongue out at me and sat on the floor. She twisted off the cap and drank straight from the bottle. Then she passed it Colt who joined her there. Danny and I both climbed off the bed. My boyfriend took a drink and passed it to me.

The tequila went down my throat like liquid fire. I coughed, hard, but held it in. I passed the bottle back to Anna. She smiled at me soothingly, not totally judging.

We went around in a circle like that a few times, not saying anything. We were all barefoot, and a bit disheveled. Even Danny's dress shirt was untucked under his sweater. Anna had put on her overshirt again, but it hung off her loosely. That white-ribbed tank was doing very little to cover up her clearly bra-less breasts

Sitting on the floor and drinking like that was strangely comforting. I knew I wasn't falling asleep anytime soon, not with how worked up I was, and sharing the alcohol felt almost communal.

Anna held up the Cuervo container, now half empty, and eyed it. "We should play spin the bottle," she said, then tittered.

"I don't think that's going to work, honey," Colt said. He gave her shoulder a squeeze.

"Well we should play something," Anna said. Her drawl was on overdrive.

"How about UNO?" Colt said in his own southern twang.

I don't know how or why, but UNO had been a big thing for us freshman year. Like, everyone played it. If you told high school me I'd be up till 3am playing competitive UNO I'd have laughed in your face. I mean, what was next, high stakes Scrabble? But it had happened, and I'd played UNO till dawn on multiple occasions.

So, of course, we had a deck or two lying around. I dug it out of my drawer and dealt out the cards. We played fast and sloppy. There's a strategy to UNO but damned if I could remember it in the moment. Finally, Colt finished the game by dropping a Wild Draw Four, leaving Anna holding a stack of cards.

"Take off your shirt," he said to her. I waited for Anna to speak up -- or Danny, someone -- I don't know why. Anna unbuttoned the rest of her flannel and tossed it to the side. Now she was just in the ribbed white tank top. Definitely not wearing a bra. I could make out the size of her areola through her tank like it was see-through. I turned to look at Danny, but he was staring at Anna, too. I couldn't blame him for that.

We dealt out the cards for another game. This time, Danny ended up in last. He pulled his sweater over his head without even needing to be asked. So, we were playing strip UNO apparently? Seemed like the kind of thing that needed discussion, but instead we slipped into it like it was nothing.

We played hand after hand. No one talked. Cards fell quickly and the clothes came off even faster. I remember a distinct point: I was wearing my pink blouse and jeans. Anna still had her tank on, but she was down to a pair of white, pattern-less panties. Danny was in his checkered dress shirt and navy boxers. Colt mirrored Danny in his white t-shirt and a pair of grey boxer-briefs.

I could tell the boys were enjoying themselves. Both had obvious bulges in their underwear. I'm sure they could see how aroused we girls were as well. My nipples poked through my shirt, right through my bra. Anna was showing the same.

The cards were stacked in the middle. The tequila bottle was empty. I had a bunch of cards in my hand and I knew I needed to discard. Not the cards, though. My clothes. I'd lost and now I had the choice of showing my bra or my panties. I glanced over at Anna, between her legs, at the dark patch slowly growing in the gusset of her underwear. The cloth now trending towards translucent.

So the shirt then. I undid the buttons and tossed my blouse aside. I had on a simple white bra with a little lace on the edges. I'm not flat-chested -- on a good day I'm the better side of a B. Next to Anna, though, I felt tiny. Not that either Danny or Colt were complaining now that my shirt was off. Both boys eyed my breasts for a good bit longer than was wholesome.

"Running out of clothes," I muttered, idly.

"Not yet, darling," Colt said, "Still got plenty left."

The implication was clear. We weren't just messing around. We were going to play till everyone was naked.

"Plus, there's lots of other stuff we can do," Anna said. I didn't catch her meaning and I was too drunk to ask. Still too bowled over by the idea that I would be getting completely naked in front of my roommate and her boyfriend.

Danny reached over and squeezed my hand. "We can go if you want," he whispered. But I was in my own bedroom, so where exactly was I going? And if Danny went home, well, that only made things worse, right? So, I squeezed him back and shook my head. "OK," he said.

UNO went onward. Reverses and Skips. Draws and Wilds. We piled the rainbow of cards one by one onto the little patch of carpet between our legs. Colt was only wearing his underwear. His chest was muscled like something out of a magazine. Bronzed skin, pronounced pecs, and a six-pack stomach. Anna played with the blond hairs on his arm.

Danny was down to just his boxers, as well. He looked almost scrawny across from Colt but still cute as anything. Tufts of brown hair on his pale skin. I liked the way Danny looked, you know, like a human being rather than a Roman ideal.

My pants were lost, as well. I had just my white bra and matching panties. That dark spot in my own underwear that I'd been so worried about was now clear to anyone who looked my way. I swore I could smell my own arousal wafting upwards.

At some point we'd opened the window, it was so freaking hot for some reason, and an icy breeze stole into the room. I welcomed it, as it chilled the sweat on my skin. Anna gave a little shiver. Her nipples grew even more pronounced. After losing almost everything in the early going, my roommate had held at a tank top and panties.

Danny lost the next hand. For the first time that night, one of us was going to get fully naked. If I'd ever thought this would end the game, what Anna said next made it clear that we were only beginning.

"Let Piper take them off for you," my roommate said, "Nice and slow."

Danny stood up. I knelt in front of him. I knew it looked like I was about to suck my boyfriend off. I knew for some reason that I shouldn't try. I pulled at Danny's waistband and slowly tugged downward. I saw the beginnings of his dark pubic hair. The start of his shaft. God, he looked as long and thick as I'd ever seen him.

His penis popped up, bouncing warm against my cheek. I let out a little gasp and I heard Anna do the same.

"Well aren't you nicely equipped, Daniel?" Anna said.

My boyfriend looked over at my roommate and blushed bright red. I finished taking off his boxers. Anna signaled that he should do a little spin. It looked silly, his penis sticking straight out while he turned around.

Danny sat back down, his arms in his lap like he was doing his best to cover himself. Anna looked at him pointedly and licked her lips. Like Danny could blush any deeper than he was already doing.

Anna lost the next hand and pulled her tank top over her head. Her breasts bounced out, huge and heavy with brownish nipples erect like little pencil erasers. She lifted one to her mouth and gave it a kiss, reveling in the reaction that got from the room.

Where before it seemed as though everything was racing past me like I'd leaned on the fast-forward button on the DVR of my life, now every hand dragged along. Card by card. Each reveal drawn out and dramatic.

I undid my own bra. My breasts spilled out, delicate, with rose-pink nipples. I tried to lift one up and kiss it, like my roommate had done before, but I could only kind of get my tongue to the side. It was goofy, not sexy. But the room clapped appreciatively. Danny was eyeing my chest now, of course, but I could feel Colt's eyes devouring me as well. Like his girlfriend's massive mounds weren't already more than any man could ask for.

Colt was the next to lose his boxers. He stood and let Anna pull them down. His dick popped free, and she gave it a little kiss on the head. He'd shaved it completely. It was dark like the rest of his body. Long and slightly curved to the side. Slightly shorter than my own Danny's, and not nearly as thick. Still a very nice dick. Only the second one I'd seen in real life. Colt caught me staring and smirked, like he'd caught me with my hand in the cookie jar.

Two totally naked boys. Girls down to their panties. I think we all knew what was next. Just took someone to say it. Danny lost the next hand. He put down the cards and sat there, waiting for someone to tell him what to do.

"Stroke him," Anna told me, "Two minutes. But you can't let him cum."

I nodded. I grabbed my boyfriend's dick in my hands. Little pink fingers not even close to clasping it completely. God, I loved feeling my love this way. I felt so hot holding him. I slowly ran the loose skin up and over his shaft. Danny groaned, and I worried that two minutes might be too much.

Danny's breath came in short gasps. He stared at me with adoration. I could tell his body was begging for release. I was so worked up, I wanted to give it to him. I didn't care that another couple was watching. I wanted my boyfriend to cover me with his seed. So needy for his cum as if it were my own.

"Time," Anna said. I released Danny's dick. It pulsed, like trying to explode anyway. A thin drip of pre-cum leaked out, but nothing more. Danny panted, his face pained.

"I'm OK," he told me, but he looked lost behind his eyes. Idly I wondered what he'd do if it meant he'd be able to cum. I wondered what I would do, too. To be able to throw Danny down on the bed and let him fill me. Disturbingly, I couldn't think of anything in the moment that would stop me.

Anna lost the next hand. She didn't even bother with the pretense of taking off her panties. She just gave herself the same punishment that Danny had just received. Colt stripped off Anna's underwear. Her sex was bare. The labia were fat and pink and already gaping.

Colt dragged his fingers over Anna's sex. She groaned and giggled. He traced her sex, never touching any of her hot buttons. It didn't matter, it looked amazing. I shifted my thighs, trying to recreate a little bit of what my roommate was experiencing.

Danny's phone alarm went off. Anna cackled throatily and reached over to Colt. Pulled him close and kissed his lips with a wet smack. "That was lovely," she told him.

I lost the next hand and Anna didn't even wait for me to put down my cards before ordering Danny to give me my 'two minutes in heaven.'

"You can't let her cum, Daniel," Anna warned. He nodded very seriously, like she was sharing the nuclear codes. I didn't have the heart to say that it wouldn't be a problem.

As much as I loved Danny, he'd never actually made me orgasm. We'd gotten close a couple times, but I'd never actually gone over the top with my boyfriend. It was fine. I figured it would happen eventually. I was starting to think I was one of those girls that didn't orgasm from stuff like that. Even if it never happened, honestly, that was OK. I didn't need to cum to have a good time with my boyfriend.

I took off my own panties. My sex was covered in blonde hair. I tried to always trim it, but I felt particularly overgrown compared to my roommate. My lips were shiny with my juices. Slick. Danny barely touched my outer labia and I jumped like I'd been shocked.

Danny mirrored what he'd seen Colt do, rubbing slowly outside of me. We'd been having sex for months, yet we'd never done this. That is, Danny hadn't ever truly fingered me. We just got down to the good stuff. His touch was tentative, and a bit clumsy.

I became very aware of the fact that I was completely naked. Colt and Anna, not strangers but close enough, were staring straight at my most private parts. Watching my boyfriend do something totally intimate. I was nervous as heck, but it wasn't enough to overcome my driving arousal.

Danny's fingers dancing around my opening didn't get me going, but they didn't give me relief either. When Anna's alarm went off, right as Danny began to probe inside me, I nearly cried.

I was so distracted by my driving need, I lost the next hand as well.

"Not learning your lesson, are you?" Anna said, tutting her tongue at me. I shook my head, secretly hoping I'd get another two-minute stroke session. "Hmmm, well I don't want to keep rewarding your poor play. Why don't you suck on Daniel's dick for a while instead?"

I nodded. Pleasing my boyfriend was as exciting to me as the chance to be pleasured, myself. In fact, in some ways it was better. Danny stood up. I could see he was already trembling. I'd sucked him a few times, as I've said, but always as a lead up to sex or as a prelude to a full hand-job.

I got on my knees in front of my boyfriend, supplicant. He smiled down at me. I licked my way up his shaft, from the root to the head. Danny groaned.

"Is she doing good?" Anna asked him. Danny could only nod his head, silent. I slurped up his dick, loving the feeling of it in my mouth. The smell of pure, unfiltered masculinity filled my nose. I sucked back and forth, trying to be quiet and not succeeding. Danny rested his hands on my shoulder.

"Ah, Piper," he said. I made sure to look him right in the eyes, my mouth full of his cock. "Oh God..." he choked. His dick twitched. Oh God. He'd never cum from just my mouth before. I was sure it was about to happen, and a rush of panic hit me as I realized I wasn't sure if I wanted his sperm in my mouth.

Swallowing Danny's spend seemed super sexy but also kind of gross? Spitting it out seemed bad though. I didn't want to embarrass my boyfriend, especially not in front of Anna and Colt. What if I let him cum all over my tits? My face? God, all of that sounded awesome and awful and I couldn't decide as Danny's cock swelled on my tongue and...

Anna's alarm went off.

I let Danny's dick slide out of my mouth, dripping with my saliva. I wiped my face with my bare arm, then looked over to Anna. Like I was waiting for her to praise me?

"Very nice," she said, giving me a nod. Her compliment made me feel good, like pleasing her was as important as satisfying my boyfriend. Myself.

We played again. I lost again. I sat up on my knees like a puppy, waiting for my next command.

"You know, Piper," Anna said, "I don't think it's fair that Daniel gets all the attention while poor Colt has to sit here and suffer."

Silence filled the room. A pregnant pause that finally gave birth when my dumb mouth spit out the words before my brain had a chance to approve them. "I could stroke Colt this time?"

I looked back at Danny for approval and he nodded. Almost eager if I'm being honest. I guess he thought that if I touched Colt now, I might get to finish Danny, himself, later.

Colt smiled and stood in front of me. His cock dangled right at my mouth. I could smell it, smell him. So different than Danny, yet still manly and much the same. The sandalwood and leather scent almost sickly.

Colt clasped his hands behind his back and stood there. His cock pointed forward. For a moment, on instinct, I opened my mouth.

"You said just to stroke," I said, my brain finally regaining some sense of control.

Anna nodded, granting me permission.

I reached up and held Colt's cock. I was touching another man's penis and something about it turned me on even more. Like I said, Colt was smaller than Danny, but not by much. I drew the skin up and back.

"Spit on it," Colt said, "On your palm. For lubrication."

I nodded dumbly. Danny had never asked me to do that and I wondered if he'd like it next time. I licked my hand slick and grasped Colt's dick again. I noticed the difference in his reaction immediately.

"Aww, Pipe, that's nice," Colt said.

I was willing to do this, with some inherent promise of relief in the future, but I didn't want Colt to cum. Something about being covered in his seed felt wrong to me. Like he was claiming me as his own. So, I just held him loosely, more of a tease than a stroke. Anna's alarm went off and for the first time, I was happy to hear it.

Colt sat back down, and we dealt the next hand. By some miracle, certainly not my own play, I managed not to lose this time. But Danny did.



"Come here," Anna told him, patting the space between her legs. Danny crawled over, his dick hanging pendulous. I thought, for a moment, that I didn't want Danny to do this. But then, I'd stroked off Colt. So this was only fair. Right?

Anna spread her legs, lewdly. Her sex and her little brown star exposed to all of us. Danny tentatively touched her mound with his fingers. It was weird, seeing the love of my life touch the most intimate part of another woman. Seeing his face, the one I was so used to when he worked me. But it wasn't me he was working. I felt a little ill, mixed with a thrill I couldn't comprehend.

"More like this," Anna said, taking Danny's hand and pressing it down into her clit. "Oh yes."

My roommate's eyes rolled back a little while my boyfriend rubbed her.

"Other fingers," Anna gasped, "In me."

Danny took his other hand and dipped his fingers into Anna's hole. Her face went stiff. He pumped in and out of her. Anna's face and chest started to redden.

Colt's alarm went off. Anna was breathing heavily, and I thought for sure this would be the moment she broke through. But instead she let Danny sit back down like it was nothing.

"Let Piper taste your fingers," Anna said. Danny didn't pause. He held his digits under my nose. I licked, tentatively. I'd never tasted a woman before, not even myself. It was salty and strong. Strange to have it my roommate's juices on my boyfriend's fingers in my mouth. I was glad when he finally took them out. He smiled at me shyly.

Watching Danny bring Anna to the brink was my last straw. I could barely look at my cards, I was so amped up. I just wanted to get laid. My body was aching for relief and I couldn't wait a moment longer.

"I don't want to play cards anymore," I said. The words spilled out of me way louder than I'd intended. My voice high and a bit whiny.

"What do you want, Piper?" Anna asked. She spoke very slowly, like talking to a child.

"I want to do stuff," I said, "With Danny."

"You have to say it," Anna said.

"I want Danny inside me," I said, "Please. I'm so worked up and I need it so bad."

"Inside you where, Piper?" Anna asked, "You have to say it."

"In my vag..."

"Noooo, use the real word," Anna said, "I know you know it."

"Pussy?" I asked. I'd never liked that word. Pussy, snatch, quim, cunt. They all felt so demeaning and vulgar. But Anna just nodded as I said it.

"Please Anna, I need Danny's cock in my pussy," I said.

"Well, I think it's only fair that we play for it," Anna said, "You might be done with the game, but we're not. If Daniel wins, then of course he can have your tight, little snatch. But if not...?" She shrugged, as if that finished her sentence.

Anna tossed the UNO deck to Colt and told him to shuffle. Then she turned back to me.

"Lie down on the bed," Anna said "Spread your legs. Show your boyfriend what he's playing for." I did as I was ordered, holding my ankles so I was as wide as possible.

"You have the cutest pink pussy," Anna said, "Don't you boys think so?"

"It's nice," Colt said. He and Anna appraised me like a piece of jewelry they were thinking of buying.

"See how puffy her lips are? And, wow, look how slick she is down her thighs," Anna said, "I bet you're one hell of a fuck, aren't you sweetie?"

I should have been embarrassed or ashamed, but instead I felt this weird sense of pride as my roommate praised me.

Colt dealt out the cards and played Danny head-to-head. When my boyfriend went on a streak of Wilds to end the hand, I swear I cheered aloud.

"That should be worth, hmmm, five good strokes," Anna said. I didn't care anymore. I just wanted my boyfriend inside me. I prayed that, for the first time, my body would do the rest. I was insane with it. The way I felt, I was sure I'd orgasm if I sneezed. Danny's amazing dick would have to be enough now, right?

Danny leapt to his feet, but before he could hit my target, Anna grabbed his cock.

"Let me help you with that," she said sweetly. She held Danny in her hand, lightly stroking. Carefully, she steered Danny's dick to my gasping, grasping hole. I felt the head kiss at my lips.

Then Danny, ever the gentleman, saved my day.

"Condom," he croaked out.

Holy fuck. This whole time I'd been begging to have my boyfriend inside me unprotected. It hadn't even occurred to me. Only my hot, gorgeous hero had been sober enough to save me from my own drunken, horny stupidity.

"There's some in my top desk drawer," I said.

Anna let go of Danny and he went over. He pulled out a whole strip and tore one off. Anna took the lifeless rubber out of his hand and slid it on for him.

"Remember, you only won five strokes," Anna said. She placed Danny's cock head in my opening and he slowly slid forward. Oh GOD he'd never felt so big. Even more than our first time together, Danny streeeeeetched the walls of my pussy as he slid into me. Unlike our first time, though, it only felt amazing. My body shifted to accommodate his cock. I could feel myself already on the edge of cumming. Oh it was going to happen. Finally. Oh wow.

Danny pulled back and stroked forward. He did so delicately, like he was afraid he might set me off. It was tender and loving and fuck all that stuff cause I needed to get fucked. I begged for him to go faster. Harder. Slam into me. Break me open. Words came out of my mouth I'd never imagined saying. Cock and fuck. Cunt and slut. Danny moved at the same pace.

Still, I could feel it building in me. God, it had been building this whole time, but now I could finally see the shape of it in the distance. Even at Danny's deliberate pace I was going to cum.

"That's perfect," Anna said, approving of Danny's even pace. "And... stop. OK, next hand."

Colt and Danny played again, but this time Colt was the winner. Danny sighed, exasperated. "I'm sorry, Piper," he said, like he'd just lost our life savings.

"Piper, why don't you suck on Colt's cock this time."

"OK," I said, on autopilot. I needed it so bad, I would do anything Anna said. Just for a shot at something more.

Colt climbed onto the bed and straddled my chest. His masculinity poked at my mouth and I opened. He slid into me, deep. His balls rested on my chin. It was weird to feel no hair there. Colt went in further than I let Danny go. The tip of his cockhead tickled at my throat. Because Colt was on top of me, he could control his depth in a way I wasn't used to. I made lewd gurgling sounds as Anna's boyfriend moved back and forth in my mouth. Saliva drooled out over my cheeks.

I waited to hear the timer go off and I realized we'd never set a limit. There was no 'five strokes' or 'two minutes.' Colt was fucking my face for as long as he felt like it.

"Colt, why don't you pinch her nipples for a bit?" Anna said.

Colt withdrew from my mouth, my saliva dripping off his dick. I worked my sore jaw back and forth. Colt's strong hands closed around my breasts. He found my pink nubs and squeezed them. I'd never been into nipple stuff. I'd seen girls who liked it, but to me it just hurt and tickled. Not this time. Colt twisted my tits and all I could think was that I wanted it harder. I begged for it. He pinched and twisted so much that it looked like I had two balls of chewed bubblegum on top of my boobs. All I could do was groan and buck.

"You've got nice titties," Colt said with a cocky smile, "Almost as good as Anna's." I wanted to hate him so much for how he was talking to me, but all I could do was feel content with the compliment. And shudder under the painful pleasure he was wringing out of me.

Finally, he stopped and pushed his turgid penis back into my mouth. The head tickled at the back of my throat and I coughed, but he didn't do anything but start thrusting again. I gulped and kept going.

Then I felt another sensation. A light touch ran through my pubis. By the lithe fingers, I could tell that it was Anna who was tracing through my rough blonde hairs.

"I can't decide if we should shave you or not," Anna said. She talked about my body like I was her property. "On the one hand, it'll be easier to lick you if you're bare. But real blonde pubes are such a rarity, it seems a shame to shear them away. What do you think, Daniel?"

"I like Piper the way she is now," he said. Ever the good boyfriend.

"Well that's just proof you've never gone down on her," Anna said. Which was true. I'd never worked up the courage to let Danny put his mouth on my sex. I was always too self-conscious. Ironic now that I was spread eagled on my bed, letting Anna evaluate me like a prized show dog. "Have you, Daniel?" Anna pressed him.

"No," Danny said, "She won't let me."

"Do you want to?"

Danny nodded his head eagerly. Colt's cock pumped my mouth while my boyfriend and my roommate had a casual conversation about cunnilingus and the proper applications, thereof.

"Well, we'll have to teach you," Anna said, "Would you like that little Piper? Do you want us to show Danny how to go down on your puffy blonde pussy?"

I grunted, still feasting on Colt's cock. Glug. Glug. Glug.

I felt Anna's thin fingers drift lower. Till she found my clit. God it was so engorged I swear it felt as big as a dick under her caresses. Like she could stroke it off instead of rubbing me down. Fortunately, for me, she did the latter. Anna pressed down on my hot button and swished it side to side. Oh GOD it felt amazing.

"You know what that is, Daniel?" Anna asked. "That's Piper's sweet little clitty. That's where all the magic happens. Does she let you play with it?"

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw my boyfriend shake his head.

"I didn't think so," Anna said, "Oh, we have so much to teach you, lover. We're going to have so much fun together."

Anna began rubbing my clit harder. It was the perfect combination: a stranger's touch on my own sex combined with the expert knowledge that my own hands might have. I bucked, my body begging for Anna's sweet attentions.

I'd never been with a girl. Never even occurred to me that I might like it. I remember watching lesbian porn once and it made me feel a little sick to my stomach as it aroused me. Like, I liked it, but I hated that I did. It was weird and uncomfortable and I never watched it again. Now Anna's fingers were on me and I didn't care that she was a woman. I just craved her touch.

"Piper always cums first," Anna said, "You should know that, Daniel."

There was this beautiful moment then, when I thought I understood what Anna was doing for me. For us. She was teaching my boyfriend how to pleasure me properly. She was pushing our relationship forward. It was almost generous in a broken way.

Sex with Danny was wonderful, amazing. I loved being with my lover and I knew I would never tire of it. But it could also be frustrating sometimes. Danny wasn't selfish. He was eager, earnest. But both of us were clumsy and things seemed to always come out on his side.

Now though, Anna had shown him things I knew I needed to say but could never find the voice for. How to touch and where. I didn't need to ask him to lick me, because now he would do it. He wouldn't ignore my clit because Anna had just shown him. He would build me up, taunt and tease, before sticking it inside of me. Knowing that my orgasm should always come first because his, we knew, would arrive regardless.

Once again, as Anna stroked me, I felt my orgasm start to form. The shadow of it slowly sliding out of my clit and into my gaping sex. Up my legs and down my arms. Once again, Anna took away her touch right when it was about to become real. I screamed my frustration around Colt's cock.

"Oh, but Daniel, I see you're super worked up, too," Anna said. I could see the both of them out of the corner of my eye. "I'm sure Piper wouldn't mind if I gave you some release."

My mouth was too full of Colt's cock to complain.

"Oh God." I heard Danny groan as Anna sucked his cock right up. My big-titted, brunette roommate looked very sexy on her knees; my boyfriend's dick jammed into her mouth. She slurped loudly, like she wanted me to hear.

"Oh, that's a big cock you've got there. Am I doing good for you?" Anna asked, supplicant. But Danny could only moan again as my roommate took him deeper. "Come on, Daniel. Let me have that thick dick. Fuck my face. Make it feel so good."

"Oh! Oh GOD!" Danny cried out. His hands gripped Anna's head tight. I saw his face flush and I knew, right then, he was cumming in my roommate's mouth. "Oh Piper. I'm so sorry. Fuck. That feels so GOOD!"

Danny stumbled back. A trail of his seed slipped down Anna's chin. She didn't have a problem swallowing sperm, I saw. Anna grinned at me, knowingly. Weirdly, I didn't feel jealous. Not in the way I thought I would, anyway. I wasn't angry at Danny for coming in another woman, only that his pleasure hadn't led to mine.

"So sorry, Piper," Danny rambled it again and again, falling back to the floor. His cock shrinking back to nothing.

Colt pulled out of my mouth, and I gasped for air. My face was sticky with my own drool. Watching Danny get off made me feel twisted inside. Devastated and desirous at the same time. I was already so strung out, and everything I'd seen and done made me need it even more. My sex grasping for something. Anything.

"Please," I said. I don't know what I was asking for. I wanted Danny's cock inside me, but I didn't know how to get it. I was so close. So close. "Please, I need to cum."

Anna shrugged at me, like 'what are you gonna do?'

"Please I need it inside me," I said. I started to sob. I was ugly crying over getting some cock. My body needed release so bad, I could almost forgive myself for it. "Please, please, please."

"I don't think Daniel's going to be up for a while," Anna said. I looked down and saw my boyfriend still sprawled on the floor. His cock, flaccid, lay prone on his thigh. "And there aren't any other cocks in here for you. Unless you count Colt's."

I froze. You'd think I was past conscious thought at this point. That I'd already tipped over the slut's edge and was now willing to do anything. Hell, I sure thought that's where I was. But in that moment, something gripped at my belly and told me 'no.' Like dodging an oncoming train at the last moment, I stepped out of the way of something disastrous.

No.

I was desperate, but I wouldn't do that.

Then Danny -- Danny! -- said, "It's OK."

I looked down at my boyfriend in shock. He smiled at me, warmly, with all the love in the world, and said it again.

"Piper needs it so bad," he said to Anna, "I understand. It's OK."

And just like that, my fate was decided for me.

Colt walked over to the side of the bed. He slapped my ass, hard, and I jumped. "Come on now," he said, like talking to a horse he was about to saddle, "If I'm going to lay me some Pipe, I'm going to do it properly."

He didn't need to say it. Meekly, I rolled over onto my stomach. Got up on all fours. Danny and I had never done it this way. It always seemed so humiliating. Like a lot of things I was doing that night, I guess. I bent over like an eager animal and presented my pink pussy to my roommate's boyfriend.

And I pleaded, begged, for him to shove it inside me.

Colt gave me that cocksure smile I hated so much, then he aimed his dick right at my cunt. And slid right in to the hilt.

I gasped as I felt the heat of his bare, hard cock fill me. He hadn't put on a condom. I was too far gone to care. It felt so good to have that raw cock inside me. I'd thought protection made a small difference, sure. But skin-on-skin was so much more than I ever anticipated.

I could barely stand it. Colt spanked my ass again and it tingled straight down to my pussy. He drew back, thrust forward. Our hips slapped with a violence that exceeded even his hand. His balls bounced off my clit with abandon.

The sensations of pleasure with Danny had been little, transient things. Like trying to catch a firebug. Chasing something fleeting and frustrating that, in the end, led to only a small, subtle pleasure.

With Colt there was no chase. No searching. And when it overcame me, I didn't just blink, I exploded so bright it nearly blinded me. Colt thrust into me hard and for the first time in my life, my orgasm was there. Unmissable, unmistakable, unavoidable.

It came up on my so quickly, I was unprepared. I wailed as the pleasure overtook me like an uncontrolled earthquake. Shaking me to my core. It was more than I'd ever experienced, and it broke me. My body shook. The pleasure raced up my pussy, devastated my body and blasted my brain.

I gasped for breath, desperate. Right as the first orgasm subsided enough for consciousness to return, another one collapsed over me. A volcanic eruption, deeper in my cunt, that ran hot through my gut and shredded my lungs. A felt something warm spurt out of my pussy and splash my thigh.

By myself, I'd always been a quiet cummer. I never had the urge to cry out. I didn't speak or say anything. I would just gasp and tremble a bit as the pleasure overwhelmed me but that was all.

Colt plunged into my cunt and I screamed, "oh FUCK! I'm FUCKING CUMMMMMING Oh GOD! I'm fu-uh-uh-uh-cking cu-um-um-um-ming. Don't stop. Oh PLEAAASE don't stop."

I was orgasming so hard, my pussy clenching so tight, I was sure that Colt would fill me up at any moment. He didn't. Colt didn't even slow. He pounded my sex again and again, blasting the bliss through my body. I was wracked with pleasure, limp with joy, and that magnificent cock kept pumping me like a machine.

"How's that pussy?" Anna asked.

"So tight," Colt said, "She's -- fuck Annie -- her cunt's a fucking dream. You see her squirt all over the bed? She acts so prim and proper. But secretly she's a fuck machine."

"How about you, Ms. AwesomeCunt?" Anna asked. She sat on the bed and pulled at my nipples, hard. All it did was increase the intensity of my orgasm. "You like being fucked by my boyfriend?"

"So... fucking... good," the words slipped out of me. I could barely form them; my brain was so sloshed with alcohol and dopamine.

"Well will you look at that," Anna said. I was facing the wall as Colt fucked me from behind, but I could see it in my periphery. My sexy brunette roommate was talking to Danny while he lay on the floor, watching his girlfriend getting fucked within an inch of her life. His dick sticking up stony and straight like a goddammed obelisk of ecstasy.

"You like watching your Piper get fucked, dontcha," Anna said. It wasn't teasing. She said it warmly, like she legitimately cared. Danny nodded his head in response. "Come here, Daniel."

Anna reached down and stroked my boyfriend's dick.

"Come here, baby," Anna said, "You're so big and thick. Does Piper's little pussy just love that dick? Oh, I bet she does. I bet she squeals so pretty when you put it inside her."

Anna pulled Danny to his feet. She dragged him over to her open bed and pushed him down onto it.

"I want. Want to see," I said. Amazed I was able to get the words out.

"Course you do, baby," Anna said. Colt pulled out of me and my head hung forward, like a doll when they pull out the batteries. He posed me so I was facing the other bed. Danny was lying back, his cock sticking straighter than I'd ever seen it.

I watched, somewhere between dumbstruck and devastated, as Anna took my Danny's cock and held it upward. Shimmied her hips so he was aimed right up at her cunt. And then lowered herself down. No condom -- just cock in cunt. My boyfriend bareback in another woman. Both of them groaned.

"God damn he's got a big dick," Anna said, "So fucking thick I can barely stand it."

As if to make her point, Anna sank about halfway down, then stopped herself. Slowly she rose up and then lowered herself a little further. "Like sticking a fucking bedpost up my cunt. A gooddamn telephone pole. Seriously how does this monster fit in your tiny, hairy snatch, Piper?"



Anna finally settled down completely on Danny's dick. His pubic hair surrounding her bare snatch. "Hang on," she said, "Don't move. Gotta get used to it."

"He's not that big," Colt said as he stuck his dick back in me, not gently. Just shhhhhllllllllup and he was buried. My slutty pussy responded immediately, pushing another orgasm through me like it was nothing.

"Oh, is my baby boy getting jealous?" Anna asked, "You've got nothing to be ashamed of, Colt, and you know that. Besides, you can't complain, getting to plumb Piper's tight little pussy."

"You've got way better tits," Colt said, grunting. He reached down and pinched my boob as if to make his point.

"And you have a much better body," Anna said, "So let's not ruin our fun, OK?"

Colt grunted and started fucking me again. The orgasms kept coming, one after the other. Rumbling and rolling, each a bit different. One sharp, almost painful. The next a low, lull, like slipping into a warm bath. The one after, a fucking explosion that shook me to the core. I felt another plume of hot liquid arc out of my pussy and I prayed to God it wasn't piss.

As my head lolled, trying to recover, I watched Anna ride the love of my life. The whole time, she kept a running commentary. Like we needed it for the special features section of the Blu-Ray of our evening.

"Oh yes Daniel your big cock feels so good in my pussy. Oh, you like that, baby? Yeah? You like fucking your girlfriend's hot roommate? Oh yes. Squeeze my big titties. Yes. Pinch those nipples. Make me scream it out OH! That's good. So good, baby."

Danny's hands held onto Anna's tits like they were made of precious stones. Like if he let go, he might die. His eyes rolled back in his head. His body bounced in time with Anna's as she wriggled her ass up and down.

"Look at Piper," Anna rambled on, "Doesn't your girlfriend look good with Colt's dick in her cunt? You like seeing him give it to your little girl? Oh she's such a good little slut. Tell her. Say it."

"You look so good, Piper," Danny said. His voice thin.

"Come on now, say it," Anna repeated. "Don't be afraid. She wants to hear it, I promise you."

"You're a, ohfuck, you're such a good little slut," Danny said. And damn me if my heart didn't swell, stupidly, with pride.

"You like this?" Anna asked. "You like fucking a real woman with big titties and a slick little pussy?"

"It feels so good, Piper," Danny said. Moaned. "Her body is, fuck, so amazing."

It was surreal. Not just the dirty talk, but all of it. I knew the little grunts and groans my boyfriend made as he built to his pleasure. But it was coming out while he was with someone else. Like hearing the soundtrack from one movie played over another. The whole thing seemed decoupled and broken. It was supposed to be me bringing those little noises out of him. But it wasn't. And I was too cum drunk from another man's dick to care.

Anna's voiceover started to devolve. Dropping into nonsense sounds as her body reached its apex. "Riding you. So hard. Gonna keep riding you. Till I cum. Gonna cum on that awesome cock. Oh yes. Oh YES! Again. Oh rub my clitty. Yes. There it is. Harder. HARDER Oh FUCK YES! Oh, Daniel you're making me cum. He's making me cum, Piper. Your boyfriend is making my CUUUUUUMMMMM!"

Slap. Slap. Slap. All four bodies moved in rhythm. Both couples in this strange grunting, groaning symphony of sex. Anna's tits flew around so violently I thought they might fly off. Her perfect ass crashed against Danny's thighs so hard I thought it might crack.

"Do you like my pussy?" Anna asked, leaning down and nuzzling against Danny. Her voice down almost to a whisper. "Do I feel good for your monster cock? Oh, I know I'm not as tight as tiny Piper, but do you love it?"

"So good," Danny gasped.

"You like my massive titties?" Anna asked, "I see you staring at them when you think your little girlfriend isn't looking. It's OK. You can hold them. Squeeze them. Oh! Bite my nipples, God. Oh Daniel. That awesome cock. Making me cuuuuuummmmmmm."

I watched, entranced, as Anna went over the top for the second time. Danny didn't even flinch as Anna's face went bright red and her jaw dropped open in a silent howl. It had never occurred to me that letting him cum once might make him last like this for a second go-round. Oh, there were so many things I wanted to try now that we'd finally...

Colt slapped my ass, grabbing my attention. Like I could ever control myself so much to keep my mind anywhere but on the dick that was destroying my pussy.

I was wrecked. A drooling, squirting, sweaty disaster. Stinking sour, the taste of Anna's sex still on my tongue. The smell of pure, unfiltered masculinity filled my nose. The stench of sandalwood and leather turning my stomach. My brain nothing but a puddle of pleasure chemicals as Colt's magic wand enchanted my traitorous cunt with every thrust.

All I could do was be supplicant to the man who made me into this mewling, whimpering beast. Colt pulled at my hair and pinched my tender nipples. His hips slammed my ass, forcing the words out of me.

"Oh fuck. So good. God, I. Fuck. I feel it. In me. Oh fuck it feels so gooood."

"What are you?" Colt asked me, the rhythm of his thrusts not stopping. The pounding of my orgasms racing through me.

"I'm... I'm a woman?"

He pulled my hair back again, forcing me to look at Anna. My boyfriend's cock buried inside her.

"No, that's a woman," he said. And I whimpered because I knew it was true. Anna was so much more than me. Her big breasts and wide thighs. I was a twig next to her oak tree. A kitten to her panther.

"I'm a girl," I said, near sobbing, "A little girl."

"You're a cum hole," he said, viciously. "You're my little cum hole. And what do you do with a cum hole?"

"Cum in her," I said, resigned. He was bare in my unprotected pussy. His fertile seed would go straight to my womb. I knew it, but I couldn't say otherwise. I could only surrender to the fact that he was about to put his baby in me. And damn me to hell because I wanted it. I didn't care anymore. I wanted Colt's cum in my cunt. I hungered for him to bust through my cervix and seed me.

Colt squeezed my hips tight. My body braced itself for his explosion. I could feel it -- God, how was it even possible -- the biggest orgasm yet, rising inside me. Just waiting for him to trigger it with the flood of his fertility. It was all I wanted, the orgasm that he was about to wring out of me as he claimed my unprotected pussy. Fill my fertile uterus with his essence. Make a baby in my belly.

The words came out of me unbidden, building the same as my unmeasurable ecstasy. "I... I'm... I'm gonna..."

And then Colt withdrew with a long, loud sigh. "Not tonight, Pipe," he said. Both of us sagged with the disappointment of his decision.

Colt pulled at my hips till I got the point and I turned around. I sat on the edge of the bed. My face right at his cock. A sense of relief and remorse washed over me at the same time.

Colt stroked his dick. His fist pumped up and down his cock, still soaked with my cum. A huge, white ring of my froth at its base. He worked himself hard, like he still wasn't even close after fucking me half to death.

Colt groaned. His dick jerked. The first hot stream of his cum splattered my cheeks. I remembered what I'd thought before. That if I let Colt cum on me, he would be marking me. Making me his own. Another hot spurt hit my face. The salt of it slipped down my mouth. On my chest. My breasts. Again and again he painted me. Till I was sticky with his seed.

I heard a grunt and looked over.

"Oh Daniel, you going to cum, baby?" Anna asked. She bounced up and down on him. The sad little bed squealed under them. "Give it to me. I want your cum in me. Piper won't let you, but I will. I want it inside. Cum Daniel. Come on, baby. Cum. Cum in mmmmmMMMEEEEEEE!"

My boyfriend and my roommate both flushed red at the same time. Danny didn't even pause. Didn't stop to consider at all what he was about to do. To Anna. To us.

Danny roared as he filled Anna with his precious seed. My boyfriend was cumming inside a woman for the first time. Another woman that wasn't me. I watched Anna's body jerk with pleasure. Like I could see each explosion inside of her. The jealousy overwhelmed me.

I wasn't upset that Anna was fucking my boyfriend, that was bad enough, but that she got to feel him cum inside her. That his orgasm triggered hers in a way that my body had never allowed before. The cum that should have been mine.

Anna fell forward and kissed Danny's cheek. "Oh you fucked me so good. Did you like that? Did you like cumming in my pussy?"

"Yeah," Danny said dreamily. "So good."

Anna slowly rolled off my boyfriend. I saw a bit of his seed spill down her thigh. "Fuck you put so much in me," she said. Then she seemed to notice me for the first time sitting on the bed, staring at her. Colt lay languid next to me, the only thing missing was the cigarette in his mouth. "Oh Piper, Colt got you good, didn't he?" She laughed a little.

I looked down at myself. My lips were raw from him fucking my face before. My chest was dripping with sperm. I could smell it, sort of bleachy, as it wafted off me.

"Here let me help you," Anna said. I thought she was going to get a towel. Instead she knelt between my legs and licked up my chest. Anna tongued my stomach. My breasts. Sucking up her boyfriend's sperm. She moved up to my face. My cheeks. My mouth.

I could smell Anna's perfume, her cunt. Heck I could still taste it on my tongue. Her licks and kisses as she got me clean, they all went straight down to my pussy. Like it hadn't already been orgasmed into oblivion.

Satisfied that she'd slurped up all of Colt's sperm, Anna lay back and spread her legs. I saw another dollop of Danny's cream squeeze out of her pussy lips.

"Look what your boyfriend did to me," she said. I stared down. Not sure how to feel. I was so horny and humiliated -- a horrible combination. "Come on now," Anna said, "I cleaned you up. It's your turn."

Suddenly, I realized what I was being asked to do. Some massive part of my mind, what little I had left, screamed 'no!'. But that part wasn't in control anymore. The conscious aspect of my brain that said I didn't like women, that didn't even want a man going down on me, was too small and weak.

I pressed my head between Anna's thighs and lapped right up her slit. Anna shivered. She ran her fingers through my hair and held me in place. Groaning low in her throat as I did the dirty work.

She tasted sweet and salty. Tangy and heady. A weird mix of overwhelming pussy with the occasional overlay of Danny's sperm. I'd never swallowed Danny's cum before. His sperm always ended up on my stomach or in the condom. To taste it for the first time coming out of another woman' pussy was another layer of strange on top of an entire tower of weird built on a foundation of full-on bizarre.

Anna's grasp on my head got tighter. I thought about what I would want someone to do to me and I followed that instinct. I curled my tongue into Anna's slot, hungrily searching for the last of my boyfriend's cum. I lay my tongue flat against Anna's clit and pressed as hard as I could.

"Ah. Ah. AH. AH HA!" Anna's little gasps turned into squeaks as I brought her over the top one last time. I could tell it was a little orgasm, nothing special, but it was enough for Anna.

She loosened her grip on my head and started to slowly stroke my hair. "Oh yes, that's a good girl," Anna said, cooing. "Such a good little girl."

I snuggled into Anna's body. Feeling strangely safe against her warm, soft flesh. My pussy was, inexplicably, still mewling for more, but exhaustion overtook me.

"Come here, Daniel," I heard Anna say, distant. "Keep our little Piper warm."

There was a moment of cold, then Daniel lay next to me. I buried my head in his chest. His arm wrapped around me close. He kissed my head.

"I love you so much," I heard him say.

"I love you too," I mumbled back. The sleep came over me so strong, I could only hope my speech made sense.

I heard creaking in the other bed, and I assumed that meant Anna and Colt were snuggling there. The click of the desk lamp covered us all in darkness. I squeezed Danny tight and I realized he smelled like Anna. I buried my nose deeper into his chest.

"Oh Piper," Anna said from across the room, then giggled. "We're going to have so much fun together."
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Poly at the Poly Pt. 01

August 2019

"Holy shit!" Mike cried out, slapping my bare flank far harder than was necessary. "That's Cassie Summers."

Both of us were lazing by the pool at Disney's Polynesian Resort Hotel. It was late afternoon in the middle of August and hot as hell. The nearby umbrella didn't block out the sun, so much as it strained it. When I got off my lounger, I was going to have to check my back for grill marks.

Only a few hours before, we'd been boarding a plane in Philadelphia. Now we were in our swim trunks, laying back with literally nothing to do. The rounded, zero-entry pool in front of us sparkled serenely in the afternoon sunlight. A large, faux-volcano -- a waterslide, apparently -- sat on the far side of the water. In the distance to my right, past a fence, over a lake, and poking over the treetops, was the famed Cinderella Castle. There had been no time change, and the weather wasn't all that different, but I still felt shaken by the sudden shift from stultifying suburbia to mass-produced magic.

"Cassie fucking Summers," Mike said it again. Like that name was supposed to mean something to me.

He gestured towards a small Tiki bar next to the volcano. A strikingly attractive woman with golden blonde hair was leaning on the counter, ordering a drink. She was wearing a plum-colored bikini and it showed off her flawless, hourglass body.

It was the middle of the afternoon, most people were in the parks, and the pool area was nearly empty. So, Mike's tan, blonde woman stood out even more than she usually might have.

"Amazing, right?" Mike said.

Despite the fact that the two of us were on vacation together, Mike and I weren't all that close. Our wives -- the ones who had conspired to create this adventure -- were work buddies who got along more like long-lost sisters. However, they were both back in our hotel room, sleeping off the effects of the early morning wakeup. That left me alone at the pool with a man who wasn't exactly a stranger but couldn't exactly be described as a friend either.

Mike and I got along OK, but we were very different people. We even looked opposite of each other. Mike was a tall, thin guy (almost bony) with thinning light blonde hair and freckled skin. I was short and broad with the black hair and olive coloring that came standard with my Eastern European background. More than once, I heard the 'take off your sweater' joke when wearing a bathing suit at a pool.

Our personalities were similarly disparate. Mike was an outgoing, charismatic man who liked to be the center of attention.

I was not.

Despite all that, like I said, Mike and I got on most of the time. Our wives were close and that was good enough. But there were moments when I was reminded of the fact that Mike wasn't the kind of person I'd ordinarily choose to spend time with.

Moments like this one, for instance.

"Cassie and I went to high school together," Mike explained. "She was the girl, you know? Like, the girl. Cassie was the whole package, right out of the catalog: head cheerleader, prom queen, star of the senior play. Completely amazing and totally untouchable."

Mike leaned forward in his chair. He did nothing to hide the fact that he was ogling this woman. She was oblivious to his attention, thankfully, as she accepted a swirling red and yellow drink from the bartender.

"Damn, though," Mike said, shading his eyes like staring at a mirage, "Cassie looks good. Really good. Hard to believe it's been fifteen years."

Despite my every instinct telling me not to, I found myself watching the object of Mike's obsession, as well. Though she was very much not my type, I could concede that Cassie was quite attractive. She looked to be about 5'9" with a classically beautiful face and a great body that stood out in all the right ways. One of those people who was so classically beautiful she appeared almost alien. Were women who looked like Cassie arousing? I supposed. Mostly I found them imposing.

"Holy shit!" Mike slapped my side again. This time I really thought about punching him in return.

I held back, however, because I saw what had him so worked up: Mike's blonde bombshell had left the bar and was now walking right towards us, drink in hand. Aimed straight at our seats like a sexy cruise missile.

"She must have caught me staring," Mike said, burying his face in his palms. "I'm a dead man."

I didn't see the issue. I supposed that Cassie would remember Mike from high school and that would explain his interest. Old friends and all that.

"Cassie Summers is not going to remember me," Mike said, his voice pitched with panic. "Come on, man. Like I told you, she was the popular girl. I was, like, the background extra in the movie of her life. I didn't even make it in the frame, let alone have a speaking part."

I found it hard to believe that Mike had ever been quiet anywhere, but I got his point.

"I'm going to get slapped," Mike said. He cringed back in his seat, like he was looking for the secret doorway down to China.

Meanwhile, Cassie was still heading our way. She even had that hot woman walk, her hips popping up in rhythmic perfection as she sauntered around the pool. She didn't look angry though. In fact, there was a smile playing on her pretty face.

"I'm going to blame you," Mike told me. I was pretty sure he was serious.

"Michael Walsh?!" Cassie cried out as she got close.

Mike froze. "Cassie Summers?" he asked, trying to sound like he wasn't sure. It was not at all convincing.

The beautiful blonde hurried over to our seats, moving her apex body in all sorts of exciting ways.

"I thought that was you!" Cassie said as she got close. "Wow, you look great!"

"Oh, um, so do you," Mike said.

Cassie leaned forward like she wanted a hug and Mike obliged. While he was pressed against her body, Mike looked back at me, his eyes agog. In a place with actual princesses, he was meeting a queen. And he was clearly dumbfounded by it.

"I can't believe you remember me," he said, breaking from the hug.

"Oh, come on," Cassie said, hands on her hips, "Mrs. Stack's social studies class? You had me in stitches our whole senior year."

"I wasn't that funny," Mike said.

"He was hilarious," Cassie said, looking at me. He extended her dainty hand for a shake. Her nails were painted a perfect scarlet, "I'm Cassie, by the way."

"Paul," I said, "Nice to meet you." I spoke carefully, keeping my accent nice and neutral. Even with so few words, it could slip out if I didn't pay attention.

"I don't remember you from high school, Paul" Cassie said.

"Paul's a friend of... Well, he's a family friend," Mike said.

I did my best not to roll my eyes. If he wanted to get in trouble with his wife, that was Mike's problem. I sank back into my lounge chair, happy to be forgotten.

Based on everything Mike had told me about his crush girl, that should have been the end of the conversation. In fact, it should have already been over. Instead, Cassie sat on the lounger on Mike's far side, perching on the edge and leaning forward.

The beautiful blonde seemed legitimately excited to see her old high school classmate. Her eyes, an intense blue that outshone the sky, kept roaming up and down my companion's skinny, pale body. As if Mike had been the guy in high school and Cassie was the former geek.

"So, how have you been?" Cassie asked. "What have you been up to?"

"I'm good," Mike said, "I'm an account exec for an agency in Philly. What about you? What brings you to Disney?"

"What a coincidence, I'm in PR, if you can believe it," Cassie said, brightly. I had the feeling that was how she did everything. "I'm here with my husband's family."

"Oh," Mike said with the sharp sadness of a balloon being popped. Like Cassie's relationship status was the only thing keeping him from hooking up with his dream girl. "That's nice."

"Yes, it's neat," Cassie said, "I haven't been to Disney in a long time. It's way different than I remembered. Of course, I was only six, so mostly I just remember crying cause I was afraid of Goofy."

"Yes, nowadays I only cry when I get the bill," Mike said.

"See? Still so funny," Cassie said, giggling musically. She turned to me. "Isn't he funny?"

"Very," I said.

"It's different for me," Mike said, trying to pull the blonde woman's attention back to himself. "We come to Disney about once a year. Sometimes more."

"Wow, that's a lot," Cassie said, taking a sip from her technicolor drink. "You and Paul must really like it."

Mike turned so red that he could have replaced the volcano by the side of the pool.

"My wife." Mike practically shouted it. Suddenly, his marriage was a necessary piece of information he very much wanted Cassie to have. "My wife and I like it here a lot. She's a big Disney person. We both are. Together. She's back in our room right now. With Paul's wife. We're both married. In fact, I just got a text from her. See? We need to go back to the room to get ready for dinner."

Cassie stifled a giggle. "Ok, I believe you," she said. Then she looked at Mike like she was noticing him for the first time all over again. Casually, she put her hand on his bare shoulder. "It really is nice to see you."

"Yes, you too," Mike said, genuinely.

"We're here for about a week," Cassie said, "Maybe I'll run into you again?" I was surprised by how hopeful she sounded.

"That'd be nice," Mike said.

"OK," Cassie said, standing up. "Well, I better let you get back. To your wife."

"Definitely," Mike said, chuckling nervously.

Cassie gave me a quick, polite nod, then headed back to the other side of the pool. Her pert butt cheeks bounced hypnotically in her skimpy bottoms as she walked away from us.

"Cassie fucking Summers. Holy shit," Mike whispered to himself. He slapped me on the back.

I slugged him in the shoulder, hard.

"Ow! What the hell was that for!?"

*

Even though Mike and I hadn't done anything wrong in talking to Cassie, walking back to our hotel room felt like loping home after a wilder-than-expected night out at the casino.

Disney's Polynesian Resort Hotel (The Poly, as Mike called it), was more resort than hotel. We walked down long, winding paths that led past palm trees and tiki torches, all scattered across a faux-tropical beach landscape. Along the way were multiple multistory, longhouse-style structures. The sides were brown and topped with faux-grass-thatched, sloping roofs. I knew each building was filled with hotel rooms.

The four of us were staying on the far side of the resort, at the longhouse located furthest from the main, lobby building where the pool was. So, it took Mike and I a solid fifteen minutes to get back, giving me plenty of time to stow away any misplaced guilt.

My wife, Emily, met us at the door of our hotel room. Petite, with long brown hair up in a twist bun and dark-rimmed glasses, she was wearing a simple blue, sleeveless blouse and jeans with sandals. Even though I'm only about 5'10", my tiny wife had to stretch up on her tippy toes to give me a kiss 'hello' on the cheek.

"Allison's in the shower getting ready," Emily told Mike.

"OK cool," Mike said. He walked past her, then flopped onto the queen-sized bed. He immediately flipped on the TV and found SportsCenter.

I'd only stopped by the room for a second on the way to the pool earlier, so I took a moment to take another look at where we'd be sleeping for the next few days. For a theme park hotel, it was surprisingly nice. Everything felt high end, with thick carpeting and heavy wood furnishings. We were sharing this room with another couple, so the awkwardness also came standard. But overall, the place felt premium.

My pretty wife walked to the other side of the room, near a set of sliding glass doors that led out to a small balcony. There was a two-person couch next to the doors. Later, we'd fold it out to form our bed. But for now, we'd left it as a place to sit.

Emily and I had met in college, both of us quiet STEM types. I was a programmer, she was a scientist (can I make it any more obvious). We hit it off almost immediately. We got married a couple years after graduation and life had pretty much followed the storybook from there.

We both had good jobs, were making good money, and had a good-sized house in the burbs outside Philadelphia. If our lives were a Disney movie, we'd already gone past the happily ever after part and were now living the life beyond the credits; the one they don't show you because there's nothing interesting to see.

"How was the pool?" Emily asked me, quietly, as she sat down on the couch. She had bright green eyes, a cute, pert nose and thin lips. Like I said, she was tiny, especially next to my thick body. If she was an elf, I was definitely the ogre.

"It's very hot out," I said

I kept our encounter with Cassie to myself, mostly for Mike's sake. I'd decided it was his decision if he wanted to mention we'd met her. Otherwise, I'd keep it under wraps. I'm good at keeping secrets. It's hard to break a confidence when you don't talk much in the first place.

"I had a nice nap," Emily said, "Then I took a shower and got changed."

"You look good," I said, meaning it.

Emily gave me a quick peck on the lips. Then she darted back, like a tiny animal grabbing a piece of food before a predator could catch her.

"Hey! Get a room you two!" Mike called out to us. I hadn't realized he'd been paying attention.

"This is our room," Emily said, indignantly.

Mike stared over at her, eyes wide. Like me, my wife wasn't outgoing. It was one of the reasons we made for a good pairing. But Emily was different in that she could actually hold her own once she got comfortable. She wasn't truly shy -- not really -- just epically, terminally nice.

To this point, at our dinners and afternoons out as two couples, Mike had only met the timid version of Emily. Having her snap at him, give as good as she got, had to be quite the revelation. His half-hearted retort made it even clearer she'd put him on the wrong foot.

"We're in Disney," Mike said, "Keep it family friendly."

Emily looked at Mike and her eyes flashed. She leaned over and gave me a full kiss on the lips. I felt myself rise to the occasion, the public nature of our affection only enhancing my arousal. I slid my hand up her side.

When we broke, Emily sat back and primly folded her hands in her lap. She colored a little bit, like even she couldn't believe what she'd done. If Mike had been startled before, now he looked downright shocked.

Again, I wondered at the wisdom of our going on this trip in the first place. Mike and his wife had some sort of Disney timeshare setup called Disney Vacation Club, or DVC. Mike tried to explain it to us once, some complicated thing with points and use years, but we didn't truly understand any of it -- and my wife has a doctorate in chemistry. To simplify things, Mike and Allison had accidentally stored up an 'extra' vacation and offered to host us at the hotel for free. I like free -- it fits my budget nicely -- and so we agreed to go along.

But we'd been in Disney for all of five hours and already we'd had multiple uncomfortable episodes. I couldn't see it getting any easier going forward.

Our silly standoff was interrupted by a low rumble as the shoji-style door of the bathroom slid open. Mike's wife, Allison, walked into the room. She was wearing a bright pink tank top and a pair of mesh shorts. Her poker straight, strawberry-blonde hair was tied back in a tight ponytail.

Allison was a tall woman -- at least six feet -- lithe and trim, with pale skin. She had been an athlete in high school and college, and it showed. Her arms and legs were toned, yes, but it was more than that. There was a confidence to how she moved, like she was completely in control of her body; comfortable there.

I'd always thought Allison was pretty. She wasn't the ideal of beauty, like Cassie Summers, but I think that's what drew me to her. Allison was unique. She had an oval face with deep brown eyes and her nose was a bit too angular. Her chest was small, almost non-existent. But it all came together in a way that I found alluring.

It helped that she was so open and fun. Allison asked you to come along on her adventures and you found yourself saying yes. For example, this whole thing with Disney and the hotel room.

"Emily and Paul were making out," Mike told his wife, with a splash of whine.

Allison put her hands on her hips and glared at us, mockingly. "Oh really?" she said, hamming it up. "I expect better of you, young lady, when you're under our roof."

Emily responded by rolling her eyes. Both women broke into giggles.

Emily and Allison might seem like a strange friendship -- my shy, mousy wife and her leonine lady friend. They'd both met at their job, a sprawling pharmaceutical company outside the city. Emily was in the development side, engaged in the creation of new compounds. Allison was a sales rep, helping to sell the medications after Emily's department was done with them.

The way Emily told it, Allison had basically adopted her one day. The tall blonde had walked right up to her in the cafeteria during lunch and declared that they were going to be best friends. Like Emily was a lost puppy up for adoption.

The funny thing was, Allison was right. The two of them got along like they were meant to be together. Part of each other's karass, as Kurt Vonnegut might say.

"Also, Emily was mean to me," Mike said.

"Well, I know that's a lie," Allison said, "Look, with all of us staying together, there's bound to be a few uncomfortable encounters. But I'm so happy we can all share this. I'm sure we can make it work. We just have to sacrifice a little."

Mike made a loud, demonstrative sigh. "I guess I'll put the dildoes back in the suitcase."

Allison shook her head at him. This time, I could tell her disdain wasn't in jest.

"Go take a shower, you big doofus," Allison said.

"I don't want to take a shower," Mike said.

"You sure, babe?" Allison asked.

"Pretty positive, babe," Mike said. His focus didn't leave the TV.

Allison gave us a look that said, 'what are you going to do?' She lay down on the bed next to her husband. I thought that was the end of it.

Before Mike could react, Allison grabbed the remote and changed the channel. SportsCenter flicked over to a Mickey cartoon.

"Hey!" Mike said, "I was watching that."

He grabbed for the remote, but Allison ripped it away. She gave him a heated glare. Mike withstood the onslaught for a moment, then wilted.

"Fine, geez," he said. He got off the bed and went to the bathroom.

Emily reached over and squeezed my hand. She smiled at me, coyly. Nothing like seeing how other peoples' marriages work to help you better appreciate your own.

It was also a reminder, however, that I, too, needed a shower. Fortunately, one of the finer amenities of our hotel room was that we had two bathrooms, both with showers. So, I went into the unoccupied room and opened up the tap. I was about to strip down, when there was a knock on the door. I slid it open and was surprised to see Allison on the other side.

"I need to pee before you start," she said.

I was confused. Why didn't she use the bathroom her husband was in?

"There's two showers, but only one toilet," Allison said, "And you've got it."

I thought that was odd but didn't argue it. After the tall blonde was done, I went back in and washed up. After, I changed into a nicer outfit for dinner: a green polo and khakis, to be precise. When he was done with his own shower, Mike put on something similar, but in blue. Everyone was finally ready to go, so we all gathered our things and headed out the door for dinner.

We followed the meandering paths from our longhouse to the main building, back by the pool where we'd been earlier. The sun had settled a bit, so the tiki torches along the way were now lit. They gave everything around us a soft, orange glow. Jaunty Hawaiian music followed us as we went. It felt peaceful, relaxing. Also, extremely hot. We'd barely left the building and I already found myself pining for a fresh, dry outfit.



We went two-by-two to keep the path clear for oncoming guests. But for whatever reason, whether on purpose or not, I ended up walking beside Allison while Mike and Emily led the way in front of us. The tall blonde woman took long, aggressive strides, like a jungle cat, and I had to work to keep up.

"I'm so glad you and Emily were able to join us," Allison said.

"Me too," I said.

Allison gave me a playful grin. She knew I didn't like to talk, so she'd created this little game for herself where she tried to make me say as much as possible. One time, she'd asked me something about her computer and -- I swear this happened -- pumped her fist in celebration when I gave her a whole paragraph. It turned out the computer was fine, she just wanted to see how long she could keep me going.

I didn't mind -- mostly it was cute. It made Allison happy to have a challenge. And I liked her attention. It was flirty, sure, but fine.

"I love Disney," Allison said, closing her eyes and taking a deep breath. "You haven't been here since you were a kid, right?"

"I went to Disneyland when I was twelve," I said.

"They sell Disney like it's a family thing," Allison said, "And it totally can be. But there's this whole other side of the parks that you only experience as an adult. I know it sounds silly but being here really is magical for me." She the another slow inhale, like soaking it all in. "It's almost like this is home and our place back in PA is where we visit in between."

"I guess," I said.

Allison gave me a disappointed look. It was clear she'd been hoping to elicit more. "It must have been so strange going to Disneyland, after what you grew up with. I'm sure you had a very different perspective than most kids."

I shrugged.

My parents had emigrated to America when I was 9. In some ways, everything after that felt disconnected from my previous existence. Like I'd lived two separate lives and could never be sure which one was 'real.' Both equally impossible in different ways. Regardless, it had left me with a slightly skewed view of life in the US, and with an accent that I did my best to keep hidden however possible.

I think Allison had this picture of a wide-eyed immigrant boy, shocked by a fantasy world become real. In truth, by the time I went to Disney with my family, I was in middle school, already jaded and pretty much over it.

"Well, being at Disney World as an adult is a whole different thing," Allison said, "Trust me. You're going to love it."

We got to the main building, the Grand Ceremonial House, and walked inside. The air conditioning raced to caress me, like a lover applying salve to my aching, sweaty wounds. The lobby area was large and open, with dark wood and stone highlighted by bright accents of orange and blue. Several different styles of rattan furniture were grouped strategically through the space. Every sound seemed to echo.

We took a flight of stairs up to the second floor, which overlooked the first. Almost immediately, we ran into a long line of people waiting in front of a lectern, manned by a maitre d'.

"I'll go check us in," Allison said.

The remaining three of us found a sitting area off to the side by the windows. Emily and I sat on a couch while Mike flopped into a single chair facing our way. It was wooden and high-backed, and it made him look like a preppy king resting on his throne. A moment later, Allison joined us, taking the other open throne-chair.

"Ohana!" she said, throwing her arms in the air, giddily.

"I know, babe, I can't wait," Mike said, grinning like a little boy.

Emily and I gave them both a questioning look.

"You'll see," Allison said. I could already tell: this was going to be her mantra for the rest of the trip. It was a mix of exciting and infuriating.

They buzzed Allison's phone a few minutes later and a server with slicked back hair and a thick mustache led us into the dining room. It was a larger space than I expected, and surprisingly dark. I could barely make out the tables, filled with raucous families.

We walked past a large, open cooking area with a roaring fire. Our server stopped at a nearby shelf to grab a plate of fresh bread.

Walking into that restaurant, I didn't know what to expect. But what I saw was something I couldn't believe.

*

Sitting at the table next to ours was, of all people, Cassie Summers.

The gorgeous blonde turned our way as soon as we walked up. She was wearing a peach sundress that bared her shoulders and accentuated her already amazing curves. As soon as she recognized us, her face spread in a smile so wide, it could have swallowed the entire resort.

"Michael!" Cassie cried out. She jumped out of her seat and gave him a hug like it had been ages since she'd seen him instead of a couple of hours. Eventually, she let him out of her grasp. But interestingly, she kept one arm around Mike's back.

I realized that, if anything, I'd underestimated how pretty Cassie was. Even in the darkened restaurant, her eyes were an almost shocking shade of blue. She had a small, slightly upturned nose and plump, pink lips. Like I said, she wasn't the kind of girl I usually went for, but that was mostly because she was, clearly, a different species than me.

"Everyone, this is my friend from high school, Cassie Summers," Mike said, turning to the rest of our group. His expression made it seem like he was facing a firing squad, rather than his wife and friends. For our part, we all waved awkwardly at Cassie.

"Actually, it's Cassie Wolffe now," she said. Cassie gestured to the table behind her. Sitting there -- staring up at all of us with a look of bemusement -- was the man who was, apparently, Cassie's husband. Though that's not the relationship I would have guessed if Cassie hadn't told us. "This is Jack."

Jack looked to have about a twenty-year head start on the rest of us. He had a full head of perfectly parted silver hair and a similarly colored stubble-beard. He was wearing a button-down plaid shirt and blue jeans. His skin was practically bronze, like he'd spent decades in the sun. It was like meeting an old cowboy, ripped right off the silver screen and dropped into Disney.

Jack stood up and shook my hand. His grip was like steel and his skin, leather. He had an easygoing demeanor that, based on his laugh lines, seemed to be ever-present. But his ice blue eyes were, hard. Intense. Like just a look could peel me back, layer by layer.

"Hello," he said to me. He repeated the same down the line, shaking hands. "Hello. Hello."

But, when he got to my wife, Jack stopped. He reached his hand out and took Emily by the elbow, in an almost embrace. He leaned forward, meeting her eyes with a seductive combination of confidence and fascination.

"Hi," he said. Almost like it was almost a totally different word. "It's very nice to meet you." He gave her a little wink and, I swear, I saw Emily's face go pink. She fidgeted with her dark-framed glasses. Like trying to find a different setting.

There was an awkward pause, as if the scene of our play had ended and now no one remembered their lines. Finally, we all broke and took our seats at our respective tables.

Our four-top was right next to Cassie and Jacks' two, to the point where the six of us were practically grouped together. My wife and Mike ended up closest to the other couple, with Allison and I at our spouse's other sides, respectively. As soon as we sat down, the setup felt strange. Almost like Allison and I were the ones seated separately.

"You know Cassie from high school?" Allison asked.

Despite the fact that Allison had clearly asked her husband, it was Cassie who answered. "Yup!" she said, still bubbly. "We ran into each other at the pool before. I'm sure Michael told you."

"Michael," Allison said, like she was tasting the word for the first time. "I had no idea."

"I guess I forgot to mention it in all the hubbub of getting ready," Mike said. I was getting used to his sheepish face, but the more I saw it the less convincing it became.

"Well, I suppose it really is a small world," Allison said. Even she rolled her eyes at her own joke. We gave her a courtesy laugh.

"You said you were here with your husband's family?" Mike asked, turning towards Cassie.

"Jack's kids are older," Cassie said.

I didn't doubt it. If I had to guess, I'd say Jack's children were probably Cassie's age, themselves. I tried to imagine my dad on a date with a much younger woman, but the only thing I could picture was him forcing some poor, pretty twenty-something to try the borscht.

"The kids are off doing their own thing tonight," Jack said, "It's better for all of us. They get to have fun without their old man, and I get time to spend with Cassie."

"That's so sweet," Emily said. My wife was resting her head on her hand, staring Jack's way like he was some new compound she couldn't comprehend. I tried to think of a word to describe how she was eyeing him, but the only one I could come up with was 'mooning.'

"Y'all have kids?" Jack asked.

Reflexively, I felt my discomfort rise. He couldn't have seen the landmine he'd just stepped on, but I resented him for it all the same.

"Not yet," Mike said, cheerfully. He shared a grin with Allison that made me hurt even worse.

"No," Emily said, firmly. Her soft expression went hard. "No kids."

"Well, I support that," Jack said, "Seems to me too many people nowadays feel pressured into having a family. You need to take your time, figure things out. Enjoy being young while you can."

"I couldn't agree more," Emily said. She turned and glared my way. For the first time since we'd sat down, I had my wife's attention. But now I really didn't want it.

Fortunately, that's when our server came by and gave us something else to focus on. They brought us drinks and dropped a wok-like bowl filled with wings, noodles, and dumplings at our table. After that came a conga line of skewered meats -- steak, chicken, and shrimp. It was a sumptuous feast, and now I could see why Allison and Mike had been so excited beforehand.

But we weren't so engaged with the food that we didn't continue our conversations. However, as before, the division was different than what I would have assumed at the beginning of our evening.

Mike spoke almost exclusively to Cassie. The two of them talked over old times -- funny friendships and rueful reminders. A couple times, I noticed Cassie grabbing Mike's hand or even his arm while she laughed at one of his stories

My own wife, on the other hand, was engrossed with Jack. She leaned forward, captivated by his every word. Mostly he asked her questions and let her stories spool out. She told him about where she grew up, her time at school, and her current career. He nodded along, his eyes crinkling at the corners, like she was endlessly intriguing.

That left me and Allison mostly to ourselves, which generally meant rolling our eyes in our spouses' direction and sharing silly looks. Fortunately, it was something we were both pretty good at. Allison had a knack for making me laugh; just sticking her tongue out at me could elicit a legitimate guffaw. Despite the strange, inherent tension of our dinner, I enjoyed myself. Mostly.

By the time they cleared our plates, I was done. Finished. All that talking, the travel, the massive meal -- I felt like I was the one who'd been slow-cooked over a roaring flame.

Then the waiter came back carrying two plates, each with a giant, golden brick of cake in the middle. The dessert was decadent, glistening and warm. Slathered in caramel sauce and festooned with chunks of fruit. Like the kind of sweet they might serve you in heaven. I was so stuffed, I could barely look at it without my stomach turning.

"The bread pudding," Cassie said, like venerating a holy object. "God, I've been looking forward to this for years."

"You have to try this, Paul," Allison said, holding a forkful across the table. "You'll see."

"I can't," I said, my accent coming through far stronger than I wanted.

"Oh, you're so missing out," Mike said. He looked ready to plunge his face into the plate.

"I wish I could do it," Emily said, waving her hand like she was trying to make the food disappear. "I really do."

"This is your first time in Disney World, right?" Cassie asked. She was holding her own bite in midair, a precarious promise to herself. The whole table turned her way. Everything felt heavy and odd. Laden with a significance I couldn't suss out.

Emily confirmed that this was our inaugural visit.

"So basically, neither of you have experience with this," Cassie said. I raised an eyebrow. Something about how she said that made its meaning feel multiplicative. "Michael and Allie, how many times have you been to Disney in the last five years?"

Like a trained seal, Mike responded immediately. "Last five? Jeez, let's see. There was the trip in 2014 and then two the next year..."

"Three," Allison interjected.

"Oh, right. Christmas," Mike said, "So at least seven. Maybe more."

"So, a lot," Cassie said, summarizing for him. She gestured to us with the full fork. The bread pudding magically stayed attached. "My point is, Michael and Allie know what they're talking about. They're the experts. So, you should trust them. Rely on their experience and you'll have a good time. No matter how awkward it might seem at first."

Jack acknowledged his wife, then turned to look right at Emily. "You're clearly a clever girl," he said, "Show me."

Emily rolled her eyes at him. But she reached for a piece of bread pudding.

"Oh my God. This is. Wow," Emily said. She took another bite and groaned, like she was bathing in bliss.

"So good, right?" Mike said.

"Paul?" Allison asked. She pointed that forkful of dessert right at me. Accusatory, yet also inviting.

I started to lean forward to take the bite, but I stopped myself. Letting my wife's friend feed me felt a little too intimate. Instead, I took the utensil out of Allison's hand.

Damned, but it was amazing.

*

After dinner, the six of us went down to the lobby together before going our separate ways. Cassie gave Mike another tight hug.

"I hope we keep meeting like this," she said, "It's been so much fun seeing you again."

"It was nice to meet you," Allison said brusquely, shaking Cassie's hand.

"Your husband is so funny," Cassie said.

"Oh yes, he's a riot," Allison said.

Jack put his hands on Emily's shoulders. "This was nice," he said, giving my wife a little squeeze. "I hope we see each other again."

Emily blushed. "I'd like that."

"Nice talking to you," Cassie told me, as she gave me a little hug. She started laughing at her own joke.

I just shook my head.

Once the others were gone, Mike, Allison, Emily and I stumbled back to our room. The sun was slowly slipping down the horizon, making everything look dramatic. The heat was almost bearable now. I wasn't comfortable, but I no longer felt like I wanted to escape my own skin.

I'd only had one drink at dinner; it was everything else that had me feeling drunk. We'd consumed like royalty, but now I was paying the price and it was too rich for my stomach.

"That was odd," Allison said as we meandered back to our room.

"Running into Cassie?" Mike said, "She's a nice girl, right?"

"She's OK," Allison said.

"It's fun to catch up with people like that," Mike said, "After so much time. Interesting to see where they've ended up. I'm happy for her, it seems like she's got things going well."

"Her husband is, like, her dad's age," Allison said.

"I think it's sweet," Emily said, "Finding true love so late in life."

I eyed my wife. We hadn't even gone to a park yet, but Disney was clearly already melting her usually analytical mind.

"I don't know, don't you think it's kind of creepy?" Allison said.

"He's so handsome," Emily said, "I could see it." I gave my wife a look and she shied away. "What?" she asked, "Don't think I didn't notice you giving Cassie the eye a couple of times, too."

Had I been staring? I didn't think so. But it wasn't hard to imagine I had been looking a little, what with Cassie being Cassie and all.

"She's always been gorgeous," Mike said, "Imagine being Jack's age with a woman like that."

I waited for Allison to say something to her husband, but instead she turned to me.

"What do you think, Paul?" Allison asked.

"All of this is weird," I said, "But who am I to judge if it works for them?"

Allison counted the words on her fingers, then cheered. Emily shook her head at her friend's antics, but I could tell she was trying not to laugh.

"I'm going to get you, yet," Allison told me, waggling her finger in my face. "Whole paragraphs. They're coming, buddy!"

Whatever energy I had left was worn down by the walk back to our hotel room. I didn't even have the strength to open up our bed. I flopped, face first, onto Mike and Allison's.

"It's still early," Allison announced, "We should go to the pool."

I groaned in response. I couldn't imagine getting off the bed, let alone heading out for a swim.

"I want to go, too" Emily said.

"I want to die," I said. My accent came through so strong, it was like Boris Badenov had entered the bedroom. I was too tired to care.

Mike, Allison, and Emily each took turns in the bathrooms, changing into their bathing suits. My consciousness flitted in and out as they went. I noticed Emily put on a black, conservative one-piece that covered everything and more. Allison had on something navy and utilitarian. Like something she might have competed in. Mike wore the standard male trunks; a blue, plaid pair.

"You'll meet us there, Paul?" Allison asked as the group gathered their things to go.

"Sure," I said. I was pretty certain I was done for the day. But at that point, I'd have made any promise that would let me pass out.

I felt Emily lean over and kiss the back of my head.

"See you in a bit," she said, rubbing my back affectionately.

Then she was gone.

*

I woke up in near-darkness. The room was empty. Eerily quiet.

I looked out the doors to the balcony and saw a blackened parking lot staring back at me; the rows of streetlights mirroring the star-filled sky above. Though Emily and our friends were out and about, the sun had clearly called it a night. I'd slept for a little over an hour. I was so disoriented, I felt like I'd lost days.

When I looked at my phone, it showed me a text from my wife.

Emily, from about ten minutes before: Still at the pool. See you soon?

I groaned but got dressed. I found my bathing suit, a pair of green trunks, and pulled them on along with a t-shirt and some flip flops. At least I no longer needed to bother bringing sunscreen.

Outside, the resort was surprisingly lively. People had left the parks and were now filling the paths. Many of them seemed to be starting their evening, rather than calling it a night.

When I got to the pool, it was like stepping into the middle of a block party. People were everywhere; swimming, playing, or lying on the lounge chairs. Kids raced around while adults sat back and sipped large, obviously alcoholic drinks. Music blared, yet it was nearly drowned out by the roar of the crowd. It seemed like half the hotel was out and enjoying the atmosphere.

The only problem was, I couldn't find Emily. I circled the pool twice, to no avail. I was certain people were staring at me -- the weirdo wandering around the water. I was about to head back to the hotel room, assuming I'd just missed the group, when I heard a giggle.

It was strange. The laugh sounded like Emily and yet very much didn't sound like Emily. Incongruous and familiar all at once.

I realized it was coming from a spot behind me. There was a set of stairs near the rock wall on one side that I hadn't noticed till then. Or maybe I had seen it but dismissed it as an employee path or something like that.



I walked up that way and there it was: a big, bright, burbling hot tub, set deep into the fake lava rocks. It was perfectly private. Yet, standing there, I could also see the pool below, and beyond that, the glowing white of Cinderella Castle, itself.

In the spa, as I'd now expected, were Emily, Allison, and Mike. However, they had two other people with them. Though, at this point, I can't say I was stunned to see them, either: Cassie and Jack.

The way the five of them were situated, however, was more unexpected. Mike and Cassie were so close to each other, they looked like a couple. On the other side of the spa, Jack was sitting next to my Emily. In fact, when I first saw him, it looked like he had his arm around her shoulder. But the next time I glanced it was gone.

Allison, seated closest to the stairs by herself, turned and gave me a wide, welcoming grin.

"There he is," she called out as soon as she saw me. She had a drink in her hand, a colorful glass with pink liquid, and gestured it my way.

"We've been drinking!" Emily said, almost bubblier than the hot tub she was sitting in. Again, I wondered at where my reserved, geeky wife had escaped to. Maybe we'd left her at the airport. Like accidentally grabbing a suitcase that looked exactly like mine but turned out to belong to a stranger.

"We definitely have been drinking," Cassie said. She showed me her own, mostly finished glass.

"Speaking of which, it's time for the next round," Jack said, popping up out of the water. "Let me get you something."

He slapped my shoulder convivially (why did people keep hitting me on this trip?), then lumbered past. I stripped down to my suit and got in, sitting next to Emily. My petite wife had her brown hair up in the same bun as before and had kept her glasses on, as well. Along with the black straps of her bathing suit, she seemed oddly formal for the hot tub.

"I missed you," Emily said. She leaned over and gave me a wet, sloppy kiss. Tongue and all. It made me feel very aware of everyone around us. "I'm so glad you finally showed up."

My wife wasn't a big drinker and I worried that alcohol plus hot tub had equaled trouble. I turned to Allison, sitting on my other side, who seemed to be the soberest of the group.

"She's fine," Allison said, "Don't worry I've got you."

"We're playing a drinking game," Cassie said from across the spa, as if that explained everything. She was wearing the same plum bikini from before. Again, I was taken aback by how close she and Mike were sitting. Practically cuddling. "But Allie realized we've all been drinking a lot, so we decided to play for other things."

"I had to kiss Jack," Emily said, a bit too excitedly. I startled.

"Just on the cheek," Allison quickly cut in. "It was nothing."

I nodded back at her in thanks. Emily's announcement left me feeling oddly off-balance. I wasn't too worried -- Emily simply wasn't the type to take things too far -- but even if she was, I had Allison to keep an eye on things. And we were in Disney, not Vegas, how inappropriate could things get, really?

"Jack smells fantastic," Emily said, dreamily, "Like wood smoke mixed with something amazing."

Cassie laughed. "My husband's cologne collection is unreal," she said, "Honestly, it makes me feel a little inadequate sometimes."

"You smell good, too," Mike said, sniffing at the beautiful blonde. "Like peaches and cream." Cassie rolled her eyes, but she was chuckling.

I looked over at Allison, aware of how left out she must feel with the other 'couples.' So I leaned over and took an oversized sniff of her hair.

"Coconutty," I said, and the group gave a playful cheer.

At that moment, Jack stepped back into the spa. He distributed tall, icy glasses to each of us, then took his seat on the other side of Emily. She grinned at him, goofily.

"Back to the game!" Mike declared, once he had his new drink in hand.

"I think it was Allison's turn," Cassie said.

"Well, we've gotta give Paul here a chance to catch up, right?" Jack said. He smiled my way, patronizingly.

I dutifully took a sip of my drink. It tasted like a tropical-style Long Island Iced Tea, with way more alcohol than I would have expected from Mickey. I could see how my wife had gotten underwater so quickly. I had to stop myself before I sank beneath the bubbles, as well.

"We're playing two truths and a lie," Cassie said, "If we guess right, you have to drink. Well not anymore. Now you have to do a penalty of the guessers' choosing."

"That's how I ended up kissing Jack," Emily said, excitedly "Cassie said I had to. Oh, and Mike had to kiss Cassie. And Cassie kissed Allison."

"I think Paul's all caught up on who's been kissing who," Allison said, a bit of pink rising in her cheeks.

"This is so much fun," Emily said, "I love Disney."

Who was this woman?

"You haven't even been to the parks yet," Mike said, shaking his head in mock disdain. "OK, so I guess Paul should take a turn. You'll know when he's lying, cause he'll be talking."

I shot the blond man a glare. I didn't mind when Allison ribbed me about my reticence, but Mike managed to make it seem cruel.

"Go for it, Paul," Allison said, then repeated the rules. "Two truths and a lie."

I did my best to keep my accent neutral. Talking like an American wasn't hard, I just had to flatten everything out in my mouth. Remembering to do it all the time, especially with alcohol, was the challenge.

"I grew up in Russia," I said, "I work as a computer programmer. I once won a world championship at chess."

"No cheating here, Emily," Jack said, touching my wife's shoulder, fondly. "Let us all figure it out."

"It's gotta be the chess one, right?" Cassie asked, turning to Mike. He shrugged back.

When I scanned the spa, everyone seemed stumped. But then I saw Allison was smirking. She looked very pretty that way. Her blonde hair was dark from the water. Her navy, one-piece swimsuit clung to her athletic body. But it was the fire in her eyes, the thrill of competition, that truly took my breath away. She was downright striking with that gleam -- even Cassie came off as plain in comparison.

"It's number one," Allison said, "You're from Ukraine. I remember you telling me the first time we met."

I had to admit, I was impressed. Even I didn't remember saying that to Allison. She gave me a winning wink, clearly proud of her own attention to detail.

"Wait, you're really a world championship chess player?" Cassie asked.

"He played in a regional tournament when he was eight," Emily said.

"They called it the Local Youth Junior World Championship," I said with a shrug.

"Still, that's impressive, Paul," Cassie said.

I didn't think it was all that incredible, there were only five other kids in the tournament, but whatever. If the beautiful blonde woman wanted to be impressed, I was more than happy to let her.

"Now to your punishment," Mike said, rubbing his palms together.

"Paul can kiss me," Allison said, surprisingly quickly. Then she recovered. "On the cheek, of course. That's the going rate these days."

I wasn't going to argue. Given the choice of kissing someone in the tub, if it couldn't be my own wife, I'd have wanted it to be Allison anyway. So, as required, I leaned over and gave the tall woman a quick peck. It was beyond chaste, but the group all ooh-ed like it was scandalous, anyway.

"My turn," Mike said, and immediately listed off three things about himself in high school. It was obvious that he was tossing Cassie a softball and, sure enough, she caught it with ease.

"You may kiss me," Cassie said, mock imperiously, before breaking into giggles.

Mike took her chin and turned her face towards him. He leaned forward and planted a little kiss on Cassie's lips. It was nothing, truly nothing, but it felt momentous. Again, I glanced over at Allison, unsure of what her reaction would be from watching her husband be so forward with another woman. The athletic blonde raised her shoulders at me like, 'it is what it is.'

Allison, herself, went next and, as expected, she didn't make it easy on anyone. Allison's competitive nature wouldn't let her lose, even if it might have been better for her to do so. Even her husband blanked on the three options. Allison smiled, wickedly satisfied, as she told us she'd lettered in volleyball and swimming but had only done tennis at the JV level.

"OK, who's next?" Jack asked.

"Wait, don't I get to pick a prize for winning?" Allison asked. We all agreed that she could. "I'll take another kiss from Paul."

I didn't know how to react to Allison's attention. On the one hand, yes please. But I didn't want to upset my wife. Or Mike, for that matter.

But before I could get further reassurance from our respective spouses, Allison pressed her lips to mine. She held them there for a beat. It wasn't seductive, but I felt the spark of it anyway. As if I wasn't already aroused, I felt myself stiffen further in my shorts.

It wasn't just that I was getting kissed by a woman I found attractive, though that was certainly more than enough. The fact that it was in front of a group, including my own wife, only amplified the impact. I felt dizzy with it. Drunk despite only a few sips of my drink.

Allison pulled away, looking satisfied. She settled back into her seat, crossing her arms under her small chest. Her eyes bored into me.

Nervously, I looked over at Emily. My wife grinned my way, wide. She lifted her eyebrows as if to say, 'nice one, stud.' Then announced that she would go next.

Immediately, I could see where this was going. Mike had kissed Cassie on the lips, and I had kissed Allison, so Emily wanted to be next. She gave us what she clearly thought was a hard question, but Cassie guessed it right away (my wife had failed art in the sixth grade).

Emily sank back into the tub, obviously disappointed. I didn't think she wanted a smooch from Cassie. Fortunately, the beautiful blonde woman, herself, came to the rescue.

"I think you should have to kiss Jack for your punishment," Cassie said.

Emily didn't bother to hide her excitement. She practically leapt out of the water, tackling Jack into the bench. Even the self-assured, older man looked stunned by Emily's sudden ardor. She wrapped her arms around his neck, pushed her body into his, and kissed him, hard, right on the mouth.

Rather than a quick peck like we'd all been sharing, my wife was truly, fully, smooching Cassie's husband. She held his body tight to hers -- wet smacks and low moans coming from the both of them.

Finally, they broke apart. The group, used to doing little cheers after a shared kiss, was too stunned to say anything. We all stared at what had happened, like the air had been sucked out of the spa. Emily gave us all a stupid grin while Jack leaned back into his seat. He had the look of a man who needed a cigarette.

"Oops," Emily said, realizing what she'd done, "I guess I got a little too excited there."

"I think maybe we should dial back on the kissing," Cassie said, looking at me, meaningfully.

I gave her an appreciative nod. It seemed that everyone was looking out for my marriage, except for Emily herself. Despite her apology, she was still staring at Jack, licking her lips, like reliving the kiss in her mind.

Despite my wife's indiscretion, I found myself more amused than angry. After all, I'd kissed Allison twice (and had gotten hard from it, besides). Was I really going to begrudge Emily? Especially since everyone was agreeing to keep things under control. No, this was PG high school party stuff. There was simply nothing to be upset about.

But when Cassie went next, she raised the stakes. I'm not sure it was on purpose. Not that it would matter if it was. The result was the same. She leaned forward, conspiratorially.

"My first time was in the backseat of my Dad's Lexus," she said, "My first kiss was with my cousin. I love anal sex."

I swear I heard the whole tub gasp. Everything around us, once so loud, seemed to mute itself. My heartbeat thrummed in my ears. This wasn't playful information about a pet or a high school crush. It was personal and more than a little dirty.

Worse, there was no easy answer. Instinctively, we all looked at Jack, but he just pointed us back to his young wife. Cassie leaned back and crossed her legs, the essence of sexy assurance, and waited for our answer.

"Anal is the lie?" Emily asked, her voice so quiet I could barely hear her.

Cassie put a scowl on her face. Then she burst out laughing. "You got me, Em!" she said, "My first time really was in my Dad's car."

"And your cousin?" Allison asked, clearly taken aback.

"We were both eight," Cassie said, "I think it can be forgiven. Anal was the lie -- I've actually never done that."

We all looked around, nervously. Had we dodged the bullet or taken it right to the chest? I couldn't tell.

We turned to Emily to hand out Cassie's punishment. But my cute wife faltered.

"No drinking," Emily said, ticking off the options, "No kissing, either..."

"Everything else is fair game," Cassie said. Holy crap did that sound like an enticement.

"I've got it," Mike said, again, all too eager.

But then he paused. It seemed like he was psyching himself up. Rapidly, he moved his arm in a short, sharp jab.

"Oh!" Cassie gasped, startled.

It was obvious what had happened: Mike had poked the beautiful blonde's boob beneath the bubbles.

"All good," Mike said, giving us all a satisfied smirk.

Cassie didn't seem too upset about Mike's hasty feel. She glanced away, as if nervous, but I could see she was sneaking a smile. I raised my eyebrow at Allison. But she sat back, placid.

And just like that -- the question, the answer, the 'punishment' -- everything we'd been doing was taken to a whole new level.

Allison went next, listing off places she'd supposedly had sex: her parents' bed, the floor of a closed clothing store, and the college locker room showers. We all assumed the locker room was the lie (clothing store seemed too specific and the bedroom too mundane), but it turned out wrong.

"In my parents' bed would be gross," Allison said, like the other two options were oh so sanitary.

"I tried to convince her," Mike said with a dramatic shrug, and we all laughed.

Allison was triumphant, and without waiting for anyone to tell her otherwise, the athletic blonde shot out and grabbed my dick.

I nearly jumped out of the pool, I was so shocked.

"Are you crazy, woman?" I shouted, not covering my accent even a little bit.

Allison cackled wickedly. "Very nice," she said.

"I knew he had a 'talk' button somewhere," Cassie said, laughing even harder.

I looked over to Emily, hoping she'd stand up for me, but she was chuckling as much as everyone else. Her cheeks were pink with mirth, alcohol, embarrassment, and (no doubt) other things.

"Your go, Em," Cassie said.

"I don't know," Emily said. For the first time that evening, I saw the shy woman I was so used to. I guess we'd finally found her limit.

"Go for it," Jack said, kindly, "We're all friends here."

To my astonishment, Emily sat up and straightened her shoulders. Steeled herself. "OK, ummmmm, my first kiss was after my prom, my first oral was with the starting quarterback freshman year of college, my first time for real was with Paul."

Everyone turned my way, but I raised my hands in surrender. I knew I wasn't supposed to say anything. The answer was so obvious, I just hoped it didn't show on my face.

"There's no way the QB one is real," Allison said, thinking aloud, "Emily hates sports. She couldn't care less about them."

Everyone nodded in agreement, then turned to look at my wife. Emily shook her head, vigorously.

"The quarterback thing is true," Emily said, "He was kinda the it guy in college. He actually made it to the pros and everything. He was a backup in the NFL for a while, I think. Anyway, I'd had a crush on him since forever and... I wanted to experiment."

"You go girl!" Cassie cried out, clapping her hands with delight.

"Oh, it was nothing special, trust me," Emily said.

"So what was the lie?" Mike asked.

I sat back and smiled. I hadn't heard the quarterback story before, but I knew it had to be true because I spotted the lie from the start -- my wife had told me she had a serious boyfriend before me, in college, and they'd been intimate.

"Seriously?" Emily said, "Who has their first kiss at prom? That's so cliche."

I froze. But that meant...

Emily turned away from us as her face went red, "Paul really was my first."

Wait. What?

"I didn't want you to think I was some geeky virgin," Emily said to me, "You seemed so, I dunno, worldly. I thought you'd think less of me if you knew I hadn't been with anyone. So, I made up the boyfriend thing."

"I'm not like that," I said. Anyone who thought of me as worldly needed to get themselves a globe.

"Oh, come on," Cassie said, "The accent. The deep, dark eyes. Your whole 'silent man of mystery' thing. I can see it."

I shook my head, like trying to get the bees out of my brain. Emily's explanation made sense, I guess. But in the space of two sentences, she'd turned my understanding of her upside down. I found myself wondering, were there other things my wife had made up about herself? Or worse, other secrets she simply wasn't telling me? Those little kisses from before suddenly felt far more ominous.

Emily had turned my way and was clearly reading it all on my face. Her lips made a wistful twist, then she mouthed the word, 'later.'

"So, you've only ever been with one man?" Cassie asked Emily, like she couldn't believe it.

Emily bobbed her head, emphatically.

"Wow." It was as if Emily had told Cassie we lived in a yurt in the Sahara or subsisted only on pickled herring. The beautiful blonde couldn't process the concept.

"Well, OK, Emily," Mike said, "You win a reward for stumping us."

"Oh," Emily said, as if it had just occurred to her. "OK, ummm..."

Her hand shot down into the water. Jack didn't falter, but I could tell from the grin that spread across his face that my wife had gotten a grab. A split-second later, Emily ripped her hand back out of the water like it'd been burned.

"All set," she said, giggling.

Jack gave her a knowing wink and Emily flushed down to her chest.

"Well, that's a revelation," Cassie said, "OK, I guess I've got to raise the stakes. I do side work as a cam girl. I've done a nude photoshoot. Jack and I have an open marriage." She didn't even blink as she said it.

"Jeez," Allison said.

"Wow," Mike said.

"Really?" Emily said.

It was an immediately uncomfortable situation. Not so much guessing the lie, that was hard enough. But it also meant that two of the other things Cassie had told us were true. Any option we selected, seemed like something unreal. Beyond anything the rest of us could imagine.

Everyone held back, unwilling to guess. There was no winning either way, no matter what we said. Finally, Cassie realized that none of us was going to risk taking a guess.

"I just do PR," she said, shaking her head. Like the other things weren't equally shocking, "No camming for me."

No one said anything. Cassie glanced away, clearly coming on to the fact that maybe she'd revealed too much.

"The photoshoot was for my college boyfriend," Cassie said, "It was fun. Kind of. Though I ended up regretting it later. And Jack and I aren't open open. We just like to play sometimes. It's not a big deal. You mean you guys have never shared?"

All four of us shook our heads. I don't know why Cassie was surprised. Emily had just confessed to being with one man, total. Multiple mid-marriage encounters were clearly out of the question.



"Oh my God, you're totally missing out," Cassie said, "It's so much fun."

"Cheating," Allison said, "It's fun." She said it flatly, without a hint of emotion, yet I could feel her judgement wash over me like an ice-cold wave.

"It's not cheating," Cassie said, cheerfully, "Jack's there. Or he's given me permission, you know, to play. We both do it. Share, I mean."

Emily looked at Jack like she'd just found out he'd done time for murder. Her face was the picture of betrayal mixed with a pinch of apprehension.

"Cassie's a young woman with a young woman's appetite," Jack said, "I can't always keep up."

"Oh please," Cassie said, "You should see the hotties that he picks up."

For the first time all evening, Jack looked embarrassed by what someone had said. He turned away. Wait, was Jack actually blushing?

"It keeps the relationship fresh," Cassie said, "Exciting." She realized we were all still looking at her with disbelief. "It's like this," she said, "Right now. This isn't cheating, right? We're all having fun together. So, what's wrong with that?"

There was a pause, the group all clearly considering what Cassie was saying. This is different, I felt like arguing. But was it? After all, I'd kissed a woman who was not my wife and she'd grabbed my dick. My wife had kissed another woman's husband and groped him, as well.

I guess, in my head, there was a difference between flirty fun and what Cassie was talking about. But I'd be lying if I said I could tell you exactly where that line was or how we would agree on who had crossed it.

"I think we should get back to the game," Mike said, breaking through.

"Whose turn is it?" Allison asked.

"Hang on," Jack said, "Cassie never got to do her thing for winning."

"Oh right," Cassie said, "Well, in the spirit of what we've been talking about, I think we should take things up a notch."

Wait, seriously? How many more notches did she think we should be going here? I was already wobbly from the heights we'd climbed.

"I think Allison should show us her boob," Cassie said.

"Why me?" Allison asked, not sounding totally displeased.

"I mean, if Emily wants to join in, she can," Cassie said.

Emily giggled nervously, turning red. She was already pretty crimson so, at that point, my wife was practically glowing. So yeah, clearly, Emily would not be taking her top off anytime soon. I can't say I wasn't relieved to see the return of my more prudish wife right then.

"Why not?" Cassie asked. "Trust me, the way the night's going, you won't be the only one."

"I don't know," Allison said, remarkably calmly. As if this was a perfectly reasonable request requiring careful consideration. "This is Disney. I don't want to get in trouble."

Cassie made a show of looking around. The hot tub was surprisingly secluded. And it's not like we'd been interrupted at all so far.

"Take it off!" Mike cried out, ever the supportive husband.

"Just like, flash us," Cassie said, "Pop it quick. No big deal."

Allison rolled her eyes. This was a challenge, Cassie had thrown down the gauntlet, and the athletic blonde woman knew it.

"Go for it, babe," Mike said, "Like Cassie said. No big deal."

For a moment, I thought that Allison was going to take a swing at her husband. Instead, she casually reached for the side of her bathing suit and pulled it aside, like opening a curtain. One pale, round breast - even smaller than I'd have supposed -- peeked out. The nipple was pink and crinkled. A second later, it was gone. Safely returned to its proper place.

I was too taken aback by the appearance of Allison's tit to be aroused by it. Too stunned to truly get a glimpse. Her breast was there -- cute and tantalizing and kind of incredible -- then gone again.

"See?" Cassie said, "Fun."

"Very fun," Mike said, his voice cracking.

The energy of the tub changed. I could feel it, like a warm wind rolling over me. From what we'd been doing, from what had just happened. From Cassie's big reveal about her marriage, and Emily's confession about our own. From the alcohol. From everything.

It felt dangerous. A live spark running too close to powder. I was certain things were only going to get more explosive as we went forward and it left me torn between excitement and concern. I very much wanted to grab Emily and get out of that hot tub. I very much wanted to stay and see what would happen.

Suddenly, the lights around us went dark. A deep male voice echoed across the pool area. "Ladies and gentlemen..."

"Fireworks," Allison said with a gasp. "I forgot you can see them from here."

We all turned around in the hot tub to face the lake. In the distance, Cinderella Castle shone even brighter than before. Music swelled loud around us. The sky lit up with color. We oohed and ahh-ed at the impressive display. The pops of bright pigment punctuated each powerful note.

Roughly ten minutes later, the show ended in a dramatic flourish. But the momentum of our own, private performance was lost. Our drinks were empty. Even the hot tub started to feel lukewarm. It says a lot about the evening we were having that a full-on fireworks display was the cut-off, rather than the climax.

"I think it's time for us to go back to our room," Allison announced, "We have an early wake-up in the morning."

The three of us nodded in agreement. Though I noticed Emily's gaze lingered on Jack. And Mike was looking longingly at Cassie.

We got out of the hot tub, grabbed towels from a nearby stand, and dried off, then got dressed. After all of our suave flirting, this felt particularly awkward and clumsy. All of us stumbling around getting ready to go.

We said quick goodbyes (no kisses this time, just little waves) and agreed that we would get together again if the opportunity arose. My rational mind greatly doubted that we would see Cassie and Jack again, but my intuition told me a very different story. Too many coincidences not to knot it all together.

We walked back to our longhouse in weary silence. I expected there'd be conversation, or at least an attempt at a postmortem. But no one spoke.

Emily was clearly feeling the alcohol; I had to save her from stumbling a few times. Allison and Mike didn't banter or jab, they just marched arm-to-arm, lips tight, like marines on a mission. I was used to being comfortable in quiet. And yet I found myself wishing that someone would speak.

We went to our room, opened the foldaway bed, and went straight to sleep without a word. Somehow, there was nothing left to say.

*

Allison's alarm was far too insistent and way too early. Even the morning sun seemed sleepy as it seeped through the curtains. I blinked myself back to consciousness. I heard a long loud groan and rolled over. Emily looked back at me, her faced pained.

"I think I drank too much," she said.

"I know you did," I said.

I heard noises coming from the bed behind us. Mike and Allison were also slowly waking up. Two pairs of feet landed on the floor and loped off to the bathroom together. The shoji-style door slid closed with a rumble. The shower rushed on. I was pretty sure the two of them were talking, but between the thick door and the heavy water, I couldn't clearly hear the words.

"Wait, did I kiss Jack?" Emily asked. But something about the way she said it made it clear she already knew the answer. "Fuck. I screwed up."

Emily's admission didn't shock me, though the curse word kind of did. My wife wasn't naive, but she didn't cuss all that often, either. The casual nature of the word in conversation was yet another strange event in a recent succession of them.

"And you kissed Allison," Emily said, abruptly accusatory.

I nodded. I mean, it had been a quick peck, but still. She'd also grabbed my groin (and Emily had felt up Jack), but I didn't feel like it was worth reexamining the entire evening.

"I'm sorry," I said. I'd been married long enough to know when it was time to whip out the magic words, even if I didn't mean them.

"Everything that happened, it felt so scary and wrong," Emily said, "But it also was so much fun because of that, too." She giggled, then groaned. "Stupid brain. Anyway, it was neat. Different. I'm not saying we should be one of 'those' couples."

I knew she meant Cassie and Jack. Their confession about an 'open' marriage had stuck with all of us.

"But it was exciting," Emily said. "If we saw them again, I mean while we're here on vacation. It wouldn't be so bad, right?"

I wanted to debate it, but I'd be arguing against myself. While seeing Emily around Jack made me nervous, I had to concede it was exciting, too. Not to mention my own fun of flirting with Allison. A wide smile spread across my wife's face.

"Oooh, you liked it, too, didn't you?" Emily said, like she'd had a revelation. "Do you have a crush on my work friend?"

I shrugged.

"You do," Emily said, "I can see it, sort of. Blonde and tall." Emily looked down at herself -- petite and brunette. "A little variety, maybe?"

I shook my head, no. It was nothing like that.

"It's OK," Emily said, "I'm not mad at all. Maybe a little jealous? But maybe that's part of the fun of it, too. Look, I love our marriage. Our life. But sometimes..."

"It's nice," I said, "To do something different."

"I'm sorry about the 'kids' thing at dinner," Emily said. It was a sore subject for the both of us, so I was amazed that she even brought it up. I guess she really was feeling badly about everything. "I know you want them, and I do, too. Truly. Eventually I'll stop taking the pill and we'll start a family. And maybe... Well, maybe this might be a way where I could start to feel more ready for things like that. You know?"

I nodded. As a promise it was more of a muddle, but I understood what Emily was saying. She wasn't ready to be a mom, she'd said that to me many times. A week like this one, where Emily was free to act not her age, I could see how that might help her feel better about everything that was holding her back.

"It's weird, but everything that's happened makes me feel closer to you," Emily said, "More connected."

"I will order the massage oils and silk robes," I said, pretending to sigh in exasperation.

"Nothing like that," Emily said, "Just little things, like last night. If it even happens again. Which it probably won't."

I nodded my agreement. The evening had been enjoyable. But even if I didn't want things to continue, I didn't feel like I could tell my wife 'no.' I knew she'd resent me if I did. Especially after her revelation that she'd only ever been with me.

So, better to agree and be the good husband. The one who trusted his wife not to take things too far. And what was the big deal, really? Were we going to be having wild, six-person orgies in Disney? I doubted it.

I heard a rumble as the bathroom door opened and Mike stepped back out. He had a towel wrapped around his waist, his blond hair dripping. He gave us a nod hello, then started digging through his suitcase.

"Allison's going to want us to get going pretty quickly so we can rope drop," Mike said.

Emily sat straight up and gave Mike a confused look, like a dog hearing a new command. Fortunately, she was still in her cover-up from the night before, so she wasn't giving him a show.

"Sorry, I forgot you guys don't know the lingo," Mike said, "Rope drop means we get to the park before it opens. It's the best way to beat the crowds for the rides."

"What about breakfast?" Emily asked.

Mike responded by reaching into his bag and tossing two granola bars onto the bed. I realized he was serious. I forced myself to get up. I wanted a shower before we headed out; I felt gross with all the hot tub chlorine hanging off of me.

"Allison's in the first one," Mike said, as I stumbled past him towards the bathrooms. I'd thought it was strange that our room had two different showers, but for the second time I was truly appreciating it.

As I went down the short hallway, I thought about what I'd learned the night before. What Emily and I had agreed to.

Like I said, our marriage had reached the point where everything was expected. Routine. I wouldn't say we were in a rut, but then not much had changed in the past seven years, either.

If I was Emily's only experience with intercourse, I could understand her becoming curious about what might have been. And if a little experimentation led her to feeling better about a family...

So, yes, I was fine with Emily getting a little flirty. And, if I was honest with myself, I didn't mind moving things forward with Allison if given the chance. But I told myself it was Emily's thing to drive, not mine. I'd let my wife lead the way and, if nothing else happened beyond our hot tub adventure, I would be OK with that, too.

However, I was pretty sure we'd already reached the end. We weren't going to keep running into Cassie and Jack in a theme park filled with thousands of people. And I couldn't imagine things escalating beyond what we'd already done. I was fantasizing about my wife's married best friend for God's sake. What did I think was going to happen? I shook my head, wincing at my own silliness.

I walked up to the second bathroom door and slid it open. The air was fogged, and I guess my brain was too, because I didn't put it together immediately.

Then Allison shrieked.


Poly at the Poly Pt. 02

"I think Emily should have to get naked," Mike said with a wicked grin.

We were standing near the port cochere of our hotel, the Disney's Polynesian Village Resort, and waiting for our bus to arrive to take us to Hollywood Studios. The shade from the nearby overhang wasn't nearly enough to keep us cool on yet another epically hot mid-August morning. We were all half-awake, a bit hungover, and still coming to grips with how the previous day had gone.

The four of us were on a couple's trip to Walt Disney World. My wife, Emily, and I had been invited to join Allison and her husband Mike on their summer vacation. Before this trip, we'd been perfectly normal, platonic married people. But something had happened at the happiest place on Earth, and we'd become something far less wholesome.

It had started when Mike ran into his old high school crush girl at the pool, the beautiful blonde Cassie. Then, we bumped into Cassie and her silver fox husband, Jack, over dinner. As if that wasn't enough coincidences, the six of us met up with each other again at the hot tub that night. Which is when things went from interesting to illicit.

We'd all played a drinking game together, each of us getting flirty with someone who was not our spouse: Mike with Cassie, Jack with Emily, and me with Allison. We didn't do anything crazy, just a little risque, but it felt dangerous all the same.

The next morning, Emily and I agreed what had happened was scary, but also kind of fun. We were both willing to let things happen, so long as things didn't escalate any further. Little kisses, quick gropes, and fast flashes. It all seemed safe enough.

But Mike wasn't teasing my wife because of what had happened the night before.

"This afternoon after we get back from the park," Mike said, "Emily could, like, get naked real quick. Even just take out a titty. It's only fair."

He was pretending at being playful, but I could tell that some part of him was serious. The tall, outgoing man with thinning blond hair had never shown much interest in my petite, brunette wife before. At least not like this. But everything that had happened so far was clearly conspiring to help him see Emily in a whole new way.

"You're going to have to let this go, Mike," Allison said, smiling. She gave her husband a playful push.

But that didn't slow Mike for a second. "Come on, Em," he continued, "Paul got the Full Monty, at least give me something to even things up. Like a Partial Mortimer?"

Mike grinned lewdly. Emily rolled her eyes. I looked over at Allison, but she glanced away.

That morning, I'd made an epic, embarrassing mistake. Somehow, I'd gotten confused about the bathrooms and walked in on Allison while she was getting out of the shower. Completely naked.

The athletic woman was standing in front of me without a stitch on her. Her strawberry blonde, poker straight hair hung wet over her broad shoulders. Her small breasts were round and perky, capped by sharp, coral nipples. A taut, tight tummy led down to her bare, hairless pink pussy. Allison's wide hips whispered of a full, muscular backside. She looked like a sculptor's vision of the goddess Athena.

Allison's hands immediately went to cover her most private places, but it didn't matter. She might as well have sent me a photograph for all that I'd been able to stare. She froze, shocked. Then she saw the look on my face and started to snicker.

"Jeez, Paul, if you wanted to see me naked you could have asked."

"Mike said you were in the first bathroom," I said, shocked out of my usual silence. My accent came out so thick, even I could barely understand me.

"That is the first bathroom," Mike called out from the bedroom. I could tell he was fighting through hysterical laughter. "From the front door. One. Two."

"From the bedroom," I yelled back, "One. Two."

Allison shook her head, ruefully. Regardless of how we agreed to assign bathrooms, the damage had been done. Careful to keep herself somewhat concealed, the tall blonde reached for a towel and wrapped it around herself.

I told her I was sorry.

"Don't worry about it, truly," Allison said. She touched my shoulder. "Something like this was bound to happen with all of us in such close quarters. It's no big deal." Then she left the bathroom, closing the door behind her.

It had been over an hour since my silly mistake. We were outside of our hotel, dressed, (all of us in shorts and t-shirts, except for Allison in her usual tank top), and ready for the day. But Mike wasn't ready to move on.

"Come on, Em, show us the goods." Mike said, giving my wife a playful slap on the shoulder. I glanced behind us, worried that someone could hear him. Fortunately, we were early enough that very few people were waiting, and those there were there were standing too far away. I hoped.

And yet, despite my embarrassment, an odd part of me was pleased that Mike was hitting on my wife. Emily was shy, geeky in a cute way, with tiny breasts and almost no butt -- she didn't see herself as the kind of girl guys got worked up over.

Emily's admission the night before, that I was the only man she'd ever had sex with, only added to my understanding of her unexpected enjoyment at being desired by other men. I just hoped that all the attention Emily had been getting on this trip would help her feel better about her lack of experience.

My wife shook her head at Mike's suggestion, smiling broadly. Her brown hair, up in her usual bun, shook with her. Emily wasn't agreeing to reveal anything (especially not in front of the hotel), but she wasn't exactly shutting the tall, thin man down either.

"Sorry buddy," Allison said, smirking at her husband, "You'll have to sneak in on her when she's in the shower like a normal person."

Allison was clearly enjoying all this teasing, as well. If anything, she seemed oddly pleased that I'd gotten a peek at her naked parts. This was all just flirty fun, right? As I said, Emily and I had agreed that it was OK to play around a bit. I got the sense that Allison and Mike had reached a similar settlement.

Right when Mike's teasing was starting to feel pushy instead of playful, our bus arrived. It rumbled up, loudly, then squealed and sighed as it settled, allowing us to board. The four of us walked all the way to the back and sat down on the bright, blue benches; each couple facing the other. The air conditioning was almost too cold, but I wasn't going to complain. It was nice to shiver after all that sweating.

As soon as our bus rolled off, Mike's phone announced that he'd gotten a text.

"It's Cassie," he said, acting surprised.

"I'm shocked," Allison said, "Is she sending you boobs, or has she graduated to full nudes?"

"It's not like that," Mike said, making it clear to all of us that it very much was. "She's just an old friend. But it is kind of funny that she keeps popping up everyplace. Disney is so huge, it's weird how we keep crossing paths."

"I can't imagine," Allison said. She rolled her eyes my way, and we shared a chuckle.

"She's wondering if she can come hang out with us," Mike said, "I guess Jack's busy with his kids."

"Sure," Allison said.

"I don't see why not," Emily said, though she seemed a little deflated.

I was sure that it was the lack of Jack that had her feeling down. I can't explain it, but the older man seemed to have cast some kind of spell on my cute wife. Emily was usually immune to the charms of guys like that. But something about Jack had her in his thrall. It was adorable, sort of, seeing her with this schoolgirl crush. A little worrisome though, too. As you can imagine, then, I was less upset that Jack wouldn't be joining us.

"Cassie's going to text us when she gets to the park," Mike said. I noticed he'd perked up now that his high school 'it' girl was going to join us for the day.

"Cassie fucking Summers," Allison said, shaking her head overdramatically. "That woman's stalking us, I swear."

"It's Cassie Wolffe now, remember?" Mike said.

"Oh yes, that's so much better," Allison said.

*

We arrived at Hollywood Studios, right when it was opening. We went through the aqua-colored, art deco entrance gate and joined the throngs of people getting ready to take on their day. Allison had said we needed to get to the park early to avoid all the crowds. The place was so busy, I couldn't imagine how many more guests were going to show up.

We strode down what looked like an old-timey street from the golden age of Hollywood. Everything around us was themed to that place and time. Even the traffic lights (for the non-existent cars) had those flipping stop and go signs.

With everything that had happened the day before, it felt like we'd already been at Disney for weeks. But in reality, this was our first real day at the park, and it was nicer than I'd anticipated. I hadn't expected the cheap look of a Six Flags, exactly, but this felt almost more like stepping onto a living movie set. I never thought I'd want to stroll around a theme park, but I could feel the urge to do so here.

Unfortunately, a lazy saunter was the last thing that Allison was going to let us do. Instead, she grabbed my hand (notice: my hand, not her husband's) and pulled me along the street. I half expected her to start knocking over old ladies and kicking small children as she surged toward the recreation of Grauman's Chinese Theater at the end of the street.

"We have to hurry if we want to do the good rides," Allison said, yanking me forward like a petulant pre-teen. I noticed Mike was dragging Emily along similarly. My wife gave me a sympathetic look as Mike pulled her past.

It was too early for this. My only breakfast had been a granola bar that Mike had unceremoniously tossed on my bed that morning. We passed a Starbucks on a grassy corner and Emily and I both eyed it longingly. The other couple did not relent. A Disney death march, that's what we were on.

"If you wanted coffee, you should have woken up earlier," Allison said.

"And not wasted all your time ogling my naked wife," Mike said.

I had to concede, I'd have traded quite a bit of coffee for more naked Allison time. Fortunately, my habit of keeping quiet kept me from making such comments aloud. Silence really did save me trouble most of the time.

We raced past Grauman's and went under an archway with pictures of Mickey and Minnie on it. Then we hung a sharp left past a theater for The Little Mermaid. Again, we saw a couple coffee carts and blew them by. Again, I felt my caffeine-craving soul crack at such callous treatment.

As we went, though, I couldn't help but be taken aback by what seemed like a very obvious revelation. This was Disney World. I know that sounds dumb -- I'd been in Disney World since the day before. But staying at a nice resort hotel was very different than passing bright images of mice and princesses. Now it was all very real, and it was captivating.

Finally, we came up to a bunch of giant statues of Toy Story characters. Behind the massive likenesses there was a bright red track, looping and diving dramatically. The music of the movies filled our ears. I was not a huge Disney guy, but even I recognized the songs immediately, like they'd been implanted in my brain.

"That's Slinky Dog Dash," Mike said, pointing at the red tracks. "Our first ride of the trip." He rubbed his hands together, eagerly.

This seemed like a great place to stop and take a photo (or a breath), but Allison wasn't having it. She dragged us around the oversized tinker toy fencing and queued right up for the ride. While it seemed like the majority of people had walked the same way we did, the crowds had thinned quite a bit. Perhaps, they were unable to keep pace with Allison.

The evidence around us agreed: a sign above us said the wait for the ride was only 10 minutes.

"That's really good if it's true," Allison said.

The line took a little longer, more like fifteen. We wandered through a tight labyrinth of oversized game boxes: Twister, dominoes, and the like. We kept a brisk pace, and it wasn't long before we were at the ride, itself. I climbed in next to my wife and Mike sat with his. Just two normal couples that hadn't been kissing other people the night before.

As I pushed down on the lap bar, Emily gave me a nervous look. My wife was no coward, she loved adventures, but she got motion sick fairly easily.

I pointed a few rows in front of us to where a clump of children no older than 6 was sitting. If the tykes could handle this, my wife could too.

"I hope so," Emily said, dubiously.

But then, whoosh, we were off. It was a cute little ride, swinging and twirling us around. The rails were much smoother than I was expecting, and it felt more like gliding. Slinky wasn't a thrill ride, but it was fun and a neat way to get started (for real) at Disney. It was certainly closer to what I'd anticipated doing on a trip to Orlando, rather than the rather different ride we'd been on so far.

After the giant, toy penguin serenaded us (seriously), we got off the coaster and raced to the other side of the Toy Story area, past a character meet with Woody, for a ride called Toy Story Mania. By now, the crowds were starting to catch up; the sign said it would take 20 minutes to get to the front.

I looked over at Emily as we queued up. She grinned back at me, but I'll be honest, she looked a little green.

Allison seemed to notice, and she grabbed her friend's skinny arm, convivially.

"You'll like this one," Allison told her, "It's more like a video game."

"I might need a break," Emily said, "That last ride was a lot."

"You're fine," Allison said, as if her dismissal of Emily's symptoms could simply set them aside. "Trust me, if you skip out of everything that seems scary, you won't have any fun."

Emily looked to me for help.

"We'll take a rest after this one," I said.

Mike agreed. "We'll probably hear from Cassie by then, anyway," he said.

Allison didn't seem thrilled about any of that, but I didn't care. I'd gotten what my wife wanted. Emily gave me a big smile. No matter what else might be going on, I was glad I could still act as her protector.

Allison was right about Toy Story Mania; Emily really did enjoy it. Despite all the spinning around in the cars, she got into shooting the virtual targets and racking up points. She made one fatal mistake, however: she scored higher than Allison.

"We're going again," the tall blonde said, authoritatively as we walked off the ride. We knew better than to argue. Fortunately, the line wasn't too long, and we were quickly past the talking Mr. Potato Head and back in our cars. This time, Allison topped all of us, easily.

"That's better," she said, striding forward as we exited the building for the second time.

Mike, Emily, and I all shared a knowing look.

"I intentionally messed up the one with all the balloons," Emily whispered, "I don't think I could do that thing a third time."

"I always tank it, just in case," Mike said. The three of us nodded. It was clearly the correct policy.

After the ride, Emily said she had to pee, so we walked around to the back of the land and the bathrooms. Mike went to his side, while Emily and Allison split off the other way. I didn't have to go, so I found a waist-high planter and leaned against it.

While I rested, I soaked in the atmosphere around me. The crowds had built up and everything looked busy. To my right was a small cafe, the line snaking almost as long as the rides. To my left was a giant Buzz Lightyear statue guarding a spinner ride. Beyond him there was a bit of an incline and then the road stopped at a tan, blank wall. Like they'd stopped making the park midway through.

"That's going to be the new Star Wars Land," Mike said, pointing at the empty wall. He'd come back from the bathroom when I wasn't looking. "It's supposed to open next week, actually. You can fly the Millennium Falcon and make your own lightsaber. It's too bad we missed it this time, but we're going to come back and see it next March. I can't wait."

A Star Wars Land sounded cool. I thought Emily, in particular, would be excited by that, with her love of all things far, far away. I pictured her eyes alight as she lifted a glowing, laser sword. Damn. We'd only been at Disney for a short time and already I was thinking about going back. That was not a good sign.

Mike sidled next to me and handed me his filtered water bottle. It was such an easy, friendly gesture but I appreciated it all the same. Maybe I read too much Heinlein, but I thought there was meaning in the idea of sharing water. Especially in Florida in August.

I knew I was supposed to like Mike. Our wives were beyond work besties -- they were almost more like siblings for how well they got along. And I could concede that Mike seemed like a legitimately good guy. He was easy going and always affable. Little gestures like the water bottle helped reinforce all that.

Seeing Allison naked that morning had been fun, yes. And Mike might have played it off as a big joke. But I could tell some part of him was truly upset by it. I realized I owed him an apology.

"Don't worry about it," Mike said, "After last night, I get the feeling that's going to be nothing in the grand scheme of things."

I cocked my head at him, curious. Mike grinned back at me.

"You talked to Emily this morning, right?" Mike said, he took a swig from the water bottle. "Look, I'm not saying anything is going to happen for sure. But Allison gave me the green light and I'm planning to take advantage. You should too."

Mike sure sounded eager for the chance to fool around with another woman, but I couldn't help but hesitate. What about our wives? Green lights apply to both sides of the road, after all.

"I love my Allie," Mike said, "She's great. But we've been married for six years and, I dunno, sometimes it's good to change things up a little. Do something different. Like we said last night, it's just a bit of fun. Besides, man, Cassie fucking Summers. I'd never forgive myself if I didn't take a shot at her. You can't tell me you wouldn't do the same."

Actually, I wasn't sure. Cassie was objectively gorgeous, of course, but I tended to prefer a different (tall and athletic) type. Not that I was going to mention that to Mike, even with his enthusiasm.

"Speaking of whom," Mike said, looking down at his phone. His face broke into a giddy grin. "The it-girl has arrived."

The girls returned from the bathroom, and the four of us headed back the way we came. The trip to the front of the park seemed so much shorter than I remembered, and I wondered if we'd skipped a whole section somehow.

While the entrance was busy, it wasn't nearly as crowded as when I'd seen it before. A few actors dressed in rainbow-bright suits engaged with guests, pretending to be local Angelinos. We walked over to a gift shop made to look like an old-timey gas station and waited while Mike went to find Cassie.

He returned about a minute later with the beautiful blonde hanging off his arm. Both of them smiling like they'd shared a private joke. I had no way of knowing for sure, but I'd swear that they'd just kissed. It seemed that Mike had already gotten started on his real plan for the day: messing around with his crush girl as much as possible.

Cassie was wearing a tight Minnie t-shirt and a matching Minnie ears headband. Her tan shorts weren't small enough to be scandalous, but on a body like hers, you could cover her completely in heavy tarp and it would still seem racy.

As I said before, I tended to be attracted more to cute geeks like my wife. And certainly, I found something wonderfully alluring about the athletic, tall Allison. But even I could admit that Cassie was straight up stunning. Her perfectly shaped body, heart-shaped face, and golden blonde hair. The glossy pink of her full lips, the prominent curves of her hips and chest -- she looked like a real movie star standing there in the fake Hollywood street.



"I'm so glad to see you guys!" Cassie said, giving us hugs hello. Effortlessly cheerful. I almost believed she was happy to see all of us again, although I was pretty sure only one person in particular was important. "It would have sucked to be by myself all day."

While we had already been at the park for about two hours, Cassie was still waking up and she informed us that coffee was non-negotiable. This time, thank God, Allison relented. So, the five of us went to Starbucks and we finally got our caffeine fix. The line for coffee was worse than any ride we'd seen, but it was worth the effort.

Afterwards, we wandered around the park and watched some shows. We went to a 3-D Muppet movie in a vaguely New York-like theater. Then we saw the Indiana Jones stunt show at an outdoor arena. Finally, we did the sing along for Frozen. I actually enjoyed that one more than I thought I would -- it was cute, and the cast members were funny. On the other hand, I could have lived without Allison trying to make me belt out Let it Go.

As we went around the park, Mike and Cassie stayed close together while Allison and Emily chatted. Suddenly, I found myself as the fifth wheel. Honestly, I was fine with it. Any chance to sit back quietly was one I preferred. Still, I did think our distribution was a little odd, despite what Mike had told me earlier. I'd assumed that he and Cassie would at least be discreet. Instead, you'd have thought that they were the married couple.

Finally, right before lunch, we walked up to the one Star Wars ride currently open in the park: Star Tours. Emily knew the ride was going to mess with her motion sickness, but she couldn't back down. As soon as she saw the massive AT-AT, my adult wife squee-d like a little girl. So, yeah, I guess she was going on that ride.

Afterward however, it was pretty clear she'd paid the price for her fandom. After escaping Hoth and taking on the trench run, my wife looked so nauseous that other families were giving us a wide berth. I put my arm around her shoulders and helped keep her from swerving off the road.

"I don't know how many more rides I have in me today," Emily confided in me as we went. "Actually, I don't think I have any more rides in me today."

We walked to a nearby outdoor cafe. I sat with Emily under a bright red umbrella while the group got big pretzels and charcuterie. The place also offered beer, and we all indulged. Going back to alcohol after the night before felt both comforting and dangerous. But that didn't stop us. We sat outside, enduring the hot sun, and ate our meal. Emily's color slowly returned and that made everything seem so much brighter.

"It's easy to get fat on these trips," Mike said between bites.

"Fortunately, all the walking makes up for it," Allison said.

"We should do Slinky Dog after this," Cassie said.

Emily looked my way, nervously. She wasn't getting on that ride again; I knew that for sure. It seemed like my afternoon at the park would be coming to an end shortly.

Allison took out her phone and checked the wait times.

"It's up to two hours," she said, "I don't want to stand in a line that long for something the rest of us already did."

"Why don't we just get a FastPass?" Cassie asked.

"Believe me, I tried," Allison said, "We logged on three months ago and missed out on Slinky. We're on Tower of Terror later, but that's all I could score."

"Let me call my concierge," Cassie said. She picked up her cell. One quick conversation later, she tucked it back into her purse. "All set," she announced, "We can go when you're ready."

Allison and Mike both stared at the blonde woman like she was floating three feet off the ground. Impressed and slightly frightened. They couldn't figure out how Cassie had accomplished this amazing feat. In their eyes, she'd transformed from normal woman, to all-powerful being in a blink. To be fair, Mike always kind of looked at Cassie that way, but now Allison was giving the beautiful blonde woman a similar stare.

Emily, however, grabbed my elbow. "I think I'm going to go back to the hotel," my wife said.

"I'll come with you," I said. Sure, we'd all been switching partners, but there was no way I was leaving my wife to loneliness. Besides, it would be fun to have some time just the two of us.

"What? No!" Allison said. I guess she'd overheard us talking.

I did feel bad. Leaving Allison with Mike and Cassie was basically abandoning her for the afternoon. In truth, I didn't like leaving either woman alone. But given the choice I had to stand by my spouse.

"Come on, the ride isn't all that," Allison continued, "Plus, it isn't every day you meet someone who can pull a FastPass out of her ass."

"Seriously, I'd have been less shocked if you pulled a watermelon out of there," Mike said, "I'm so impressed."

Cassie gave a little curtsey. "Honored to be of service," she said. Holy fuck the flirting was getting out of hand.

"I'm sorry," Emily said, "Just thinking about that ride makes my head want roll off."

"But Paul, can stay, right?" Allison said. She wasn't even pretending to hide her pleading tone anymore. "You don't need him if you're only going to lie around our hotel room."

Actually, I was pretty sure that having me around would made lying around our hotel room especially fun for my wife. But I decided to keep things clean and so I told the group I didn't want to leave Emily alone.

"Jack's back at the hotel right now," Cassie said, "Em, why don't you go hang out with him? His kids are gone for the day, so I'm sure he'd love the company."

Emily's eyes went wide. My stomach clenched.

"That's perfect!" Emily said, immediately. "I mean, um, that way Paul can still have fun."

"Exactly," Allison said, "That totally works."

"I'll text him to let him know you're coming," Cassie said.

"You're sure?" I asked, pulling my wife aside.

"I'll be good," Emily said, showing me a smirk, "Mostly. Like we agreed this morning. You have fun with Allison."

"I'll take good care of him," Allison said, pulling me away from Emily. She wrapped her arm tightly around mine. The tall blonde must have been listening in again.

"You're all set," Cassie said to Emily, "Jack's over by the pool already."

I tried to give my wife a quick clasp goodbye but with Allison holding me on one side and my wife practically squirming away from the other it wasn't much of a hug. As soon as I let go, Emily scampered off. I stared after her for as long as I could, but she was quickly swallowed up by the crowd.

Meanwhile, Cassie grabbed Mike's arm and the four of us headed back towards Slinky Dog. Two happy not-couple-couples.

"Thank you for staying with me," Allison said. She looked pointedly up at her husband. The beautiful blonde Cassie was hanging on to him like she was a koala, and he was a eucalyptus. "I don't think I could take being by myself with those two."

I shrugged a reply. It didn't seem like that big a sacrifice to spend time with the attractive Allison. Especially if my wife was running off to who-knows-what with Jack.

"Emily will be fine," Allison said, "Trust me. Your wife thinks the world of you."

Unless she's distracted by a different heavenly object, I thought to myself. But I didn't say that. We'd all agreed that this was OK. The boundaries had been set. I just hoped my wife would abide by them.

"Emily, of all people? You can trust her to follow the rules," Allison said.

"And you?" I asked, "You'll also follow the rules?"

Allison raised her eyebrow and shot me one of her wicked smiles. "Always," she said.

We got back to Slinky Dash and, sure enough, we were able to skip right past the line. I felt like some low-key VIP, walking around the crowd while everyone else stood there, stewing in sweat.

We climbed into our cars, Mike and Cassie in front of Allison and me. As soon as they sat down, Mike leaned over and gave Cassie a kiss. Not a small peck on the cheek, but right on the lips. She giggled and smooched him back.

I looked over at Allison. "It's OK," she said, resting her hand on my chest. I wasn't sure if she was talking to me or to herself. But it didn't matter because she immediately kissed me. Any thoughts I had about how appropriate all this was rapidly scattered from my mind.

"You're good at that," Allison said as she pulled back with a wet smack. She touched her finger to her lips. "I remembered that from last night."

I didn't know what to say to that, so I kissed her again. We traded little smooches until the ride surged forward.

As we went, I realized that the real point of the day wasn't to ride Slinky Dog or watch Indiana Jones. That was all an excuse, a distraction, that allowed us to make out with our non-partners as much as possible. It was another game like the one we'd played in the hot tub, where we each tried to test each other's limits.

After Slinky, we left Toy Story behind and headed back down into the Hollywood area. We took a left turn I hadn't noticed before, by the far side of the Starbucks, and passed some shops. The tall, ominous hotel I'd been seeing all day, Tower of Terror, loomed ever closer.

I didn't like drop rides, but I wasn't going to look like a coward in front of Mike, Cassie, and (especially) Allison. This time, Allison was able to provide the FastPass she'd reserved months earlier, and we raced past the line. Soon we were in the elevator shaft, taking our seats. This one was four across, and I ended up on the end with Allison next to me.

The athletic blonde must have sensed my nervousness because she grabbed my hand, squeezing it.

"This is scary but it's good," Allison said.

At first, I wasn't sure whether she was referring to the ride or what we were doing together as couples. I realized that, honestly, it applied to both.

Allison kept a firm grip on my hand the whole way. By the second drop, though, I was fine. Again, I was caught by the oddness of it all. My wife was... I tried not to think about what Emily was up to. I wondered, though, if she was equally as anxious about Allison and me as I was about her and Jack.

We left the haunted hotel and headed further back in the park, onto the Rock and Roller Coaster. We didn't have a way to skip that line, so we joined the rest of the peons in waiting. The sign said it would be 40 minutes, but after all that line-skipping that felt more like 40 years.

Our time together had only brought Mike and Cassie closer. The two of them had gotten ahead of us and were further up the line, making out so overtly, it seemed they'd forgotten about us entirely. They spent the wait like horny teenagers, touching and teasing each other (within reason, of course).

Allison, however, stared off to the horizon. Her eyes empty.

"OK?" I asked.

"Why wouldn't I be?" Allison asked.

I gave her a wounded look.

"It would help if you would talk to me," Allison said, "More than two words at a time. I've seen you do it. I know you can."

"You seem upset," I said, keeping my accent as neutral as possible.

"Oh please, like you're not thinking about what Emily is up to right now," Allison said.

I conceded that I was.

"Sorry, I shouldn't have snapped at you," Allison said, "Look, I told Mike it was OK. Hell, I practically encouraged him to go after Cassie. I mean, I get it. But agreeing to let him fool around with another woman and watching it happen are two different things."

"I know."

"I like you, Paul," Allison said. She turned my way and grabbed my hands. "I have since we met. Don't misunderstand, I'm glad we have this time together. Mike thinks he's getting away with something and I'm happy to let him so long as things stay like this. But I'm getting something too. You're so smart and sweet and sexy."

Sexy?

Allison looked down at her shoes. "So that's something good, right?"

I didn't know how to respond. Was I supposed to confess now that I, too, had been harboring a crush on my wife's best friend? Was that even an appropriate thing to admit?

I noticed Allison was still watching me, subtly licking her lower lip. I wasn't used to the usually confident, outgoing woman looking so nervous.

Without warning, Allison leaned down and kissed me. Not the quick kisses like before. The tiny pecks that could be explained away. This was passionate. Powerful. I felt drawn in by the softness of her lips. The warmth of her breath and body. It was different to have to lean upwards to kiss like that -- Allison had nearly four inches on me -- but not in a bad way. Kind of neat, actually.

A moment later, Allison stepped back. The look on her face was thrilled but guilty. There was no explaining away that kind of a kiss. We stared at each other silently, like goofy teens.

"Say something, Paul," Allison said, "Seriously."

"That was nice," I said, "Though it could have been longer."

Allison mimed being mad at me, but her cocky smirk snuck through.

The line started to move and soon we were on the ride. It was the fastest, most aggressive thing I'd been on all day. And yet, considering everything else that was going on around me, it felt rather tame.

*

"I think we should head back to the hotel," Mike said, as the four of us walked up the street to the center of the park. He and Cassie continued to hold hands. Allison must have noticed because she reached down and grabbed mine.

"I suppose," Cassie said, wistfully, "There isn't anything more we can do at the park?"

I noticed Mike's wince before he could hide it. I hoped I wasn't nearly so obvious. I'd spent most of the afternoon torn between excitement over what was happening with me and Allison and obsessing over what might be going on with Jack and my own wife. Now that Mike made going back to the hotel an option, I realized I very much wanted to check in on Emily.

"Unless you want to meet Doc McStuffins, there's not much else to do," Mike said.

"They're building a bunch of new rides," Allison said, "But right now it's kind of empty."

We came back to the area in front of Grauman's Chinese Theater. As if it had been placed there to reinforce Allison's words, a sign hung on the building advertising a new Mickey and Minnie ride coming in the near future.

"I suppose I could find a way to enjoy some more pool time," Allison said, giving me a little wink. I knew she was thinking of our drinking game from the night before; all the things we almost did before we got distracted.

Could we have found something else to do and spent more time at Hollywood Studios? Probably. But when you think of all the things that we could accomplish elsewhere, I know why we decided to call it a day.

I texted Emily, "Heading to the hotel."

"Good," she wrote back, almost immediately. "Miss you."

Those two little words, sent back so quickly, made me feel infinitely better about everything.

When we got on the bus to the Poly, surprisingly, we actually split off to our seats in a way that made sense. Allison grabbed Mike's arm and pulled him to the rear of the bus, leaving me to sit closer to the front with Cassie.

As they passed us, I heard Allison ask her husband, "You having fun?"

I realized that they were debriefing about everything that had happened. That was probably a good practice. I planned to do the same with Emily when we got back. It was one thing to agree to do stuff beforehand, but once things happened, a little check-in couldn't hurt. I wasn't an expert on these things, far from it, but it seemed like the only safe path forward for our marriage was one without any secrets.

Since she was sitting with me, I guess Cassie decided we should try to talk, too. "You having fun, Paul?" she asked, parroting Allison, as the bus rumbled down the road. A jangly ukulele solo played quietly in the background.

At first, I thought that the blonde woman was teasing me for not talking. You know, like most people. But Cassie was smiling so hard, it hurt my face. I could tell by the crinkles in her eyes that it was genuine. The beautiful woman truly seemed to be permanently friendly. I imagined it would get old after a while, but in the moment, it felt nice to have her shining down on me. Plus, I thought, afterwards, we could grind her up and cure clinical depression.

I nodded my head. "Disney is nice."

"I meant with Allison," Cassie said, "I bet Jack and Emily are having a good time. Your wife is so sweet and super cute. Jack's into her, I can tell. I don't mean that in a mean way. Just that you should know. My husband has a way about him."

I'd already figured that part out. I could tell that Cassie was trying to reassure me, so I let it go. In a strange way, Cassie seemed legitimately happy for Emily and me. Like we'd gotten a new puppy or something.

"I can tell you're nervous," Cassie said, "Don't be. Jack will take super good care of Emily. And I can tell Allison really likes you. It kind of works out perfect, if you think about it. But only if you let yourself relax and enjoy it."

"You're right," I said, meaning it. "Thank you for saying all that. I appreciate it."

Cassie's face broke into a wide smile. "I made him say a whole sentence!" she shouted. Allison cheered from the back of the bus. The two women whooped the whole way home like they'd won the Super Bowl.

*

As soon as we got back to the hotel, I realized we were in trouble.

The first raindrop hit my cheek as I got off the bus. Another came soon after. Suddenly, we were caught in a torrential downpour, sprinting to the lobby, desperate to escape as water cascaded down on us like we'd stepped under Niagara Falls.

Fortunately, it wasn't far. The lobby doors slid behind us, leaving the storm safely outside. The place was filling with people like us from all sides, racing to escape the rain. Like the reverse of a crowd fleeing a sinking ship.

The four of us huddled in a corner of the lobby by a set of small rattan seats, dripping and shivering. The icy cold air conditioning felt particularly insulting now.

"Florida being Florida," Allison said with a shrug, "It'll stop in a sec and be back to sunny like nothing happened."

I texted Emily again to see if she'd gotten caught in the sudden storm, but I didn't hear back. The worry began to gnaw at my mind once again. I found myself cycling through a bunch of scenarios, but I pushed them back. Whatever was happening, I was sure Emily was fine. Just hopefully not too fine.

Mike, Allison, and Cassie all dripped next to me. We stood there in the lobby like vagrants, our clothes soaked and heavy, unsure of what to do. Despite Allison's prediction, the weather outside wasn't slowing at all.

"We might need to rethink our pool plans," Cassie said.

"We were going to get dinner at Disney Springs tonight," Mike said.

"I don't want to go out in this," Allison said.

"We can figure it out, maybe eat something here instead," Mike said, "There's always Kona Cafe. Or take the monorail to another resort maybe?"

My pocket vibrated and I saw I had a two-word text from my wife. "With Jack."

"That's perfect," Cassie exclaimed when I showed the group.

Personally, I was less sure of how flawless it was. I'd been so amped up for an answer to my text, but when I finally got one, it only made me feel worse. My imagination was running wild with what my wife might have meant by the word 'with.'

"We should head back to our place and meet up with them," Cassie said, "It's not that far."

We all agreed. At that point I would have consented to walk back to Pennsylvania in a blizzard for a meetup with Emily. I told myself I trusted her. I did. But that couldn't slow my creeping concern.

Mike pulled his backpack off his shoulders and dug in, finding four plastic ponchos. It kind of felt like putting on a condom after we'd already had sex, but I guess it was better not to get wetter than we already were.



We pulled the thin, sleeveless bags over our heads, then ventured outside. The rain pelted us as Cassie led us down the paved, puddled pathways. We headed towards another section of the resort I hadn't seen before, closer to the lake. Near the shore were a few long, wooden docks that lead out to large, private cabins set over the water. The beautiful blonde walked right up to one and used her Magic Band to open the door. It clicked open, happily.

Inside, it looked more like an opulent vacation home than someone's hotel room. We walked down a long hallway, leading to an open living room with a dining table, a couch, chairs, and a triangular coffee table. Next to it was a full open kitchen with modern appliances. Through the expansive windows, I could see a wraparound deck with its own sitting space and pool. Beyond that was the blue water of the lake, leading right up to the Magic Kingdom.

"We're here!" Cassie cried out as we entered. "Time to put your clothes back on!"

I knew Cassie was kidding. But then my wife came out into the living room wearing nothing except a white, Mickey-themed bathrobe. My eyes must have popped straight out of my head because Emily immediately raced forward.

"We got caught in the rain," she said, "All my clothes were soaked." My wife looked remarkably sexy with her wet, dark hair hanging loose past her shoulders. The little bathrobe barely covered her thin, pink thighs. It had me feeling both excited and nervous all at the same time.

Jack came out a moment later. The handsome, silver-haired man was wearing a fancy Hawaiian shirt and a pair of khaki shorts. His bronze skin looked particularly dark in comparison to his bright clothes. His ice blue eyes sparkled, like he was laughing at a private joke. I couldn't help but notice that he'd seemed to have come from the same room as my wife had.

He gave us all a warm welcome, went to the kitchen, and started making tea. The idea of a hot drink did seem perfect at that point.

"Honey, can Emily borrow something from you?" Jack asked Cassie as he filled the kettle.

"Of course!" Cassie said, "I'm not sure what'll fit, I'm not as petite as you, but anything you find is fine by me."

Allison must have sensed my discomfort with the whole scene because she immediately spoke up. "We can go back to our room and get our stuff," she said.

"Don't be silly," Cassie said, "It's awful out there. You can stay here for as long as you like."

"That's a nice thought, but I want to get into dry clothes, too," Allison said. I could have kissed her (actually, I already had). "And we don't want to interrupt your family time."

"The kids went out clubbing for the evening," Jack said, "I doubt a little rain will stop them. Tell you what, why don't you go to your room and get changed. We got a bunch of groceries delivered a few days ago. Come on back and I'll make you all dinner here."

"Jack's an amazing cook," Cassie said.

As much as I wanted to argue it, I knew there was no way we could turn them down; Jack had trapped us with hospitality. Insidious in its own welcoming way. So, we all tromped out of the cabin, promising to be back within the hour.

I guess my wife could sense how I was feeling, because as soon as we got outside, Emily grabbed my arm, and pulled me close. Mike and Allison walked on ahead. The rain had slowed, but only from torrential to tolerable, and it didn't show any signs of stopping anytime soon.

I tried to search Emily's bright green eyes as we walked, but she wouldn't meet my gaze. Yet despite her obvious nervousness, I could see tell she was practically thrumming with excitement about what had happened.

"I kissed Jack," Emily confessed to her feet, "Or he kissed me. Or. I'm not sure. It was kinda crazy in the moment. We'd been at the pool, just talking and stuff. Then, when it started to rain, we ran back to his place. When we got there, he grabbed my shoulders. Put his hand on my cheek. And we. You know. Not a peck. Kiss kissed."

"OK," I said. Honestly, in some ways I was relieved. If that was the worst of it, there wasn't much I could say. I thought back to Allison and I. We'd spent all afternoon making out on the rides. Could I truly argue that Emily had done anything different?

"How was it?" I asked.

"Fine," Emily said, "Nothing special." She took a deep breath. "OK, it was awesome. He's a really good kisser. I kinda got swept up in it. I'm sorry. Are you OK? Are we OK?"

"You kissed him," I said, "And liked it".

"Yes," Emily said, without a hint of shame.

"Tongue?"

"Maybe a little?" Emily said. The way she said it made me think she meant 'definitely a lot.' "But he was a total gentleman."

A total gentleman who'd made out with my wife in his living room. Sure.

"It was only for a bit," Emily continued, "He didn't like, touch me or anything. Well, he had his hands on my shoulders. And my butt a little. It didn't go farther than that. Then I told him I wanted to get changed. He showed me the bathrobes and left me alone to get dressed."

"OK," I said.

We got to our longhouse and headed inside. Our room was on the second floor, so Mike and Allison went to take the stairs up. Soon, we would all be together in that tiny room and our privacy would end. So, Emily and I decided to wait for the elevator rather than follow our friends, grabbing at whatever little moments we could to continue our conversation alone.

"What about you guys?" Emily asked, "Did you do anything, um, interesting?"

"Allison kissed me," I said.

I thought my wife would be upset, but instead she smiled, widely. "That's great!"

"A few times. We kissed."

"Tongue?" Emily asked, playfully repeating my question.

"No."

"Still, that's awesome," Emily said, "Truly. I'm completely super happy you two had fun, too. Really great."

When we got to our room, Allison and Mike were already in the first bathroom, stripping off their wet clothes.

"Bathroom number 2 is the one closest to the door, perv," Mike called to us. I heard Allison cackle behind him.

Emily and I grabbed dry clothes from our suitcase, then went into the free bathroom and got changed, ourselves. Dry clothes had never felt so wonderful. When we came back out, we found Mike lying on the bed, watching ESPN again. He was wearing a fresh t-shirt and shorts. I was dressed similarly, but I'd opted for long pants in the drippy weather.

Emily got onto our bed and broke out a book. She'd changed into a cute, green t-shirt and a pair of denim shorts. Her hair was back up in its usual tight, twisted bun. I lay down next to her. She fixed her glasses before kissing me on the cheek.

"Thank you," she said, "For everything."

I doubted she was grateful that I'd kissed her best friend, but I got the gist of it. I told myself that I was being a good husband. Trusting and open.

It still felt odd, though. Those same lips had been pressed to Jack's not long ago. Some part of me felt like I could almost smell him on her.

Like the acrid smoke of a forest fire, far distant.

*

By the time we headed out of our hotel room, the rain had slowed down to a drizzle. But the day was nasty enough to make me glad we weren't going far. Cassie's cabin looked warm and inviting against the dark, damp sky.

Jack welcomed us at the door, looking like the archetypal home chef with a striped apron over his outfit and a spatula in one hand. I half expected him to be wearing a toque.

We found Cassie inside, lounging on the couch with a glass of wine. The beautiful blonde had changed into a light blue blouse and a navy skirt. I suddenly felt underdressed.

"Make yourselves comfortable," Jack said, walking back to the kitchen area. "This setup isn't great, but I can do OK with it."

"He's being modest," Cassie said, "I swear, the way Jack feeds me, it's a miracle I don't weigh 300 pounds."

"Now, who's the one who's exaggerating," Jack said, gesturing with his spatula.

It was strange to see the two of them acting domestic. It shouldn't have been -- they were a married couple just like anyone else. But my brain couldn't square the stories I'd heard with the people I was now seeing. It was nice, in a way, to discover that their relationship worked the same as ours did.

We offered to help Jack cook, but he wouldn't have it, so we all settled into the sitting area. Cassie poured us wine, and we chatted aimlessly while her husband worked in the kitchen.

"So, what are your plans for tonight?" Cassie asked.

"I think they've been washed out," Mike said.

"Oh good!" Cassie said, then realized that maybe she shouldn't act so happy that our day was ruined. "I mean, I'm looking forward to us having time to hang out."

"Sure," Allison said, sharing one of her now-expected looks of annoyance with me.

Jack's dinner was exquisite, I can't argue that. Emily, of course, was especially enamored. But we all agreed that it was damn good. Especially considering it came from a hotel room kitchen using delivered groceries.

After the meal, Cassie cracked open another bottle of wine, Jack undid his apron, and we all gathered together in the living room, post-meal happy. Despite the fact that there was plenty of furniture, we all ended up sitting in a circle on the floor. For the moment, we paired with our respective partners. The three couples sat around the coffee table like this was going to be a normal evening.

"So, what's the plan?" Mike asked. He'd spent all night with a strange little smile on his face, like a kid who'd figured out there was ice cream in the house.

"We should totally pick up where we left off last night," Cassie said.

Allison looked demurely at the floor. "I think one boob was enough."

"That's not what Paul was thinking," Mike said, and he gave me a convivial wink.

"Wait, what did I miss?" Cassie asked, her light blue eyes alight.

"Paul caught Allison naked in the shower this morning," Emily said.

"By accident," I said.

"Sure, it was," Mike said. He was still smiling.

"Naked naked?" Cassie asked, "Like, full naked?"

"Complete, totally, all of it naked," Allison said. She shook her head ruefully, but I could tell she was playing along.

"That's awesome!" Cassie said. She reached over the coffee table for a high five. I slapped her hand, reluctantly. "Come on, tell me that wasn't amazing."

I looked at Emily, then Allison. I got the feeling that there was no answer I could give that wouldn't get me in trouble.

"Well, all right," Cassie said, clapping her hands, "We need to even things up."

"That's what I've been saying all day," Mike said.

"So, what, we just get naked?" Allison asked.

"Of course not," Cassie said, "That would be weird." As if everything we'd been doing the past two days had been totally normal. Sure.

"Well, I still think we need to do something," Mike said.

"Definitely," Emily agreed. I looked over at her, continually surprised at how interested she was in all of this. My wife was a woman who insisted on switching off the lights before sex. Now, out of nowhere, she was craving the spotlight.

"We'll play a game," Cassie said, then quickly followed that up with, "Something different than last night."

"I have a deck of cards," Mike said. He reached into his backpack and, sure enough, he had a pack. "I always carry them around in case people want to play."

There was something very 'Mike' about that. Outwardly social and yet also quite nerdy.

"What should we play?" Allison asked. I quickly realized that everyone was in on this.

"Spades, poker, rummy..." Mike started ticking off games.

"Not like that silly," Cassie said, taking the deck from him and shuffling it. Her long fingers plied the cards with a practiced ease. "Here's what we'll do. I'll deal out the whole deck, across the six of us. We'll take turns playing cards. Kinda like UNO, you can either match the suit or the face. So, a King can go on a King or a Heart can go on a Heart."

"What if we can't match the card?" Emily asked.

Cassie's smile went a mile wide. "Then you have to do a punishment," she said, "If it's a black number card, you lose a piece of clothes from the waist down. Red number, from the waist up. If it's a Jack, Queen, or King, the rest of the group agrees on something you have to do with your partner."

"So more than naked," Allison said.

"Just little stuff to keep things interesting," Cassie said, "Nothing crazy. A bit of friendly fun."

"Wait, what about an Ace?" Mike asked.

"That's the funnest part," Cassie said. I could almost see the gears turning behind her eyes. "When someone misses the Ace, we move one space over. So, like, if Emily can't play an Ace, she would go to Jack, I would go to you, Mike, and Allison would move to Paul. Then we toss in all our cards and reshuffle the deck. Starting the game anew."

If Cassie had come up with this on the spot, I would have been pretty impressed. But I had the feeling this was something she'd done before. Maybe many times. If the goal was to get a little flirty -- and apparently it was -- this was a well-designed way to do it.

"How, um, far do we go?" Emily asked, "Like, when does the game end?"

"Whenever we get tired or bored of it," Cassie said, "Or we're ready to move onto something else."

Those last two words were so loaded, they'd have been arrested for public intoxication. I felt the room grow heavy as everyone realized what we were committing to.

Emily glanced my way, her eyes a question. I knew I needed to reassure her. And yet, I felt my focus wander over to Allison. The athletic blonde leaned back, confident. I got a flash of that morning; her amazing, naked body was burned into my brain.

I turned back to my wife. "Sounds fun," I said. Emily visibly relaxed. I'd given her the go ahead.

"Of course you like it, there's no talking," Mike said.

I felt my face flush as the room laughed. But Allison gave her husband a shove. Just rough enough. I smiled at her in thanks, and she nodded back. Nice to have someone in my corner. Especially someone as strong and attractive as Allison.

Cassie dealt out all the cards, including the jokers to make the math work out evenly (Cassie explained they would work as wilds, so anything could pair with them). Moving clockwise, we began laying down our cards. The early going was easy, since we all had one sixth of the deck at our disposal. But as the cards dwindled, the tension mounted. And the action kicked in.

Allison was the first to lose something. The athletic blonde was wearing her usual uniform of mesh shorts and a tank top -- not all that much to give away. In truth though, none of us were wearing layers. It was summer in Orlando, and we'd dressed light, despite the rainstorm.

Fortunately for Allison, it was a black 7 so she simply took off a sock. It was such a simple act, seeing a bare foot, yet I think everyone tightened as we realizing what was happening. We were really doing this. We'd be seeing something more exciting than toes soon enough.

I was the next to miss a card, and with a Queen face up, that meant I had to do a punishment. The group agreed I should kiss my wife. I leaned over and planted one on her cheek. The room "aww-ed" appropriately.

We had our first big reveal soon after. Cassie needed either a heart or a seven and she had neither, so she was in for it. Honestly, it seemed appropriate that she was the first to fall; it was her game after all

Smirking, the beautiful blonde reached up to unclasp one of her diamond stud earrings, and the room groaned. Cassie giggled and went for her shirt, instead. She deftly undid the buttons of her blouse, then tossed it aside.

Cassie had on a black lacy bra that did more than enough to cover what it should, but also teased at plenty more. She was clearly the largest chested woman in the room, but she wasn't overly top heavy. I'd guess a C-cup if I had to. The fact that she was so trim, perfectly curvy, made her breasts seem quite large in comparison.

Mike, already poor at making eye contact with his crush girl, now openly stared at her chest. Cassie gave a little shake his way, smiling broadly. We all laughed, but I could feel the tension of the room ramp up once again. Emily and Allison both looked particularly anxious.

With so few cards left, every play carried plenty of possibilities. Allison was the next to have to remove a piece of clothing and she, too, lost her top.

The athletic blonde ripped off her tank in one smooth motion, then shook her blonde hair back into place. Allison had on a tight, purple sports bra that kept her assets well contained. But I could see the little nubs of her erect nipples pushing through.

"Don't get so excited, Paul, you've already seen so much more," Mike said.

I didn't realize I'd been staring. "Sorry," I said.

"Please don't be," Allison said. She held her arms in front of her chest as if her bra wasn't already keeping her covered.

Honestly, I was almost more fascinated by Allison's taut tummy. She'd been out of organized sports for nearly ten years now, but she still had a defined stomach with a hint of a six-pack. It was awesome.

Cassie was impressed, as well. "Nice bod," she said, staring down at her own tummy in dismay. The beautiful blonde wasn't overweight in any way, but I could tell she was judging herself. It was strange to see Cassie, usually so confident in her looks, being in doubt. That vulnerability, I have to admit, it made me like her more. Like maybe she was a human being after all.

It quickly became clear that the room was out of hearts. Mike took off his t-shirt, revealing his pale, thin frame. I was next and showed, well, the opposite.

I braced myself for the barrage of 'sweater' jokes about my hairy chest, but instead all three girls gave me a chorus of wolf whistles and cheers.

"Nice," Allison said.

"Very masculine," Cassie said

Emily grinned my way. I think she was enjoying the compliments as much as I was. Then she saw she was next and immediately shrank back.

"If none of us can match we'll end the round," Cassie announced.

Emily looked relieved before she realized she wasn't off the hook. The round couldn't end until she went. I gave her what I hoped was an encouraging look. But my wife seemed to only be staring Jack's way.

He grinned at her, kindly. "I've been looking forward to this all night," he said.

Emily sucked in a deep breath. She took off her t-shirt, then tucked her brown hair back into its bun, nervously. She was wearing a cute, pink bra. My wife was small-chested -- though bustier than Allison -- and her underwear did a good job of pushing her breasts forward. The bra was only half-cups, as well, and the tops of her pink nipples were exposed to the room. It was pretty obvious that she was plenty aroused.

We all clapped, and Emily proudly thrust her chest forward. Jack gave her a thumbs up.

"Nice," he said.

"Very nice," Mike said.

All of us were now shirtless except Jack, who quickly took off his Hawaiian shirt. He had on a white wife-beater underneath that, covering tan skin and silvery chest hair. He looked to be in remarkably good shape, nearly as defined as Allison. His only concession to age was a bit of softness to his stomach.

Cassie gathered up the cards and shuffled again. All things considered, we'd had a surprisingly soft first go, only losing a few pieces of clothing with the one punishment and none of the all-important aces.

The next round also went fairly easily. Jack had to kiss Cassie and Allison kissed Mike. I got another chance with Emily and this time gave her a warm smooch on the lips. In that way, it was almost like we were back to playing the game in the hot tub from the night before. Except now clothes were coming off.

Still, things stayed mostly safe. We had a bad run on spades at the end, to the point where everyone was barefoot. The only major reveal was when Jack lost his undershirt, showing off his well-defined pecs. I caught Emily staring but I couldn't complain. My own eyes were no better behaved with Allison and Cassie, and neither woman was even bare chested yet.



But that wasn't far away at all. Everything to this point felt dangerous, risky. But compared to what came next, it's clear that we'd been playing it safe.

It helped that Allison basically got the hand of death to start the next round. She was blanked on her very first play and had to lose the last of her top. She lifted her sports bra up from the bottom, and her pale, round breasts bounced out. Allison rushed to cover her chest with her arms, as if we hadn't already gotten an eyeful.

"There's, like, nothing to see,' she said, blushing. Again, I was used to Allison being so confident. Not in the same way that Cassie was, but still.

"If there's nothing to see, then show us," Cassie said, smiling warmly. Such a sweet instigator.

Allison took a deep breath and dropped her arms. The athletic blonde's breasts were little and round, and her broad frame made them seem even smaller. Her nipples were also tiny, pink, and very stiff. They stuck out like eraser nubs.

"My breasts are like, my worst feature," Allison said.

"Then the rest of you must be really amazing," Jack said.

Allison smiled, despite herself. She shook her head, like trying to jolt her mind back to its normal setting. But she left her arms at her sides.

The rest of us were able to play through the round, but the card stayed red, and Allison was, again, unable to match it.

"I'm out," she said, "My hand sucks."

I almost laughed as I realized it: Allison wasn't all that upset about exposing herself. It was the act of losing, itself, that was driving her crazy.

"That means it's down to dares," Cassie said, casually, "I think you should have to kiss... Paul." The beautiful blonde said it like she'd had to think about it. But despite Cassie's movie star looks, she was a terrible actress.

"I thought we were just doing partner stuff," Emily said, "For now."

I wondered if she'd have protested the same way if it was her and Jack that were being paired. But I decided to be more charitable. My wife was standing up for me, for us, in her own way. I shouldn't be complaining about that, considering.

"This isn't the cards," Cassie said, "It's a dare, so the rules don't apply."

If we'd all disagreed, it would have ended things right there. But that was the thing -- the big secret -- we could pretend that we were tricked into this, forced. But the truth was, we all wanted what was happening.

Allison crawled over to me. Her little tits hung lovely as she went. She pressed her lips to mine. We were way past a peck on the cheek. This was a real kiss. My dick shot from somewhat stiff to incredibly erect.

Allison broke our connection. She gave me a smug grin, then sat down next to her husband. He gave her an evaluating look and she shot it right back to him.

Mike, though, had a move of his own. His next turn he switched the color of the pile to black. Now all of us were on the hot seat, and we started to catch up to Allison's state of undress.

My erection was a foregone conclusion at that point, but everyone got to see for sure because I had to take off my pants. I was tenting my navy boxers something terrible, but the only reactions I got were a cute wink from Cassie and a thumbs up from Allison. My own wife flushed but smiled.

Despite being down to my underwear, I didn't feel all that nervous. Not with everything else going on around me. Especially after Emily went next and also lost her shorts. She had on a pair of green, bikini cut panties. They made her tight little backside look good, in particular. And don't think anyone missed the small wet spot near the front, either.

It quickly became clear that we'd all run out of black cards. Jack took off his jeans, revealing a pair of purple briefs (tighty purplies? I don't know). They didn't do anything to hide that he was feeling plenty aroused, that was for sure.

Cassie's blue skirt came off next. Her lacy black panties matched her bra. They were too dark to see any wet spots, but I had to assume one was there.

Cassie looked like a Victoria's Secret model, recumbent in her underwear. Tan skin and perfect body on display, incongruent in the casual living room. I remembered an 80s movie I'd seen once about two horny high schoolers making a magical woman using an image from a magazine, and I had to admit it kind of looked like we'd done the same.

Mike, too, lost his shorts, revealing a pair of white boxer briefs. Like the other boys, he was pointing prominently. He sat back down, looking anxiously at Cassie, Emily, and his own wife. Like he didn't exactly know what to do with himself. Everything kept amplifying -- the nerves and the nudity. But no one seemed ready to quiet things down.

Now it was Allison's turn. She looked at her cards like a kid with a twenty-dollar bill at a candy shop, surveying all the options that could easily be hers. You didn't need to be Daniel Negreanu to read what had happened -- she'd been dealt a completely homogenous hand. She could play a black card, easily. But which one?

The athletic blonde slowly weighed her options. I could see the gears turning in her mind. Finally, without a hint of her earlier nerves, she played the ace of spades. The air rushed out of the room so fast, it's a miracle we didn't suffocate.

Cassie clapped her hands excitedly. "OK!" she said, "Let's do this thing! Girls go one over. I'll reshuffle and deal."

The women all dutifully moved over one spot. My wife went next to Jack. He lifted his arm, welcoming, and Emily snuggled into his side. Cassie traipsed over to Mike and flopped down, giving him a little kiss on the cheek.

Finally, Allison crawled over to me. The whole way over, she kept her eyes focused on mine, hungrily, like a jungle cat stalking her prey. Her little tits wobbled slightly as she went. She sat down next to me, then pulled me close, mirroring Emily and Jack.

As if I wasn't already aware of what was happening, the reality of it dawned. We were all in our underwear, sitting next to someone who was not our spouse. Heck, the boys were all down to only our bottoms.

Emily and I had agreed that we were willing to be open. I knew that Allison and Mike had made a similar settlement. But there had been implied limits. Assumed rules. With all of us sitting nearly naked next to someone other than our partners, it was clear that not only had we already crossed those lines, but we were about to go far, far further.

"I think this should be the last round," Emily said suddenly.

I looked over at my wife and she gave me a shy smile. She was cuddling so close to Jack, yet at the same time it felt like she'd never been more with me. It made me look at all this from a new angle.

To that point, I felt like Emily was the one pushing us forward. That I was the reluctant participant, hanging on while my wife went wild. Sure, I could concede that we were all enjoying the ride, but in my mind, Emily was driving. Now I wondered if my perspective was off. Was I similarly guilty of indiscretion? Were both of us steering our marriage closer to the cliff?

"I agree," I said, "Last round."

One of the benefits of speaking so infrequently was, my words tended to carry a lot more weight. When Emily had made her announcement, I felt the group about to argue. When I took her side, immediately we were all aligned.

"That's good," Cassie said, quickly recovering, "Save some for later."

"I'm sure there will still be plenty of excitement," Allison said, smiling at me wickedly.

We all nodded. In some ways, while capping the action, Emily had also encouraged it. With no more to come, we all knew it was now or never. Or at least, now or not till later.

After Cassie dealt the cards, Allison flashed me her hand. I didn't catch much, but I saw a few faces in there plus one of the jokers. What was the athletic blonde trying to tell me? That she was going to play for punishments? I should have been anxious, but all the blood had gone to my dick and so all I could feel was anticipation.

Emily was the first to miss. Allison had played a red ten and I'd dropped a red card on top. My wife, in the flow of the game, reached for a card from her hand. Then she stopped herself. She reached back to undo her little pink bra, instead. For a moment, I wondered if she'd intentionally kept a playable card. But I couldn't imagine her doing something like that.

My wife's perky tits popped out. Emily's breasts were on the smaller side, but they fit her frame flawlessly. Even better, they were as near to ideal in shape and fullness as any I'd ever seen -- slightly upturned with coral nipples that flushed almost red when she was excited. As you might expect with everything going on, they were completely crimson and quite puffy.

"Wow," Cassie said, unable to contain herself.

"Nice tits," Mike said, equally enamored.

Emily giggled shyly. Jack gave her a little grin and I swear my wife almost swooned.

"They do look practically perfect," Jack said. I noticed the later we played, the more his drawl came out. He sounded like an old cowboy now, evaluating a million-dollar herd.

And now it was his turn. Jack, too, eyed the red ten with a calculated eye. But after some deep thought, he played another red card -- appropriately, a Jack. Cassie, next to play, stared down at the card like it was daring her. No doubt, in some ways, it was.

There are only 12 face cards in a deck, and we'd already seen a few of them. Plus, I knew Allison held a bunch more. At a certain point, as I'd learned from the previous rounds, we simply got locked in a spot. Or, as I started to wonder, maybe people decided to stop playing cards. Regardless of the reason, it seemed we'd reached that point.

Cassie put her cards down and turned to Mike. "Kiss?" she asked, and he nodded. He licked his lips in a way that made it clear that his mouth had gone dry.

The beautiful blonde leaned in and pressed her lips to his. She rested her hand on his cheek. Eyes closed. There had been a lot of making out so far at these things, but it had never looked exactly like this. Even when the two of them had been playing around at the park.

This was beyond affectionate. It was sensual. Desirous. Hungry and yet also quite affectionate. Not love, but... Not not love either. Little groans and loud wet smacks. Nearly naked bodies pressed closely together.

The both of them separated, but they kept staring at each other. Eyes searching. Still touching like they might go back in for another round. As if they wanted to, desperately. I had the sense that, if Mike and Cassie been alone, they might have moved so much further.

We had to remind Mike it was his turn. He didn't even look at the cards.

"Kiss?" he asked, matching Cassie's earlier request. She nodded.

I think all of us, including Cassie, assumed the couple would return to the activity they'd enjoyed so much. Mike had other ideas. Looking back, I have to say I'm impressed by his audacity. I mean, this was his chance. Why not go for it all?

Cassie leaned forward to kiss Mike on the lips. He leaned lower. Before anyone could react, Mike pressed his mouth onto Cassie's breast.

"Oh!" Cassie said. You know you've done something when even she was taken aback.

The kiss was over the black lace of Cassie's bra, but it was still shocking. None of us had even touched below the neck to this point, and now Mike was suckling on the beautiful woman's tit. Cassie let her hand slide behind his head. Fingers running through his thin, blond hair. She let out a little moan.

It was only a moment, but it didn't matter. Mike pulled back and the room went silent.

"Wow," Allison said. I couldn't tell if she was angry, upset, jealous, or what. Maybe all of it and more.

If Mike noticed his wife's reaction, he didn't show. He was grinning like a cat with a canary. The man with a boyish grin had gotten to mouth his dream girl's boob. I mean, honestly, could you blame him for feeling blissful?

"My turn," Allison said, decisively.

Like I said, we tended to get stuck in a spot and we'd been locked into the red face cards for a while. However, having seen Allison's hand, I knew that she was about to put a stop to it. At the very least, she was going to play a card to me, giving me a tough choice. I was already weighing my options when Allison put her cards on the floor. She laid them down carefully, as if they might explode.

"I've got nothing," she said.

I was too thrown off to register it. I certainly missed what she said next, though I suppose it was another kiss. Of a sort.

In one smooth motion, Allison dropped her head down to my lap. She opened her mouth wide and engulfed my cock. She didn't just kiss the tip or whatever, she full-on engulfed me as deep as she could go.

"Whoa!" Cassie cried out.

"Holy fuck!" I shouted, accent on full.

I felt the warm wetness of Allison's mouth surround my dick through my boxer shorts. I didn't think I could get any harder, but I sure did. Allison's tongue pressed into the bottom of my shaft. She made a little humming noise. I swear I felt the room start to tilt, like we were on a ride at the parks.

Allison pulled off my cock and wiped her mouth with her forearm. "Very nice," she said. She smirked at the rest of the room.

I was too shocked to reply. My dick did its best to fly out of my boxers while my eyes tried to pop off my face. The only part of me that wasn't ready to explode was my stomach, which was knotting itself something awful and sinking deeper.

I looked around the room, afraid of what I'd see. But Cassie was clapping, and Mike was smiling, shaking his head ruefully at his wife, as if she'd played an awesome prank. Jack gave me a simple guy nod and it felt like getting the highest honor he could bestow. And my own wife, Emily, was eyeing me, appreciatively.

Nice, she mouthed at me. I was too shocked by it all to fully think about what her approval might mean.

"Your turn, Paul!" Cassie said.

I looked down at my cards, realized that I hadn't seen them at all, then looked again. My brain was mush. Besides, was I actually going to play something at this point?

"No more kissing," I said, firmly.

"It has gotten a little out of hand," Cassie said.

"Yes," I agreed, "Hand."

I reached over to Allison. Her brown eyes widened as I drew closer. I cupped her bare breasts in my palms. She let out a soft sigh, settling into my grip. I ran my thumbs over her little pink nubs. The athletic blonde bit her lower lip.

"Very nice," I said, knowing that she was self-conscious.

Allison responded, breathily. "If I'd known that the way to make you talk was to take my tits out..."

"Shhh," I said, still weighing her boobs in my hands.

They were warm and soft. Little fleshy swells of happiness. Like Allison, herself, her breasts were the kind you didn't notice at first. But once you did, you realized you were experiencing something truly special.

I realized I was breathing heavily, like I'd gone on a run. Allison's chest was also rising and falling quickly. A trickle of sweat ran down her neck. Our eyes locked. I wondered if the rest of the room noticed. I didn't care enough to look.

Finally, I let go of Allison's breasts and sat back. Again, the room seemed shocked by what they'd seen. What we'd all shared.

Cassie loudly cleared her throat, getting our attention. "Next!"

I looked over at Emily. I hadn't forgotten about her, exactly, but then I hadn't really realized she was still there, either. And that it was now her turn.

"No more kissing, right?" Emily asked.

She didn't wait for a response. She turned to face Jack, reached down to his crotch, and slipped her hand inside his underwear. I didn't need X-ray vision to see what she did next.

Again, the room erupted in shouts, like my petite wife had grabbed a gun, rather than massaged Jack's missile. She stroked her hand back and forth on his bare dick, the purple material of his underwear bulging around her fist. The older man sat back, a strange, knowing smile on his lips, as my wife worked him over.

A moment later, Emily pulled her hand free. She looked at it, oddly, like interrogating her fingers about where they'd been. Then she saw behind them, at me, staring her way. She gave me a quick, innocent shrug.

"Well now," Jack said, "I guess that makes me last?"

He was right. We'd all passed. So, unless Jack played a card (and we all knew he wasn't going to do that), this would be the end of the game.

"Gotta make it a good one, then," Jack said.

He reached between my wife's legs, slipping his fingers under her green panties.

"Oh," Emily gasped.

The room went silent, except for the surprisingly loud slicking sounds, as Jack explored my wife's most private place. He moved his hand up slightly and started stroking back and forth. Slowly at first but building ever faster.

Emily's green eyes grew huge. She leaned back, breasts skyward. Her nipples turning so tight they seemed almost sharp.

Allison had put her mouth on me for a moment. I'd held her breasts for a bit longer. Emily had given Jack a few strokes. Jack reached the point where we'd all stopped, but he kept going.

Emily's breath came in sharp, high-pitched gasps. Growing faster. I recognized those noises, so strange to hear them in such an unfamiliar way.

"Come on," Jack said in his now-persistent drawl. "Let it out. Let yourself feel good. There's a good girl."

His hand moved faster. Emily's legs slowly curled, then kicked straight.

"Oh," she said, "OH!"

Emily reached down and grabbed Jack's hand, holding it in place. Her face went pink. A long, strangled sound escaped her throat. Her whole body arched, like she was squeezing the orgasm out of herself. Finally, she fell limp.

Gingerly, Jack pulled his hand back out of my wife's underwear. Even from across the room, I could see that his fingers were sticky. He gave them a quick taste, then smiled broadly at the room.

"Lovely," he said, "Just lovely."

"Uh huh," Emily said. She stayed on the ground, staring outward. But her eyes were empty.

Abruptly, everything seemed possible. My wife's dramatic finish had opened up a whole new place to start. I looked over at Cassie and Mike. They were both running their eyes up and down each other's nearly-naked forms. I felt someone looking at me and turned to see Allison, giving me a similarly hungry look. I had to admit, she looked almost shockingly beautiful. I'd appreciated her before, but now...

"I think it's time to call it a night," Emily said, through panting breaths. She slowly got up and began gathering her clothes, carefully, like she was worried her knees might buckle under her.

"Easy for you to say," Cassie said. The room chuckled nervously. Emily flushed.

"It's just... I think that's enough," she said. My wife looked right at me, and I could see the nervousness on her face. I did my best to smile back at her, reassuring, but I couldn't be sure that was the emotion I was conveying.

I wasn't mad at Emily. A little jealous, maybe, but not angry. Jack had taken her somewhere further than I think any of us had been ready to go. But, let's be honest, we were all heading that way anyway. Could I really complain about Emily's cum after I'd paid such homage to Allison's breasts? After my dick, no matter how clothed, had been in the athletic blonde's mouth?

"Yes, OK," Allison said, like breaking out of a trance. "It's late and we've got a lot ahead of us."

"See you all tomorrow?" Cassie asked.

And suddenly the room went silent.


Poly at the Poly Pt. 03

"Let's make it a date day," Cassie said, grabbing Mike's hand.

It wasn't the weirdest request in the world, except that she was cuddling up to a man who was very much not her husband. That man, Jack, was standing with my wife, Emily. Meanwhile I was positioned next to Mike's wife, Allison. The six of us, ostensibly three married couples, had all been testing the boundaries of our vows the last two days. And now, it seemed, we were poised to make alterations once again.

We were standing in EPCOT, sheltering from the merciless morning sun under the shadow of the giant golf ball. Crowds strode past us at a steady rate, like nothing out of the ordinary was happening. As if the six of us weren't about to step onto something for more precipitous than any roller coaster could offer.

It was the third day of what was very quickly turning into an unexpectedly debaucherous trip to Disney World. We'd spent the first day at the pool, playing around. Sharing flirty kisses and showing a little skin. Nothing too crazy.

Then, the previous evening, we tumbled even further down the rabbit hole. It ended with my wife getting fingered to completion by Jack in front of the whole group. The older man had gotten Emily off, hard. And suddenly it all became very real what we were playing with. This wasn't some warm, fuzzy thing we could pass around with impunity. It was fire. And all of us were in position to get seriously burned.

After that evening's events, Emily, Allison, Mike, and I had left the bungalow feeling shell shocked. Stupid between regret of what we'd done and desire for what we didn't do. Our thirst for exploration was slaked. Our hunger to go further was rumbling ever louder.

The four of us had slunk back to our hotel room that night in a shared walk of shame. The Polynesian resort was oddly quiet. I didn't realize how much I'd gotten used to the constant noise of Disney. The music and the crowds. Now, I could hear crickets in the distance. The light of the nearby tiki torches flickered in the reflections on the wet ground. Golden and warm.

Mike and Allison were holding hands, walking in front of us and whispering quietly. I couldn't help but stare at the tall, athletic blonde woman a few feet in front of me. Images of her naked body flashed in my mind. The feel of her mouth on my dick (through my boxers, but still). The look in her deep brown eyes when I'd cupped her tiny tits.

Emily stayed by my side. We also walked hand-in-hand. I tried not to think about how those same digits had been wrapped around Jack's dick not long before. My wife looked so pretty, as always -- even moreso post-orgasm. Her brown hair was in a mussed bun, her cute face was flushed.

"Are you mad at me?" Emily asked, "I can never tell when you're mad at me."

"I'm not mad," I said, reflexively. "Do you want me to be?"

"Kind of," Emily said.

Jack had pushed her over the edge. I couldn't decide if I was impressed or jealous. Turned on by what I'd seen or ticked off because of what he'd done to my wife. Emily still seemed dopey from the experience. Like the high had yet to leave her entirely.

"Was it good?" I couldn't keep the question from my lips, though I didn't want to know the answer.

"Really good," Emily breathed out. Then caught herself. "I mean, it was an orgasm."

"A big one," I said.

"Yeah," she said, dreamy. "Not like when you and I... I mean, with you it's so much more. There's, like, a whole other layer of meaningful emotions. Our connection. This was different. More exposed and raw. That's all."

I nodded, as if I understood. I wasn't sure that I did. But then, I also found that I wasn't upset, either. I thought I ought to be, but when I searched myself, I couldn't find that emotion. It was more like the rush of jumping out of a plane (which I'd done as a teenager) -- scary, yes, but also thrilling.

"Are you angry?" I asked, mirroring my wife's question. I kept my voice low, as if the couple in front of us couldn't tell what we were talking about. As if Allison and Mike weren't currently having a similar conversation.

"I'm fine," Emily said, far too final.

I grabbed her shoulder and stopped her. Gave her the steadiest stare I could muster after a little too much alcohol and another overlong evening. Mike and Allison continued walking on ahead.

"We agreed that this was OK," I said.

"We did," Emily said. She let out a deep sigh. "It's hard for me. Harder than I thought it would be. I didn't think about what it would feel like when you touched Allison. When she touched you. She's my best friend. You're my husband. It's all strange and twisty. There's something incredible about it, but incredible good or incredible bad, I don't know."

"You liked it," I said, "With Jack."

"I mean, yeah," Emily said, tucking her brown hair behind her ear. "But it was also weird. Being seen like that. Felt like that. All swept up in front of everyone. I don't know."

I shrugged. I wasn't being obstinate. I legitimately didn't know where to go next. "Do you want to stop?"

"We need to be careful," Emily said, after a beat.

"Fun, but not too much fun," I said.

"For both of us, Emily said. She paused. "I love you. Really and truly. Don't ever doubt that. Please."

She stood on her tip toes to kiss me on the lips. Stretching her little body to reach mine. It was quick -- the way a wife kisses her husband. Reassuring yet dispassionate. Casual yet complete.

We fell asleep that night the way we always did, each of us facing the other end of the bed. Like pretending we had the space all to ourselves.

*

The next morning, I got the biggest shock of the trip so far: Allison let us sleep in.

The four of us woke up slowly, the sun leaking through the nearby window. My body ached. My head throbbed. I'd slept in my outfit from the night before, I'm pretty sure we all had, and my clothes felt sticky and tight.

The four of us roused at around the same time, rolling and groaning. I looked over at the other bed, and saw Allison was staring my way. Her eyes unfocused with sleep.

"Well, that was interesting," Mike said.

"You mean last night?" Emily asked, tentatively. I think her experience had left her feeling particularly exposed. If she could have kept the memory while making the rest of us forget what had happened, I think she'd have taken that deal in a heartbeat.

"No, my dreams," Mike said, "I was flying a giraffe over Bolivia."

"Sounds exciting," Emily said.

"I mean, not as much as seeing my wife's best friend cum on a stranger's fingers," Mike said, "But yeah, not bad."

Emily covered her face. "Sorry," she said.

"Don't apologize," Mike said, "It was pretty amazing."

I waited for Allison to chime in. Instead, she let out a deep sigh and separated herself from the bed. As I'd expected, she had on her tank top and shorts from the night before. I could see the little bumps of her nipples pushing through the cloth.

"I need a shower," Allison said, in lieu of a snappy comment. She loped over to our bed and bopped me lightly on the head. "And so do you."

I stared after Allison, her athletic body prowling back to the bathrooms. Did Allison mean what I think she did? There was no way.

I climbed out of bed. I felt hungover like I'd done vodka shots for hours, rather than a couple glasses of wine. I supposed that the events of the night before had done far more to me than any alcohol could have.

Allison slipped behind the shoji door of the closest bathroom. I'd learned my lesson from the morning before and made sure to walk past that one to the other door further down the hall. But as I reached for the handle, Mike stopped me.

"She's in the other one," he called out.

Again, my brain refused to process the information my ears were giving me. I froze in place. It was too early in the morning for mocking, and I was too stupid from the night before to think of a snappy comeback.

"Go for it," Emily said.

I didn't know what Allison had meant by what she said, and I thought that Mike was probably joking. Making fun of me, again, for accidentally walking in on his wife naked the morning before. But I was certain that Emily was quite serious.

I spun around, shocked. Mike was also staring over at Emily in disbelief. Once again, my sweet wife had startled him by acting out of character. Clearly, he was going to have to file her in a far different spot in his mind.

To be fair, Emily was not the type to act this way. Even when it was just her and me, our love life was quiet and mostly under the covers. This vacation was bringing something new out of her, and I can't say some part of me didn't like it.

Emily saw us both staring and shook her head. Like we were the silly ones.

"It's fine," my petite, brunette wife said, "I still owe Mike for last time. You go have fun."

I tried to focus on where I was headed -- the surprisingly attractive athletic Allison -- and not think about what I was leaving behind -- my supposedly innocent wife who was, clearly, suggesting she was about to do something dirty, herself.

I shook it all out of my head. We'd agreed that this was safe. We were allowed to be a little flirty, so long as it didn't go too far. Besides, was I really going to turn down a chance to check out Allison because my own wife was offering to show Mike something I'd already seen many times?

I hurried over to the other bathroom and slid open the door. I was greeted with a gasp and a completely shocked, totally naked woman.

"You said I needed a shower," I said.

Allison froze. She was half bent over, pulling off her sock. Her strawberry-blonde hair hung loose, practically touching the floor. Behind her, the water was already steaming.

The athletic woman shot me her wicked, competitive grin. The one that bowled me over every time she flashed it. "Damn straight you do," Allison said.

She straightened, showing none of the shyness from the day before. Allison's body was completely bare before me. She was as incredible as I'd remembered. Her pale skin, slightly freckled at the shoulders. Her small, round breasts and near-six pack stomach. Her shapely legs and long arms.

The night before, we'd managed to keep our underpants on. Now, I saw that Allison had a cute, puffy pussy, the outer lips extended and full. So much was on display because she'd shaved her pubic hair completely. I was used to my own wife, who had a full, dark bush. This was so different it was almost dizzying.

Rather than react to my ogling, Allison crossed one arm under her breast. Then she rolled her other wrist my way. Her point was plenty clear.

I quickly stripped down, letting my outfit pool by my feet. My dick, already semi-hard, dangled free. I became very aware of it. Of myself. But I did my best to stand there and be judged.

As much appreciation as I had for Allison's amazing body, I had just as much apprehension for her appraisal of my own. Yet, I was surprised to see a similar look of enjoyment on Allison's face as she scanned me.

Like I said, I'm not in terrible shape. I'm broad shouldered and sturdy, with well-muscled calves. My naked chest is so hairy, it's more bear than bare. I'm built like a rugby player, I was told once, though I've never actually watched rugby.

Allison and I stood there in the bathroom, eyeing each other. The whole world seemed to pause. Finally, the athletic blonde broke the silence.

"I figured after last night, we both could use some balancing out," Allison said.

I nodded my agreement. That was the only explanation I was going to get for what felt like a sudden leap forward in our relationship. But I understood what she meant. Emily had gotten off and we hadn't. So why couldn't we push the boundaries a little more?

"It's cold out here," Allison said, breaking my train of thought. Her nipples were so tight, they looked ready to pop off. Though I doubted that was totally due to temperature.

She reached back and opened the shower door, gesturing for me to enter, like a maitre d' showing me to my table. I stepped under the warm water, immediately feeling refreshed.

Allison followed me in. For an instant, I found myself wondering what we were doing. What was OK and not? Emily hadn't exactly given me instructions. Was this already more than my wife had intended? Were we supposed to only look, or was touching going to be on the table?

Allison answered my question, at least partly. The Disney bathrooms had three bottles braced into the wall -- soap, shampoo and conditioner. The athletic blonde reached behind me and pumped one of them into her hand. Then she started spreading the gel on my chest. My skin prickled and, despite the water and the steam, I shivered. Reflexively, I glanced back at the door.

"I'm guessing those two are, um, evening things up?" Allison asked as she traced my body.

An image appeared in my head: my wife completely naked next to Allison's tall, skinny husband. Her bare breasts curved slightly upward -- nipples a puffy scarlet. Looks of sheer innocence and pure desire fighting across her face.

"Well, we can't wait around for Cassie to control everything," Allison said, "I take it you're OK with that."

"I'll find a way to make it work," I said. I don't talk much, but those words were particularly hard to get out, I was so entranced by the wet body in front of me. Allison's strong hands running through my chest hair.

The athletic blonde smiled and stopped soaping me so she could count off the words with her fingers. She was back to her old game of getting me to speak as much as possible.

"Not great," she said, "I'm hoping I can get you to whole paragraphs by tonight. Thick, girthy, paragraphs."

She dipped down and grabbed my dick. Her fingers were slippery with soap. The both of us gasped. If I wasn't fully hard before, I was damn near steel now. My brain told me I should reciprocate and grab one of her breasts. But my reflexes were held in place by the hand currently cupping my cock. Every time I tried to move my arm, my body sent back the equivalent of the blue screen of death.

"So, that's what I was getting a feel for last night," Allison said, "I could tell it was something out of the ordinary."

I rolled my eyes at her. Allison didn't need to feed my ego.

"You have, without a doubt, the thickest cock I've ever felt," Allison said, staring at me soberly. "Seriously, I can palm a volleyball, but I can barely make my fingers touch around this."

My mind fled the bathroom. It raced back to where I knew my wife was with Mike. I'd imagined them getting naked, sure. It wasn't much more than what had already happened. But was Emily currently caressing Mike's cock? Was he...

"Stop," Allison touched my cheek with her free hand. Kindly. "Stop thinking about it. About them. Just be here. With me."

I nodded, slowly. Allison lowered herself a bit so she could meet my eyes. She had a good four inches on me, and it made for a very different experience. I noticed her grip hadn't softened one bit on my dick.

"You spend too much time in here," Allison said, tapping my head. "And not enough time out here. With me."

I nodded. I'd never thought about it that way before, but she was right.

"Be in the moment," Allison said, "Just react. Enjoy things for what they are instead of wallowing over what they aren't. Or what they could be."

She reached for my hand and put it on her little breast. I cupped its softness, like petting a baby bird. So fantastic on my fingertips. I noticed her tiny pink nipple was quite hard. Sticking out sharp, like it could scratch the glass of the shower door.

"You like that?" Allison asked. I nodded my head, emphatically. I knew she was self-conscious about her boobs, and I wanted to give her every encouragement I could.

"Amazing," I said. My voice came out rough and crackly, but I told myself to ignore it.

"And my hand on your incredible cock?" Allison said. She savored that last word, almost as if she was tasting it in her mouth. The way she said it, it may have been the sexiest word I'd ever heard.

"Really good," I said.

"Seriously, how does all of this fit in poor, little Emily?" Allison asked, hefting me in her hands "I don't think I could handle it."

I knew she was playing along. Talking dirty. I was used to my shy wife, who barely made a sound during foreplay. Allison, on the other hand, appeared to be quite the chatterbox. The difference made things all the more alluring.

Suddenly, I felt like I understood what Emily had been saying the night before. Being fondled this way wasn't better than being with my wife. It lacked the emotional closeness inherent to our intimacy. But the fact that it was different set off different sensors in my brain and so that made it feel like something new and exciting. Wild and wonderful.

Allison stopped just touching my dick and started full-on stroking it. Again, it felt very different than what I'd grown used to with my own wife. Allison's grip was tight, yet not painful. There was an urgency to how she rubbed my cock. Driven and desirous in a way I'd never experienced.

I knew I needed to hurry if I wanted to return the favor before I blew. I slid my hand off Allison's breast and down her flat tummy. I'd never thought someone's abdomen could be sexy but feeling the defined muscles of Allison's stomach was almost as good as cupping her tit. I drifted my fingers over her bald pubis and found her slit. She was dripping, and not from the shower water.

"Here," Allison said, pushing me back towards the wall, while maintaining our connection. "I've always thought this shower was perfect for playing around."

Sure enough, there was a little tile bench behind me. I couldn't believe it, but Disney had straight up installed a little fuck-shelf in the shower. I knew it was probably there for other purposes, but at the time, I couldn't see it as anything else.

The tile was cold on my bottom. Allison's hand felt hot on my dick. Her own pussy plenty warm on my fingers. We worked each other over. Allison pumped at my penis. I rubbed her clit with my thumb.

Our eyes met. I leaned in for a kiss but stopped myself. That was too far, right? Kissing her was too far.

"Stay. Here," Allison commanded. Then she leaned in and kissed me. Her lips so wonderful on mine. I could feel her passion pouring into me. Just as well, because my own was about to explode outward.

"Close," I said. It was the only word I could get out.

"Good," Allison said, commanding. "Give it to me."

I let out a short, strangled shout as my cum erupted from my cock. Allison cackled, wildly, then gasped. Her own orgasm took her by surprise. Through the intensity of my cum, I could see her face cinch -- upper lip curled, eyes rolled back. As if causing my climax had kickstarted hers.

We held onto each other, shaking and shivering. Both of us riding out our sudden, shared pleasure. I didn't think about the fact that she was some other woman and not my wife. The closeness overcame everything else. Then the orgasm drained out of me, and I couldn't not think about it.

I saw Allison searching my eyes. I imagined she was obsessing over similar things.

"That was awesome," she said.

OK, maybe I was wrong about what she'd been thinking. Allison let go of me and stood. I looked at her incredible body, striped with the streaks of my seed.

"You like that, huh?" Allison said. She smirked at me wickedly. "Marking me?"

"Very much," I said.

"I liked it too," Allison said, then almost to herself. "A lot."

I got up and we washed ourselves off. This time, we took it more seriously. About halfway through, I started to wonder, again, about what was going on in the other room. I wasn't exactly concerned, but I can't say I wasn't worried, either.

Allison shut the water off, and I listened closely for sounds from our spouses. I heard nothing. I couldn't decide if that was a good sign or a bad one. I hurriedly dried off, then wrapped my towel around my waist and slid open the shoji door.



I found Emily and Mike both in the bedroom, fully clothed. The only difference between now and when I'd left them, was that Emily was lying on the bed next to Mike. They weren't even touching.

My wife greeted me with a broad grin.

"Have fun?" Emily asked.

*

Once we were ready, we all walked over to the lobby. All I could think about on the way was what had happened so far. Everything in the shower with Allison. All the stuff I didn't know about that had gone on in the room with Mike and my wife. But I knew I couldn't ask Emily about it till we had time alone.

Mike and Allison must have been thinking the same thing because as soon as we got to the main building, they volunteered to go to the cafe to get coffee for the group. Whether it made sense or not wasn't the point, so we agreed.

While we waited, Emily and I found a shaded table right outside of the coffee shop and overlooking the pool. Most of the other seats were taken up by families. The day was already feeling overly hot.

As soon as we sat down, Emily leaned forward. "We both got naked," she said.

"And?"

"It was long and thin, a lot like him," Emily said. Her cheeks flushed.

That wasn't what I'd been asking. But there it was, all the same.

"We, umm, kissed a little," Emily said, "He touched my boob. Over my shirt. It was nice but also awkward."

"Not like Jack?"

"No," Emily said, "I know this sounds strange, but I missed having you there. Maybe that's part of the fun? Seeing you do stuff, watching you watch me. I don't know. What about you and Allison?"

"Same," I said. It was always so much easier to talk to Emily than anyone else. I think that's one of the reasons I fell for her. "We got naked. We did some touching."

Emily smiled at me, knowingly, when I said 'touching.' "Did she get you off?"

I looked down at the ground. "I'm sorry," I said.

"Her too?" Emily asked.

I nodded. God it was so weird hearing my wife talk so openly about this stuff. I was starting to worry that she was secretly possessed by some strange, southern succubus. Overtaken on the way to Orlando or something crazy like that.

"That's awesome," Emily said. She patted my shoulder. "After last night. I'm glad, truly, that you took care of her. I just wish I could have seen it."

"Really?"

"Yes, really," Emily said, smiling, "I don't know, it's kind of hot, thinking about it." She straightened. "You two didn't...?"

"Only hands," I said.

"OK," Emily said. I saw the nervousness in her eyes slowly melt away. "Sorry."

"That would be too far," I said.

"Definitely," Emily agreed.

I sat back and soaked in the sun. The sky was bright blue with big, puffy white clouds. No sign of the storms from the previous evening. Kids chased and giggled around us while their parents happily relaxed at their tables with their coffee. A bird with a long thin beak, an ibis I think, pecked at the concrete nearby.

Allison and Mike came back to the table, each carrying a coffee in both hands. They were smiling wide. I was fairly certain they'd had the same conversation that Emily and I had just concluded and had reached a similar result.

We gathered our things and headed over to the far side of the resort, back towards our building. But instead of stopping there, we walked down a different path where the greenery grew thicker. Right when I thought we were entering someplace less developed, it peeled away to reveal a massive parking lot.

"Welcome to the Ticket and Transportation Center," Allison said, gesturing to the expansive white building extending to the horizon in front of us. "The least happy place at the happiest place on Earth."

We walked up a ramp to a train station. This was the famed Disney monorail. It looked like a regular public transportation system, though it was cleaner than any SEPTA I'd ever seen.

The other platform was full of people waiting to go to the Magic Kingdom, but our own track to EPCOT was almost completely empty. We were all dressed in the standard uniforms: t-shirts and shorts with sandals. Ready to take on the day.

"Cassie says she'll meet us under Spaceship Earth," Mike said, leaning back against the metal fence that separated us from the tracks.

"That's the big golf ball thing," Allison said.

"Is Jack going to be there, too?" Emily asked. My wife didn't bother to hide her eagerness.

"I don't know," Mike said with a shrug. "I didn't think to ask."

The monorail came around the curve with a low roar, then squeaked to a stop. Like everything at Disney, it was so cold in the car I could have stored meat there. Emily sat on the bench across from me, and Mike and Allison broke similarly. Without even thinking about it, we'd once again paired off with each other's respective spouses.

The train slid off to EPCOT. The ride was nice, if a little more rumbling than I'd have expected. We had the car to ourselves, and I stared out the window as we followed the highway through lush green trees, passing expansive parking lots.

"Today's going to be fun," Allison said. She put her arm around my shoulder, and I saw that Mike had done the same with Emily. My petite wife gave me a flirty grin. "It's the Food and Wine Festival," Allison continued, "So there's tons of booths with so much good stuff. We're going to get so fat."

"And drunk," Mike added from across the car.

"Maybe a little," Allison said, "Nothing crazy, I promise."

We arrived at the park, our train curving over the attractions in way that was almost cinematic. Below us, spread out a 1970s vision of a modern place. Bright patches of orange and red flowers flanked by large, spurting fountains. Angular, glass buildings surrounded by wide, concrete walkways.

Once it circled around, the monorail stopped, and we got out. We switchbacked down the concrete ramps and lined up for security. Though our train had been mostly empty, we found ourselves surrounded by a growing, eager crowd.

When we got past the gates, we were immediately greeted by the massive golf ball. Spaceship Earth, as Mike had called it. Standing so close, the structure seemed almost impossible. Massive and otherworldly in a way that a postcard couldn't ever convey.

But we hardly noticed because we were all too distracted by the beautiful blonde standing by one of the pilons, waving our way. Her silver-haired husband stood beside her, smiling sheepishly. Cassie looked incredible, as always. In a place with architectural marvels and iconic characters, she was garnering just as many stares from the nearby tourists. She was wearing a tight, pink Daisy Duck t-shirt and a pair of mom-jeans shorts.

Jack had on another Hawaiian shirt, unbuttoned just enough to show a bit of his bronze skin and silver chest hair. He was wearing a pair of khaki shorts and tan sandals. He had the look of someone who was a bit too cool for the place around him, but he couldn't hide his grin as he saw Emily approaching.

We all exchanged quick hellos, as if we were a group of normal couples and not a bunch of naughty perverts who'd been playing dirty games with each other. But when the greetings ended, we all froze. We knew something was supposed to happen next, but it was clear that none of us were exactly how to get there.

We wanted to explore EPCOT for sure. This was Disney, after all. But we also, clearly, wanted to do other, less family-friendly things to each other, too. Preferably with the people we weren't married to. Already, Mike was standing next to Cassie. Jack had his arm possessively around Emily's shoulders. Allison gripped my hand. Balancing those two urges, parks and playtime, that was where the challenge was.

That was when Cassie had announced her plan.

"Let's make it a 'date day,' she said, looking meaningfully at Mike. As if her intention wasn't already clear. "Each of us can couple up and enjoy each other's company."

"I don't want to separate from Paul," Emily said. She gave me a serious look, the promise of it clear.

As my wife had said, sharing was fun. But sharing what we shared seemed to spice things up even more. Also, it was easier for me to enjoy myself if I wasn't also worrying about what else might be going on.

"That's fine, we don't have to split up," Cassie said, "But we should still spend the day with our respective partners."

"Just not too crazy," Allison said, "Keep things light, right?"

"Of course," Cassie said, "We're in Disney."

Cassie swung Mike's arm with hers and skipped off. Allison and I shared a look, then started after her. Emily and Jack followed from behind, the two of them already lost in each other's eyes. I know I'm supposed to say they looked like a married couple, but in truth, with Jack's silver hair and Emily's petite body, I got more of a dad/daughter vibe. That was an unfortunate thought, I realized.

The six of us walked out from under the golf ball and down the center of the park, past a large, central fountain. There were rides all around us, Allison explained to me, but they would be overcrowded early in the morning. Better to come back later when this part of the park would empty out.

"In the meantime, we can hit up the Food & Wine Festival," Allison said.

My stomach grumbled its response. We'd only had coffee that morning and, apparently, eating was very much on my mind. Allison giggled.

"Well, at least I've got some parts of you talking today," Allison said. I resisted the urge to mention the wonderful conversation she'd already had with my cock that morning.

We crossed over a bridge and the tenor of the park transformed. Instead of the faux-future, we were now standing on the side of a lake, surrounded by overlarge monuments to different cultures. Closest on our left was a large Mexican pyramid, but I also saw an Eiffel Tower, a Japanese temple, and an Italianate tower dotting the horizon.

We started walking in the opposite direction of Mexico, towards what Allison told me was Canada. Immediately, we started to encounter kiosks with large signs in front showing what food and alcohol they offered.

We stopped at the first one we saw. Allison, Jack, Emily and I all waited by a small standing table while Mike and Cassie rushed off to the booth. They came back laden with small plates of snacks and plastic cups filled with amber, bubbly beers.

They distributed forks, and we all took bites, the six of us sharing in the bounty of what they'd provided. I know I say this a lot, but the food, again, exceeded my expectations. To be clear, I was in a theme park eating meat from a hut. I wasn't expecting so much deliciousness. We filled up on food so fast, you'd have thought we hadn't eaten in days. Then we sat back and sipped on our beers, which were equally, unexpectedly good.

"This is our plan for the day?" Emily asked. I could tell she was excited -- this wasn't what either of us had pictured when Allison and Mike had suggested a Disney trip so many months before.

"Well, I figured we'd make out a little," Allison said with a lusty smirk, "But other than that, yeah."

"Cheers to that," Cassie said, raising her glass. She and Mike clinked the plastic enthusiastically.

"Sounds good, kiddo?" Jack asked Emily, nuzzling his nose at her cheek.

"Can't wait," Emily agreed.

Allison gave me a little shove on the shoulder. I got that I was supposed to say something.

"Looking forward to it," I said. Allison shook her head at me. Only four words was clearly disappointing.

"Let's do this thing," she said, then clapped, like breaking a huddle. And we headed off deeper into the park.

*

We fell into a pattern as we walked along the lake at EPCOT. Each nation we passed, a different 'couple' would wrangle food and drinks while the others waited. Then we'd have a fast, frenetic shared feast and enjoy a cup of wine, cider, or beer.

The day was bright and lively. Maybe I was finally getting used to the weather, or it had finally managed to melt my brain. The crowds made everything feel energetic, but they weren't overwhelming.

We traipsed into Canada, where we shared the cheese soup, filet mignon, and beer. After that, we went down a walkway and into an apple-themed area. Allison explained that, usually, this space was reserved for a film about our neighbors to the north. There was no place to sit, but it was well-air conditioned, and that made it worthwhile all on its own. We got ciders, of course, but also a sweet treat that was supposed to be a liquid apple pie. Combined with the cool air, it was all very refreshing.

Then we made our way over to the UK, where we got more beer (of course) and had another cheese soup, this one from Ireland. I'm not sure what we were thinking, consuming so many hot liquids on a scorching day.

As we explored, we settled into our respective dates. It felt oddly natural. Allison and I fell into our usual teasing friendship. Mike and Cassie both got lost in conversation. Jack led Emily around like he was giving her the grand tour. All of us chatted and flirted. Exchanged quick touches and shared little kisses. It felt like we were out with a partner, but the fun of that being a person other than our spouse never stopped.

With a succession of full cider flights from both Canada and Ireland (plus the inevitable beer from the UK and a couple other booths) by the time we crossed the bridge to France, I was flying. Emily and Jack were on food duty and brought back snacks and wine for the rest of us. Allison and I leaned over a black, metal table and shared an escargot-laden croissant. The other couples found their own tables. We were still following Emily's rule, we could all see each other, but we were starting to separate into our own little pods.

Allison caught me staring off at Emily, and she squeezed my arm, pulling me in close for a kiss. It was dizzying, falling back into her lips.

"Let her be," Allison said, as we broke apart. "You're having fun, too."

I was reminded of her remonstration from that morning. Be in the moment. I responded by kissing her back, dangling my hand dangerously close to her breast.

"Be careful," Allison said, "You could get us in trouble. I like you, but I love Disney. I'd trade you in for a second if I thought you were endangering my mouse time." Don't think I didn't notice that she was worried about what Mickey would think of our indulgence, rather than her husband.

"Understood," I said, stepping back.

But we didn't stop kissing. It was Paris after all. With soft music playing in the background, under the overbright sky, full of good food and alcohol, making out with a woman who I found so attractive, I felt like I could have stayed forever.

When we got to America, however, we crashed. Hard. We'd just passed the towering pagoda in Japan and entered the classical architecture of Washington D.C. And, like stepping through a portal, everything shifted.

The effects of all that alcohol I'd consumed punched me right in the chest. The heat of the Florida sun finally overcame me. I felt so tired and loopy, I could barely breathe.

I quickly realized that Allison was feeling it too. We all were. The six of us stumbled into the main, rotunda building. There were tables set up in there and the A/C was aggressive. The place was about half full, mostly people who'd clearly run into the same wall as us. We fell into our black, metal seats like wanderers at an oasis.

"You OK?" I asked Emily. My wife was resting her head on her hand. She groaned in response.

"Every Person Comes Out Tired," Mike said, ticking the acronym off his fingers. "It's an old joke."

"We'll take a little break," Cassie said. Even her bubbly personality had slowed to a simmering burble.

For a while we sat there, breathing. Like it was the most engaging thing in the world. We didn't kiss or flirt. Even touching felt like too much of an effort. So, we stared off, slowly congealing into the hard metal chairs.

There were water fountains outside the building, as well as bathrooms. One by one, Jack, Emily, Cassie and Mike went out to use one or the other, eventually leaving Allison and I sitting at our table.

The athletic blonde woman picked up my hand and played with my fingers, looking at them like they were some strange new creature she'd just discovered.

"You don't talk enough," Allison said, her words slightly slurry.

I raised my eyebrow. I was used to hearing that complaint.

"Why don't you talk?" she pressed, "You're smart and funny. Is it the accent? Are you ashamed of it?"

"Sometimes," I said, "I know it's a lot."

"I think it's really sexy," Allison said, "The first time I heard you talk, I almost came in my pants, right there."

I glanced around the large, open room, nervously. Most of the tables had filled, but our voices didn't carry. The odd echoes of the room gave everything an unnatural hush, thankfully.

"I hear you trying to hide it," she said, making her voice flat and nasal. "I wish you'd just talk normal."

"You vant me to talk like dis?" I said, speaking so heavy that I sounded like the villain in an old spy movie. I also realized that I sounded a lot like my dad. So that was telling. "Ve have vays of making you talk, comrade."

"I want you to be yourself," Allison said, giving me a slight, pouty shove. "I like you, Paul. Like like you. But I like you you."

I must have been smashed, because all of that somehow made sense. I took a deep breath. Closed my eyes and reset.

"I like you, too," I said. I realized I was talking to her the way I spoke to Emily, not trying to hide my accent or clip my words. Just expressing myself honestly. "I find you very attractive."

"Psh, not like Cassie," Allison said.

It was the first time she'd fully acknowledged that she was jealous about what was going on with her husband. She'd touched on it before at Hollywood Studios. But she'd still seemed mostly blase about what was happening, like it wasn't a big deal. I was the one who was obsessing over my spouse, and Allison was my anchor. Now I got the sense that her confidence was all a front. That she was feeling as frightened by everything as I was. She was just better at hiding it.

"I think you're fantastic," I said, "You're unlike any woman I've ever met. I'm constantly impressed. In awe."

Allison sat back and stared at me. Jaw agape. That swaggering smile that I liked so much snuck onto her face. She didn't even bother to count it out.

Allison leaned over and kissed me. If that was the first time I'd truly spoken to her, then I could sense this was the first time she was truly kissing me. Not to be playful or as a way to initiate intimacy, but as pure, unbridled affection.

"I told you," she said, "Big. Girthy. Paragraphs."

When we broke apart, we saw Jack standing over our table. A funny little grin played on his lips.

"Hey guys," he said, "Emily's feeling pretty wiped." Again, he was acting paternal, rather than like a man who happened to be fooling around with my wife. "I'm thinking it's time we take a break."

Allison and I followed him out of the America pavilion and over to the side. Under a white roof were a bunch of wooden picnic tables in the shade. Most of them had kids sitting there, coloring. We found Cassie and Mike sitting with Emily. My wife was taking big gulps of water from Mike's bottle.

"Everybody feeling OK?" Allison asked. Now she was the one sounding like a parent. This was getting strange.

"Just a little tired," Mike said.

"And maybe a little drunk," Emily said. She hiccupped, like she was in a cartoon.

"There's a theater back in France," Allison said, "It's a cute little movie thing. We could go do that. Or right here in America, they do a show with an animatronic Ben Franklin. It's kind of fun. But if you nap, you're not missing anything. We could do stuff like that for a bit."



"I can't," Emily said, not unlike the whiny kid that Jack had been playing parent to. "I'm sorry but I'm done."

"We could split up," Allison said, "It is date day after all. Emily, you and Jack could go back to his place while the four of us stay here."

"Nah, I think we could all use a break," Cassie said. She winked at Mike. I was starting to understand that 'break' might mean different things depending on who was talking. "Besides, that was the rule, right? We all stay together."

"Paul?"

The whole group turned to look at me. Since when was I the final say? It was the whole not-speaking thing again. Your words carry so much more power when you use them so infrequently.

Emily looked over at me, clearly pleading with me to agree. I couldn't tell if she really wanted to get out of the park because she wasn't feeling well, or if she was just hoping to head back to the room so we could engage in other activities. I realized, though, that her motivations didn't matter.

As usual, I wasn't going to deny my wife.

*

We headed back to the front of the park, the surrounding attractions all a sweaty, unsteady blur. The decision to step back didn't make us any more sober, unfortunately. In allowing our appetites to take control, we'd clearly all overindulged. I did my best to ignore the obvious, ominous metaphor that could also be applied to our other activities.

I felt sluggish, like a weight was pushing down on my shoulders. I was drunk, for sure, but also overheated. Allison and Emily both seemed well beyond their limits. Compared to us, Mike and Cassie were doing better, but not great. Only Jack seemed unaffected by all of it. He strolled through the park, keeping his eye on my wife like a puppy going off leash for the first time.

We all seemed a little steadier by the time we got back to our resort, but the ride had only served to make me sleepier. Emily, Allison, Mike, and I turned on the path to head towards our longhouse when Cassie stopped us.

"Why don't you come back to the bungalow?" the beautiful blonde asked, radiating her usual sunny energy. "There's plenty of space for all of us there. And we can be together for the rest of our date day."

The walk there from the Ticket and Transportation Center seemed so much longer, but I didn't have the energy to argue. I don't think any of us did. So, we turned around and followed Cassie and Jack to their place on the lake. Every step seemed to sap me of more energy.

When we got to the cabin, Cassie cracked open the door and we stumbled inside. I oozed past everyone, down the hall. My only thought was to lie down on something soft before I hit the floor.

"Come with me," Jack said. I was vaguely aware of him steering Emily somewhere.

I found the couch looking incredibly comfortable. I stumbled onto it, lying back. Sleep wrapped me in its warm, powerful grasp. I was powerless to fight its pull.

"It opens up to a bed," Cassie said to me, but she sounded miles away.

I slipped into unconsciousness.

*

I awoke to the sound of loud, smacking kisses and light, little giggles.

Cassie and Mike were both sitting across from me, on the floor of the living room. The tall, thin man and his beautiful, blonde crush girl were casually making out. They were both fully clothed, but they were totally engaged in each other. The sun, bright from reflecting off the blue lake, shone down on them through the wide windows, like giving them a golden spotlight.

I groaned and rolled over. Getting off the couch, escaping sleep, felt like an epic undertaking.

"He's alive!" I heard Allison shout.

The athletic woman was standing in the kitchen in her turquoise tank top, slicing up a mango. Like her husband wasn't fondling another woman right in front of her.

I gave Allison a quick nod, then looked around the room. I realized I didn't see Emily anywhere.

"She's napping in the bedroom," Allison said, noticing my concern. Is it weird that one of the things that attracted me to her so much was her constant ability to realize when I was worried about my wife?

I slowly stood up, telling myself to be calm. Acting the jealous husband at this point was beyond silly, but I couldn't help the growing anxiety in my gut. Let's say the worst happened -- and I guess the worst would be defined as finding Emily making out with Jack? -- was that so much more inappropriate than what I'd already seen? More unacceptable than what I'd already engaged in?

Yes, actually. I decided that it would be.

The first bedroom I went to was empty. The second, thank God, held Emily. My cute, brunette wife was laying on the bed, on her side, kissing Jack. They were both clothed, but I saw that the older man was cupping my wife's little breast over her shirt while Emily ground her body against his thigh.

Jack noticed me first, not even breaking his kiss with Emily. "What's up, bud?" he asked, casual as anything.

"Paul!" Emily leapt up from the bed and hurried over to me. Her face was bright red. "I'm glad you finally got up." She stretched up and kissed me on the cheek. Her lips still felt warm from another man's caresses. "I missed you."

I raised an eyebrow at her. Emily looked back at the bed and, somehow, flushed even brighter.

"We were just talking," Emily said, "And, um, maybe some other stuff."

I gave her an evaluating eye.

Jack sat up on the bed, giving us both a warm, confident smile. "Your wife is an amazing woman," he told me.

I wasn't sure how to respond to that. Despite the fact that they'd been lying on the bed, Jack's silver hair wasn't a bit out of place. His shirt, I noticed, had a few more buttons undone. I wondered whether it had been him or my wife who'd opened them.

"Let's go check on the others," Emily said.

She grabbed my hand and led me out of the bedroom. I could tell she was nervous about what I'd seen, and wondered if maybe there was more she'd rather I didn't know about. For all her talk of wanting me to watch, Emily seemed deeply uncomfortable that she'd been caught with Jack.

"Feel better?" I asked.

"Oh yes," Emily said, "I passed out in the bedroom, I was so smashed. But when I woke up, Jack was there! We talked for a bit. And, well, you saw. It was fun. What about you and Allison?"

"I just woke up," I said.

"Oh," Emily said, and I couldn't tell if it was disappointment or relief that twinged in that tiny word. "Well, I'm sure there'll be time for more stuff later."

We got back to the living room and found Mike and Cassie still engaged in their make-out session. It seemed like their lips ought to be getting chapped or something. Much as I liked kissing, going at it for hours seemed more painful than pleasant.

As soon as Allison saw me, she raced out from behind the counter and pulled me back to the kitchen.

"You have to try this," she said, giving me a slice of mango. It was sweet and tangy. Very good.

"Mmm, you're sweet, too." Cassie cooed to Mike, maybe a bit too loudly.

"And you're hot," Mike said back.

Meanwhile, Jack slid up behind Emily. I didn't realize he'd followed us out. The older man wrapped his arms around her little body and kissed the top of her head. All of us were back with our respective not-partners.

"I think we should head back to EPCOT," Allison said, her voice surprisingly stern. "Now that we're all awake."

I was still unsure of where the athletic blonde stood with her husband. It was clear that they had some kind of agreement, Allison had admitted as much, but I didn't know what it was or where they'd drawn their lines. All the more confusing was that Allison, at times, seemed as flirty and playful as Mike. Others, like now, I got the feeling she was going along reluctantly at best.

"I don't know, I think I'd like to have a little more 'date' time here," Cassie said, "And I bet I'm not the only one." She looked meaningfully at Jack and Emily. My wife looked down at the ground, but I saw a little smile sneaking onto her face.

"What are you thinking, hon?" Jack asked. He too, was grinning, broadly. Like he couldn't be prouder of his spouse.

Allison scowled. "The park's open now," she said, "I don't want to waste that. We can do dirty stuff in a hotel room anytime."

"Agreed," Cassie said immediately, "We're in Disney! We should enjoy it. I promise, we'll make it extra quick. I'll even set a timer."

Allison raised an eyebrow. She could sense a challenge coming on, for sure. She crossed her arms but stayed silent.

I caught Emily's eye and we both shared a knowing look. Emily was Allison's best friend, and I guess I was Allison's lover. Sort of. What I'm saying is, we both had a pretty good sense of the woman, and we could tell she was about to be convinced.

"It's a bit like dirty musical chairs," Cassie said, "Or husband roulette. I don't know, I'm still workshopping the name on this one. Guys all stand up."

Too intrigued to ask and too excited to argue, the three of us stood on the side of the living room. Jack was in his Hawaiian shirt and khakis. Both Mike and I were in our t-shirts and shorts. Cassie pushed some of the furniture back to give us more room.

"OK, girls, go to your partners and stand in front of them," Cassie said. She went and stood by Jack to make it clear that she meant actual spouses, not the ones we'd adopted for the day.

Emily stared up at me, her green eyes large. She leaned up and gave me a little kiss on the lips.

"Slow down there, girl," Cassie said, laughing, "I haven't even explained the rules yet."

"I couldn't help myself," Emily said.

"Me neither," Mike said, and kissed Allison.

Cassie rolled her eyes at us, but she gave Jack a kiss, too, then set about explaining the rules.

"It's pretty simple. I'll set the timer for 90 seconds and you can do whatever you want. When the alarm goes off, the girls go one to the right."

"So, Emily moves to me," Mike said.

"And I go to Paul," Cassie said, "And so forth."

"I'm not sure I understand," Allison said, "Whatever you want?"

"Yup," Cassie said, "As long as you can get it done in 90 seconds."

"Babe, that's, like, 80 seconds more than it usually takes me," Mike said, and we all snickered. Allison rolled her eyes, but her expression made it clear that that wasn't actually true.

"We'll do the full cycle 4 times," Cassie said, "So 18 minutes total. That's nothing. And it gives us plenty of time to get back to EPCOT, right?"

Allison nodded her agreement. Who could complain about a delay of less than 20 minutes? That was shorter than most lines at the park.

Cassie held up her phone, dramatically. She thumbed the 'start' button. The numbers started racing down. Despite how silly the situation was, the quick countdown made me anxious.

"Kiss?" Emily asked me.

"Sure," I said.

I embraced my wife, and we pressed our lips together. It was nice. Comforting and familiar. Knowing that the other couples were doing things next to us added to the excitement. I pulled back for breath and saw my wife smiling at me.

"You're such a good kisser," she said.

Cassie's alarm went off.

Emily gave me a cute little wave, then stepped over to the right. I hadn't been looking during our 90 seconds, but now I saw that the other couples had gotten a little racier than Emily and me.

Jack's shirt was completely unbuttoned, revealing another white, ribbed undershirt. The tails of his Hawaiian shirt hung loosely on either side. With the other couple, it was Allison who'd gotten undressed. Her tank top had been tossed aside completely, leaving her in a tight, black sports bra. Even more exciting and alluring, however, her hair had been taken out of its usual ponytail. Seeing her poker straight, strawberry-blonde locks set free was something special.

I turned back to my own spot and found Cassie standing in front of me. She was holding up her phone, thumb poised to press start. Despite all the playing around we'd done so far, I hadn't really interacted with the beautiful, bubbly blonde. I got the feeling that I was nothing but a means to an end in her eyes. The stereotypical ugly friend that kept getting in the way of what she wanted, but nothing more.

But the grin on Cassie's face told a different story. She looked legitimately happy to see me. Maybe it was just her bright personality -- Cassie seemed incapable of being anything but excited about any situation.

"I'm looking forward to this," Cassie said, again bucking my expectations. "So don't waste all our time talking."

I shook my head at her, disdainfully. She laughed and hit the START button.

"Emily didn't get much done, did she?" Cassie said. Her hands flew up to my t-shirt and she pulled it over my head. "I've got to make up for lost time."

As soon as my chest was bare, the beautiful blonde leaned in and kissed me. Her smooch was enthusiastic and surprisingly affectionate, tasting of pink bubblegum (because of course). She ran her hands through my chest hair.

"Hmmmm this is nice," she said. She stepped back. "Well, come on, these titties aren't going to come out on their own."

I reached out and grabbed her t-shirt, the same way she'd done with mine, and pulled it over her head. She was wearing a cute, pink bra underneath. Lacy like the one last night. Her large breasts shook nicely as they came free.

I'm sure my eyes went wide, because Cassie immediately giggled as she saw me. She gestured for me to grab her tits, but her alarm sounded.

"Next time," she said, giving me a quick pat on the chest.

I looked over and saw that Allison was now completely topless. Her one nipple was red and wet, like Jack had been suckling on it. My own wife, too, had lost her shirt. In fact, Mike's hands were cupping her bra-covered breasts despite the alarm.

"Let's go, let's go," Cassie said, hurrying over to Mike, "Come on, keep it quick."

Allison jogged up to me, her little round tits jiggling as she went. Immediately, like on autopilot, I rested my palms on them. The right one was still slippery with Jack's saliva. I did my best to pretend that I wasn't feeling that.

"Pants," Allison said, as soon as Cassie hit the timer. "Let's do pants."

I reached for her shorts, but she brushed my hands away. Apparently, she meant my pants. Allison quickly sent my shorts to the ground. Now I was only in boxers.

"Goddammit!" Mike shouted next to me. We all turned and saw that he was pulling at the back strap of Cassie's bra, desperately stretching and twisting at it as he tried to get it off.

Cassie was laughing so hard she was cherry red, unable to catch her breath or do anything to help her frustrated beau. The rest of us turned to watch, contagious giggles overcoming us.

"What is the matter with this fucking thing?!" Mike cried out. The look of exasperation on his face was priceless.

"It's a front clasp," Cassie said, barely able to speak through her mirth.

"Oh my fucking..." Mike grabbed her by the shoulders, reached between her tits, and snapped the bra open. He ripped it over her head and raised it in the air, like a trophy.

Cassie's alarm went off. Mike let out another shout of frustration. The uncooperative bra squeezed in his fingers like he was trying to strangle it.

"That's one full round!" Cassie cried out, hurrying over to her husband. Watching her bare breasts bounce as she went was quite hypnotic. "Only three more cycles to go. Make it good!"

Emily came back to me with her bra and shorts still on. Her face was red, and I noticed a few marks on her neck and chest where she'd clearly been kissed. She grinned at me, the electricity of the exertion overtaking her.

"Wow, those girls really got to you," she said, eyeing me.

I guess I hadn't thought about it till then, but I was standing there in only my underwear. None of the other guys, in fact no one, was nearly as naked as I was.

Emily wrapped her arms around me, and we started kissing. This time, it was far more passionate and needy. Hungry with desire. It felt more like our younger years, when we were dating, than our usual connubial kisses.

My wife let her hands wander around my boxer-covered cock. I was hard as hell, of course. Emily's little touches through the cotton felt incredible.

"I think I'll leave this present for the other girls to unwrap," Emily said.

I decided, however, that I should give my fellow guys a head start. I reached behind Emily's back and opened her ivory bra, revealing her perfectly perky breasts. Her nipples were already reddening with desire. They popped out happily, like they were excited to see me. I bent down to suckle, but Cassie's timer went off.

I backed away and Emily smirked at me, saucily. She pranced over to Mike, and, for a moment, I wondered if I'd made the right decision in taking my wife's breasts out. But that was silly, because her bra would have come off regardless.

Mike stared down at my wife's boobs, in awe. Obsessed with Cassie though he might be, even Mike knew enough to be impressed with Emily's amazing chest.

"I figured you'd need the help," I told him, winking.

"Now he decides to talk," Mike said, shaking his head.

I gave him a cheeky thumbs up.

I turned back to find Cassie standing in front of me. Like Emily, she was down to her panties. Her breasts were so full, teardrop shaped, with light pink nipples and areola. OK, so maybe there was more than one form of 'amazing' breast to be found in this bungalow.

I realized that, in fact, we were all now naked from the waist up. But no one had lost their bottoms. Not yet.

"You're always so distracted when I get here," Cassie said, pulling me in for a kiss. I hadn't even seen her start the clock. She gently tapped my head. "What's going on in there?"

Her smooch was, again, so eager and warm, I was taken aback by it. She put her one hand on my cheek and ran the other down my chest. She rubbed her groin up against mine. The beautiful blonde pulled back, searching my eyes.

"It's hot," Cassie said, "The dark foreigner full of mystery."

"I'm an American citizen," I said, and Cassie tittered.

"You're very funny," she said.

She went for another kiss, and I found myself wrapping my arms around her incredible, curvy body. Her large breasts pressed into my chest. It was a different sensation than I was used to. All of her, honestly, was so separate from any woman I'd ever been with. It was like making out with an other-worldly being. Alluring and strange in that way, too. Unreal.

Cassie's hands drifted lower, and she grasped my dick through my underwear.

"Holy fuck," she squeaked, "That is nice."

I couldn't help but roll my eyes. Was it fun to get compliments from pretty girls about my cock? Absolutely. I just doubted they were nearly as impressed as they acted. I didn't have a massive porn dick; I was six inches at most. To me, it was like faking an orgasm. I knew Cassie was doing it for the sake of my ego, but honestly, I'd rather a girl be honest.

"No, dude, you are like, super thick," Cassie said. "Length is always appreciated, but girth is, ummm. Yeah. Wow."

The alarm went off and Cassie let go of my dick. Allison raced over. She was completely stripped.

"Have you felt his cock?" Cassie asked, casually, as though asking Allison if she'd tried the calamari.

Allison nodded emphatically.

"Damn, right?" Cassie said. She sashayed over to Mike. He'd lost his shorts and his boxers were sticking out something awful. "Of course, there's something to be said for length, too," she said, giving the tall blonde man a kiss.

"Seriously, Em, I don't know how you fit Paul in your tiny body," Allison said, repeating what she'd said to me earlier in the shower.

My wife, down to her panties and standing in front of Jack, turned to look at us. Her body went pink from her toes to her cheeks.

"I don't know, it just does!" she said, sounding almost petulant. The group all laughed.



Cassie held up her phone so the group could see. "Enough wasting time, let's go!" she said. Clearly, she'd been spending too much time with Allison

Speaking of whom, the athletic blonde was on me like an attacking cat. She pressed her lips to mine so hard, I tasted blood.

Allison's hand found my dick in my boxers and started stroking me back and forth. I reached down for Allison's warm furrow. Odd that it was almost familiar now, after that morning's shower session. Her heat, her wetness, swallowed my fingertips. She made a little squeak as I spread her moisture over her clit.

It occurred to me that we'd all gone from fully clothed to nearly naked and doing dirty stuff quite quickly. We were only halfway though and, already, things had escalated to hot, heavy petting. I couldn't decide if we'd given ourselves too much time or not nearly enough.

The alarm went off and we separated. My wife came back to me, now completely naked. The only thing she had left was her glasses. It seemed kind of funny that she'd kept them.

But there was nothing silly about my sexy, naked wife. Thick, dark curls of pubic hair neatly covered the engorged lips of her little pussy. There were more red spots on her neck and breasts. Her little cherry nipples looked like they'd been given a good working over. Emily had always been indifferent about nipple play, but that clearly hadn't stopped Jack and Mike from giving it a try.

I looked behind my wife and saw that Jack was also completely naked. His dick, slightly shorter than mine and a good bit thinner, stood out straight from a nest of silvery pubes. That meant that my Emily had been the one to strip him. Something about that, on top of everything else, made me lurch a little.

Mike, also, was now down to nothing. As Cassie (and Emily) had hinted before, Mike's dick seemed epically long, but was quite skinny. It made me think about an oil dipstick. Or a rapier. It was an exaggeration, of course. But it still felt accurate.

In one round, I'd gone from least dressed to most, now being the only one wearing any clothing at all. My boxers, so revealing before, suddenly felt like a silly amount of clothes to be wearing.

"Two more rounds to go!" Cassie announced.

Emily didn't even bother with kissing. Instead, she reached out and grabbed my underwear.

"Let me help you with those," she said, pulling my boxers down to the ground. Reflexively, I stepped out of them. My dick popped free. While I was only medium in length (longer than Jack by a bit and shorter than Mike by a lot), I saw that the girls hadn't been lying -- my member was clearly the thickest of the three. I hadn't spent a lot of my life comparing cocks, so, honestly, I was a little stunned by my standing.

Emily leaned into me, pressing her petite body to mine. Her hands wrapped around my dick. She didn't so much stroke as she squeezed me. I felt the tickle of her thick pubic hair tease at the top of my cockhead.

"You going to cum all over Cassie's big tits?" Emily whispered in my ear. "Or maybe fill up Allison's cute mouth?"

I was so surprised to hear my wife talking dirty. She didn't even like to make noise when it was the two of us in the middle of an empty bedroom. Now here we were in front of two other couples, and she was talking like a pornstar. I was more turned on by that than the mental pictures she was drawing for me.

"I want to see it," Emily continued, unabashed. "I want to watch as you cover those hot blondes in your cum."

"Jesus, Em," I said.

"It turns me on so much, just thinking about it," Emily said, "My hot husband, conquering those two gorgeous girls. Making them beg for his big, thick dick."

I don't know if Emily realized what she was also implying. If I was going to do those things to Cassie or Allison, she would share the same with another guy. Mike might cum on her tiny body. She might swallow Jack's load. Maybe she'd do both. And she seemed excited about the idea of it. Who was this woman who'd shown up on our vacation? Where had she come from and, even scarier, where was she headed?

Cassie's alarm went off. It felt like so much time had passed, more like hours than minutes. Suddenly, everything seemed to speed up. Like I'd accidentally leaned on the fast forward button of my life.

Cassie dropped to her knees before me. The beautiful blonde looked up, supplicant, with those huge blue eyes. She took my cock into her mouth in one quick slurp. Wrapping her tongue around my dick and cinching her lips tight. She let out a little groan as she did. Rocking back and forth while she cupped my balls.

The room filled with the wet, grunting sounds of sex. Emily was stroking Mike's skinny dick, looking at it with wonder. Like she was picturing the long thing sliding all the way up inside her. Allison was on her back, thighs in the air. Feet sticking outward. Jack's silver head was buried between her legs. Both of them bucking and rolling.

But I couldn't pull my focus from the hot, apex cheerleader who was sucking me off -- her tongue so talented. She sucked my dick like it was the greatest treat in the world. Her impossibly pretty face contorted so perfectly around my erection. That little cocksucker's double chin even sexier for how incongruent it was on her angelic face.

And yet, I also couldn't look away from everything around me. Emily's tiny fingers wrapped tight around Mike's length. Allison's little breasts trembling as Jack held her, hungrily.

Distantly, I heard Cassie's alarm go off. I blinked and before I could realize Cassie was gone, I felt a new mouth surround my cock. Allison looked up at me with her deep brown eyes. That brash smirk danced on her lips.

Where Cassie had sucked me off with delight, the athletic blonde went after me with a determined aggression. Like she was going to rip the cum right out of me.

I put my hands in her hair. Felt her cool, strawberry-blonde locks sift through my fingers.

"You're awesome," I said, "So beautiful and sexy."

Allison popped off my dick, smiling so wide it threatened to swallow her face. "Guys, I think I found the talk button!" she cried out.

I rolled my eyes and sighed.

"Stop," I said.

"Say something else," Allison continued, "Do a soliloquy or say the pledge of allegiance. Wait, I know, do some Gilbert and Sullivan."

"Stop!" I said, giving her a little shove on the shoulder. Allison fell back. She pulled me with her.

"I love it," she said, kissing me hard. I was on top of her. My cock sticking like steel against her warm, wet center. Her strong legs clasped on either side of me. Her little breasts tickling at my chest. "I love that I can make you talk."

I kissed her back. Nearly dizzy with what we were doing. Distantly, I was aware of Cassie pulling Mike down. Spreading her golden, tan legs around his waist.

Allison's warmth wrapped around me tighter. We were doing this. It was happening.

I heard a little gasp. Short and high pitched. I recognized the sound immediately. I'd heard it so many times. But always when we were alone together. Emily. My wife.

The spell was broken. I slid back. Separated myself from Allison. Everything went from passionate to unpleasant in a matter of seconds.

"I can't," I gasped. "We shouldn't."

Allison saw my eyes and quickly nodded. "Guys, this is too far," she said, loudly. "We need to stop before it... We need to stop."

The room went silent. Cassie's alarm tinkled in the distance, long forgotten.

Cassie popped up, pushing Mike aside. "Yes, OK," she said. She was panting. Her chest flushed. "Let's end it here."

Behind Mike and Cassie, I finally saw what was going on with my own wife. Jack was on his back. Emily on top of him. The love of my life was frozen in place. Her hand on Jack's erect cock. Holding it upward.

Clearly about to impale herself.


Poly at the Poly Pt. 04

"We need to stop," Allison said. And just like that, everything came to an abrupt, awkward halt.

We'd been playing a game, switching partners and removing clothes. Kissing, rubbing, and sucking. Innocent, in a sense. Then it overflowed, spilling the six of us onto the thinly carpeted floors of the bungalow; entangled and entwined.

I was with Allison, my wife's tall, athletic best friend. Mike, Allison's husband, was wrapped around Cassie, the beautiful blonde he'd had a crush on since high school. Cassie's husband, the silver-haired and silver-tongued Jack, was on his back. My own wife, Emily, was on top of him, her fingers around his cock. The petite brunette stared back at us, clearly about to settle herself onto his erection.

All of us were frozen.

"I just think this is too far," Allison said, "Also, um, the timer is up." She smirked as she said that last part.

Actually, I'd been the one who'd ended the action. In that moment, the six of us about to engage in full-on intercourse, I couldn't help myself. Hearing my wife make intimate contact with another man -- despite what I'd done, no matter what Emily had already engaged in -- was more than I could take.

But Allison had been the brave one to speak up and stop the whole thing. It was yet another reason I was so enamored of her.

"Yes, we should end it here," Cassie said, firmly. I'll be honest, I was kind of surprised she took our side.

But for someone who loved sex games, Cassie was also very adult about it all. She respected boundaries, even the ones that weren't her own. It was smart, creating a safe space like that, and it's probably the reason we managed to progress so far already.

"We ought to be, um, heading out to EPCOT, anyway," Mike said. The look on his face said that even he knew that was a silly statement. Still, I appreciated it.

Emily, however, stayed perched on her knees, gripping Jack's dick tightly. Like my wife couldn't bear to let go of the older man's member. Of what she was about to share with him. Her innocent face -- eyes wide, cheeks pink -- were a direct contrast to the actions of her body.

Jack gently pushed Emily off him. He pulled her into his arms and gave her a kiss on the forehead. Oddly fatherly, despite the fact that they were both naked. "That was lovely," he said, lightly stroking her brown hair. It had come out of her usual bun at some point, and seeing it hang past her shoulders was almost as surprising as seeing her naked breasts or her thick bush out in the open.

All of us slowly got up and gathered our clothes. Everything we'd done up to that point had felt so natural. Easy. Almost inevitable. Undoing it all now felt even more awkward in comparison.

"This was fun," Allison said. She kissed me on the cheek. I heard Mike and Cassie sharing similar sentiments.

"We're going to go change," Cassie announced loudly.

She grabbed her husband's arm and pulled him back to their bedroom. I wasn't sure if she was taking Jack back to give him a stern talking-to or giving us privacy so we could converse amongst ourselves. Either way, I appreciated it.

Mike and Allison put their clothes in a shared pile and went to get dressed over in the open kitchen. It wasn't far, but it was enough space to clear for conversation. The two of them began quietly debriefing each other. Little whispered agreements and reassurances. But no sharp words. At least none that I could hear.

Emily raced over to me. She'd gathered her clothes and was holding them tight to her stomach. She was panting, like she'd sprinted over.

"I'm sorry," she said immediately.

"For what?" I asked.

I wasn't being coy. I didn't believe she'd done anything wrong. If anything, I thought I was the guilty one. We'd all been ready to go, and I'd gotten in the way. Here were five perfectly well-adjusted adults who could handle that level of intimacy. Yet my jealousy, silly in retrospect, kept all of us from enjoying each other.

Emily, however, wouldn't hear of it. "That was too far, I let it get too far," she said, "This was fun but sex? I mean, actual intercourse? It would be a mistake. We agreed we wouldn't do that and with good reason."

"It's fine," I said, "I'm not mad if you're not mad."

"OK," Emily said. Her grip on her clothes loosened. Her breathing slowed. She took in the room, almost like seeing it for the first time. As if she'd been so far gone, so completely controlled by her sex drive, that she'd lost consciousness.

"Did you have fun, at least?" Emily asked, stepping into her panties.

I tried to look serious, but a smile snuck onto my face.

"My husband pulling down two hotties," Emily said, she shook her head in wonder. "That's pretty awesome."

"I don't know about pulling down," I said. Emily rolled her eyes at me. "But yes, it was fun. You?"

"Yeah, it was pretty awesome," Emily said, the look on her face getting dreamy.

"Did you...?"

"No," Emily said, "I got close with the, um. With the oral. Did you?"

I gestured around, showing that there was no evidence of any ejaculation. Emily acknowledged me, sheepishly.

"I'm glad we're doing this," Emily said, "All of it has been amazing, and I know it sounds strange, but I love sharing it with you. But I'm also glad we stopped when we did. I love you, Paul. I don't want to stop this, but I'm terrified of going too far."

I gave my wife a questioning look. She'd been the one who seemed the most reluctant to let go. But now Emily was acting like it was her that had actually ended things.

"Something about Jack," Emily said, "He grabs hold of me. Like I'm caught up in this wave and suddenly I'm ripped out to sea. I can't see the shore and I'm just... Gone."

I thought about what she said. Was she asking me to step in; to get in the way? What she was describing seemed to cross the line of what I'd consider consent.

"Nothing like that, no," Emily said, touching my arm. "It's scary, but I think that's part of the attraction. I can't get enough of it. Do you feel that way with Allison?"

I looked over at the tall, athletic blonde. She was still talking to her husband, both of them smiling and teasing. They seemed to adapt to all this so easily. Part me wished we could be more like them and take it in stride. Another part was very glad that we couldn't.

But did I feel swept up by Allison? To continue Emily's metaphor, if Jack was a tsunami, Allison felt more like the hot tub we'd been in on the first day. Warm and welcoming. Comfortable. Yes, she could be commanding, aggressive, in a way that was unlike any I'd ever experienced. But Emily talked about Jack like she was afraid of his power over her. And I never felt anything like that with Allison. But there was something intoxicating about our easy comfort, too. Different, but no less dangerous.

Allison must have sensed my stare because she came over to us. She was pulling on her tank top, the finishing touch in getting fully dressed.

"You two, OK?" Allison asked, looking at both of us warmly.

With my own burgeoning relationship with Allison, and Emily off with Jack, it was easy to forget that it was actually the two women who were best friends. I wouldn't even know Allison, be on this vacation, if it wasn't for the fact that her and my wife got along so well.

I imagined it must be hard for Allison, torn between supporting her friend and sexing up her new lover. Especially when you considered that her own husband was off chasing a third person, as well. But then, you could setup that scenario for all of us in some form, right? Everything was inherently awkward if you provided the correct context. Yet I couldn't help but wonder who Allison was really worried about.

"We're fine," Emily answered for both of us, "Though still a little, um, worked up. From before."

"I know what you mean," Allison said, smiling wryly. "I thought that game was supposed to help take the edge off, not take it to a whole new level."

"What's wrong with my game?" Cassie asked, stepping out of the bedroom. She was wearing a little jade-colored dress that hung to about her knees and bared her shoulders and her back. A wide grin split her face. Man, that woman was never not cheerful. In the few days I'd known her, I'd went from intrigued by her bubbly mood, to being annoyed by it, to being kind of amazed.

"Your game was great," Allison said, "Except maybe the ending."

"What do you mean?" Cassie said. She tilted her head. "I think it's good that we stopped before things went too far."

"No, definitely," Emily said, "I think we're all feeling a little antsy, though."

"On edge," Allison said.

"Fucking horny," Mike yelled from over by the kitchen. "I can't even put my shorts on I'm so damned... Anyway."

Cassie nodded, knowingly. She called back to him "With that extra-long dick of yours, I can imagine that being a problem." It was weird to hear her talk so casually about penises in public. But even weirder was, I was starting to be accustomed to it. Like a lot of the crazy crap we'd gotten up to already. "But a little edge isn't so bad. It will give us something to look forward to for later tonight."

"The fireworks after the fireworks," Allison said, raising her eyebrows alluringly.

"My kind of show," Mike said, now fully dressed, and walking over and standing next to his wife.

"But keeping some limits in place," Allison said, looking pointedly my way.

"For sure," Cassie said, "You'd be surprised, but knowing where the boundaries are actually makes it all hotter. We don't have to worry about upsetting anyone so you can really let loose."

Jack came out of the bedroom, back in his standard Hawaiian shirt and jeans. He walked up and put his arm around Cassie, kissing her cheek. Emily had been holding my hand, and I felt her nails dig into my palms. I glanced over at her, and she gave me a smile. But it didn't go up to her eyes.

"Does anyone want a snack before we go?" Cassie asked, as we headed towards the hallway.

"No, I want to save room for more EPCOT food," Mike said.

"Ooh, I am in love with all the self-control in this room," Cassie said, clapping her hands lightly. "It bodes well for later." She turned around and gave us an over-the-top wink, like we didn't already get what she was getting at.

We stumbled out of the bungalow, no doubt looking like we'd done the very thing we'd stopped ourselves from. All of us were dressed, but our clothes were all wrinkled and askew. Even Jack's hair looked slightly mussed. Man, I thought, if Mickey ever finds out about any of this, he's going to dump our bodies in the Okeechobee.

We started making our way back to the monorail, hiking up the now-familiar paths. As we went, we naturally split into little couplings. Unlike usual, or even our usual unusual, we found ourselves in a totally new set of pairs.

Cassie grabbed Emily's arm and started talking to her, animatedly, about something I couldn't catch. Meanwhile Jack asked Allison about her job. Apparently, his daughter also wanted to get into pharmaceutical sales. To be honest, with everything going on, I'd forgotten all about Jack's family. I wondered what his kids were up to. It was another unusual thing amongst all the other oddities we'd encountered.

With everyone else matched, that left me to walk with Mike. The tall, blond man gave me a serious look and squeezed my shoulder, warmly.

"Hey, we're OK, right?" he asked.

I tilted my head up at him, confused.

"With everything that's happening, I just want to make sure we're cool," he continued, "This is fun and all but not if it messes up our friendship."

I was taken aback. With how Mike had pursued Cassie this whole time, I couldn't imagine he was worried about something so trivial as my feelings. To be honest, I wasn't even sure Mike and I had a friendship in the first place. It had always been more of an 'our wives are friends' man-date thing. But here he was, checking in on me. It was sweet, and it made me see Mike in a different light.

"Like, what's happening with you and Allie?" Mike said, "I want you to know, I'm good with it. Not good with it. But you know. I don't want you to feel uncomfortable about what's happening. It's fine. And Emily? Your wife is awesome. I mean, not in a... Look, I'm not trying to..."

"It's OK," I said, "Allison is also awesome."

"I know, right?" Mike said with a leer. But then he turned serious. "Look, I know you're not much of a 'words' guy and I respect that. But it makes you hard to read. I feel like stuff kind of got out of hand back there and I don't want hard feelings. If you're upset, I hope you'd tell me. I'd stop it in a second, I swear I would."

I believed him. Maybe we weren't friends before this trip, but I could see the way forward now. Who knew that fondling each other's wives was the way to find a real connection.

"No hard feelings," I said.

"OK, good," Mike said, "Really good." He slapped my shoulder again. I almost didn't mind it.

As we walked past the longhouse where our actual hotel room was (rather than the place where'd been working each other over) I noticed Mike was limping a little. I looked at him, questioningly.

"My nuts are fucking killing me," he said, then laughed. Like he couldn't believe he'd said it, either. "All this build up with no release. My balls are so blue, they could appear in the fireworks show tonight."

I wasn't going to talk about it that way, but I wasn't exactly comfortable either. Despite all the time that had passed, my dick wasn't going down, and my balls were aching along with it. Much as I was glad that I'd stopped things before, I was kind of hating myself for it at the same time.

"I know the girls are feeling the same," Mike said. "I swear, Cassie fucking Summers. That woman is going to be the death of us all."

*

That morning, when we'd gone to EPCOT, Allison had predicted that the front of the park would be empty by the evening. Sure enough, as we went through the gates once again, the area was almost empty. There were plenty of people in the park, but the majority had migrated towards the back. We raced around like gleeful children, pinballing from ride to ride, the only waits being the time it took to walk from one experience to the next.

On the monorail ride over, Cassie, clearly trying to be diplomatic, had declared that 'date day' was now over and we were free to return to our regularly scheduled relationships. Now that we were at EPCOT however, that didn't exactly happen. And so, we ended up recombining in all sorts of unexpected ways.

We rushed up the ramp to Spaceship: Earth (I couldn't stop thinking of it as the giant golf ball). The cars were set up in fours, with two groups of two, and somehow Cassie and I ended up designing our future together while Emily worked with Allison. The beautiful blonde and I ended up going on vacation in space, for what it's worth.

After that, we hurried over to The Land and got on Soarin'. This ride was one long row, so I sat with Emily and Allison on either side of me, each of us squeezing each other's hands as we slowly lifted off the floor. Emily squealed as we rushed over Mount Everest. I didn't want to say it, but I recognized that sound, intimately. And now the rest of our row did, too.

Allison then insisted we get on Living with the Land, a slow boat ride through a green house. We split into two groups of three this time, and for some reason we agreed it should break boys and girls. So, I learned about growing squash while squished between Mike and Jack. That was less exciting.

When we got off the boat, Allison marched us right across the park towards Test Track. When we were about halfway there, Cassie reached out and grabbed Allison's arm.

"Can we slow down for a second?" the beautiful blonde asked. She was panting hard. This was a woman who was in pretty darn good shape and even she couldn't keep up with amazing, athletic Allison. "I need a breather."

"Listen, when it comes to sex stuff, you're in charge," Allison said, "But Disney is my domain. Got it?"

Cassie gulped and nodded her agreement.

When we got to the ride, however, for the first time that evening, we saw there was a line. But it was only thirty minutes, and after all that racing around, I think we were all glad for the break. Even if we kept that a secret from our tireless leader.

Emily, however, opted out entirely. "I'm not doing coasters today," she said, "On top of everything else."

I was about to tell her I'd wait with her, but she stopped me before I could start.

"I'm going to feel guilty if I keep you from having fun all the time," Emily said, "Seriously, all of you go or I'm telling housekeeping where the stains on the bungalow floor really came from."

That was enough to shut us up, and so we found a bench for Emily to sit on and wait.

"You sure you don't want company?" Jack asked, but to my astonishment, my wife even turned him down.

"I'll be fine," Emily said, "I'm a big girl. Maybe I'll do one of the other rides in the meantime."

"Fine, but don't do Mission to Mars," Allison said, "They spin you superfast to simulate G-forces and if you can't handle Slinky, that ride will rip your head right off. Even I can't do it."

Emily nodded at her friend, seriously. Again, I felt a warmth of emotion flood me about our friend. The athletic blonde woman cared about my wife, and it meant the world to me.

So, Allison and I ended up building a car while Jack, Mike and Cassie went in on theirs. Allison tried to make it a competition, of course. But Cassie was so bubbly and chill, she was impossible to rile up.

"I hate her," Allison said in a private moment, the other three over at another kiosk and away from us. "I truly do."

I looked over at Allison, shocked. To this point, she had managed to be mostly diplomatic about everything. Her anger seemed to come out of nowhere.

"And you know what's the worst thing? The absolute worst?" Allison asked me. I shook my head. "I think that I'm starting to like her."

She grinned at me, tightly, then burst into a spluttering laugh. I reached down to the screen where we were building our car and squeezed Allison's hand, warmly. She roughly pushed me away.

"Don't screw up my build," she said, snarling.

After we did the ride and Allison 'won' (she declared us the winner, I have no idea what actual metrics she used and no one was going to argue with her), we walked back out into EPCOT proper. The sky was quickly darkening, and a bright orange/purple hue glowed hot out of the west. The park lit up for early evening, lovely.

We found Emily right where we'd left her on the bench. I noticed an empty cup of alcohol next to her.

"I met Baymax," she said, "The big, white robot guy. He was nice. Then I found more food booths down the way."

"I can see that," Cassie said, grinning.

"How many drinky-drinks are we up to now?" Allison asked.

"Just the one," Emily said, but her response was so defensive I started to wonder.

We gathered up my wife and walked back to the center of the park. We passed a few high, dark walls on the way, clearly marked as a place where they were building a new attraction.

"It feels like there's construction going on everywhere," Emily commented, as we walked past.

"Disney," Allison said, as if that one word explained it all. "It'd take a real disaster to slow this place down."

*

We'd done all the rides we wanted to do, and our stomachs were all complaining about the lack of attention. So, we headed back to World Showcase and the Food and Wine Festival. Since we'd gone toward Canada in the morning, this time, we turned to the left and walked up to Mexico. Again, however, we made a fatal mistake.

Allison pulled us inside the Aztec pyramid saying it was one of her favorite places in all the parks. Inside, the building was set up like a small Mexican town in the early evening, with a slowly smoking volcano at the back. The atmosphere was quite nice, and I could see why Allison enjoyed it.



The problem, however, was the tequila bar that was off to one side.

"I could go for a margarita," Cassie said.

"The drinks are pretty amazing here," Mike said.

"We need to be careful," Allison said, remembering how sloppy we'd gotten that afternoon.

"I think we'll be OK," Emily said.

And so, we were all agreed. Cassie and Allison went into the bar (it was crowded enough that we didn't all want to go in) and brought back drinks for all of us. I had a blood orange margarita, and it was amazing. Sweet and acidic with spicy hot salt on the rim. I had to make myself sip it slowly, all of us leaning against the large concrete fountain in the back of the room.

But I could taste how much alcohol was in the drink. And we'd only stopped for one small plate of shrimps and grits before we got to Mexico. So, when I stepped off the fountain, having finished my drink, I felt the world spin in that oh-so familiar way.

I shared a knowing look with Allison. Here we go again.

We left Mexico feeling plenty high. However, Norway was next and rather than getting more alcohol, we got on a ride. Allison had gotten us FastPasses for Frozen, so we climbed onto the longboat and journeyed off to Arendelle. We were able to sit in threes: Emily sat with me and Allison while Jack, Cassie, and Mike went behind us. I have to admit, it was a very strange experience for Olaf to serenade me while I was drunk.

Once we got off the ride, however, it was back to our usual habits. We walked to China and got more snacks and wine. The combination of the alcohol, and how we'd all left ourselves on edge, was turning into an ever-more dangerous combination.

The further we went, the more playful and flirty we became -- groping and grinding on each other whenever the opportunity arose. The Cassie and Mike Make Out Show continued without commercial interruption. Jack and Emily walked arm in arm, with his one hand permanently attached to her cute, little butt.

Meanwhile, Allison got surprisingly touchy feely, initiating make out sessions in both Norway and China. But once we got to Germany, she gave up on all propriety and grabbed for my cock when we were standing by the model train set. I jumped so high, I scared an egret into the air.

I practically growled at her after that.

"Come on, Germany is like, the land of romance," Allison said, "I can't help but get horny when I hear oompah music." She giggled at her own joke.

I responded with a glare. I was not going to let her do something dumb here in Disney.

Only if you talk to me," Allison said, petulant.

"Fine," I said, "If you don't stop grabbing me, we're going to get in trouble with your friend Mr. Mickey."

Allison responded with the strangest combination of successful cry and mournful pout I'd ever heard.

We walked to the far side, and settled into a bench, facing the lake. The other two couples joined us, bringing sausages and beer (of course). That only compounded the issue, but none of us cared.

We stared out at the water, all of us acting way more affectionate than we probably should have in a public place. We weren't sloshed. No one was epically smashed. But all of us were over the limit and there was no relief in sight. Fortunately, the end of the evening was fast approaching.

After a little time to sober up, Allison got up and bought us little caramel squares from the nearby candy store. They were soft and sweet, rich and almost intoxicating.

The lights around us slowly darkened. The music became more and more upbeat as the park built towards the big fireworks show. Crowds of people shuffled in around us to sit and wait around the lake.

As the loud, boppy music played, Emily got up and swayed and back and forth. I don't know what it was, but something grabbed me. I stood up, took my wife's hands and began to dance with her. Just a little back and forth. Nothing fancy.

A moment later, the other two couples joined us. All six started kicking out our feet, swinging our arms. Like we were all on the dance floor at a wedding.

Caught up in the energy of it all, I spun Emily around and dipped her.

"Smooth moves, Paul!" Cassie cried out, and I could hear the wonder in her voice.

I swung Emily on my arm, and she hooked on to Jack. Cassie caught with Mike, and I joined Allison. We switched partners so easily, now, it seemed like we hardly noticed anymore.

No surprise, Jack suavely steered Emily like they were in a ballroom. And Mike and Cassie mostly switched to making out rather than dancing. Allison and I did OK, too, though she kept trying to lead.

We were so caught up in the energy of it, we didn't notice at first that the sky had lit up with fireworks. Explosions of color and sound. We slowed and stood there, entranced by the spectacle.

Allison held my hand throughout the show. I saw my own wife leaning into Jack's chest. Mike and Cassie even stopped kissing. It really was something special.

When the fireworks ended, the park lit back up. Lamps spaced every few feet around the lake glowed bright, leading us out to the exit. For most people, it was the big finale after a long day. For us, things were only starting to ramp up.

At first, though, the crowds were heavy in both directions. So, we stood by the lake and waited for the traffic to pass. Allison put her arm around my shoulders. I wasn't sure if it was for balance or affection. Maybe both.

"I can't wait to get back," Cassie said with a sigh, "My feet need a rest."

"I need to get laid!" Emily said, a bit too loudly.

We all shushed her. Jack actually covered her mouth with his hand. Allison started giggling hysterically. Oh boy.

"I'm so fucking horny," Emily said, through Jack's fingers, clearly not listening to any of us.

I wish I could say I was shocked by my shy wife saying all those things, but at this point I'd learned to expect it. Something about Disney set her off -- I can't explain it.

"I hear you, Em," Cassie said, holding back her own attack of giggles. "Just be quieter about it, OK?"

"Drunk girls," Mike said. He was rolling back and forth slightly, like he was standing on a ship. "I fucking love drunk girls."

"I think we need to get everyone back home," Jack said. He shot me a rueful smile. I guess he'd figured out that the two of us were the soberest of the group.

I nodded my agreement.

The crowds started to clear, so Jack propped Emily up under his arm. He reached over to do the same for his wife, but Cassie stepped out of his reach.

"I'm OK, babe," Cassie said, "Only a little high."

Jack shook his head, but he let his wife lead Mike on her own. Allison kept her arm on my shoulder, and I did my best to steer the tall woman as we walked back towards the exit.

Waiting for the crowd to pass had been a good call. The way the park was lit made everything seem romantic and lovely. Now that EPCOT had mostly emptied, it was a joy to stroll through. I felt like I could spend hours circling around, enjoying every detail.

Unfortunately, the only thing my drunk friends were good for at this point was weaving their way back to the hotel. We passed a guy pushing his twin girls in a stroller. Cassie nearly stumbled into him before Mike pulled her back.

"Sorry!" she called out.

The man shook his head and muttered under his breath, "Every Person Comes Out Trashed." He counted the acronym off on his fingers, then pushed his stroller ahead with purpose.

*

The six of us tumbled into the monorail in a drunken jumble. As the train rushed off, we slowly reorganized ourselves into something that made sense on the benches. Still, it was immediately obvious where everyone's mind was, and it wasn't on sleeping it off.

The build-up of it all was more than we could bear. We'd left the Poly that afternoon already on edge and time had done nothing to dull that. Then the alcohol. The playful flirting at the park. All of us were under no illusions about our lack of control. So, instead, we surrendered to it.

Emily and Jack started making out loudly on the bench across from me. My wife wrapped her arms around the older man's neck, her legs around his waist. Like he was the one solid object in a stormy sea. Jack lovingly stroked my wife's brown hair while he kissed her, like soothing a sorrowful child.

Mike and Cassie, sitting next to me, had never truly stopped kissing after Mexico, so they continued on as before. Mike pulled the beautiful blonde woman onto his lap and the two of them embraced. He slid his hand down and cupped Cassie's bottom. She rested her hand on his chest. The two of them rubbed their crotches against each other. It seemed like the only thing keeping them from actual intercourse was their clothes.

"We're going to get in so much trouble," Allison said, eyeing her husband.

But then she leaned in and pressed her lips to mine. Strange how kissing a woman who was not my wife was becoming so familiar. The strength of her arms surrounding me. The passion and warmth of her affections. I let my hand wander to her side. Allison's core was so strong and perfect, it was like holding a statue, but with the warmth and allure of a woman.

The monorail stopped at the main building for our resort. We broke apart long enough to get out of the car. All of us hanging on to our respective companions like we were practicing being seeing eye dogs for each other.

There was no doubt about where we were headed. Jack and Emily walked straight back towards the bungalow. We marched after them as if we had no other choice.

The six of us broke through the front door, wrapped around each other. Kissing and caressing like crazy. There was no thought of going back to our supposed spouses. We'd chosen our partners well before the dance had ever begun.

As soon as Cassie stepped into the hallway, Mike shoved her against the wall like he wanted to smash her through the boards. I only saw it out of the corner of my eye, however, because Allison practically tackled me onto the tile floor. I bounced against the ground, hard, but the athletic woman only responded by piling on top of me, like pulling off a naughty, wrestling finishing move -- The People's Pussy or The Stone Snatch Stunner. Something like that.

I only had a moment's reprieve to glance up. Emily was wrapped around Jack like an amorous octopus. He carried my wife towards the bedroom door, but she grabbed the frame, holding them back.

"No," Emily gasped between hungry kisses. "Together."

Cassie broke from Mike long enough to respond. "Oooh, kinky. I really like this girl."

Jack relented, hitching Emily's thighs around his waist and carrying her over to the living room couch. He dumped her, unceremoniously, onto the cushions. She pulled him in for a kiss.

Mike, inspired, dug his hands under Cassie's bottom and lifted her up. It was far less elegant, however, and the two of them ended up stumbling into the dining area like a shambling monster. The beautiful blonde giggled the whole way, then dropped to her knees to undo Mike's belt.

"I guess we should join them," Allison said. I responded with a shrug. It didn't matter whether she smothered me right there or in some other room. As long as she didn't stop.

The athletic blonde's hair was wild. The look in her deep brown eyes driven with desire. She looked so sexy to me. So strikingly gorgeous. I felt a want for her, a need, that went beyond rationality. Deep in the lizard part of my brain.

Allison grinned at me, fierce, then lifted me up. Like she was doing a deadlift, she scooped me off the ground and fireman-carried me into the living room before gently placing me on the carpet. It was one of the most arousing things I'd ever experienced.

The six of us raced forward. All those little steps we'd been so afraid of before -- kissing, nudity, touching each other's bodies -- we blew right past them. The barriers broken down. We hadn't avoided the cliff at all. If anything, we'd only given ourselves time to ramp up our engines. Making it all the easier now to go careening over the edge.

Allison climbed over me, making sure to plant her crotch on mine. She sat up and tore her tank top off over her head.

"No more games," she said. And that was the most telling statement of all. If Allison didn't want to play, things were truly serious.

I looked over and found Jack had already pulled my wife's shorts down to her ankles. His silver head was buried in her slit. Emily's body arched in response. She was making tight, strangled noises. Gasping, like Jack was sucking the air out of her lungs through her pussy.

Mike's pants were also pooled at his feet. He was leaning back against the dining room table. Cassie had fished his dick out of his fly and fully swallowed him up. The hot blonde sucked lewdly at his cock, loudly slurping. Mike groaned with every lick.

Allison reached down and took my shorts and boxers off in one go. My dick popped free. She, too, took me into her mouth with one wet gulp. It was like slipping into heaven. The athletic blonde sucked me off the way she did everything -- driven to be the best. If there was an international blowjob league (the MLF?), I had no doubt that Allison would be an all-star on the championship squad.

I heard more wet slurping to my left and looked over. Emily was now sitting up on the couch. Her t-shirt was bunched up around her neck. Otherwise, she was completely naked. My wife's lips were wrapped, lewdly, around Jack's dick. He stood over her. Fingers tight around her skull. He pushed his dick back and forth into Emily's mouth. I couldn't help but be turned on by the way her innocent face contorted around his cock.

Emily had always been a contradiction in bed. She was soft, yes, in that she liked quiet, gentle lovemaking. Slow and affectionate. But it would be wrong to describe her as submissive -- she had hard rules about what she was willing to do. Lines that she wouldn't consider, let alone cross. None of that was on display here.

My wife was being used by another man for his pleasure and she seemed to be reveling in it. Her gasps for air were only broken up by her groans of lust.

As if they'd choreographed it, Mike and Cassie were also now engaged in the opposite oral pleasures. The beautiful blonde was perched on the tabletop with Mike's face stuffed between her tan thighs. She held onto his head like she was afraid she would fall off, squeezing him tightly for dear life. Her cheeks red. Eyes squeezed shut.

The whole time, she encouraged him. A cheerleader to the last. "That's it. You're doing it so good. Like that. Fuck yes. Little faster. Come on baby, get me there."

Allison's efforts brought me back to her. Her tongue, her lips, even her teeth -- she used them all to drive me towards pleasure. If anything, she was too good. I put my hands on her head to slow her down. Allison looked up at me, confused. Concern flashed in her deep, brown eyes.

"Don't want to go too quickly," I said.

"Don't worry about that," Allison said, "We're going to win this thing."

Win?

I didn't have time to ask what that meant because Allison went right back to my cock with abandon. My warning seemed to have only inspired her more. Everything around us -- the sounds and smells -- Allison's own desire and drive, all of it conspired to bring me to an end.

I felt the precipice arrive, but Allison drove me past it so hard, I didn't even realize we'd reached the end till she made a little choking noise and slowed.

The orgasm slapped me so hard it nearly hurt. My cock convulsed as I poured my pleasure into Allison's waiting mouth. She gulped it all greedily. My spend seeped out of the corner of her mouth and she licked it right back up. Smiling hungrily the whole time.

"That's one," she whispered, crawling close to me.

I rolled her onto her back and began kissing her -- lips, cheeks, and neck. Trailing affections down to her chest. Lying back like this, the athletic woman was practically flat chested. I found a little pink nubbin and suckled. I felt Allison respond beneath me.

"Oh fuck!" the words escaped her lips. She entwined her fingers behind my head. Eventually, I got her to let go and kissed lower, down to her stomach.

Somehow, Allison had managed to keep her shorts on. That was a problem I needed to rectify immediately. I pulled them down, making sure to catch her panties, as well. Her hairless pussy stared back at me. Her outer lips swollen, exposing her inner treasures. I pressed my lips to her sex and licked upward, from bottom to top.

Allison's thighs snapped around my head. It was like being held in a vice. I must have gasped because she dropped her legs back to the ground.

"Sorry," she said. It was odd to see Allison bashful. Extremely erotic to witness, as well.

I put my mouth back to her pussy, tasting and teasing. Again, she let her legs wrap around me, but I could tell she was trying to hold herself back.

I was so focused on giving Allison what I'd already received, that I missed it at first. The athletic woman's responses slowed. At first, I worried that I'd done something wrong. Then I noticed it: the whole room had suddenly gone silent. No groans or slurps. No cries of pleasure or moans of ecstasy.

I pulled my head up, face sticky with Allison's essence, and looked over to the dining room. Cassie was still on the table, stripped completely naked. Her golden hair cascaded over her large breasts. She had her tan hips wrapped around Mike's waist. Her thin, feminine fingers held his dick, steering it toward her center.

But the both of them were frozen in place; trapped in mid motion the same as Allison. They were staring in the other direction, right past me.

I flopped my head the other way. My petite, innocent wife was now bent over the armrest of the couch. Her pointed breasts were smooshed into the furniture. Her head cocked upwards, staring straight out. Her pretty face was blank.

Behind her, with the patience of a master, Jack steered his cock towards my wife's gaping pussy. That was what had stopped everything. This exact spot where we'd turned back from the abyss. Now, we'd arrived right back there. Each of us waiting for it, that moment when everything would topple forward, tumbling us all into oblivion.

Allison caught my eye, anticipating my complaint. We had agreed, hours ago, that this was all too far. Emily had said it herself. But it was happening all over again. And, oddly, it didn't bother me like before.

I felt that familiar twist in my stomach, but now I welcomed it. I saw the look on my wife's face as she was finally, fully shared with another man, and all I could do was wait for it with the same anticipation as the rest of the room.

Jack aimed his dick at Emily's open nether lips. Her most private area presented up to him in complete submission to his pleasure. The older man slowly slid forward. I swear, I could see my wife's pussy part to allow him entry.

"Ohhhh... uhhhn... Go slow," Emily gasped out.

Jack kept his steady pace. Emily instinctively trying to move away from him, but there was no escape. He had her impaled on his penis, pressed hard into the furniture. The progress inexorable as he filled my wife, inch by unstoppable inch.

"Uhn. Oh. Oh fuck," Emily said. Her mouth hung open. Eyes just as wide. For the first time in her life, my adorable wife was feeling another man fill her. Her face contorted in shock, fear, and bliss.

Jack's balls nestled against Emily's prone body. He sighed, now fully ensconced in her. Emily's head dropped low, resting on the couch. Her chest rising and falling hard, like she was hyperventilating.

With Emily's penetration complete, the room sped back into action.

Cassie hissed like a tea kettle as Mike forced his long, thin dick inside her. He got about a quarter of the way in, drew back, then pushed again. On the third go, he managed to complete the circuit. Cassie's face cinched, somewhere between pleasure and pain. Seeing that beautiful woman be taken so completely, it was amazing.



Allison pulled me up from between her legs, gently. She was so tall, it was like being brought up a ladder. Climbing a tree. I was happy to ascend those heights. Being with Allison was different than what I'd ever experienced. There was so much more of her, and I couldn't help but be overwhelmed by it.

The athletic blonde kissed me and reached right for my dick. Of course, she found it achingly, incredibly hard. She gave me a wicked grin.

"Figured he'd be ready for more," she said, flipping me onto my back.

Allison held up my cock like she was displaying a fish she'd caught. She glanced down at it in wonder.

"Fuck that's thick," she said. She dandled it in her hands a little, like it was a candle she was thinking about purchasing.

Allison sat up slightly, aiming herself at my cock. She wiggled her hips, sexily, before settling down. Her body slowly spread around my hardness. Her lips pursed. Eyes focused.

"Oh FUCK. That's THICK!" she said, as she speared herself.

"You've got this, girl!" Cassie cheered, "Take it all."

"Oh... uhn. Ah!" Emily said. Whatever words she wanted to say were muffled by the couch.

"Come on, Paul, do it! Stuff that pussy!" Mike said. I glanced over, stunned. After all it was his wife that I was filling. Instead, he grinned and gave me a thumb's up.

I was curious how Allison would react to that, but she was too focused on filling herself to notice her husband's encouragement. Or anything, really. She lifted herself up, then settled back down. Seeing her incredible body shift to accept my shaft was something unexpectedly wonderful.

"Fuck," she said, as I felt her bottom finally kiss my balls. "Give me a sec. Her pussy twitched, like it was testing at my dick. Feeling its way around, slowly getting used to this new invader.

Allison leaned forward and kissed me. She started to drag her body back and forth. I felt her pussy lips spread against my pubis and I could tell she was using it to stimulate her clit.

"Not used to being, uhn, filled like this," Allison said, "Stretched. Kinda hurts. Feels fucking awesome."

I could only nod my agreement. Allison's pussy squeezed me at every centimeter, from the ridge of my cockhead to the root. She wasn't even humping, not in a way that would lead me to release. She rocked against me slightly, ramping herself up.

"Fuck this feels good," Allison said.

Her hand was on my chest, and I could see the little gold representation of her vows to another man, winking at me through my dark chest hair. My own circlet shone bright against the pink of her distended nipple. I tweaked the sensitive flesh and Allison stiffened.

A long, low, animal sound ripped out of her. Like nothing I'd ever heard. A growl mixed with a groan, punctuated be a squeak. Allison's head dropped. Her light blonde hair tickled against my chest. She held stiff. Nails digging into my stomach.

When she looked back up, she was laughing.

"Nipplegasm," she said, "Nice!"

I half expected her to offer me a fist bump. Instead, she started slowly sliding on my dick again.

The dining room table squeaked in protest as Mike railed into Cassie. His long, thin dick drove back and forth like he was trying to saw her in half. She held onto him, as before, like her life depended on it. Head completely buried in his chest, body sliding back and forth with every thrust.

She whispered in his ear. "Oh yes. Yeah. You've got this. Got me. Oh! So big. That's it."

Mike streamed out his own counterpoint. "Cassie. Summers. Oh God. Can't believe. Fucking. I'm fucking Cassie. Oh my God you're so fucking beautiful."

If the blonde woman heard him, if the words even reached her ears, she made no notice.

I don't know why I kept looking at Cassie and Mike first. I think seeing my wife supplicant to someone else was both too awful and incredible at the same time. As if I was savoring the sorrow of it.

SLAP!

That got my attention. Jack's hand had popped against my wife's backside. Her tiny cheek was pink where he'd clapped her. My wife groaned, hands gripping the cushions for dear life. Her eyes went big as spotlights. Her mouth fell open with a wail.

"Oh. FUCK!"

"You like that, little girl?" Jack asked. He gripped her ass tight, steering her back and forth on his cock.

"Yuh... Yes. Oh fuck. So good. Don't stop. Oh pleeeease."

The sounds of my wife's pleasure were so familiar, her little mewls and gasps. It was odd to hear her make them without me. And, at the same time, this whole other side of her was coming out, too. Emily didn't talk dirty. Yet here she was, rambling to Jack like she did it all the time.

It was like seeing a movie I knew so well, but the actors were playing different parts. And the plot kept shifting. All of it exactly as it should be yet completely changed.

"That's my girl," Jack said, "Give me that married pussy. All of it. Give it up."

As if hearing his command, Emily's body went taut. Her face shifted into a silent scream. She tried to reach back, to hold Jack in place, but he didn't pause. Another concussive blast ripped through my innocent wife. A third.

"Ah...AHHHHHH!!!!! Ohhhhhhhh." Emily let out a long, sorrowful moan. Like the disconsolate howl of a lonely wolf.

Finally, her head drooped, and she fell limp. Surrendering to the uncompromising pleasure. Yielding to the inevitable loss of control as the ecstasy overwhelmed her. Like every wall she'd ever built inside herself was broken down by a deluge of dopamine.

"That's a good girl," Jack said, stroking her flank. "I knew you had it in you."

"Uh... Uh huh... Oh," Emily said, enduring the aftershocks of her orgasm.

Jack stayed his pace, controlling her body. Like fucking a ragdoll. Shivers raced through Emily. Arm twitching. Leg kicking. Like tiny seizures leaping from muscle to muscle.

"Yeah! Keep it cumming, girl!" Cassie shouted out. "Take that cock like a champ!"

I was ripped back to my own body. Watching my wife go off had switched me right on. Where before I'd been fine, now Allison's pussy felt far too tight. Too good. The sparks of building pleasure raced up my shaft. My face twisted with the strain of reaching my peak while also trying to hold myself back.

I said her name like a strangled prayer. "Allison. Sorry."

The athletic blonde woman leapt off my cock, but it was already too late. My first spurt fountained outward, splashing my chest. I waited for the look of disappointment to fill her face.

But instead, Allison leaned forward. Grabbed my dick and aimed me so I splashed on her tits, her stomach.

"It's OK," Allison said, stroking my hair and smiling at me. "You did so good. Oh yes. Let it all out. You've got this."

It overwhelmed me, the cacophony of our couplings. The sounds of sex surrounding me. The naked bodies all undulating together. Seeing, my wife with another man. Hearing Cassie's little cries. Allison's chest covered in my cum. All of it roiling together in the syrup of sickly-sweet bliss. My world squeezed down to a pinprick.

The next thing I was aware of was something warm and wet on my cock and balls. I sat up on my elbows and saw Allison, her brown eyes sparkling playful. She'd sucked me up entirely -- cockhead, shaft, even my scrotum. All of it in her mouth like she was keeping it safe from a nearby predator.

Around us, nothing had changed. What felt like hours had been minutes. Seconds. Cassie was slithering her backside back and forth to meet Mike's thrusts. Emily was tossed over the couch, shaking as another cum crashed through her.

"Come back to me," Allison said, "You can do it."

The look on Allison's face was so caring, I couldn't see past it. Her expression so affectionate, it knocked me back. She ran her tongue over my meat like it was the most precious thing in the universe.

"Stay with me," Allison said.

Miraculously, I felt myself stiffen on her warm tongue. My penis filled with blood, slowly forcing its way back out into the open air. Like some weird magic trick, what had once been easily swallowed whole was now too big to fit in Allison's mouth.

The blonde woman gave me a grin. She held up her pointer and middle finger in something like a peace sign.

"That's two," she said, "But I'm not done with you yet. Ready to get back out there?"

Before I could answer, Allison pushed me back and straddled my dick. I wasn't fully hard, but she slipped me inside and that got me the rest of the way. This time, Allison really did give me a fist bump.

"OK, let's do this thing," Allison said.

She started sliding on me. Harder this time. Faster. Long strokes that slipped up and down my shaft with stupendous ecstasy. My dick was so sensitive, the pleasure of it was almost painful.

However, the benefit of my second orgasm of the evening became clear. I wasn't going to go off again for a while, no matter what Allison did. It gave me a strange boost of confidence. Like I was some kind of miracle man, rather than the dude that had already gone twice while everyone else was yet to finish.

But I also knew I needed to drop off Allison before I made my own final delivery. I doubted I was going to have a fourth go in me. I had to make sure she arrived on time.

I reached up to her tiny, round breast, like before. But she pushed my hand back.

"Too sensitive," Allison said.

Instead, I let my fingers wander lower, down to her slot. I placed my thumb at the top and rubbed back and forth. She was sopping. Soaking. I swore I could hear the squelching noises as I stroked her clit.

Allison started humping against me faster. She was panting now from her effort. Sweat ran a river through her breasts. Mouth quivering with effort; forming an almost agonized frown. She bit her lower lip so hard, I saw it wet with blood.

"Come on," Allison said, almost to herself. "Come on, Allison. Do it. You've got this. Get there."

I kept moving on her clit. Feeling her respond. Her pussy got impossibly tighter around my dick. A vice grip so hard it actually hurt.

"Ungh. There. There it is," Allison said it strained. Like every word was a phenomenal effort. "That's it. That's it, Allison. You got... You did it. You got it. That's my girl. Give it.... Give it UP."

Again, she dug her nails into my stomach. Her hips hitched. Legs stuttered. The look on her face slowly shifted into a dopey smile. Eyes closed, beatific. She let out another short, animal grunt. "UhhrrrrrrAH!"

Allison fell forward, barely able to hold herself up. She kissed me hard, and I realized we'd truly become a couple. This wasn't just a fling or a fun moment -- we'd connected. This was what it was like, truly, to be loved by Allison. To feel her express every bit of passion through her mouth to mine. It was nearly as sexy as seeing her cum.

She gave me a little grin. Her light, poker-straight hair was everywhere. She was gasping for breath. Giggling in little bits between. Abruptly, a kind of clarity filled her eyes, and she stared right at me. Her face looking as vulnerable as I'd ever seen.

"Talk to me, Paul," Allison said, "Say something. Please."

I ran a million things through my mind. The only sentence I could form went out, bypassing whatever logic circuits I had left.

"I want to be on top," I said.

Allison rolled her eyes at me. "Fine," she said, slapping my flank.

She let me roll her onto her back. I kissed her lightly on her lips. Her eyelids. I sucked her earlobe into my mouth and felt her suck in her breath.

"See?" I said "Words are stupid. Who needs words?"

"You make a good point," Allison said, stroking my cheek. "But what I really need right now is cock."

Well, that was a request I could easily comply with. I reached down with my dick and found Allison's phenomenal folds. I slipped in easily now, like we'd done this a thousand times. One quick shhhlluuurrp, and I was intimately connected with another man's wife.

That man, however, was engaged in his own illicit entanglement. And he was starting to get louder.

"I'm doing it! I'm fucking her. I'm fucking Cassie. Cassie. Fucking. Summers!"

Mike moved faster, but his actions were becoming erratic. Cassie now leaned back, looking up at him. Blue eyes wide with wonder. Large tits pinwheeling with each thrust.

"Yes baby!" Cassie said. "Do it! Get there. Come on, baby, give it to me."

"Oh! I'm going to... FUCK!" Mike cried out.

He ripped his penis out of Cassie, then gave himself three quick jerks. White fluid fountained out, splattering across her chest. Another, no less voluminous, splashed into her again.

Cassie watched him, overwhelmed with affection. She slowly rubbed his cum into her chest. Making little happy gasps each time he gave her more. Mike stumbled back from the table, nearly crashing onto his ass.

Cassie grabbed him before he could fall and pulled him close for a kiss. The two of them reveling in their post-coital bliss.

They were still recovering when the room filled with another loud slap.

Emily cried out. "Oh Jack! Oh fuh... Fuck! Fuck me."

Jack's hand rested back on Emily's ass. He angled it so his thumb was resting right on her little rosebud. My wife rolled her perky butt back and forth, and I couldn't tell whether she was trying to push him away or force him deeper.

I saw Jack's knuckle move. He slipped his thumb into my wife's virgin asshole. Burying it to the base.

Emily let out a little "Oh!" Followed by a long, pained groan. Her body went stiff, I thought in pain. But then she grunted, and I realized it was pleasure. Her butt made a little wiggle, squeezing this new invader, like she was trying to force out the rest of her ecstasy.

"Oh God," Emily said, "Cum. Please cum. I'm so close. I need it."

"That's a girl," Jack said, soothing like she was a feral animal. A wild horse, now finally broken. "You can do it. Tell me where you want it."

"In!" Emily cried out. "Inside! Oh God cum inside me. Fill me deep!"

Jack let out a low growl. For the first time, his usual measured pace faltered. He drew back, hitched, then glided forward. Emily started to sob. Beg.

"In me, please in me."

"There you go, Jack said, "Don't hold back. Let it all out. Show me what that tight, married pussy can do."

"Shoot it in me," Emily said, "Deep inside."

Jack gave one last, dramatic thrust, then let out a roar.

Emily gasped. Her eyes popped wide. In the recesses of those verdant orbs, I could see the mechanisms of her mind whir as they processed her sudden insemination. The warmth of his sperm as it erupted into her womb. The incomparable feeling of being filled by another man's fertility.

Suddenly, the gears jiggered and stopped.

"Aaaahhhrrrrrruuuhhhhhggg." The sound spilled out of her. Deep and primal. A cry of senseless joy and unspeakable sorrow that seeped from somewhere deep in the back of her brain. Triumphant. Mournful. A keening apex that emanated wonder and loss. Enrapturing love and enthralling heartbreak.

Emily froze in place. Her body shaking beyond her control. Finally, she fell limp. Like someone had pulled her plug out.

Jack stepped back, the last few spurts of his satisfaction dripped onto Emily's buttcrack. My petite wife hung off the side of the couch, like a wrung-out towel that'd been tossed to the side. Drooping and lifeless. She stared outward at all of us -- her eyes empty. A bit of drool ran out of her mouth and onto the fabric of the furniture.

This time, though, even my wife's epic orgasm couldn't trigger my own. And with the amazing Allison splayed under me, I knew I needed to revel in this for as long as I could. Fortunately, enjoying my time with Allison was as easy as could be.

I thought back to the first time we'd met. Introduced at some work function. She was tall, striking, in a shining, satin, blue dress. There was something enchanting about the look on Allison's face that night; her easy confidence as she spoke to me. My whole life I'd gone through crowds like dodging bullets. Allison stood in the middle of it all like a superhero -- chest out, fists on her hips -- eager to absorb whatever came her way.

I remembered the other times we'd been together. Dinners out, watching movies, going on hikes, that one weekend trip to the Poconos. Sure, we were there with our spouses, but still.

I could recognize Allison's laugh in a crowd (I could also see her strawberry-blonde, bobbing head). That cocky, competitive smirk. The little flirtatious games she'd play.

She was a friend. Attached to my wife. Married to another man. Something untouchable and yet, quite desirable all the same.

Now I was buried to the hilt inside Allison's most precious place. Her body laid back, long legs splayed, little breasts nearly nonexistent. The look on her face as she saw me driving into her. Hand in my hair. On my backside.

And for a moment, for a split-second, it occurred to me that maybe this wasn't 'just for fun.' Maybe this wasn't temporary -- a small indiscretion saved in memory. We'd trapped ourselves in something that we'd never escape.

Then Allison broke my concentration and the idea floated off, lost.

"You can cum now," she told me, like it was ever a choice. Like I was a faucet, and she had the knob. "Fill me up. I want to feel it."

Of course, when I didn't want to go, I spurted buckets. Now that my partner pleaded with me, the end point was nowhere to be found. I drove into her, feeling the pleasure of her body. That tight twat, gripping at my thickness. I realized the song Hit Me with Your Best Shot was playing ad nauseum in my head and I almost laughed. Fire away, indeed.

We were the last couple standing. Were the other four ignoring us, lost in their own post-coital affections? Were they watching, like some strange in-person pornographic performance? I can't say. With my wife's act over, my entire existence shrank down to my own sensations and the athletic woman bucking beneath me.

We kissed. I gripped Allison's shoulders for purchase. Slammed into her. Searching for that little spark. All while Allison riled and roiled. I could tell she wasn't building anywhere in particular, but she was enjoying the rush, all the same.

"Come on, Paul," Allison said, smiling now, "You can do it. You can get there. I know you can."

The athletic blonde must have been talking louder than I realized because Cassie joined in.

"Yeah Paul!" she shouted, "You can do it! Give her that cum!"

I faltered as the laughter finally got me. All of this was so strange. So odd. But Allison pulled me back.

She grabbed my face, staring deep into my eyes.

"You've got this," she said.

And right then, I did. I drew back. Pushed forward. My balls tightened.

The first time with Allison had been so fast, I'd hardly noticed it. The second, so unwanted I couldn't enjoy it. Now, though, finally, I was able to revel in my release.

Allison was still holding me close. I saw her eyes widen as she felt my first spurts. Watched her face fill with ecstasy as my own explosion brought her one last, apparently unexpected cum.

My climax was strained, yet oddly satisfying. The pleasure hit me sharp. It washed over me. I felt my penis pulse inside another woman's bare pussy for the first time. My mental realization of the objective wrongness of the act stayed with me more than any subjective, physical pleasure.

My world went soft. I lost all sense of the world around me. Allison's hand gripping my bicep. Her hair in my mouth. My dick pulsing ever more softly into her pussy.

Till finally it all fell away to nothing.

*

I didn't wake up till I felt a foot lightly kicking me in my side.


Poly at the Poly Pt. 05

"You guys had quite the party last night, huh?"

I was lying on the scratchy, carpeted floor of... actually, I wasn't sure. I blinked my eyes, trying to force rational thought to restart in my brain.

Jack and Cassie's bungalow. Fuck. I was still in the bungalow. And on the ground. Totally naked. I'd been dead asleep, apparently, till I'd felt someone nudging my ribs with their foot. My body ached like they'd been kicking at me for hours.

I rolled over, doing my best to stare through the burning brightness of the light streaming in from the large windows. Fucking sun. What did I ever do to you?

"I don't suppose you've seen my dad," the voice said. It was deep and vaguely familiar.

I squinted up at the speaker standing over me. I didn't recognize him. He was a young man (probably early 20s), handsome, with light brown hair. He was wearing a blue t-shirt and jeans. For a moment, I thought he was a cast member, here to finally take me away for my crimes against Disney decency.

Then he gave me a slight smirk and I realized exactly who I was looking at.

"You're Jack's son," I said. I slowly sat up. The whole house seemed to spin with me. Maybe I hadn't been as sober as I thought the night before.

"I'm Grayson," he said, "Gray." He started to reach down to shake my hand, but thought better of it. I didn't blame him.

"My brother and sister are both waiting outside," Gray said, "We're supposed to be meeting Dad for breakfast."

"Sorry," I said, "For all this."

"I'm used to it," Gray said, then sighed. His shoulders slumped.

The reality of where I was, of what I'd been doing, raced over me. We were on a couples' trip to Disney World. It had turned into so much more. This strange, sexually charged adventure filled with flirting and fun. And now fucking, too.

The previous night, the six of us had come back from EPCOT, stumbling and sloppy drunk. We'd coupled off, but not as couples. Me with Allison. Allison's husband, Mike, with Cassie. My own wife with...

Hurriedly, I glanced around the room. I saw Mike was passed out on the couch, wrapped around a blonde that I assumed was Cassie. I didn't see Emily anywhere. Or Jack.

I leapt to my feet. I don't know why the idea of it bothered me so much. We'd already had sex with other people. Emily had already been with Jack, cumming like crazy while he plowed her over the couch. Why did it suddenly fill me with horror, the idea that she might be with him once again?

But thinking clearly was clearly beyond me. I scrambled (naked) down the hallway, towards the bedrooms. I heard little giggles. Sounds of whispered conversation. I threw open the door, but the bed was empty. Perfectly untouched. Mocking me.

I spun around, and like a crazy person, I whipped open the other bedroom door. Sure enough, Jack was there, lying over a prone woman and kissing her, passionately. He startled when I appeared in the entryway. I must have looked like a madman. Eyes wide. Dick dangling.

Jack rolled over and revealed a completely naked, beautiful blonde. Cassie. He was in bed with his wife. Of course he was. Which meant that Mike was back in the living room with Allison. I'd let my imagination, my envy, take hold of my rational mind.

The couple in the bedroom both looked at me with a mix of pity and concern. I braced myself for the inevitable berating. For Jack to tease me about my jealous heart. For Cassie to complain about her lost privacy.

But Jack only gave me a casual wave hello. And Cassie just smiled at me, warmly. Like seeing a friend that she legitimately cared about.

"I think Em's in the shower," she told me. As if my question was painted on my face. Which, honestly, it probably was.

"Thanks," I said. My heart was still pounding, but now for no reason. I felt myself relax. I hadn't even noticed how worked up I was until then. Now, finally, I realized where I was. What I was doing. Standing naked in a stranger's home. Splayed across the open door of their bedroom.

I turned to walk away, but stopped. I covered myself with my hands (like that mattered) and poked my head back into Jack and Cassie's room.

"Your, um, son is here," I said to Jack.

The silver-haired man's eyes popped wide.

"Oh fuck!" he said. He jumped out of bed. Usually so cool and collected, it was strange to see Jack frantically pulling on his pants. Like seeing John Wayne in a screwball comedy.

"Thanks," Jack told me. He raced past me to the living room.

Cassie grinned at me again.

"You OK?" she asked.

"Yes," I said, "OK, not really."

"It's natural," Cassie said, "To feel, well, feelings after last night. Normal. I'd be worried if you didn't."

I nodded my acknowledgement. Muscles that I didn't even realize I'd tightened now slowly untwined.

"I know Em's feeling the same way," Cassie continued, "Go take care of her. I promise it will all be alright."

How could that be true? I thought about what we'd both done the night before. The way Emily had seemed so possessed, in complete subservience to another man. Not that I'd behaved much better with Allison. Letting the athletic woman take me so completely.

Playing around before, in comparison, had been playing it safe. We'd set the line at intercourse because we knew it would rip us to pieces. Then we went ahead and did it anyway. My wife had fucked another man in front of me. I'd cum in another woman while she watched.

I found it hard to believe we were coming back from that.

Cassie got out of bed and wrapped her arms around me. Both of us were totally naked, yet it didn't feel arousing at all. Just nice.

"I promise that Emily loves you, desperately," Cassie said, "What happened last night doesn't change that one bit. In fact, it can make your bond stronger if you let it. You'll see."

I nodded, not sure I understood what she meant. Cassie gave me a slight push on the shoulders.

"Go on," she said, "Get her."

I stumbled back, then spun around and headed to the bathroom. I opened the door and stepped inside. My ears filled with the hiss of hot water. I saw Emily, finally, standing naked behind the glass door of the shower. Soaking wet, head lolled back, eyes shut.

She looked so beautiful. That cute, almost elfin face. Thin lips and adorable nose. Her pointed, near-perfect, tiny tits and pink, puffy nipples. Those skinny legs, topped by that little, perky butt. The thick, dark hair above her soft, incredible pussy.

I didn't stop. The urge overtook me. I swung open the door and before my wife could even take in what was happening, I tackled her.

Emily gasped, surprised. She grabbed my face and kissed me, hard. Needful and hungry. I didn't think. Didn't decide. I grabbed her hips and lifted her up against the shower wall. I was achingly hard. I didn't even know when that had happened.

I cupped my hands under her butt cheeks. Emily spread her legs, drawing me in.

"Sore," she gasped out.

But I was already buried. I thrust forward, forcing my cock inside. Neither of us really ready for sex; both of us unable to stop ourselves. The want overcoming everything else.

I humped my wife against the tile. She kissed my lips, my cheeks. Both of us hanging on to each other. I felt my orgasm rise and I didn't slow. Just kept railing my wife into the wall.

I erupted and Emily let out a sharp gasp. A little cry. Then a sob as our shared orgasm wrapped around us. Warm and loving. Familiar and comforting. The steady heat of love that keeps you alive in an icy, uncaring world.

Our energy dissipated. We both fell to the shower floor. Still holding on. We sat under the hot water, gasping for air. Searching for solidity.

I felt Emily's arms loosen. She rested her hands on my shoulders and stared back at me with a cold conviction. Her face so very serious that it scared me.

"I didn't do anything wrong last night," Emily said.

"I know," I said.

"You were doing the same thing," she said.

"I did."

Emily took a deep breath. Her face softened. I don't know if she'd been expecting an argument, or what. Slowly, she let her body go soft. We stared at each other for a bit, like building up the courage to take the same leap. In the end, it was Emily who went first.

"With Allison, was it...?"

"It was OK, I guess" I said, "Jack?"

"Not terrible."

We both laughed, ruefully. Emily kissed me, deep.

"Watching Allison, with you, it got me so..."

I waited for the word. Angry. Jealous. Upset.

"... Turned on. It was painful, too. But watching you take her like that -- I was also kind of proud. Is that weird?"

"No," I said, "Not weird."

"With Jack, it was, I dunno. Scary. Kind of amazing, but."

"I liked it," I said, "Seeing you like that. So open and undaunted."

Emily smiled sheepishly, then stared down at the tile. She bit her lip. I could see she was watching it roll through her mind again. Like a dream she couldn't shake. Her eyes flashed. Her tongue teased at her lips. Her fingers trembled. A mix of exultation and regret washed over her. It was almost as dramatic as seeing the act, itself, the night before.

We both stayed there, sitting quietly, like we were out on our porch, sipping lemonade on a warm summer day. Reality settled back in, and I looked around, like seeing everything for the first time.

The bathroom was expansive and tiled throughout in a bright, ocean blue. There were double sinks on the far wall and, near the back, there was a deep, white tub. The shower we were sitting in was a large, glass-walled stall. It felt like our own little world in there.

I turned to look at my wife, taking her in. The sweet scent of her hair. The familiar curves of her tiny body. After everything that had happened, these little details that had felt so banal seemed wonderful and new.

"Sooo..." Emily said. I could already hear what she was asking.

"I don't want to hurt our marriage," I said.

"We're not," Emily said, "We won't. This is just fun. For now."

I nodded.

"Do you want to stop?" Emily asked.

I thought about the night before. It wasn't only being with Allison. That had been incredible, yes. But watching Emily, seeing her abandon herself, had also been this incredible revelation. Even that morning, our desperate coupling. This warm affection we were sharing in the shower. It all felt so exciting. Unanticipated and unpredictable -- unlike our lives back home. I couldn't let go of it. Not yet.

"No," I said, "I don't want to stop."

Emily kissed me, hard. Hugged me so tight I could barely breathe.

"I love you so much," she said, "No matter what."

*

We found Allison and Mike both waiting for us in the living room, fully dressed in their clothes from the day before. They handed us our own stuff, smiling shyly.

"We need to go back to our room and get changed," Allison said.

The tall, athletic woman met my eye and for a second, a little spark of happiness raced through her eyes. Like she'd flicked a switch, the highlights of our coupling the night before started speeding by me.

Allison's sharp, brash smirk. Her muscular thighs clutched around my waist. Her long fingers gripping at my chest hair. The taste of her vagina, so strong and sexy; just like Allison, herself. The way her little breasts and oh-so-sharp nipples felt in my palms. The sounds she made as her orgasm overtook her. My cock buried deep in the fluttering grasp of her pussy.

I could tell that Allison was reliving it all, too. Both of us, trapped in our memories, staring at each other in the middle of the living room. Bathed in the unflinching heat of the Florida sunlight.

"We're already running behind," Mike said, breaking us out of our shared reverie.

Allison startled. She nervously tucked her poker-straight, strawberry-blonde hair behind her ear. It was strange to see it all undone and hanging loose. In some ways, it felt more intimate than if she had one of her tits hanging out.

Emily and I got dressed right there in the living room. More than anything else that morning, it was a reminder of how far we'd come in a few days. Not that long ago, we'd been sitting in a hot tub, afraid to show the littlest bit of skin. Now we were casually naked in the living room, like this was just another morning.

Cassie, now dressed in a fresh blouse and jean shorts, hurried over from the kitchen. I'd seen her completely naked that morning, hugged her. Yet I'd been so focused on Emily that I hadn't processed it.

Now that we were fully clothed, however, I was knocked over once again by how natural Cassie's beauty was. Her flawless body and striking face. She was waking up, hadn't done her make up or hair, yet still she looked better than most women after they spent hours primping themselves. People who looked like Cassie weren't supposed to spend time with people like us. People who looked like Cassie weren't supposed to exist.

The beautiful blonde woman gave each of us a quick kiss on the cheek. Like a mom sending us all off to school. When she got to Mike -- standing at the end of the line like we were in a strange, post-orgy, wedding procession -- Cassie grabbed his hands and pressed her mouth to his.

"I'll catch up with you at breakfast," she told him, a silly grin playing on her face. Like Allison and I a moment before, I could tell the two of them were reviewing their own, vivid remembrance of what they'd shared the night before.

We hurried back through the resort to our room. It was early enough that the paths were mostly empty. Sometime in the night, sprinklers must have run, because the flora around us was all dripping wet and noticeably verdant.

A few people passed us headed in the other direction, carrying trays of breakfast back to their rooms or heading out to the parks. I got the sense that all of them were staring at us. As if they knew exactly what we'd been up to.

Our room was waiting for us like a disapproving parent. I couldn't think of the last time we'd been in there, let alone slept. Emily and I both dug fresh clothes out of our suitcase and got dressed (shorts and t-shirts for both of us).

Unlike us, Mike and Allison hadn't had a chance to shower, so they each took a bathroom before getting dressed, themselves. Finally, we all regrouped and hurried back out to the resort.

As soon as we left our building, Allison grabbed my arm, pulling me back. Our spouses kept walking forward, talking amiably about the day we had planned. Like last night hadn't happened at all. Or worse, very much like it had. A new kind of intimacy that made us all more than friends.

"We should talk," Allison said, "Before we regroup with everyone. Well, I should talk, anyway." She gave me a knowing look. I shrugged in response.

The tall, athletic woman was wearing her usual tank top (purple that day) and dark mesh shorts. Her hair was back in its usual tight, tied back state. Now that Allison was fully dressed, I couldn't stop picturing her naked. Her small, round tits, trim tummy, and perfect, pink pussy.

She was my wife's best friend -- I wasn't supposed to know how she looked undressed. How it felt to be buried inside her. The faces and sounds she made when she came. The wrong of it was undeniable, but my desire for more was equally inescapable.

Allison must have caught the look on my face because she cocked her eyebrow at me and shook her head. But she couldn't hide the little grin on her face.

"Last night was..." Allison started, then stopped.

"A mistake," I said.

"Yes," Allison said.

"Amazing," I said.

"Also yes," Allison said. She barked out a laugh, a good one. Full and happy. "You and Emily are OK?"

"We talked," I said.

Actually, we'd fucked like depraved animals in the shower, then talked. But I didn't think Allison wanted to hear that. To be honest, I'd assumed that Allison and Mike had a similar conversation that morning. But now I wasn't so sure.

"You and Mike?" I asked.

Allison sighed and rolled her eyes. "Fine enough."

"And us?" I asked.

Allison ran her eyes up my body. I realized that she, too, couldn't stop picturing me naked. What was the point in even getting dressed at this point?

"Oh yeah, we're good," Allison said. Her face filled with that lovely, competitive smirk.

The athletic blonde leaned in and gave me a quick peck on the lips. She grabbed my hand, and we raced off to catch up to our respective spouses.

*

"And I'm saying I won," Allison said, "Clearly."

"Sex isn't a competition," Cassie said, "It doesn't work that way."

"Spoken like someone who knows she lost," Allison said.

The five of us -- Allison, Cassie, Mike, Emily, and I -- were all sitting at a table in the outdoor cafe nestled between the lobby and the pool. We sipped our coffees (iced, of course) and munched hungrily at fridge-burned danishes.

After Allison and I had caught up with Mike and Emily on the path to the pool, the four of us found Cassie waiting in the lobby. She explained that Jack was off with his kids for the day, so, it would just be the five of us. Don't think I missed the look of disappointment on Emily's face when the beautiful blonde told us.

"I think he's trying to make up for this morning," Cassie told us.

She didn't need explain any more. I tried to imagine coming home and finding my father, post-orgy. A bunch of fat, naked old dudes lying around our living room. The floor, no doubt, covered in the remains of smoked fish and cured, salted meats. It was the only way I could picture it, honestly.

We were all starved (I can't imagine why), so the five of us grabbed breakfast, then found a quiet spot to sit outside at one of the little tables under an umbrella. It was peaceful -- the pool was yet to open -- and so everything had a lovely hush. The wind whispered lushly through the leaves.

I expected it might be awkward, considering everything that had happened. Instead, as soon as we sat, Allison announced to the group that she was, clearly, the 'winner' of the previous evening's event. As if she was talking about a foot race or a fantasy league.

And just like that, there we were, bantering about who got boffed the best the night before. Fortunately, the rest of the seating area was empty. I couldn't imagine what would happen if another family happened to walk by.

"You didn't win," Cassie repeated, "There's no 'winning' in sex. Not if you do it right, anyway."

Allison shook her head in disdain. "Wow, and you were a cheerleader? You must have been terrible."

Despite the harshness of their words, both women were grinning at each other while they argued. It was playful, almost flirty, honestly. Both Allison and Cassie seemed more than satisfied by the previous evening's activities. So, it was natural, perhaps, to want to brag a bit. The fact that it had happened with men they weren't married to only increased the urge to boast, I think.

"Of course I won," Allison said, "We won. I mean, Paul came three times." Allison reached across the table and squeezed my hand. "None of the other guys went more than once."

"I went twice," Mike said. He'd started to raise his hand, but stopped himself. "It was before. When Cassie was, um, sucking me."

"They don't need to know the details, sweetie," Cassie said, rubbing Mike's back affectionately.

I looked around the seating area to be sure we were truly alone. I knew I was being silly, acting so paranoid. But it really felt like the Mickey police were going to come drag us away at any second. Engaging in extramarital orgies was bad enough. Doing them in Disney (and debriefing each other afterward in public) was asking for disaster.

"Three times," Allison repeated, holding up her fingers. "Three." She spread the word out to multiple syllables, smiling broadly. Though my lack of staying power might have been embarrassing to me, apparently it was quite the accomplishment to the athletic woman who'd done it to me.



"Wait, how many times did you go?" Cassie asked, turning to Allison.

"Girl-gasms are different," Allison said, "They're like, worth less."

"Not to the girl that's having them," Cassie said. She kissed Mike on the cheek.

"Paul got me off four times," Allison said, proudly.

I gave her a surprised look. I didn't think there were that many. But then, I hadn't been keeping score like my paramour, apparently.

"First was when he licked me," Allison said. Like her husband, she obviously felt like details were important. And she had no problem ticking them all off right there in front of everyone. I pinballed between pride and embarrassment. "The second was the nipple one. Then the time on top -- that was the biggie. Blew my head clear off."

All three girls nodded, like they all knew exactly what she was talking about.

"When he went the last time," Allison said, smiling my way. "It pushed me over the top."

"Holy crap, calm down," Cassie said, holding up the palm of her hand in a clear stop signal. "I didn't realize I'd turned on the director's commentary."

I noticed Emily, too, was now grinning behind her coffee tumbler. Apparently, I'd done my wife proud.

"You asked, I answered," Allison said, "Anyway, how many did you have, Ms. Suddenly Prudish?"

"Two," Cassie said, leaning back, proudly. Allison gave her a disdainful look. "They were both huge. Massive, really. Like, they should count for double or something."

Something about Cassie's claim seemed off for some reason. Though I can't say why. Her insistence on repeating it only made me wonder about it more.

"Sure, whatever. I won," Allison said, "We won. We. I meant we. Seriously."

I looked over at Mike, expecting him to be, I don't know, upset or something. His wife's treatment of his orgasm total seemed kind of cruel to me. And worse, at the same time, Allison was bragging about how I, the man who was not her husband, had performed with her. It seemed like a recipe for bad feelings.

But the skinny, blond man sat back, looking bemused. Like this was a skit his wife was putting on or something. I guess the exchange rate on Cassie-cums was more than enough to keep him happy.

"Just admit it, I win," Allison said.

"Hang on," Cassie said, raising a finger, "We haven't heard from everyone yet."

Emily shrank into her chair.

"Please," Allison said, "We all know Jack went only the one time."

"Yes, but it was like, a really big one," Emily said. She looked horrified to be speaking, but she said it all the same.

"Well aware," Cassie said, "Don't care. How many times did you go?"

"I went enough," Emily said. She sipped her coffee and wouldn't meet our eyes. Like the architecture of our hotel had become extremely interesting.

Cassie gave Allison a knowing look. "Enough sounds like a lot."

"Tell us how many," Allison said, "Come on math nerd, we know you can add them up."

"Yes, what was your total, Em?" Cassie asked

"It's no big deal to tell us," Mike said, as engaged as he'd been all morning. "We all said ours already."

"I had a few," Emily said, "A good number." She was squirming in her seat now, sweating under the spotlight. If I ever needed my wife to testify on my behalf, I was going to be on the bus to prison before she finished her statement.

"A few what?" Cassie said, "A few hundred? A few thousand?"

"Seriously," Allison said, "Stop with this. How many?"

My wife looked down at the table. Her face flushed. She took a deep breath, like she was about to confess something awful.

"I lost count." She said it so quietly, I almost couldn't hear her.

The table erupted with a roar.

"We have a winner!" Cassie cried out, raising Emily's hand in the air. For her part, my wife looked absolutely mortified over the attention. But I saw a little smile start to find its way across her face.

I looked over at Allison, but she was grinning too.

"We'll get her," she said, the fire roiling in her deep brown eyes. "Next time. Don't you worry. We've got this."

I guess the girl really liked a challenge.

*

After a day of being able to take the monorail to EPCOT, riding the bus to Animal Kingdom felt like a significant downgrade. Still, we swallowed our pride (not like we had much choice) and climbed aboard.

Being short of our sixth member limited our ability to couple up, so the five of us spread out where we could on the overly air-conditioned bus. I ended up next to Mike on one side with the three girls sitting across from us. Both groups shot each other naughty smiles and wicked, lascivious grins as we rumbled down the road.

On the surface, all this flirty fun seemed the same as what we'd been doing the entire trip. But it wasn't. Up till that point there had been boundaries, places we weren't willing to go. Risks we were afraid to take. All those limits were long gone, and it changed the tenor of everything we did together. It felt freeing to be so open with our affections. Also frightening.

Despite our messy morning, we managed to get to Animal Kingdom right when it was opening. We walked under the animal-themed gates and straight into a heavy forest. We paused to stare at an anteater, but Allison, in her role as Disney Director, urged us onward.

The forest fell away, opening up to a concrete clearing with a massive baobab tree in the center. On either side were the usual gift shops. A river of people streamed past us.

As we walked closer to the tree, I saw that it was covered in intricate carvings of animals, both familiar and foreign. We turned to the right -- past an outdoor barbecue restaurant -- and went over a chunky, stone bridge crossing a wide, green river.

On the other side, we entered what was made to look like a south Asian village. There were brightly colored signs, and buildings with tile walls. An abandoned bicycle leaned against a broken-down bus. The tall, bluish mountaintop of the Everest ride loomed in the distance.

We passed several buildings made to look like abandoned temples -- tall, tan spires -- with little monkeys running around on them. I knew better than to try to stop and look, however. Allison was in full martinet mode, leading us determinedly to the rides. Stopping was for suckers. We all shared a knowing look when Allison preemptively snapped at us that the monkeys would be there later in the day.

It seemed that most of the crowd had gone in the opposite direction, because the walkway was fairly empty. Since the park had only recently opened, most of the shops and food stalls were deserted. It was near-quiet and kind of peaceful.

"I hope everything is OK with Jack," Emily said, out of nowhere.

The way she said it was meant to sound like a casual thought, but I could tell she'd been ruminating on it for a while. I should have been used to it by now, my wife obsessing over the older man, but it caught me off kilter sometimes.

"Jack's fine," Cassie said, waving her hand dismissively.

"I feel bad about this morning," Emily said, "Like we're, I dunno, messing up his family or something."

"Please, that was broken a long time before any of us showed up," Cassie said, "These are Jack's choices, not yours."

"You can tell it's been going on for a while," Allison said, unable to hide her disdain.

"Oh, Jack was never like this with Denise," Cassie said, "Sorry, that's his ex. He was loyal to her the whole time. That's what he says anyways. All the other stuff -- the, um, openness -- came after."

I didn't know how to respond to that. None of us did. Even if Jack had cheated on his first wife, it wasn't like any of us was in a position to judge. We'd all had sex with someone other than our spouses, and right in front of each other besides. That wasn't just serving poison, it was straight up telling the person you were doing it. and watching them eagerly gulp it down anyway.

Yet, I think we felt superior in some way because we were all still together. No huge, blowout fights or tight, whispered arguments. We were fine. If anything, it seemed to have made our relationships stronger. The hardest lies to spot are the ones we tell ourselves, after all.

"Denise wanted Jack to be responsible," Cassie said.

"What does that mean?" Mike asked.

"Be an adult," Cassie said, "To her, that meant getting a corporate job and taking the kids to the park on weekends. Grilling with the neighbors in the backyard. That wasn't Jack's thing. He felt like she was trying to domesticate him."

"Makes sense," Emily said, "I wouldn't want to feel that way. Forced to act like someone you're not. It'd be like slowly getting smothered."

"And Jack resents her for it," Cassie said, "They married young, had kids right after, and he felt like he traded away his youth in the process. So now he's trying to make up for lost time."

"Deep," Allison said.

"Dark," Mike said.

"That's my take, anyway," Cassie said with a shrug, "It's not like I was there to see it all happen."

Despite the blonde's disclaimer though, I believed her. As I've said, Cassie had shown she was smart about people. And her instincts made sense based on what I'd seen of Jack.

"In any case, Emily, I wouldn't feel bad in the least," Cassie said, "Jack's a big boy and he makes his own choices."

For a second, I sensed a little bitterness in Cassie's usually bubbly tone. But I dismissed it. I didn't know that woman or her relationship, reading into it at all was like trying to guess at the plot twists in a movie I'd never seen. Any intuition I had was almost certainly off.

We reached Everest and split up. No one even bothered to suggest that Emily would enjoy this one. However, the big shock was that Mike also begged out of it.

"I can't do rides that go backwards," he said, "Something about it breaks me."

So, the tall blond man and my petite brunette wife found a large rock across from the ride and sat down to wait for us. For a moment, I wondered if the two of them might start up something while we were gone. But I shook it out of my head. Both of them were too obsessed with the other members of our group to care one bit about each other.

Cassie, Allison, and I were early enough that the 'line' was just us walking through the themed areas for the ride until we got to the front. The queue led us through a staged yeti museum, but I was only able to glance as we raced past

We were all held back from the platform when we got to the front, as cast members prepped for the morning.

"First ride of the day," Allison said. When you're competitive about everything, anything can be a victory, I suppose.

Finally, all of us were released to get on the train. The cars held two people each, and Cassie bravely volunteered to sit by herself so Allison and I could pair. They put the beautiful blonde woman right in front of us, then sent a twenty-something bro with carefully coiffed bedhead and a scruff beard to sit next to her.

"Whoa," he said, as soon as he saw her. I couldn't see his face, but I assumed he was goggling at her. "I mean, um, hi."

"Hey," Cassie said casually, not even turning to look his way.

"Are you here by yourself?" he asked her.

"No, I'm actually in a dedicated throuple with those two hotties sitting behind us," Cassie said.

Allison and I, already snickering uncontrollably, burst out into giggles.

"Holy fuck," the guy said, processing what Cassie had told him. "I mean, uh, good for you. I support nontraditional relationships. Or whatever."

"I bet you do," Cassie said.

Fortunately, the train took off, sparing that poor fellow any additional misery. Allison reached over and gripped my hand. I turned and she flashed me that wicked grin I liked so much.

"Let's go!" she said, her brown eyes flashing wild.

*

After the ride, we made our way through the gift shop and out to the park. Emily and Mike were sitting on the same rock where we'd left them, but I noticed the two of them were holding hands. They quickly separated as soon as they saw us. It made their contact seem even more questionable.

With our group gathered, we headed back through Asia. Allison had a FastPass for the water ride, so we turned to the right of the monkey tower. It turned out to be one of those orange-tube-on-the-rapids things that almost every park seems to have some version of. We managed to stay mostly dry (Cassie got the worst of it), but you could tell that they were running the water lower than usual because it was early in the morning.

After that, we walked out of Asia and over to the Africa section. The transformation was immediate. Again, I had to appreciate the attention to detail as we turned to get on line for the Safari.

By now, the park had started to fill up more evenly and the wait to see the animals was about forty minutes. While we stood in line, despite the fact that she was still dripping, Mike hugged Cassie from behind, kissing the back of her neck.

Since her husband had started it, Allison took the opportunity to do the same to me.

"It's not fair," Emily said, pouty, "I don't have anyone to hug me."

"I've got you, sweetie," Cassie said. She stepped out of Mike's grasp, then squeezed Emily the same way, kissing her neck. I know the whole 'girls making out' thing is cliche, but my rapidly stiffening cock didn't care.

However, Emily's complaint made it clear: so long as there was an imbalance in the group, we had to limit the playing around. So, we all pretended to be actual adults instead of the wild, horny animals we usually acted like.

We saw actual horny animals (well, horned, anyway) on the safari, then did a nearby walking tour on a path through lush jungle. There were a bunch of exhibits on the walk, including a family of gorillas. Allison actually allowed us to stop and look at them, so you know they were pretty impressive.

After that, we left through another outdoor area, meant to look like a nondescript village in Africa. A group of men played the drums on a stage nearby. The stores were now open; the earlier drips of people had become a full-on flood.

We turned past a sign for a Lion King show and headed down a curving stone path that dipped to go under a bridge. When we came out the other side, we were on an alien planet. Well, a land made to look like one anyway.

Large, strangely colored plants surrounded us on either side. Above us, were several massive rocks, made to look like they were floating in the air. Everything was a mix of natural environment mixed with industrial looking science fiction props.

When we got to our spot, the line for Flight of Passage, we saw that the wait was close to 2 hours. Allison rested her hands on her hips and glared up at the sign, like it had done her a personal insult.

"I thought this might happen," she said, "When we got here late, our only hope was to jump on Everest and gamble that the morning rush would die down."

"We got here right when the park opened," Emily said.

"That's late," Allison said, insistent.

"Well, I'm willing to wait for this ride," Mike said, "It's very cool. You get on the back of this giant bird-thing, and it feels like you're flying. It's like Soarin' on steroids."

"That doesn't sound fun at all," Emily said.

"Oh agreed," Allison said, "You would hate this ride. But for the rest of us, it's probably worth the wait." She let out a big, resigned sigh.

"Hang on," Cassie said. She whipped out her cell and made a call.

Meanwhile, the rest of us got lined up. The queue snaked back and around the land, to the point where we were barely on the 'planet' anymore. This was going to be rough. I felt bad for Emily, she'd be sitting around by herself for hours and wouldn't even get the benefit of going on the ride, itself.

Cassie raced over and grabbed my and Allison's hand. "Come on, we're all set," she said.

"Holy fuck," Mike said, then shushed himself.

"Your guy got us through?" Allison asked.

"Concierge for the win!" Cassie said.

"Damn, we've got to get better jobs with higher salaries," Mike said, shaking his head.

I gave Emily a quick kiss on the cheek, and the four of us raced off to the FastPass lane. We still waited for about fifteen minutes, but that was nothing compared to what we'd been doomed to before.

We followed a bunch of long, concrete corridors that eventually led to a room with roughly twenty individual riding mounts, all lined up in one row. They looked like a mix of a wheel-less motorcycle and a mechanical, headless horse.

We stowed our things in lockers at the back wall, then mounted our giant bird contraptions. The wall in front of us opened, revealing a huge screen, and we took off to the skies. Mike and Allison weren't kidding -- the ride was pretty cool. I may have cheered at one point, though I cannot confirm.

When the ride finished, we got off our mounts. As I went to get my things, I noticed Cassie was standing in the corner, her face half buried. I spun to find Mike, but he and Allison had already left the room. Cautiously, like approaching a tiger, I went over to Cassie.

"You OK?" I asked, very conscious of keeping my accent controlled.

Cassie looked up at me and I saw her face was wet. She'd been crying.

"Sorry," the beautiful blonde said, "The whole flying thing. I guess it got to me for a sec."

"That happens a lot, actually." I turned to find the source of those words. There was a short, rotund cast member standing by the door. I gave her an appreciative nod.

I put my arm around Cassie's shoulder. "The ride was great."

"The whole experience was overwhelming," Cassie said, "I got, like, caught up in it. I'm so embarrassed."

"Don't be," I said, "I got excited too."

"Clearly, I mean, you're talking and everything," Cassie said.

I gave her a tight nod. That was true.

"Sorry," Cassie said, "I shouldn't make fun. You're a good guy, you know that?" Cassie reached for my hand and clasped it. A smile crinkled at the corners of her boundless blue eyes.

I didn't know what to say. It was strange seeing Cassie vulnerable like this -- like catching a Disney character with half their costume off. Suddenly I was very aware of how much the person I'd met was actually a performance. Cassie might be bubbly and beautiful, yes, but she was also an actual human being. Flawed. And I found myself liking her so much more because of that.

Cassie sniffled, then straightened. "I think that's enough melodrama for one day."

But the beautiful blonde didn't let go of my hand until we were back outside the building.

*

We found Emily waiting for us at a nearby restaurant, sitting at an outdoor table. She was grinning excitedly, kicking her legs like a little girl. At first, I thought she was happy to see us. But then I saw what had her so pumped.

Emily held up her phone to show the group: Jack had texted her (when had they exchanged numbers?) that he was coming to meet us for lunch. That text had been about half an hour ago. He'd probably be joining us soon.

So, we ordered food at the restaurant (rice bowls with meat and vegetables, kind of like stir fry) and found ourselves a table inside the air-conditioned cafeteria. Jack arrived right when we sat down.

As soon as Emily saw the older man, she ran and hugged him tight. Cassie and I shared a look -- our significant others were finding each other oddly significant. Allison must have noticed the look on my face, as well, because she reached over and squeezed my hand. A gentle reminder that I had someone to be excited about, too. It was easy to feel OK about my wife's indiscretions with two attractive blondes there to comfort me.

Cassie had already ordered for her husband, so we all dug in. I don't think I realized how much energy I'd expended. That huge bowl of food disappeared far too quickly.

"How was your time with your kids?" Emily asked, brightly.



Jack and Cassie shared a knowing look.

"They're upset, understandably," Jack said, "I don't think anyone wants to think about their old man getting up to stuff like that."

We all nodded, commiserating. As if this was a common problem that all families faced.

"Not gonna lie, things were already rough," Jack continued, "They're mad cause of the divorce and upset about Cassie. As you might imagine, me marrying a younger woman didn't exactly go over too well. Finding us all this morning, well, it doesn't help any."

"I'm sorry, hon," Cassie said, stroking her husband's arm, supportively.

"Naw, it's alright," Jack said, "The good news is now I've got lots more time to spend with you all."

Jack went right back to eating. We all felt a pall cast over us. What he'd left unsaid said it all.

"I'm sorry," Emily said. She looked legitimately distraught. Like all her concerns from that morning had come to pass.

"They were going to find something to be angry about one way or the other," Jack said, "Kids grow up, start to see themselves as adults. But you never stop being 'Dad,' you know?"

"We don't want to get in the way of things," Mike said, "Like, if you need time or whatever we'd understand."

"For sure," Allison said, "Family first."

"I appreciate that," Jack said, "But there's nothing to be done about it for now. Let's all have fun."

After we finished eating, we walked back out of Pandora and headed over to the far side of the park. There was another walking trail in Asia that Allison wanted to do, then a ride with dinosaurs.

Now that we were back to our six-some, we began breaking off into little couples again. Not the people we were married to, of course. That would be ridiculous.

As usual, Mike went with Cassie, Emily with Jack, and me with Allison. Cassie didn't even have to declare 'date day.' We all just did it, naturally. As before, though, we made sure to stay together as a larger group while we walked.

"I know, I know, everyone together," Cassie said to Emily the first time we started to drift apart a little. "Don't worry, I know the rules, you little perv."

Emily blushed furiously, but she also smiled broadly. She'd gotten what she wanted.

Still, it was impossible for all of us to stay together in one big clump the whole time, and so we caught little private moments. It was Disney-approved level PDA, but it promised of more for later.

At one point, I caught Jack kissing Emily over by the tiger exhibit. And Mike and Cassie were giggling like crazy after they went into the bat house by themselves. Not that Allison and I didn't engage in a little friendly competition, as well. We both won the 'best kisser' award in a stunning tie, mostly conducted while we waited to get on the dinosaur ride.

By mid-afternoon however, we started to feel like we were running out of things to do. There were shows we could have seen, or I guess we could have met Mickey or something, but we were all tired. According to my watch, I'd unintentionally done over 12,000 steps. I was lucky I could walk at all.

Plus, the promise of all that flirting meant that we were all thinking about the special ride we could all be enjoying back at the hotel. Even flying on a giant bird over an alien planet couldn't compete with that.

"It's OK, we need to get ready for tonight, anyway," Allison said, after we suggested heading out for the day. We were standing near one of the gift shops. The air felt like it was heavy with rain, but I'd learned that didn't mean much in central Florida.

As I looked over at Allison, her face twisted in a slight pout, I realized something. I couldn't imagine this was the Disney experience that Allison had wanted at the start of the trip. Not that she was unhappy about some things, for sure, but it seemed like the athletic woman wasn't indulging in the parks the way she would ordinarily.

"Every trip is different," Allison said, smoothly, as we hiked back to the entrance of the park. The two other couples had gotten ahead of us, giving us a little private time. "That's why we keep coming back."

I couldn't imagine that any trip was this different, though.

Allison laughed, agreeably. "You're right," she said, "This one is definitely unique."

As soon as we got to the Poly, we started walking back towards the bungalow, like on autopilot. But Allison stopped us.

"I need to stop at our place first," she said, "So I can get my outfit."

"We can come along," Cassie said.

Oh boy.

We headed to the back of the resort. After so much time at the bungalow, this felt like a fresh experience. When had our own hotel room become such an unfamiliar place?

When we got upstairs to our room, no one started digging through their suitcases or looking for their stuff. Instead, we each found our spots and settled in.

We'd folded up the second bed, so Emily and Jack sat on the couch. The two of them seemed drawn to that particular type of furniture for some reason. Mike and Cassie climbed onto the bed, which left Allison and I to sit on the floor. That was fine by us, and we all settled into a quiet, comfortable make out session.

This was so familiar, the six of us being together. Yet at the same time, it was totally different. No one was pretending that they had rules, or limits. Instead, we nonchalantly fooled around with our selected non-spouses. Like it was a totally normal thing to do. That difference, our casual indifference, should have made us all the more cautious.

The room filled with the sounds of people kissing. Little 'hmmms' and 'ahhhs.' It was nice, affectionate. We'd done all this before, of course, but in Cassie's cabin there was more space so we could spread out. Here, we all felt on top of each other. Well, in a sense, anyway.

I don't know if it was that closeness or just coming down from the day, but we all went about things at a more reasoned pace. There was none of the wild abandon we'd exhibited the night before. I guess it was a bit too slow for Cassie, however, because she broke it up a minute later.

"I think we should play a game," she said.

For one minute, I pictured all of us sitting around a table naked and playing Parcheesi. I don't know why that image entered my head. It was a bizarre, funny thing to imagine.

"It's kind of like HORSE," Cassie explained, "Well, WHORES, I guess, considering this group. We'll play in our pairs, of course."

Allison was into any kind of competition, so she immediately agreed. I noticed that Jack seemed less enthused by his wife's suggestion, but he let it go.

"OK, so here's the deal," Cassie said, "Each couple gets a turn to do something that the others have to match exactly."

"So, like, if you kiss Mike's butt, we all have to do it," Emily said.

"Exactly," Cassie said.

"Please don't kiss Mike's butt," Allison said, laughing.

"Yes, what if we can't match for whatever reason?" Emily asked.

"Well, then you're out of the game," Allison said, "Seems simple enough."

"I mean, I suppose," Cassie said, "It's not really about beating each other."

"Sure, it's not," Allison said, smirking. Already, I was imagining the crazy crap that Allison was going to make me do, all in the service of 'winning' the game. This was going to end up with me in traction.

"Since she 'won' last night, Emily should go first," Cassie said.

Jack gave my wife an evaluating look. The petite brunette leaned over to her lover and kissed him on the lips. Simple enough. We other four followed their lead and smooched.

Allison and I went next. I was expecting the athletic blonde to push for something nuts, but instead she reached for the hem of her purple tank top. I caught her cue and grabbed my own t-shirt.

Despite seeing them so much already, I still stared in appreciation as Allison's cute, round breasts jiggled out. The athletic blonde saw what had my attention and smiled. All of her earlier discomfort about her chest had been burned away in the heat of my desire.

Now the rest of the group had to match. Emily's pointy, perky tits were the next to arrive. I noticed her slightly upturned, puffy nipples were already reddening. Cassie's large boobs were the last to appear. While they weren't actually all that massive, they looked enormous compared to the other women in the room. Oh, and the guys also took off their shirts. I was too busy being distracted by all the boobage to truly notice.

Cassie and Mike took the next turn and chose the obvious; three rounds in and all of us were already completely naked. It was mind boggling to think of how far we'd come. On that first night, Allison hadn't been comfortable exposing her tit for a few seconds. Now, getting totally nude was only a speed bump before the real race could begin.

Once again, I had the pleasure of seeing all three beautiful women in the buff. Allison with her bare pussy, and lanky, perfectly sculpted body. Cassie's incredible curves -- her wide hips with a tuft of golden hair covering her cunt. And my own wife, tiny and sexy with her full, brown bush and cute butt.

It really was something to be surrounded by so much feminine splendor. Each of the women so different, yet wonderful in their own ways. To see one of them naked was such a privilege. Having all three of them there, well, that was something else.

The other guys, obviously, agreed with me. All three of us were already quite erect. Mike's long, thin dick stuck straight out, rising and falling slightly with his heartbeat. Again, I had that mental image of an oil dipstick. Jack's penis pointed outward as well, nestled in that thick nest of silver hair. I had nothing to be ashamed of though, my own dick was slightly longer than Jack's and the thickest of any of the three by far. Again, three very different anatomies each eager to accomplish the same thing.

Just as the guys had been perving on the girls, they too took the time to examine us, hungrily. I noticed Allison and Cassie both taking more than a quick glance at my body, broad and thick. Emily, herself, gave me a little wanton smirk. I knew how much it turned her on when I got the other women worked up.

The game was back to Jack and Emily. The older man sat down on the couch and spread his legs. Wordlessly, he pressed on my petite wife's shoulders, pushing her to her knees. Emily lowered her eyelids, signaling her submission, and she started to slowly lick up and down Jack's dick.

Cassie, dutifully, slid off the bed and took Mike in her mouth. He sat on the edge of the mattress, moaning at her ministrations. Running his fingers through her long, golden hair.

Finally, Allison dropped to the carpet, pushing me back so she could slurp at my shaft.

"So thick," she grunted around my meat.

The room filled with the wet sounds of sucking, all three women working us over. Jack held Emily's head, thrusting roughly. She made little choking sounds as she tried to keep up. When he noticed me looking, he slowed down a little, loosening his grip.

Cassie and Mike were more affectionate. She could barely get half of his long dick in her mouth, but Cassie licked and sucked at his cock like it was a holy object. The whole time, Mike ran his hands over the beautiful blonde's head and shoulders, like checking to make sure she was really, truly, there. Tracing every inch of her -- of that moment -- into his mind.

Allison, of course, went after me with her usual determined aggression. It was wonderful to be worked way. Though it also left me with a lot of pressure to perform. I didn't think I could fail at getting a blowjob, but Allison was making me rethink that assumption.

"Who's next?" Cassie asked, her words muffled by the man she was sucking.

"I think the boys should return the favor," Allison declared, letting my dick pop out of her mouth. She spun around and lay down on the ground. She lifted her hips and spread them. Her pussy was visibly wet, more than anxious for my arrival.

I knelt down between Allison's legs. Emily being Emily, I hadn't gotten a lot of practice with oral stuff. I felt a little nervous as I approached Allison's sex. This truly was a performance, and I didn't want to let anyone down. I reminded myself that the athletic blonde had said she'd cum from my cunnilingus the night before. That gave me a little reassurance as I began to tongue Allison's eager twat.

I heard bodies shifting and light, feminine gasps as the other couples mirrored us. It was hard to see from where I was working, but I did my best to get the lay of the land.

Mike and Cassie were up on the bed. The tall blonde man was on his back, and Cassie slowly lowered her sex onto his mouth, using the headboard to hold herself up. I felt very bad for our neighbors, saying a silent prayer that they were out at the parks.

On the couch, Emily laid back with her legs spread. As I said, she'd never been a fan of oral, but she seemed more than happy to have Jack's silvered head between her thighs. He ate at her noisily, like a starving man set upon a succulent supper.

Allison's hands gripped my head, tight. Her legs snapped around my skull. Damn, but pleasing this woman turned painful. I did my best to stay with it. But instead of loosening up, Allison clenched tighter around me. She shoved my face into her groin, and I lost my breath. My head felt like an overripe melon about to burst.

Allison trembled, a tiny shake. Finally, she dropped back. I nearly passed out, myself, gulping for air as the athletic blonde gasped out her orgasm. I was just happy to be free from her grasp.

"Oh fuck," I heard her say, sucking in a deep breath. Allison's body stiffened again. A tiny aftershock. Fortunately, this time I was safely to the side

Finally, Allison recovered. Her brown eyes came back into focus. She looked down at me, lying near-dead at her feet and quickly pulled me up. She kissed me hard, despite the fact my face was sticky with her secretions.

"Who's... next?" Cassie asked from the bed. She was having trouble forming words; her dedication to our game was truly admirable.

"Emily," Allison said.

Jack didn't give my wife the chance to answer. Instead, he climbed up on the couch, grabbed his dick in his fist, and slotted it into my wife's tight, tiny pussy. Emily was already so lost in ecstasy, I don't think she even noticed that her lover had switched from tongue to dick until his hardness was up to the hilt inside of her.

"Well OK then," Cassie said. She didn't seem too disappointed by this turn of events.

The beautiful blonde carefully dismounted from Mike's face, then lay back in the missionary position. Mike gave her a hungry grin. He guided his dick into her. Cassie made a very, un-cheerleader like grunt as he settled in.

Allison and I were already in the right positions. The tall woman didn't stop kissing me. She reached down and aimed my cock at her target. I plunged forward, groaning as her hot, dripping hole slowly accepted my urgent invader.

The six of us settled into a symphony of sexual sounds. The percussion of flesh on flesh. The headboard beating against the wall. The squeaky protests of the couch. High pitched gasps and whines counterpointed with low groans and deep sighs.

Then, our conductor changed our tempo, once again.

"Let's flip this around," Cassie said. I was impressed that she was able to remember a game was going on.

The beautiful blonde put Mike back on his back. She straddled his dick and settled onto his long shaft. Allison grinned at me, lustily. She didn't need to tell me this was her favorite position. The athletic blonde rolled me over, not too aggressively. She sighed as her pussy slipped back over me. Like even a second of separation had been too long.

"Fuck that's nice," she said.

Over on the couch, Jack lay back at the cushions, a tiny grin dancing on his lips, while my little wife slowly lowered herself onto him. Her perfectly formed breasts pointed outward, nipples red as cherries. Her dark muff merged with Jack's silvery pubes. She made a strangely girlish giggle as she stared down at him.

"Oooh, I like this," she said.

Rather than riding up and down like Cassie or slowly rubbing back and forth like Allison, my wife had her own approach to humping another woman's husband. She undulated back and forth, arcing her body in pronounced slithers. Curving and writing on the older man's cock.

It was Allison's turn to drive the action now and she didn't need reminding. She lifted up slightly and began slowly turning on my dick, like she was a record on the turntable. When Allison was all the way around, I did the instinctual thing and grabbed hold of those perfect, pink cheeks. She started humping up and down on my shaft.

"Woohoo!" Cassie cried out. She was clearly a fan of this position. She jumped off Mike's cock and spun, then slowly lowered herself back down. As the beautiful blonde carefully backed up into place, I could almost hear the beeping of a truck in reverse in my mind. Once Mike was fully encased in her pussy, Cassie slowly sat back up.

"This is new," Emily said. That was true. Reverse cowgirl was a little much for a girl who, previous to this trip, considered over the covers to be particularly risque.

She got off Jack, climbed over him, and settled. But about halfway down, my petite brunette wife froze. For a second, I thought maybe she'd hit a painful spot. Subtly, she began rubbing herself in place. I realized I'd assumed the wrong kind of sensitivity.

"Ooo," Emily said, "Ah!" Her eyes went wide. Her jaw fell open.

"Yeah girl!" Cassie cried out. All she needed was a pair of pom-poms. "Get that g-spot!"

"That's it, little one," Jack said, stroking her side, "Relax. Let it happen."

Emily nodded her head. Her face went red. A little tear escaped the corner of her eye. Her whole body shook so hard, I really thought we might have to call the hospital. A long hiss slipped out of her, and she fell forward. Head resting on Jack's knees.

"Wow," she said, "Wow wow."

I thought Emily might be done. But she sat back up again and started sliding on Jack's dick. Clearly searching for that same magic place in her pussy.

All the women were now facing each other, like proudly displaying their bodies to the room. Rising and falling, each at their own pace.

Allison glanced back at me, little breasts flopping up and down as she rode my dick. Then she turned towards the couch.

"Your husband is so thick, Em," she said, "It's stretching me out so good."

"Mike's cock is so long, Allie," Cassie said, joining in, "It's poking my cervix. Hurts. But in a good way."

"Uhhrrrr ah!" Emily said, pushed past coherence as she shimmied on Jack's shlong.

"Sweet, tight pussy," Jack said, doing his best to fill in as he filled my wife. "Such a. Great. Fuck."

"Your wife's gorgeous, Jack," Mike said, "So fucking beautiful."

"You like seeing me spitted on your dick, Michael?" Cassie asked, playfully.

"So good," Mike said.

The room went silent. I knew they were all waiting for me to speak up. Dammit.

"Allison is incredible." I forced out each word, as if the athletic woman's incredible cunt was squeezing them forth.

I got a polite round of applause for my efforts.

Whether Jack realized it was his turn to give us something to do, or if he was doing it just because, I'll never know. But he gave his thumb a gratuitous suck and pointed it right at my wife's brown star.

Emily froze, mid stroke. Held there. Slowly, Jack sunk his digit into her rear end. She let out a low, animal moan as she settled down.

Cassie looked back at Mike, and gave him an enthusiastic thumbs up, providing both approval and a demonstration of what he needed to do. Mike licked his own thumb, then pressed it into Cassie's ass. The blonde woman shuddered. Her movements slowed. Her beautiful face screwed so tight, I couldn't tell if it was pleasure or pain. Probably both. But as Cassie had already admitted, she kind of liked that mixed sensation.



Allison saw what was going on and turned back to glare at me. "Don't even think about it," she said.

I held my hands up in surrender.

"I guess that means you lose," Cassie said, smiling at Allison. It wasn't mean-spirited. But that didn't matter. Allison's eyes flashed hot.

"Do it," she said, through gritted teeth.

"I don't want to hurt you," I said.

"I. Don't. Care," Allison said.

I sucked my thumb so long, it was like being an infant all over again. Then I gingerly rested my digit on Allison's rosebud. She flinched but held herself in place. Slowly, I pressed my thumb forward. Allison's breaths came in tight, pained gasps. I got halfway to the knuckle before she grabbed my wrist, hard.

"Get it out," she said. The look on her face almost desperate. Allison bore down and pushed my thumb right back out of her butt. "That's good enough," she told the room. No one was brave enough to disagree with her.

"Getting close," Mike said.

We all turned to the copulating couple on the bed.

"OK, last call," Cassie said, grinning.

"It's your turn, cheerleader," Allison said.

Cassie seemed about to say something when Mike pushed her off his dick. Her eyes went wide with surprise. The blond man steered his partner off the bed, back to her knees on the floor. He gripped his dick, holding it in front of her face. Cassie didn't look thrilled by this, but she rested on her haunches, dutifully awaiting his spend.

Allison gave me a shrug, then climbed off. She knelt down on the ground and grabbed my dick, stroking it enthusiastically while keeping me pointed at her face.

When Jack tried to move, however, Emily's hips clamped down.

"No!" my innocent wife cried out, "In! In me!"

Jack started thrusting upward with abandon. Every push elicited a new sound from Emily. A gasp, a grunt, a groan. A long stream of "Oh. Ah. Oh God. Please. Cum inside. Cum so deep."

Finally, Jack arched his body upward, lifting Emily right off the couch. He let out a deep roar. Emily's pretty face went pink. Her eyes squeezed shut.

"ah! OH! Oh God!" Emily's whole body shook. "Sssssso gooood."

She fell forward, hugging herself tight as her cum wriggled out of her. A little orgasm by her standards, lately. Bur clearly satisfying enough as she lay back on the couch, sated. Jack's dick popped out. A thick glob of his spend slipped out of Emily's pussy along with him.

"Emily's out!" Allison shouted, but the rest of us were too engaged to care.

Mike groaned loudly. "Oh, yes," he said, "Oh God. Cassie. My Cassie. So beautiful." A pale white arc fired from his dick and splattered the blonde woman across her deep blue eyes and upturned nose. Her cheeks covered in fresh spatters of hot semen.

Cassie giggled, then sent out her pink tongue to lick the spend from her face. I understood why Mike had wanted this, to paint his crush girl with his cum. Seeing her perfect face marked by his pleasure was extremely hot.

Allison pulled at my pud perfectly, like she'd studied my instruction manual for months. She moved the loose skin up and down my shaft, smiling up at me the whole time.

"Do it," she mouthed, and it was all I could take. "You've got this. Bring it home. Cum for me."

My first burst fountained onto Allison's face. She pointed the next at her tits. I lost track after that, my pleasure grabbing hold of me. When I blinked, I saw that I'd given Allison a healthy facial, her one eye winked closed by a fat glob of semen. Her little breasts were shiny with my spend. Her hand, too, was sticky with strands of cum.

I sank down to the floor. Allison held me close and kissed my cheek. I felt my own semen, slippery and cold, brush my skin.

"That was lovely," she whispered in my ear.

"Did you?"

"Twice," she said, "Not that anyone's counting."

*

We slowly untangled from each other. Our goal of getting ready for the night was completely undone. We were covered in each other's juices, totally naked, and even more tired than before. We stumbled around the room, aimlessly, like we didn't even know what to do with ourselves. Finally, Allison regained enough conscious thought to give us our marching orders.

"Showers," she declared, "Then get dressed. We've got a party to get to."

Emily stood up on shaking, spindly legs. I saw another glob of sperm slip out of her snatch and stain the carpeting. We were going to need to leave a massive tip for housekeeping, as well as a thirteen-page, handwritten apology letter. At minimum.

Carefully, like walking on ice, Emily made her way back to the bathroom. Jack leapt up from the couch and followed her.

"We'll catch up with y'all in a bit," he said, sliding the shoji door closed with finality.

Allison and I shared a knowing look.

"We'll go shower at my place," Cassie said, grabbing Mike's hand. He pulled his outfit out of his suitcase, they threw on their clothes, and they sprinted out of the room, like fleeing a fire. Or racing for an ice cream truck. They slammed the front door behind them.

Allison grabbed my hand and we lay down on the bed. I heard the sound of water turning on in the bathroom. Instinctually, my gut twisted. To this point, we'd all shared our time together. Now, clearly, we'd moved on to something else. Again. Another barrier -- whoosh! Gone. Were we even pretending at it anymore?

I couldn't keep my mind from wandering into that bathroom, wondering exactly what was going on. Fortunately, the sounds were enough to give me a pretty good idea. There was a bonging noise as a body was shoved against glass. A loud feminine gasp.

Allison put her hand on my head and gently turned me to face her. She was completely naked, recumbent on the bed. Her shins stuck out beyond my feet. She'd wiped her face, but her tits were still slippery with my sperm.

The athletic blonde leaned over me and kissed me.

"Stay with me," she said.

I nodded.

She reached for my dick. I think it impressed us both that I was already hard. Allison didn't say a word, she just gathered me up till I was on top of her. Surrounded by her shapely legs and strong arms.

I ground my cock down into her furrow. Strained and needful. On the third press, I pushed inside. Allison reacted like it was our first time all over again. She groaned as I filled her.

In the distance I heard my wife. "Oh Jack! Fuck me! Fuck me hard." It was so clearly her voice, yet so not her words. Odd and incongruent.

I felt Allison's hand on my cheek. The little slap was implied.

"Sorry," I said.

"I've got you," Allison said.

She did. We moved slowly against each other, savoring every sensation. We'd fucked before. Several times. But this wasn't fucking. We weren't performing for the group or showing off. We were doing something else. Something far more intoxicating and intimate.

I glorified in every sensation. Not just the way her pussy squeezed me tight. But how her legs felt wrapped around my back. How her coral nipples stood straight up on her now nearly-flat chest. Her deep brown eyes, sparkling with mirth and desire.

Allison kissed me, warm and wanting. I ran my hands all over her. Like tracking every secret spot.

"Oh! Cumming!" Emily screamed from the bathroom. "Cum in MEEE!"

Allison lost her rhythm. She dropped her head back and started laughing.

"She used to be so shy," she said.

I looked Allison in the eye, letting myself be totally immersed in our coupling. The tall blonde was right, we needed to let ourselves have our own moment. The sounds of my wife's pleasure became ever more distant.

"Cum," I told Allison, "Cum for me."

"You'd like that, huh?" Allison asked, "See your wife's bestie get herself off on your big, thick cock."

"You know I would."

Allison grinned. She knew a challenge when she heard one.

She slammed her eyes shut and started undulating under me. Her pussy squeezed at my cock like a little suckling mouth. Her fingers stuck between us, rubbing her clit frantically. I held myself over her, letting her get off on my dick.

"Come on," she said, "Come on Allison. You've got this."

I beamed down at her. That little mantra was so adorable. The way she pushed herself forward.

"You've got this, Allison." she rambled on. "Make it happen. Get there. Don't you dare you little..."

She paused, then pinched her clit between her fingers. She gasped in something that sounded a whole lot like pain.

"That's it," Allison said to herself, "Give it up! Don't stop. Don't... uhn! Come on, Allison, you useless... Come on, baby! Give it. Give it up. Give it..."

The athletic blonde stiffened. Her legs tightened at my waist. Her neck muscles strained.

"uhhhhhUP!" Allison cried out. It was loud enough to echo in the hotel room. I knew it was a sound just for me. "That's it. That's a girl. You got it. Yeah, baby. Got it good." She panted heavily, mumbling as she caught her breath.

"Fuck me." Allison's words came out as a whimper. Broken and strained. "Hard."

I started to pump into her with abandon. We regained our rhythm. Both of us now working the other for release. But it wasn't about the orgasm anymore. We weren't only getting each other off. We were sharing something far deeper. An expression of our affections that would never work with words.

I hitched as I felt myself ready to go. I didn't want it to end. But the finish was something I couldn't escape.

Allison kissed me, I buried myself as deep as I could.

"Cum inside me," she said. Whispered it in my ear. A mirror of what I'd heard my wife shouting a few minutes before. The urgency of her words no less loud. "Fill me up."

On cue, I unloaded my essence into Allison. Like streaming my soul straight into her womb. A long, pleasurable burst. The ecstasy overwhelming.

As I went, shaking, Allison held me close, kissing me. Whispering my name like it was magic.

When we finally disconnected, it was like we'd been glued. Sticky with sweat and spend. I lay back on the bed, blown. Allison reached over and squeezed my hand.

"I need a tissue," she said.

"They're in the bathroom," I said.

"There's two bathrooms," Allison said.

"Tissues are only in the other one," I said.

Allison groaned and fell back onto the bed. "Dammit," she said, "I don't want to go in there."

"Me neither," I said.

"She's your wife, you should be used to seeing her naked," Allison said.

"Not like that," I said.

Allison twisted her lips, ruefully. "You're seriously OK with all this?"

I shrugged. It was a little late to be complaining.

"I think Emily needed something," I said, "We needed it."

"Shake things up?"

"Maybe," I said. Any attempts to conceal my accent were long gone. "I want a family, but maybe I pushed too much. Emily isn't ready to be old yet."

"She told me once," Allison said, "Her mom had kids very young. A huge family."

"Emily's one of eight," I said.

"I told her I thought it sounded nice," Allison said, "I'm an only child and I was so lonely growing up. But Emily looked so envious. It was like, imagining being her mother made her ill. I think she's afraid that's going to happen. She'll end up trapped, hemmed in, by her own loved ones."

"Yes," I said, "That sounds like Emily."

At that moment, my wife let out another long, loud shriek. Muffled only slightly by the sounds of the shower.

"Jeez, he's really giving it to her in there," Allison said idly. Then she looked my way, abashed.

I rolled onto my side and started to lazily play my fingers over Allison's chest. The casual contact was almost more transgressive than all the sex. We weren't just coupling, this was being an actual couple.

"And you?" I asked.

"Cassie fucking Summers," Allison said, "As soon as I saw Mike looking at her in 'Ohana, I knew I couldn't compete. I figured I could argue, lose, and have him fuck her anyway. Or I could be the good little wifey and let Mike have his fun, knowing that he'd come back to me. Eventually."

"Are you having fun?" I asked.

Allison formed a half frown. "Sometimes," she said, wistful. She looked right at me. "With you though, Paul? Always. You're a great guy."

"I am pretty amazing," I said.

Allison growled. She punched me in the shoulder. It hurt a lot more than when her husband did it a few days before. The athletic blonde chortled -- full and wonderful. She leaned in and kissed me, hard.

Then we fell back, lazily cuddling in the bed. Idle in a way that was wholly intimate. The silence wrapping around us like a warm, soft blanket.

I thought about what Allison had said, how she'd protected her marriage vows by letting Mike break them. Was I doing the same thing? Playing along in the hopes that, eventually, Emily would come back to me? Maybe even improved, a bit more sexually open; willing to try new things. Yet also calmed, content, and ready to start building a family.

That's what I wanted, right? But what about all that I'd experienced? I realized I wasn't sure I was ready to let go of all this, either.

What I'd found with Allison was so different. We'd connected in a way I'd never conceived. We'd been close before. The innocent teasing, the little winks and eye-rolls. We'd become so much more than that. 'Friendship' hardly described what we had. I knew, instinctively, that Allison and I were now linked in a way we could never break. Stronger than steel and harder than diamonds.

And yet, when I looked at that gorgeous face and those deep brown eyes, I knew. All that I felt for Allison -- as close as I'd ever been to a woman who was not my wife -- I realized in that moment.

I didn't love her. I never would.

Allison was wonderful. But we could never evolve past what we were. Even if we fucked for weeks. Made love for months. Some bridges couldn't be crossed, no matter how hard you tried to force yourself over.

In some ways, that revelation was a relief. A reminder that, no matter how far we went, there was still a limit. But it made me sad, too. I honestly can't say why.

I groaned and got out of bed. Allison watched me go. I think she sensed what I'd been thinking. She gave me a wan little smile.

"First bathroom, right?" I said, referencing the morning when I'd accidentally walked in on her naked.

"Second," she said, the grin on her face got fuller.

I went into the empty bathroom by myself. I could hear the rhythmic thumps of my wife getting epically fucked in the next room. I turned on the shower water and it all faded away. I stood there, soaking in the heat, just staring at the stone walls. Tracing the patterns like a Rorschach Test, searching for hidden meaning in the randomness.

Eventually I pumped out some soap and went about the business of actually cleaning myself. My body ached like I'd been in a fist fight. I was covered in bruises and blisters, unsure of whether they had come from the long days in the parks or the marathon sex sessions afterwards. Extreme Disney. Who'd have thought?

When I was done, I switched off the shower water and grabbed my towel. The other bathroom had gone quiet. I heard the sounds of conversation in the next room. Not sex; actual talking. I slid open the shoji door of the bathroom and, once again, was taken aback.

There, standing in the middle of our hotel room, was an actual, honest-to-God, Disney princess.
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I stood frozen in the doorway, mouth agape. An actual, honest-to-God, Disney princess was standing in the middle of our hotel room.

I'd seen so much crazy stuff the past few days at Disney. So many unexpected, incredible moments -- I was never going to be able to process them all. Watching my innocent wife transform into a sex-crazed slut for an older man. Screwing my wife's best friend in the same room. All while a third couple, that friend's husband and the woman he'd lusted after for decades, fucked nearby.

And that was just one encounter only a few hours before.

Our perfectly normal, completely chaste, couples' vacation had gone absolutely crazy. So much so, that seeing an actual Disney character at Disney World was the most unexpected thing I'd witnessed so far.

Except she wasn't a princess. Not really.

Conscious thought reentered my brain, and I realized that the picture-perfect Princess Belle slowly twirling in the middle of our hotel room had golden blonde hair. And suddenly it all made sense.

Cassie fucking Summers. She'd truly gone all out with her outfit for the evening. The stunning, striking blonde woman was wearing the iconic amber dress, shoulders bare, with tiers of ruffles running down to the floor. She had the matching gloves, as well, running from her elbows to her fingertips. She'd even done her hair up in the same way as the character.

The only thing that broke the illusion (beyond the hair color of course), was that Cassie looked too good. Her full breasts pushed through that dress in a way that no Disney character's ever would. Her butt, similarly, stood out beyond what was family friendly. The curves of Cassie's body, alone, would give any movie an R-rating. She looked stunning. Literally breathtaking.

"I don't think 'sexy nude guy' is a Disney-appropriate costume," Cassie said to me, pursing her lips.

I hadn't realized she'd noticed me. My outfit was the inverse of her own: I was wearing only a towel around my waist and standing in the doorway to the bathroom with my jaw on the ground.

Cassie's comment should have startled me into action. Instead, all I heard was the word 'sexy.' Cassie was one of those women -- she could call me a piece of crap and it would feel like a compliment. Getting actual praise felt like being elevated to the kingdom of heaven.

"I have your costume over here, honey," Emily said.

I'd been so entranced, I'd hardly noticed there were other people in the room. My petite, brunette wife was standing over by the bed, also wrapped in only a towel. The combination of wet hair and pink cheeks (freshly showered and freshly fucked) looked incredible on her. She noticed my attention and gave me a shy smile.

"You're going to love this," Allison said, "The Halloween Party is so much fun." The tall athletic blonde, the woman who I'd been coupling with the whole trip, was busy getting dressed behind Emily. Shared nudity wasn't a big deal for any of us at this point. We'd all seen it all. If anything, it was more confusing when one of us stayed clothed.

Something about putting on my costume while everyone watched made me uncomfortable. So, I grabbed my bundled clothes from my wife and carried them back into the bathroom to get dressed by myself.

In all the excitement, I'd forgotten what I packed. When I saw what I had in my hands, I had to chuckle. Weeks before the trip had started, Allison had told us that we'd be going to a Disney-hosted Halloween party. So, I'd assumed that I should be on-brand.

I had considered a bunch of options. I figured Emily would have loved me as Han Solo, but I didn't think I could pull it off. I thought about going as a Marvel character, but it was hard to make those costumes look good without spending a ton of money. And Allison had said we couldn't wear masks. So that was out.

Then I'd looked down at my own, overly-hairy body, and realized exactly who I should be. The more I thought about it, the more it had seemed like the right choice -- for my personality, for the way I was perceived. Almost like a kindred spirit, honestly.

Now, looking at what I'd chosen, I realized that some past version of me had been a genius. Or fucking clairvoyant.

I put on a white dress shirt followed by a blue coat with golden lining on the lapels. I stepped into the matching pants before tying on my black shoes. Finally, I slipped on two oversized furry, clawed gloves. I used my new paws to scruff up my dark hair.

I evaluated myself in the mirror. I didn't look half bad. The jacket was too tight around the shoulders and the whole costume was itchy as heck, but it would be fine for one evening. I took a deep breath, steeled myself, then stepped back outside of the bathroom.

Cassie was standing closest to the door. She took one look at my costume and gasped, her blue eyes practically bursting with excited energy.

"My Prince!" she exclaimed.

The whole room turned my way. By some strange luck, on the day that Cassie had chosen to dress as Belle, I'd managed to show up as Beast.

It was odd enough to make me believe in a higher power. So strange I had to consider the existence of Fate. I don't know why the universe decided to meddle in a random Halloween party held nearly three months before the actual event, but it was very clear that something powerful had intervened.

I didn't think my costume was anything close to what Cassie had on, but the beautiful blonde woman gushed over me like I'd achieved something truly amazing. She ran her hands over my shoulders and sides, like trying to convince herself I was real. Finally, Cassie grabbed my arm, possessively -- so tight it actually hurt -- and held me close.

"Well, I've got my date for the night," she said.

I became very aware of the fact that, again, Cassie and I weren't the only ones in the room. In fact, a whole cast of characters was now eyeing the two of us. I couldn't read their faces. But then I saw how things had worked out and I almost laughed. I wasn't the only one the gods had messed with that night. Not by far.

Mike, the tall blond man whose crush on Cassie had created all of this canoodling in the first place, was dressed as a Return of the Jedi-era Luke Skywalker. It was a fairly simple costume: he had on a black shirt and pants with one dark glove on his right hand.

Standing next to him, in full Princess Leia regalia, was my own wife, Emily. The petite brunette had on the long, white dress from the first movie (sadly, the bronze bikini that complimented Mike's look would not have been anything close to Disney appropriate). She'd also done up her hair in little side buns to help complete the look.

Meanwhile, Mike's wife Allison, my usual partner from the last few days, had gone in a very different direction. She was dressed as Jessie from the Toy Story series. She had on a white and yellow flannel shirt and a pair of cow-print pants and brown boots. She was wearing the trademark red hat and had done her blonde hair up in braids, though they were far shorter than the actual character's.

Jack, however -- Cassie's silver haired husband who'd been responsible for ravishing my wife regularly -- hadn't gone as a Disney character at all. Instead, he'd dressed up (appropriately, I might add) as a simple cowboy. He had on a checkered shirt and jeans with a pair of cowboy boots and a matching hat.

"Well shit," Jack said, looking over at Allison and affecting his best cowboy drawl. "Looks like it's gonna be you and me tonight, pardner."

Allison shook her head at his silliness, but she didn't disagree. I had the feeling that the athletic blonde didn't like Jack all that much -- she found him too pushy and condescending -- but it was hard to argue with the way things had worked out.

"I guess that leaves you and me to go blow up the Death Star," Mike said looking down at Emily. He couldn't hide the smirk creeping across his face.

I thought Emily would be upset about being separated from Jack, but instead she seemed perfectly happy with this setup. In fact, Emily seemed quite excited as she hooked arms with her date for the evening.

"Use the force together, we must," Emily said in her best Yoda voice. I'd never hear anything that sounded so extremely geeky and yet also exceptionally dirty at the same time.

"Ew, aren't they brother and sister?!" Allison said.

"You know what they say," Mike said, "If you can't keep your lightsaber in your pants, at least keep it in the family."

Allison shook her head at her husband disdainfully, while Emily giggled dutifully. She and Mike suddenly seemed very well-matched.

Now in our new groupings, the six of us all left our hotel room and headed over to the main lobby building. The night was hot, especially with my heavy costume, but it seemed to be getting cooler as the sun sank down. We saw a few other people on the way, also in costume, clearly heading to the same place we were.

Cassie held me close the entire walk over. I'd thought the beautiful blonde woman had been kidding before in the room. After all, we'd already figured out our assigned partners for the trip. They weren't our spouses, of course, that would be silly.

To this point, I was able to rationalize how we'd recombined. Mike had a crush on Cassie since high school. Emily was enamored with Jack. I'd always been attracted to Allison. Our pairings seemed almost predestined in that context.

That night, however, we'd matched in much less expected ways. It made everything feel novel all over again. Like we were starting over from scratch. It was strange to see each of these new couples.

Mike practically towered over Emily. By size, the both of them looked more like Chewbacca and R2D2 than Luke and Leia. Personality-wise, they were equally mismatched. Mike liked to joke around and was easily outgoing, while Emily was quiet and shy.

To be fair, I'd noticed moments before where Emily and Mike seemed to be noticing each other. But they were both so into other people (Jack and Cassie, respectively), I couldn't imagine them doing more.

Jack and Allison were equally as odd, but only because they were so similar. They both were strong willed; they seemed destined to butt heads against each other all night. Though, the two of them seemed to be enjoying taking little verbal jabs at each other.

I suppose some part of me expected to feel possessive of Allison. Once again, the woman I was having sex with had gone over to Jack. But I felt strangely cool about it all. That afternoon had made things clear to me: Allison was just a friend. A hot friend that I was happy to fuck, but still.

As for Cassie and I, well, we literally were beauty and the beast. Cassie was so gorgeous, everyone stared at us as we walked down the paths. In comparison I felt like a stain on her dress, an accidental blemish that was destined to be photoshopped out of pictures later.

In other words, as much as I thought it was fun for us to mix things up once again, I didn't think anything would come of it. I assumed we'd play around a bit before going back to our usual (non-spouse) partners. Nothing more.

Rather than ride the monorail -- again, it was an evening of changing things up -- we decided to take a boat across the lake to the Magic Kingdom. So, we walked past Cassie's fated bungalow and went down the nearby dock to wait for our ride. The wooden planks rolled lightly with the little waves of the lake.

Mike and Emily were locked in conversation, clearly enjoying being with someone who could speak their geeky language.

"I think you'll find my stick is better than bacon," Mike said with a wink.

We all looked at him, confused by a sentence that was clearly nonsense. But Emily picked it right up.

"That's good," she said, "Since we all have a chicken duck woman thing waiting for us."

"As long as we can both agree that seagulls are the worst," Mike replied.

The two of them broke into peals of laughter. The rest of us all shared worried glances; had our partners actually gone insane?

"It's a Bad Lip-Reading Star Wars thing," Mike said, as if that wasn't more nonsense. Nerdy flirting -- who knew?

Allison and Jack ignored them and went back to arguing, playfully, about anything and everything.

"I'd kick your ass in hoops," Allison said.

"I don't think so, beanpole," Jack said, "Wisdom will beat youth, every time."

"Just because you were there when they invented basketball doesn't make you good at it," Allison said.

"Well, you better watch your backdoor if we ever go one-on-one," Jack said.

"Please, you don't have the length to penetrate on me," Allison replied, coolly.

Cassie, locked at my elbow, saw me staring at both couples and pulled me off to the side.

"You spend so much time paying attention to everyone else," she said, "Do you ever think of yourself?"

I shrugged, dismissively. Cassie raised an eyebrow. She put her hands on my shoulders, giving me a probing look.

"You don't think you're handsome, do you?" she asked.

I stared back at her, dubious. I didn't know how she'd reached that conclusion, but it's not like I could argue she was wrong.

"You're so down on yourself, Paul," Cassie said, "But you shouldn't be. You've got this whole dark, mysterious stranger vibe that makes women wet themselves. And you're a good guy. Like, not the creepy Internet 'good guy' but the actual kind who cares about other people and wants them to be happy."

Again, I didn't know how to respond to that. So, I let Cassie continue.

"Maybe some other people..." and here Cassie looked pointedly over at my wife "...don't appreciate what they have. But you should know, I'm not spending tonight with you because our costumes match. That's only a side benefit."

I gave Cassie a confused look. That whole paragraph was loaded with so many twists and turns, I couldn't find my way out of it.

The beautiful blonde woman kissed my cheek. Then she whispered in my ear, "Just remember, you're with Cassie fucking Summers. I could be out with anyone. But I chose you."

I stepped back and stared at her, shocked. Cassie gave me a big grin, then pulled me close to her again. Her lovely red lips tickled at my earlobes. "And someday? Soon? My prince is going to cum. Hard."

Remember what I said about nothing happening? I may have been wrong about that.

*

Our little pontoon boat churned noisily across the lake. We sat in rows on the hard metal benches of the fairly full boat. I was next to Cassie with Allison and Jack behind us and Emily and Mike in front. The other passengers were mostly families, all clearly headed out for an August Halloween. The slightly acrid smell of the lake filled my nose. The low drone of the boat's engine rumbled in my ears.

As I thought about where we were headed, I was struck by the strangeness of it all. We'd been at Disney for four whole days. We'd visited three parks, consumed a ton of alcohol, and had wild, polyamorous encounters whenever we could.

And yet, somehow, this was the first time we were going to visit the Magic Kingdom. That's like going to Vegas and skipping the casinos. Sure, you can have a ton of fun that way, but you're kind of missing the point, you know?

At first, we saw nothing but forest and lake. The platformed tan track of the monorail cut through the greenery on the shore. Gradually, our destination rose before us. In some ways, it had felt like the Cinderella Castle had been watching us this whole time. Distant and aloof. The idea of a place not fully conceived in my mind.

Now, the building grew ever closer. All the more real. The low sun gave the world a golden tint. The castle, itself, was lit bright white and shining blue. Allison must have seen me staring because she reached over and squeezed my bicep.

"Amazing, isn't it?"

I nodded my agreement.

"I can't believe we didn't make it to the Magic Kingdom till now," Cassie said.

"In some ways, I think that makes it even better," Mike said, "Like we've been building to this."

Ironically, as we got closer, the magical castle became less visible, obscured by the entrance to the park itself. Our boat puttered to a stop at the dock, and we gingerly stepped off.

The six of us walked up a brick path to what looked like an old-time train station. In front of that was a field of bright, multicolored flowers. Even the glow of the security areas seemed to add to the atmosphere. We went through the gates, under a tunnel. And then, like stepping through a portal, we were there.

It looked like a small, old-time, midwestern town. Scarecrows in costumes ringed a large flagpole in the middle of the square. Mickey-shaped pumpkin heads hung from the streetlamps. Energetic, poppy music blared. I felt myself getting giddy, like a little boy.

People flowed past us as they entered the park. There were a lot of the expected superheroes, princesses, and Star Wars heroes. It says a lot that it was the guests who weren't in costume that now stood out.

"What should we do first?" Emily asked.

Allison showed her wicked smile. "What we always do," she said, "Have fun."

*

On an evening of changes, we made one more crucial alteration: we broke the 'Emily Rule.' To this point, my wife had insisted that, even if the couples were coupling with other people, we should all stay together. This was part of her admission from the first night that while she enjoyed playing with another partner, she liked seeing me with someone else just as much.

Sure, we were apart on occasion, but, to this point, we mostly stayed grouped. That evening, though, we separated almost immediately. After all that this time, you'd think this would have been momentous. Maybe even requiring a large argument, followed by an eventual compromise. Instead, it happened naturally, without a second thought. Again, we broke a massive barrier without even giving it the proper due.

The six of us stayed connected as we walked down Main Street, past the souvenir stores and the inevitable Starbucks. In the middle of the street, photographers lined up shots of people standing in front of the castle. On the sidewalks, cast members held up massive bundles of Mickey balloons, looking like a strong wind might carry them away.

The majority of the traffic was headed in the other direction towards the exit. Halloween was a ticketed event, and most people wouldn't attend. So the park was clearing for the party. It made for an odd chaotic flow, both upstream and down all at the same time.

It was when we got to the top of the street, with the iconic castle looming over us, that we broke.

Emily wanted to meet characters. The familiar Mickey cast would appear in different costumes (Winnie the Pooh as a bumblebee, etc.). She felt like it was part of the Disney experience she'd skipped to that point.

Allison, on the other hand, wanted to try all the special treats that were for sale only during the party.

"We can go on rides tomorrow," the athletic blonde explained, "Tonight should be about doing the stuff that only happens at the Halloween parties: treats, parades, and fireworks shows."

Cassie, however, didn't care for characters, and she wasn't interested in Allison's logic.

"If I don't go on Space Mountain on this trip, I'm going to rip someone's lungs out," she declared in her most bubbly voice.

Not wanting to be lungless, I took the hint and grabbed Cassie's hand. Emily and Mike headed straight for the castle and Fantasyland, where most of the special character events were happening. Allison pulled Jack to the left, heading to Adventureland to start her snacking escapade. Cassie and I went the other way, past the statue of Mickey and Walt, towards Tomorrowland.

For a moment, as we headed towards the gear-shaped gateway, I let my thoughts wander to what might be happening that night. Were Allison and Jack going to make out over cupcakes and ice cream? Would Mike take a liberty or two with Emily -- perhaps an 'accidental' grab during a picture or something like that?



To be honest, I couldn't imagine it. Maybe I was naive, thinking that nothing was going to happen. Even Cassie commented on it as we speed-walked across the road.

"I'm surprised you didn't argue," she said, "About the whole split."

"I'm learning from the expert," I said, giving her a nod.

I expected Cassie to bring out her sunny smile, but instead her lips twisted. Like I'd said something that troubled her. I went to my reliable response.

"I'm sorry," I said, "I meant no offense."

"None taken," Cassie said. Her grin returned, but it didn't reach her eyes.

Tomorrowland was a large transition from where we'd been, with a sort of retro-future vibe and energetic electronica music. A spinning, 50s-style rocket ship reached upwards from the center of the area. I assumed that was Space Mountain, but it turned out that our ride was all the way in the back of the land in a large building that looked like a giant, vanilla-frosted cupcake.

The wait said 40 minutes, which seemed OK in the grand scheme of things. With eight hours at the park that evening, it felt like we had all the time in the world. Also, air conditioning would make everything way easier. So, we queued up.

Inside, it was surprisingly dark with tight hallways that almost felt claustrophobic. There were screens on either side of us with fake announcements about our 'flight.' We leaned against the carpeted walls and waited, patiently.

Cassie was very chatty, of course, carrying the conversation. She told me how she met Jack (at a PR event for his company), used her phone to show me pictures of their wedding (tasteful and classic, on the side of the East River; Cassie looked gorgeous in her dress), and talked about how they spent their time together (mostly trying fancy restaurants and going on adventures like this one).

It was all very surface. For my part, I nodded along, adding the appropriate 'hms' and 'ahs' as Cassie flowed along. It didn't feel like much time had passed at all before we were climbing into our tiny spaceship.

The cars were surprisingly small. Cassie sat in front and I went behind her, spreading my legs around her seat to fit. We were so close, the vehicle so tiny, it felt more like were going to race down a hill in a box, Calvin and Hobbes style.

Apparently, Space Mountain usually had you going through a starfield, but their solution for how to make it more "Halloween-y" was to turn out the lights completely and play loud, scary music. I'd never been on the ride before to compare, but complete blackness -- never knowing which way we were going to turn or drop -- made it plenty thrilling (if not a little painful).

When we got out of our rocket, it felt like I'd been in a fight. My head and neck were sore, and my legs were so stiff it felt like they were made of balsa wood. Fortunately, it was a long walk to get out of the building. By the time we were in the gift shop, I felt better.

"Where next?" Cassie asked, "I got first choice so now it's your turn."

I'd never been to the park before, so I didn't have a sense of it. Honestly, I'd wasn't a 'Disney' person -- I didn't have a bucket list or a catalogue of must-dos. We were on this trip mostly because Emily had wanted to go with her friend to Florida and it was free so why the fuck not?

I was happy to have Cassie lead, and I told her so. I expected the beautiful blonde to get upset with me, the way Emily would when I didn't make a decision. Instead, though, Cassie clapped her hands excitedly, then raced off, dragging me behind her.

We walked past a car ride that stank of gasoline fumes and went up a hill past the iconic Teacups ride. Cassie wanted to get on Seven Dwarfs Mine Train, but the wait was two hours long, so instead we kept walking into Fantasyland. I assumed that we'd bump into Mike and Emily there, but we didn't see them.

Instead, Cassie led us right past Peter Pan and It's a Small World, then down another small hill to a dark, foreboding mansion. Out on the front lawn were a couple of cast members dressed as old women and heckling the audience. A small crowd had gathered to be insulted.

We walked around that and got on line for the ride. I'd have thought the Haunted Mansion would be popular on Halloween, but we were able to walk right in. After that, we hurried past the giant steamship sitting at its dock and into Frontierland. Looking to the horizon, I could see a flume ride with a massive drop, and I assumed that's where Cassie was taking us.

Instead, though, she veered left through an opening in a shop, past some bathrooms, bringing us into Adventureland. I knew this was where Allison and Jack had headed earlier, but again, we didn't bump into them.

We went straight to Pirates of the Caribbean. This ride, too, had added some live cast members who sat in the ride and playfully harassed us as we passed them. The smell of bromide and chemical smoke filled my nose as animatronic Johnny Depp popped up in random places around us.

We'd only done three rides, and already I felt like I needed a break. But Cassie was now powering through the park like it was going to close forever in a few hours. I didn't know you could binge rides like watching episodes on Netflix, but the beautiful blonde made it happen.

We raced onto the Jungle Cruise, Big Thunder Mountain, and finally that big flume ride I'd seen in the distance (Splash Mountain), all in quick succession. At one point, we realized we were both hungry and so we stopped and shared nachos at a nearby restaurant. Then we went back to jumping on rides.

Because we were going so quickly, and the lines were nonexistent, we didn't have time for things like conversation, let alone the sorts of flirty behavior I was used to engaging in on this trip. Even when we were eating, we were so busy stuffing our faces that we didn't say anything. I let Cassie drag me along, like chasing after a waistcoat-wearing rabbit, bounding from place to place..

I realized that the woman I was spending the evening with was subtly different than the one I thought I knew. This Cassie didn't worry about whether everyone else was enjoying themselves. She didn't work to keep things light and happy. She just threw herself into her own gratification, loving every minute, and letting me find my own fun. It was lovely, actually.

Like I said, I liked to be left to my own devices and I enjoyed silence. It didn't feel like Cassie was ignoring me. Instead, it was almost like the comfortable trust of a long-term relationship. The two of us happily fit together in a way that was lovely for how unexpected it was.

After Splash, however, Cassie slowed down. She took my hand and we slowly strolled along the wooden boardwalk on the riverside, heading back the way we came. The sun had finally slipped below the horizon, and the park was now surprisingly dark.

"That was awesome," Cassie said. She couldn't keep the girlish grin off her face. She was practically skipping as she walked, swinging my arm with hers.

"It was fun," I agreed, "Though a bit like being with Allison."

Cassie gave me a wounded look. "I wasn't that bad," she said, "I didn't try to beat you at everything. But if you want to be competitive..."

Her grin went from innocently happy to scheming and wicked. It reminded me of the aggressive looks that my tall, athletic companion would give me. It was different though, with Cassie's bright blue eyes and her heart-shaped face -- she couldn't pull it off, even when she wanted to.

The beautiful blonde stopped sauntering and started marching us through the park. This time, we turned right before the Haunted Mansion and crossed back towards the castle. There was a stage show going on now, with iconic Disney villains parading in bright, glowing costumes. A crowd had formed there, though not so bad that we couldn't skirt our way around and over to the other side.

I realized that Cassie had taken us all the way back to Tomorrowland. We'd crisscrossed the park entirely. Despite all that walking, my legs weren't hurting, and I wondered if it was the adrenaline or hardcore denial.

This time, instead of leading me to the back towards Space Mountain, Cassie turned into a green and purple building with Buzz Lightyear on the front. This turned out to be another video game style ride, like the one we'd gone on that first day in Hollywood Studios. The one where Allison had lost and forced us to play again until she won

Competing with Cassie was different, though. She was playful about it. She didn't need to win like Allison, but she didn't opt out of the competition the way that Emily would have. Instead, Cassie made it fun as we fired our space lasers at two-dimensional aliens. Playfully teasing when I did well, yet also pumping me up when things went poorly.

After the ride, the machine tallied up our points and I saw that she'd beaten me pretty soundly, but she didn't make me feel badly for it.

"You owe me," Cassie said, "I won so now you have to give me my prize."

"What does that mean?" I asked.

"You have to do something for me," she said, "Just once. Whatever I want."

I nodded my agreement. I hadn't agreed to such terms, but I doubted that Cassie would be too mean about it. At least, I hoped not.

Since we were back in Tomorrowland, Cassie insisted that we get on the Peoplemover across from Buzz. We rode the flat escalator up and climbed into one of the blue, open cars. The benches were tight, so we sat facing each other. Our vehicle moved off at a comfortable clip.

I looked down at the land beneath us. The view was lovely in the electric light. Small crowds of people wandered around the park. The light breeze caused by the movement of our car tempered the heat of the evening. I sat back and sighed. Sometimes, a ride doesn't need speed or drops to be thrilling.

Then I saw them. I noticed Mike first, of course, because of his height. I saw Emily was with him. Neither of them noticed us above them on the ride, of course. As I watched, the tall blonde man turned to my wife, tipped her face to his, and kissed her on the lips.

It hit me in the chest, hard. Like the percussive thump of a cannonball.

I don't know why it bothered me. That afternoon, I'd overheard Emily in the shower getting epically fucked by Jack. I'd kissed Allison, Emily's best friend, loads of times. And in places far more inappropriate and intimate. Why did a quick smooch on the lips from Allison's husband seem so wrong to me?

Some of it, I think, was my lack of anticipation. Unlike most of these Disney days, I hadn't been thinking about Emily this whole time. Having her shoved back into my focus like that made everything feel sharper. I thought about all the things my wife might have been doing that evening. Were she and Mike spending the whole time engaging with each other?

There was some jealousy mixed in, too. The stupid kind that thought about how I'd spent my evening with Cassie and how little we'd done. I hadn't kissed the blonde woman at all; we'd barely even held hands. Meanwhile my wife was apparently making out with another man all over the Magic Kingdom.

Cassie caught my eye, then noticed what I'd seen. Her near-permanent smile shifted to a tight frown. She reached across the little car and grabbed my hands. It was strange with the Beast gloves on, almost silly, but the gesture was meaningful, nonetheless.

"It's fine," I said, more to myself than to my companion. "Nothing we haven't been doing all along."

I expected Cassie to agree. To lecture me on letting go, or trusting my wife, or all the other stuff she'd said that week. But the beautiful blonde didn't say a word. She just squeezed my furry hands and let my eyes rest on hers.

We sped around a corner, leaving Mike and Emily to whatever they were up to. It was a blessing not to see, a curse to have to imagine. Why did this get to me so much? Again, I couldn't rationalize it.

The Peoplemover whisked us into the surrounding blackness of the Space Mountain building. We heard the echoing screams of people on the ride, loud metallic clanks as their cars raced around the tracks. Our car rumbled along, then slowed. And stopped.

It was so dark, we couldn't see anything. I could feel Cassie's hands on mine, but I couldn't make out much more than that. A voice came on and told us to stay in the car, that we'd be moving shortly. We stayed stuck in place.

Cassie dropped my hands. She let out a sigh, so long and loud I could hear it over the cacophony of the ride around us. I had the sense that she was leaning back in her seat.

"I wish," she said, wistful. "I wish that I could find someone who'd stare at me the way you look at Emily."

"Jack?" I asked.

Cassie made a dismissive noise. Almost like a raspberry. "My mom always told me that I was beautiful, and that meant I deserved more."

I thought that sounded like a nice thing. The only thing my parents ever told me was that I needed to work hard because the world was horrible and unfair.

"In high school, I dated the captain of the football team," Cassie continued, "My first real boyfriend. And I suffered through because I thought I was supposed to."

"Not a great relationship?" I asked into the darkness. A slight breeze of A/C wafted over us, prickling at my sweaty back.

"He was gay," Cassie said, "I was just a distraction so he could hook up with the starting tight end."

I don't know why, but her disdainful tone made me chuckle.

"So, in college, I made sure to find the best man on campus. He was devastatingly handsome, his family was fucking rich, the whole package. The problem was, he knew it."

I frowned in sympathy, though I knew Cassie couldn't see it.

"My mom loved him, of course." She made her voice an octave higher. "Oh, when are you bringing Pierce around, he's so dreamy. You're so lucky."

I laughed at her imitation.

"It took me almost two years to figure out that it was abuse," Cassie said, "And it took another three to escape."

"That was the nude video," I said, remembering Cassie's confession from our first night in the hot tub.

"Please don't Google it," Cassie said, her voice cracking.

"Of course not," I said.

Cassie continued on like she hadn't heard me.

"After that disaster, I knew I wanted someone that I could trust. An older man who'd act like a grown up and wouldn't play games. Jack made sense for me. He was an adult, finally. It didn't hurt that he had money. He takes good care of me. In that way, anyway."

The car still wasn't moving. My eyes kept searching the dark, but there was nothing to see. I reached for Cassie's leg and found it, giving her knee a squeeze.

"So, you're happy?" I asked, "Finally?"

"What you said before," Cassie said, "About sharing. You want to know something stupid and sad? I actually don't like it all that much. I mean, it was fun when Jack and I started doing it. But now? I feel like I'm just another object. A plaything that can be tossed to the side whenever he's bored of me."

Cassie let out another deep sigh. She continued.

"Emily doesn't want a family? I'd love a family. A home, not a house. Surrounded by people who love me. But Jack's over all that. He wants to have fun, so we have fun."

The car lurched, then started to roll forward. It was only a crawl. The world around us stayed dark.

"When I saw Michael at the pool four days ago, that memory of high school came back," Cassie said, "He was cute and funny. Kind of geeky but in a fun way, you know? Michael was the kind of guy I would totally fall for, except my mom would never let me. Not 'special' enough for her precious girl. So, when I saw him again, I thought it would be fun to pretend for a little bit. Be with someone who'd treat me right, for once."

The Peoplemover finally picked up speed. We came around a corner and back out into the park. The lights of Tomorrowland suddenly seemed so bright. I saw Cassie's face was wet with tears.

"Mike's a good guy," I said. It was hard to concede it, honestly. Especially after I'd seen him kissing my wife. But I had to admit he'd grown on me, somehow.

"Michael's like everyone else," Cassie said, "I'm just a trophy to him. Something to brag about. He'd mount my head on his wall if he could."

"It was the facial," I said, thinking back to what might have changed Cassie's mind. "Wasn't it?"

Cassie's pursed her lips, wryly

"I want to be loved," she said. A little sob slipped out. "Not wanted or desired or... I see how you look at Emily. Like your whole world revolves around her. Even when she's fucking Jack, when you're with Allison, you still stare after her like she's the brightest thing in the whole universe."

I grabbed Cassie's hands, tight. The tears spilled down her face, anew. Even miserable, she looked so beautiful. But that was the problem, right? That's all anyone ever saw: a gorgeous woman. And never the actual human being inside with the same imperfections and doubts that everyone else carries. I realized that I found that person, the actual Cassie, so much more beautiful than the character she played to protect herself.

Carefully, because the car was very much in motion, I moved across the bench and sat next to Cassie. Wrapped my arm around her shoulder and gently stroked her hair. She sobbed into my chest, then sniffled.

"You're a good listener, you know that?" Cassie said.

"It's easy when you don't talk," I said.

Cassie laughed at that. She sat up. "Sorry," she said, "I must look a mess." She did of course. Her makeup was running, and her face was red.

But I shook my head. "You just look like you," I said.

"I didn't mean to lay that on you," Cassie said. I saw the mask slowly slip back over her face. "I'm a big girl. I'll be fine."

The ride made a huge deal about how it would continue on forever, then it dropped us off back at the station where we'd started. As we rode the escalator down, my phone buzzed in my pocket. It was Emily, texting me that the group was going to meet up and watch the fireworks back on Main Street.

I showed the text stream to Cassie, who nodded dutifully. She grabbed my hand, took a deep breath, and started walking us out of Tomorrowland.

The woman I'd been with a moment before disappeared into the evening air.

*

The six of us regrouped on the grass in front of the castle area.

I saw Mike first, standing about half a head above everyone else, waving us over. Emily was pressed next to his side. My petite wife gave me a shy little grin as I came over. She couldn't have known that I'd caught her kissing Mike earlier, but she looked oddly guilty all the same.

Allison and Jack were already there, bickering playfully with each other. The athletic woman rolled her eyes my way, like she couldn't believe he was still bothering her, but she was smiling.

"Hope your evening was better than mine," Allison said, "The treats were good, and the parade was awesome but my company? Blech!" She stuck her tongue out at Jack and he responded by trying to bite it. Both of them cackled.

"Well, we had a ton of fun!" Cassie started into it immediately, running through the list of rides we'd done with an enthusiasm even a Disney-sponsored streamer couldn't match. "...we went on all three mountains, then did Buzz -- I kicked Paul's ass -- and got on the Peoplemover and now we're here!"

The whole thing sounded so forced to me, so obviously fake-happy. But no one else noticed.

"What about you guys?" Cassie asked. I noticed she was staring right at Emily.

"Oh, we just hung around," Emily said, evasive. "Saw some characters."

"Winnie the Pooh. All seven of the dwarfs. Jafar," Mike ticked them off his fingers.

"We tried for Jack Skellington but the line was too long," Emily said.

"All of you were so well behaved," Cassie said with a knowing smirk, "I'm disappointed in you."



Emily's eyes raced to the ground. "Yeah, you know. Disney." She waved her hand dismissively.

The fireworks show started and we all turned towards the castle to watch. By now, explosive spectaculars seemed almost banal. The soaring music and bright colors were amazing, of course, but they couldn't live up to the other events we got up to in the evenings.

When it was over, the pounding of everything we'd done that night finally caught up with me. My knees ached something awful and I was sure I had multiple blisters on both my feet. I looked at my watch and saw it was after 10:30. What had seemed like an incredible amount of time at the start of the party had burned away in a blink.

"We should do Dwarven Mine Train," Cassie said, "It's the only ride I wanted to do that I didn't get a chance to go on."

Allison immediately agreed. "There should be almost no wait now," she said.

The six of us hurried around the side of the castle and over to Fantasyland. The park was near-empty -- people were either gathering by the castle for the next appearance of the parade or heading for home. But there was a small line trailing out of our ride.

Because we'd raced over, any semblance of our pairings had been broken apart. I ended up standing next to Mike of all people, with Jack, Emily, Allison, and Cassie all grouped up a few yards in front of us.

The taller man put his hand on my shoulder, convivially. "Emily's so much fun," he said.

I did my best to hold back my grumble. I had no doubt of the kind of 'fun' Mike had been having with my wife.

"I mean, I don't know. She seemed so quiet back home," Mike continued, "She's funny, though. And I love that she's into stuff like Star Wars, Zelda..."

"Catan," I offered.

"Wait, really?" Mike said, "Fuck, she didn't even mention that. I'm used to Allison, all women honestly, looking down on the things I like because it's too geeky or whatever. I guess I'm just saying. I don't know what I'm saying. I'm not doing a very good job of this, am I? I just thought you'd want to know."

I shrugged. I wasn't sure how to respond. I knew that Mike was trying to compliment my wife, but with everything I'd seen and heard that evening, all that we'd been up to the last few days, his amiable nature bounced off my chest and puddled on the pavement below. So, I didn't say anything at all. Silence isn't my best trick, but as I'm sure you've figured out by now, it works quite well most of the time.

"Anyway, I'm hoping when we get back to PA, when all of this is over, we'll be able to all hang out more," Mike said, "Maybe a boardgame day or something."

I agreed, but something about it felt disingenuous. Were we all really going to be able to sit around and roll dice after all this? I couldn't imagine it without also picturing our wives naked and bent over the table. Although maybe that wasn't such a bad thing, either.

We got to the front of the ride and organized back into our assigned pairs. I sat with Cassie and the other two couples climbed on right behind us. Our train took off, rolling and rumbling over the hills. We entered the mine, itself, saw the Dwarves, then came back around to the end.

With that last ride done, we started heading for the exit. The party had another half hour to go, but we were all clearly finished. The six of us limped down Main Street, barely noticing the world around us. The sign above the exit said, 'see you real soon!' and I legitimately couldn't tell if that was a promise or a threat.

There was quite a crowd lined up for the boat back to our resort, so we turned up the ramp to the monorail. The wait there wasn't terrible -- the party and the late hour had gradually weeded out most guests. Still, we were crushed in with two other families in our car. I stood off to the side, holding on to one of the silver poles.

As the monorail whooshed off, I stared out the window at the night sky and wondered what was next. I knew, despite the fact that we were all tired, that going right to sleep was unlikely. I imagined Cassie would come up with some new game for all of us to play. Maybe strip shuffleboard or whatever. And slowly we'd end up, once again, surrendering to our worst/best impulses.

I glanced across the car at Allison. The athletic blonde was also staring off into space. I'll admit, while my evening with Cassie had been fun, I was looking forward to being with my usual partner once again. Notice it didn't even occur to me that I might spend the evening with my actual wife.

The train curved around the lake till we got to the Polynesian. Once we were in the lobby, I assumed someone would propose we head to one of our respective rooms. A suggestive tilt of the head or a little flirty back and forth

Instead, we simply walked out of the building without any discussion. Emily was in the crook of Mike's arm. Jack and Allison casually held hands. Cassie twined my fingers with hers.

When we got past the pool area, we all turned towards the bungalow. Like we'd agreed to it without actually talking. It felt inevitable, in a way. The magnetic pull of all our uninhibited evenings.

At the front door of the cabin, Jack waved his wrist to let us inside. The six of us dutifully marched into the hall. As I'd imagined on the ride over, now was when Cassie was going to come up with some new sexy shenanigans to get us started.

Here we go, I thought.

Emily led Mike over to the couch. She sat, pulling his face down to hers. He leaned forward, practically bent in half, and they kissed.

Jack pinched Allison's rear. The athletic woman gasped, then sprinted off. Jack chased her into the living room. Allison fell back onto the floor and the older man went with her, pressing his lips to hers.

Cassie turned to me in the hallway. She gave me a little shimmy. Again, I was struck by how good she looked in that princess dress. Like a dirty fantasy brought to life.

"Hi," she said, smiling shyly. She tucked her blonde hair behind her ear.

"Hello?" I said, confused. The beautiful blonde pushed me back against the wall, kissing me hard. I found my hand running through her golden hair, while her own digits rested possessively on my chest.

OK, well, we'd fallen into making out pretty easily. But I thought for sure it was going to take some encouragement for us to go any further. Despite my expectation, though, we didn't need it. I realized, the days of needing a push, of tricking ourselves into doing things, were gone. We simply were this now; it was comforting and frightening all at once.

Mike reached for the hem of Emily's long white dress -- all the way down at her ankles -- and started lifting upwards. Just like that, my petite wife was wearing only her little, lacy white bra and panties. Emily responded by pulling at Mike's outfit, like she was desperate to see more.

Allison began hurriedly unbuttoning Jack's shirt, exposing his silver-haired chest. At the same time, he was ripping at her blue jeans, pulling them down over her muscular thighs. Both of them racing to get each other naked first. Whenever one of them reached for a piece of clothing, the other slapped their hand away. It was the most aggressive, violent stripping I'd ever seen.

Cassie's hand left my pec and grabbed at the lapel of my blue sport coat. I realized I still had on those furry gloves, and I shook them to the floor, like a hockey player getting ready to throw down. With my fingers free, I pulled the straps of Cassie's golden dress off her shoulders. She reached back for the zipper and the amazing dress pooled like liquid gold at her feet. The beautiful blonde woman was wearing only a scarlet bra and panties.

With some of us half-naked and others mostly clothed, the couples starting balancing things out. Emily undid Mike's belt, shoving his black pants to the ground. Allison had kept her cowboy shirt, but below the waist she was down to a yellow thong. She managed to rip off Jack's flannel, leaving him in only jeans and boots.

But when Cassie reached for my chest a second time, she didn't unbutton my white dress shirt. Instead, she pushed me back against the wall, lightly.

"I need some fresh air," she said, breathily. Like we'd been sprinting this whole time.

The beautiful blonde woman stepped away and I looked after her, confused. Lost. I stared after Cassie's panty-clad butt as it bounced rhythmic with her hips. She turned back to look at me. She seemed equally as confused as I was.

Cassie shook her head, disdainfully. She curled her finger my way.

Oh. Duh.

Cassie reached for the glass door and slid it open, walking out onto the back deck. I hurried after her, like she had me on a leash.

We hadn't been out here once this whole time. All of Disney stared back at us across the glassy lake. The sound of distant, chirping crickets filled the air. Everything was thick and sweaty hot. Despite the ambient light, a few stars managed to gamely shine through. The world felt oddly ours.

Closer to home, I saw a tiny, private, plunge pool on one side of the deck. Almost more like a pit filled with light blue water; too small to hold more than two adults. On the other side was a round picnic table with four chairs. Behind that were two matching, wooden loungers. Lying on one of them, recumbent like a Roman emperor, was Cassie. Still in that striking scarlet underwear.

I didn't need encouragement this time. I raced across the deck, knocking over a chair, to get to Cassie. When I reached the foot of the lounger, I stopped to rip off my pants and shirt, leaving only my black boxers.

Correctly outfitted, I leapt onto the cushions. Cassie screeched in surprise, then broke into giggles. She welcomed me to her body with a warm kiss. I let her envelop me in her incredible body.

I felt something brush behind me and realized that we weren't alone. Mike gave me a strange, awkward wave. My own Emily pushed him down on the lounger next to us and climbed on top. Kissing Mike like she couldn't breathe without his mouth. Both were in their underwear. Again, I was struck by how tiny my wife appeared next to the tall man. It looked like he could wear her as a backpack.

"You like this?" Emily asked, sitting over him, a strange mix of awkward and seductive.

"Yeah," Mike said, "So nice."

A crashing stumble announced that Allison and Jack had joined us outside, as well. The two of them tumbled onto the hardwood. What they were doing looked almost more like wrestling than sex. They rolled around on the deck, each trying to gain the advantage.

Cassie saw them too and shook her head, a funny little laugh at the silliness of her husband and his new conquest. Again, I expected to feel jealousy over Allison, my partner for this trip, being with someone new -- but it never showed.

On the other hand, the envy I felt seeing Emily kissing Mike -- my wife running her hands over his bare chest, his own fingers gripped on her panty-covered ass -- redoubled. They kept cooing to each other, encouraging and sweet. Like two young lovers excited to share in each other. It was oddly worse than watching Emily submit herself to Jack.

Wasn't this balance? I'd been with Mike's wife -- why couldn't he take a turn with mine? Yet something about it truly bothered me. More than I let on. I knew I couldn't say anything to stop it, but it left my stomach twisting.

With Jack, Emily was clearly infatuated. But, oddly, it felt like he'd earned it. He showed my wife his admiration as she slowly shed her inhibitions for him. But Mike was just taking. He'd never appreciated Emily before our trip. He'd told me as much earlier in the evening. But now he was grabbing, grasping at her. Acting like he actually cared.

Fortunately, I had my own incredible distraction to keep me engaged. I looked at the beautiful blonde underneath me, running my eyes over every inch of her fantastic body. But then, there was more to see, wasn't there?

"Front clasp?" I asked, remembering the incident from a few days before.

Cassie shook her head and leaned forward to give me access. I snapped her bra between my fingers. There were two more clasps than I was used to undoing. Cassie's breasts burst free. Her pink nipples erect and wanting.

I reached down and reverently hefted her boobs in my hands. I was used to being with much smaller-chested women. Not that Cassie had massive tits by any means. But when all you've ever seen are lemons and oranges, grapefruits can seem like a whole other species of citrus.

I looked down at the beautiful blonde woman while I massaged her breasts. So full, they overspilled my palms. Cassie's eyes were closed. She was biting her lip. She looked amazing under my ministrations. So sexy and near-perfect. The kind of woman you dreamed about being with. And even then, dismissed the idea as imposs...

I froze.

It all rushed back to me. Everything that Cassie had said before. Yet there I was, doing it too. Like I hadn't heard a word.

I took a deep breath. I released Cassie's breasts and closed my eyes. Instead of glorifying in the gorgeous creature currently writhing under me, I focused on the woman I'd come to know in those last few days.

The longing look in her bright blue eyes while she watched Jack with Emily. That time after Flight of Passage when it had affected her so deeply. The way she'd snorted once, when she'd laughed a little harder than she usually let herself. A stolen moment on Splash Mountain when I'd caught her really, truly, smiling at the adventure we were sharing. The way her voice trembled in the darkness when she'd broken down on the Peoplemover.

The real Cassie was beautiful, yes, but vulnerable, too. Broken, cracked, in the way that all of us get after a few too many rides on this thing called life. A real, actual woman who wanted, more than anything, to be loved.

I leaned down and kissed Cassie. Not as a horny dude who wanted to get laid. Not as some victorious hunter who'd finally bagged the big game. Just as a man who'd truly seen the woman he was with and found her amazing. I pressed my lips against hers. Long, soft, and loving.

Cassie's bright blue orbs searched my face. She looked nervous, like she wasn't sure what I was about to do. It wasn't fear, exactly. More like the look you get when you feel the roller coaster start to tip on that first, huge hill. When you realize that something amazing is about to happen.

I mouthed my way around Cassie's body. Her cute pink ears and slender neck. Broad shoulders and long, lithe fingers. Slowly teased my way to her breasts.

When I finally suckled at her nipples, Cassie gasped. Back arched, pushing her tits forward like she wanted me to swallow them whole. Her hands shot down to my boxers and she shoved them down. My dick, hard as I could remember, popped out. Eager for Cassie's elegant grasp.

I heard a feminine squeak and, for the first time in what felt like ages, I glanced at what was going on around us.

Emily was completely naked, slowly lowering her pussy down over Mike's face. She was facing his feet, stroking his long, bare dick with both hands. Mike's tongue plied at her folds. Emily's face tightened in pleasure.

"Damn, Em," Mike said between licks, "Taste so good."

So much for my wife who never liked feeling so exposed. Mike buried himself deeper between Emily's legs. She grunted out his name like one long string of syllables.

Allison and Jack were still scrambling on the ground. They'd gotten each other naked and now seemed to be struggling for who got to be on top. Finally, Allison lay back and spread her legs. Jack grabbed his dick and steered it towards her center.

"You gonna need to pop a Viagra, old man?" Allison asked, nipping at his lips.

"I might," Jack snapped back, "Just to get it up after looking at your nothing body, scarecrow,"

Allison cackled, then groaned as Jack slipped himself inside her.

I had the very strange thought that Cassie and I were running behind. Like sex was on a schedule and if we were late, we'd never get to our destination in time. I kissed my way down Cassie's stomach, not as taut as Allison's but lovely, and pulled her red panties down to her ankles.

I paused and appreciated Cassie's pussy. We'd already done so much, but I'd never been this close to her sex. Her outer lips were petite, with long inner labia that flowered outward. The bump of her clitoris, too, seemed to burst forth from her sex. Like it couldn't wait to get my attention.

I took a deep breath, again, focusing on the woman beneath me. The scent of her, womanly, with a hint of peaches and vanilla from her body wash. That cute little tuft of curly blonde pubic hair. I reminded myself of how lucky I was to be there, to experience this slice of Cassie's true self. Then I buried my head between her legs.

Again, I lost my sense of the outer world. Emily's sharp gasps and Allison's throaty guffaws fell back to background noise. It all became a low buzz through Cassie's lovely legs, hanging languid over my shoulders. I put all of my focus on that one spot, teaching myself how to please the woman beneath me.

I remembered all the things that I'd loved from each of the women I'd been with that week. Cassie's enthusiasm, Allison's determination, Emily's adoration. I put those pieces together with my tongue, my lips. And felt Cassie slowly coil around me.

After far less time than I expected, Cassie let out a sharp gasp. Like she'd been burned. Her hand shot out and squeezed my head, nails dug into my skull. She let out a long, anguished cry. A short sob. Something wet splashed against my chin. Then Cassie collapsed into the cushions. Her legs fell limp.

I lifted my head and saw Cassie lying there like she'd been shot. But as I examined her more closely, I saw she was shaking. Whole tremors, racing across her body, subtle but still there. Like she was seizing. Eyes rolled back in her head.

I tried to think back to what I'd seen before. I couldn't remember Cassie cumming like this. In fact, now that I watched her orgasm take hold of her, I wondered if I'd ever seen Cassie peak at all.

I quickly put that thought aside. I wasn't competing.

"I'm kicking your ass," Allison said, as Jack continued to thrust his dick into her. Loud slaps as he beat her into the deck with his dick. "You can't handle this pussy."

"Listen. Little. Girl," Jack gasped out, "Shut up. And take it."

"I'm not little," Allison said.

In response, Jack reached down and pinched her pink nipples, practically twisting them off. Allison gasped and her face went red. Neck straining. When her orgasm let go of her again, she growled at the older man. He responded by slapping her flank, like he really was a cowboy, and Allison was his horse.

Emily slowly lifted herself off Mike's face, holding herself carefully, like she couldn't trust her body. Her nipples pointed so red and puffy they looked painful.

"That was nice," Emily said. She turned around and patted Mike's sticky cheek.

"I liked it too," Mike said.

"Ready to try something else?" Emily asked.

"Oh fuck yeah," Mike said, an enthusiastic grin filling his face.

Emily reached down and lifted Mike's long, thin dick upwards. Aimed it at her wanting pussy. For a moment, my wife caught my eye. She gave me a strange look. Challenging and proud. Regretful and sad. A mix of so many conflicting emotions I couldn't sort through them all.

Emily slowly lowered herself onto Mike's long dick. He groaned.

"Oh fuck, so good," he said.

Emily slid down his skinny cock inch by inch. She reached the point where she was used to hitting the end and kept going. Her eyes widened as Mike's penis pressed deeper than she'd ever experienced.

"Fuck, Em," Mike said, "You feel so good."

Emily froze about an inch from the bottom. It was clear Mike had hit something painful, and she stopped herself. She carefully rose up, then settled down again. This time she was able to take it all, but not without making a wry frown as she did so. Emily leaned forward, resting her hands on Mike's chest, and started to slowly rock back and forth on top of him.



"Fuck. Your pussy," Mike said, "Gripping me like... Fucking hell, Em."

Emily only nodded absently. She was moving around gingerly, like she was trying out some new contraption; figuring out what all the buttons do.

Beneath me, Cassie finally stilled. Her eyes met mine -- her face a mix of complete satisfaction and utter embarrassment. She gave me a slight smile, almost like apologizing.

"That was amazing," I said. I leaned forward, cautiously, to kiss her. If she didn't want to taste herself on my lips, I wanted to give her the chance to say 'no.' Instead, Cassie kissed me back, passionately. Not in the showy way I was used to. But with real warmth and affection. "You're amazing."

"I'm pretty sure it's the other way around," Cassie said. She leaned in and whispered in my ear. "I've never cum like that. Ever."

The fact that she wouldn't say it aloud told me that it was true. Our eyes met, intimate. I could tell she was searching for reassurance. Her hand shot down and gripped my cock. OK, so maybe she was looking for something else, too.

"Put it in me, Paul," Cassie said, "Please."

She wasn't quiet that time. Quite the opposite.

"I need it," Cassie said, "Your big, thick dick."

Cassie didn't wait for my answer. She took my cock and steered it into place, practically stuffing me into her sex. She was certainly slippery but surprisingly tight. Her cunt clamped down from her previous cum. She grunted as I entered her. I expected she would want me to wait, but she shoved me forward. Almost like she welcomed the pain of my penetration.

The walls of her pussy slowly gave way to my insistent invader. Cassie's entire body welcomed me forward. Arms clasped my neck. Legs wrapped around my waist. Completely surrendering herself.

"aaaaaAH!" Cassie's body reacted as I slid inside her. Blue eyes burst wide.

I realized she was on the edge of orgasm from the last time and my entry had taken her, again, over the top. Her nails dug into my arms, sharp. She was slowly slicing me to pieces.

"Oh -- ah," Cassie gasped out, "Fuck. Feels so. Ah! Nee...needed this. So bad."

I finally buried myself completely. Again, I paused. I assumed Cassie would want a second to get used. Catch her breath. Instead, though, she was already writhing. Humping up and back as much as she could.

"Fuck me," she said. Repeated it louder. "Fuck me, hard!"

That got the group's attention. The other two couples, both already in mid-copulation, turned to look our way. If Cassie noticed their attention, she didn't react. At that point, surrounded by her grasping pussy, I didn't care.

I gripped the girl's shoulders for purchase and slammed into her. Cassie rolled her hips in time with my thrusts. Neither of us holding back.

"Ohhhhh, oh God. Keep. Keep fucking me. Harder. Please. Pump me." I doubt Cassie even realized she was saying the words. It was more like a long stream of sounds that happened to make sense. Again, I thought of what I'd witnessed earlier. This was a very different kind of cheerleader urging me on. One barely able to keep hold of coherence. "Oh! FUCK! That's so fucking GOOD!"

I became very aware of where we were doing all this. The six of us were outside, fucking madly, in what was actually a very public place. The other bungalows around us were quiet and dark. But that didn't mean anything.

I felt a hand on my shoulder and looked over. It was Emily. Her green eyes ran up and down my body. My wife gave me a funny little grin.

"Having fun?" she asked. I knew that didn't require an answer. "I love this. Love you. Watching. Make her go. Cum so hard."

The whole time, Emily kept riding up and down Mike's dick. Long, slow strokes. Her stomach and ass undulating over him. I told her I liked watching her, too.

"Sssooooo deep," Emily said. My poor petite wife. Mike had to be pushing up to her guts by that point. Still, she gamely carried on. Her lover staring up at her, a cocky little smirk played on his face.

"Yeah, Em," Mike said, "Ride it. I got you. I got you, Emily. Fuck, that tight pussy feels so sweet."

Emily froze halfway down. A little shiver ran through her. Her fingers dug into my bicep as her cum overcame her. Now I was getting wounded by two women at once.

"Come on, old man, you can do it harder than that!" Allison shouted out. She bucked him off her, breaking them apart. Allison grabbed Jack by the waist and flipped him over. His silver head bounced against the hardwood as she threw him back. Without a pause, the athletic blonde impaled herself on his dick. "Jeez, you want something done right, you've gotta do it yourself."

"You're such a brat," Jack said, "Always has to be your way."

"Damn straight," Allison said, "Cause I'm the one who knows what I'm doing. Now shut up and enjoy it."

Jack started to argue, but Allison silenced him with a kiss. Her ass bounced up and down on him lewdly.

With the four of them now in the same position, I wondered if I should flip Cassie, as well. But she seemed more than content to lie there and let me plow into her. Even the random words she'd been rambling before had devolved to grunts and cries.

"Oh! Ohfuck. Guh... uhn...uh...aahhhhhhhAH!" Cassie peaked again.

I could tell she was cumming because her arms trembled, and her eyes crossed. Her face cinched; lips curled up in a half smile. Plus, her pussy would squeeze down so hard it almost hurt.

Cassie's orgasms seemed be coming in groups. Rolling through her like a convoy of cums. One barely finished before another started.

"It's good right? Fucking Cassie?" I realized Mike was talking to me.

I didn't have the heart to tell him, he didn't know the half of it. It made me feel a little better about the fact that he was doing my wife at the same time.

"Emily's amazing," Mike said, "Fucking awesome. That tight pussy, fucking squeezing on me. Like she's trying to, uhn, suck the cum right out of my cock."

Emily reached over again, but this time she grabbed Cassie's arm.

"My husband's giving it to you good," she said, "Isn't he?" My innocent wife acting so strangely dominant, it was maybe the sexiest thing I'd seen from her yet.

"Uhn. Uh. Uh huh." Cassie nodded, unable to say much of anything.

"Fuck yeah," Emily said, "Take it. Cum on that thick cock."

Like it was a command, I felt Cassie's cunt writhe around me as another orgasm ripped through her.

"That's a good -- oh! -- girl," Emily said, then stiffened as her own pleasure crested. Like watching Cassie had brought her off. "OhhhhAH! That long dick. Fucking stabbing me."

"Yuh... yeah." Cassie gamely tried to continue the conversation, but to no avail. "Oh fuh-fuck! Cumming. Gonna cum. Again. OH!"

I hadn't stopped thrusting through all of this. Cassie's body felt amazing, her orgasms making it all the more incredible. But I stayed in control. After days of this, I felt like I could go on forever.

But even more than that, I wasn't focusing on my own enjoyment. Instead, I concentrated on what Cassie liked. I didn't worry about what felt best for me, I moved in ways that she seemed to respond to. If anything, with all that attention, it seemed like Cassie might tap out before I did. The way she was gasping, panting -- her body slick with sweat -- I thought that was a real possibility.

Everyone else, however, was starting to reach the finish.

"Come on, Allison," I heard the athletic blonde start her little chant. "Come... on... AH!"

The athletic blonde threw her head back, little tits pointed to the sky. Jack's hands shot out and grabbed Allison's hips, like keeping her from rocketing off.

"Here it comes," he grunted. His face went lax. "Ohhhhh yeah. There it is. Take it. Take my cum, you skinny bitch."

"Yuh-yeah," Allison finally fell slack. "Give it to me. You old bastard. Fill me up."

"Getting close," Mike warned Emily.

My wife hopped off his dick. She grabbed it in both fists and started pumping up and down with abandon. Mike groaned loudly as the first burst of his seed fountained upwards and landed on his own chest. Emily aimed his long, skinny cock so the next burst splattered on her upturned breasts.

Mike groaned out. "Ahhhh... so good..."

Emily giggled as he covered her with his spend.

"Puh - Paul?" I felt Cassie's hand on my arm. I looked down at my gorgeous lover. Cassie's mouth hung open. Her eyes dilated. "Cuh-cumming. I need..."

The words came out of her strained, like she was fighting through her orgasm to get them there. She tried to lean up and kiss me, but her body wouldn't let her. She fell back.

Yet some part of me had the sense, at the last moment, that she'd squeezed off her true climax. Like she'd felt something bigger building and she'd backed off it. I can't say how I knew it, but I did. Cassie's body seemed to edge away, like throttling her cum. A slight twist of her hips. Like cutting off a faucet at the source.

"So good," Cassie said, "Cum Paul. I need you to. Please... Fill me. It's yours - all yours. My pussy. Take it. Uhhhhn... Take me."

Her request, the need of her voice, finally brought me to the edge of orgasm.

"Getting... close..." I said.

"Inside," Cassie said, "I want it. So deep... Your load. Give me all of it."

I stood up and pulled Cassie by her hips to the edge of the lounger. I took her shapely legs brought and them up against my shoulders. I could have turned my head and kissed her foot. Cassie lay splayed, submissive before me. I caught her bright blue eyes with my own.

"I will," I said, "But only if you let it go, Cassie. Don't hold back."

"Oh." Cassie tried to escape my gaze, but I wouldn't let her. Her greedy pussy tried to capture more of my cock, but I held it back. Her nostrils flared; neck muscles strained. "OK."

"Cum for me, Cassie," I said. I thrust into her, hard. So much deeper and more aggressive than what I'd done before. Holding her in my thrall. "Give it up."

"Yeah, do it! Cum on that cock!" Emily cheered. Her chest dripping with Mike's spend.

"Fill her up!" Allison shouted. I saw she was sitting back on the deck, strumming her pussy hard.

"Let it out," I said, "Show me. You have to let me see."

I buried myself to the hilt. I could feel my climax building. Cassie's body bucked under me.

"Oh. Oh. Oh... OH! Ohhhhhhh fuck, I... yyyyyyyyyyyYES!"

I felt something warm splash against me. I looked down and saw the last of a long, clear spurt arcing out of Cassie's pussy. Her face was purple. Jaw frozen open. A long, stuttered grunt escaped her lips, pitching higher with each gasp.

And then, with Cassie's pussy gripping me harder than I thought was possible, I finally let loose.

The heat of my liquid bliss surged forth and blasted into Cassie's pussy. A long, exultant burst of ecstasy that practically knocked me back.

"Ahh ah AHHHHHHHHHH!" Cassie cried out, sharp as she felt me finally fill her. She sobbed and whimpered. Keened up at the heavens. A broken, joyful lament as she was crushed by her reckless bliss.

My own orgasm was only beginning. My second spurt felt almost fuller than the first. Harder. Almost painful. I gripped Cassie's hips tight enough to leave ten tiny bruises. I roared out my orgasm, unaware I was even making a sound.

My cum shot deep into her cervix. A roaring, raging river, racing inside Cassie's pussy, battering down anything in its path. Bathing her womb in my ecstatic essence.

"Oh God. So good. Cumming so... Fuck. Ohhhhh fuck that feels so good." Cassie's voice was weak and raspy. Like her shouting had snapped it. She bucked and shuddered like an invisible hand was shaking her.

I felt my knees go weak, but Cassie caught me in her arms. She drew me forward, kissing my lips and cheeks. My spend sputtered outward, dripping on her legs and stomach.

Cassie kept me close, patting my head. Both of us clasped each other tight, trying to draw out the last little bits of our orgasms. Savoring the lingering sweetness. I became aware of how hot everything was. Sticky and slippery. My lungs burned. My body ached. My head throbbed, pulsing with my heartbeat.

I glanced over and saw Emily cuddled into Mike on the lounger next to us. Allison and Jack both slumped on the side of the cabin.

We'd done it. Without tricks or games. No built-up boundaries or precious little limits. We'd all just fucked. Wild. Slamming into each other with abandon.

Like it was nothing at all.

*

I blinked my eyes open to the early haze. The sun was sneaking quietly over the horizon like it didn't want to be seen. Everything around me -- the lounger I was lying on, the deck, the nearby tables -- was wet with dew. The air smelled clean and fresh.

I realized I was alone. Everyone else had slipped off, I assumed to sleep inside. About now, I was supposed to be worrying where my wife was, who she was with. I couldn't drum up the energy.

I rolled over to my side and saw Cassie. She was on the other side of the deck, sitting on the steps of the tiny plunge pool. She was naked, her fantastic body half submerged in the clear-blue water. Her pink nipples were taut on her full breasts. The wind played in her golden blonde hair.

Cassie didn't notice me looking. She stared off into the horizon. Like searching for something that would never arrive. A sailor's wife, waiting for her husband to return from another fruitless voyage.

I slowly rolled off the lounger and limped over. Cassie glanced my way and smiled. She scooched over so I could climb into the water with her. Since she was sitting on the stairs, the only place I could go was into the pool, itself. The water was warm, like a bathtub. I went about shoulder deep before my feet hit the tile. It felt like being dropped in a human-sized bucket. My shoulders brushed the walls.

As soon as I was in, Cassie hugged me, tight. Her skin was prickled from the cool, morning air. She shivered into my chest.

"That was, ummm," Cassie said, "I mean. The whole thing? It was pretty amazing."

"It was," I said.

"I'm sorry about what I did, though," she said.

I gave her a questioning look. 'Sorry' was not the sentiment I expected.

"You know," Cassie said. "The squirting." The word came out of her so quiet, it might as well have been the wind.

"It was the hottest thing I've ever seen," I said, meaning it.

Cassie looked at me like I was nuts, but then a smile broke across her face. "Really? Because that was crazy. I don't usually... I mean. Fucking hell, Paul. I've cum lots of times with guys, I swear, but it's never felt like that. So out of control and... Wow. You're not supposed to do that to me, you know?"

Cassie couldn't hide her excitement now. Her bubbly personality overflowed.

"I enjoyed it, too," I said, flatly. Cassie growled at me and gave me a shove. I beamed at her, widely. "It was fucking amazing."

Cassie's face shifted. She raised an eyebrow, and I could tell she was processing.

"Why don't you talk more?" Cassie asked, "Seriously. Don't give me that whole thing about the accent. Your voice is sexy as hell. So why? What happened?"

I shrugged. I took a deep breath and switched into my deepest, sharpest patois.

"Americans talk too much," I said. It may as well have been my father's voice for how well I'd imitated it. Not that Cassie would know. I went back to my regular way of speaking. "That's what my father told me."

"So?" Cassie asked.

"It's hard," I said, "Hard to understand when you grew up here. My father, he just..." I went back into the accent. "Words! Too many words! All meaningless."

"He made you feel bad for speaking?" Cassie asked. She couldn't keep the shock out of her voice.

"I don't feel comfortable with it," I said, "It feels fake. I'm sorry."

"I get that," Cassie said, "Conversation can be empty. But not all of it is hollow. And sometimes you have to work through the surface bullshit to dig into the real stuff."

The real stuff was kind of the problem, though. "I find it hard to share myself," I said, "Especially when I know others don't care about what I'm saying."

"You could talk to me," Cassie said. And it was so warm and affectionate, it made my heart ache a little. "I care. I'd love to talk to you more. If you'll let me."

"OK," I said, "I will try."

Cassie slipped down into the pool and hugged me close. There wasn't enough room in there for us to be any less tight together. She rested her head on my shoulder. I know it sounds simplistic, but there was something nice about holding someone my height. The ease of our togetherness. OK, maybe it was more than a size thing.

"Like, maybe we could start talking now?" Cassie asked.

I chuckled. Silence still came easier to me. I took a deep breath. There'd been a thought lodged in my mind for a while. And I realized that now was the time to spit it out.

"Your mother was right," I said, "You do deserve more."

Cassie stepped back. Her face twisted in hurt.

"Not because you're hot or you have blonde hair and big boobs," I said, "But because you're a unique, incredible woman. Special. Anyone would be lucky to feel your love. Your true love. Even if it was only for an instant."

Cassie hugged me tight. Then we were kissing. I don't know how it started. Our lips came together. It was soft, warm. Not the needful, hungry smacks of before. This felt more like true fondness.

We hugged each other tight. I felt my erection press warm against her furrow. I backed Cassie into the wall behind her and we ground into each other. Cassie let out a gasp.

She spun us around, put her hands near my hips, and lifted upwards. I got her hint and slid up to the steps of the pool. My erection pointed through the shallow water, lewdly. The air now felt cold on my bare shoulders.

Cassie followed me up to the steps. Still kissing, reaching. Like she didn't want to be parted. She lowered her cute bottom into my lap. Wrapped her legs around my waist. Cassie reached down for my dick and scooted forward.

Slipping in wasn't easy. The wetness of the water made everything weirdly dry. Pushing forward was almost painful. But then I was ensconced in a far warmer, slicker place. We both groaned as we finally connected.

This position was so intimate. Both of us clung to each other. Neither able to really move. We didn't slam so much as we soaked. Slowly rocked against each other. Any movement, any build, required coordinated effort. It forced us to be slow, loving.

We rutted back and forth in the pool, languid. We'd had sex before, but this was something else entirely. The little droplets of water on Cassie's skin. Her hair darkened by the wet. The smell of chorine and Cassie's own unique perfume.

We held onto each other tightly, like surviving a storm. My dick slid back and forth in a way that was so delicious yet frustrating. I wanted to pump her, but I couldn't. We had to work each other through it. A sensuous struggle.

I reached between us and found Cassie's clit. She stopped humping to help me along. I strummed at her center. Cassie's mouth dropped open. She let out deep, halting gasps. Her hand shot down and held mine in place. Her chest flushed. Her body rose, then fell.

When I saw that she had recovered, I started to rub again. But Cassie pushed my palm away, gently.

"Too sensitive," she said.

Instead, I used my pussy-slicked fingers to pull at her nipple. Cassie began humping up and down on my shaft. Doing her best to move despite the lack of leverage.

But desire had already taken hold. I pushed Cassie back to the hardwood deck, pulling her out of the pool.

"Oh!" she let out in shock, but she let me position her.

I shoved myself back inside of Cassie, glorifying in my new leverage. But it wasn't to last. Those final, full strokes were all too much for me. I pumped her once. Twice. On the third push, as my cock was fully sheathed inside Cassie, my orgasm took hold of me.



A shout escaped my lips. My cum sharp and hot as it vaulted into her grasping pussy. She let out a little giggle, holding me tight as I filled her.

"Oh yes," she said, stroking my back, "That's it. Take that married pussy. Let it all out. I want it. Fill me up so deep."

I lost track of her words. Only focusing on the bursting peaks of pleasure. I strained, squeezing out all that I could. The bliss slowly drained from me. Like every inch of my body was letting out a long, joyous song.

Cassie and I stayed connected like that on the deck. Holding each other. Whispering. Kissing. My dick, soft, stayed surrounded in her soft wetness.

"I could get used to that," Cassie said.

"The sex?" I asked.

"All of it," Cassie said.

I lifted my head, giving her an odd look. Cassie's blue eyes stared back, fierce. Was she saying what I thought? I couldn't imagine it. Instead, I tried to play it off.

"You deserve to be happy, Cassie," I said. The implication of 'with someone else' was clear.

Cassie nodded at me, sadly. Like I'd told her she could go to Hogwarts or pet a unicorn. It was a nice thought, but this was reality. And for Cassie, that meant compromise.

I heard a feminine throat clear.

"Ahem."

Clear as day.

Cassie and I both turned behind us to look at where that sound had come from and found a pair of very adorable feet staring back at us. We followed the toes upwards, till we found their source.

Emily was staring down at me and Cassie. My petite wife was wearing another fuzzy bath robe. Her arms were crossed under her little boobs. Her green eyes burned fire.

"We need to talk."


Poly at the Poly Pt. 07

"We need to talk," Emily said.

My wife stared down at me as I lay naked on the hardwood deck, entangled with another woman. The expression on her face said she was upset, though I couldn't imagine why. We'd all engaged in this crazed, ongoing orgy since we'd arrived at Disney, four days before. If anything, I felt that Emily had started it, being all flirty with Jack that first night in the hot tub.

We had since gone way farther than that.

I'd had sex with Emily's best friend, Allison, and Jack's wife, Cassie. Em had slept with Jack, of course, but also Mike, Allison's husband, as well. Everyone had been with everyone, to the point that what few boundaries we had left had been obliterated.

And yet, I found myself feeling guilty under my wife's glare. It didn't help that my wilting dick was still buried in Cassie's wet, welcoming pussy. We'd just finished an early morning pool fuck, as casual as a wake up cappuccino.

"Please," Emily said. Her stance softened. Emily was wearing one of the white, fluffy bathrobes the hotel provided, but nothing else. Strange how that one piece of clothing made her seem so much more proper than Cassie and me. As if Emily hadn't been equally debauched only a few hours before.

I slowly stood, separating myself from my most recent lover. Cassie let her hands trail my legs as we broke apart, like she didn't want to let me go. The beautiful blonde woman didn't say a word, just gave me a little nod. A bit of a reassuring smile.

I took in the world around me. Everything on the deck was wet with dew, like it had been hosed down. The was slowly climbing over the horizon, giving everything a pale, bluish hue. The little chirps and songs of the world waking up filled my ears.

Emily gave Cassie a little courtesy wave, then my wife lead me back into the bungalow. Emily flopped down on the couch, but I felt off sitting next to her naked. So, like following breadcrumbs through a forest, I traced my steps till I was able to retrieve my boxers, pants, and dress shirt from the night before. I threw them on and sat down next to Emily. The house was completely silent.

As soon as I sat, Emily grabbed my hand. She gripped my fingers, possessively. Like I might escape.

"Last night," she said, like that summarized the entire evening we'd had of sucking and fucking people that we weren't, personally, married to. "It was a lot."

I raised an eyebrow. Was it? OK, so we'd had yet another epic orgy out on the deck in the middle of Disney's Polynesian Resort. But was it truly any different than the wild groupings we'd gotten into already?

We'd done almost the same thing, with different partners, in that very living room, not long before. We'd also made out in our own little hotel room on the other side of the resort. We'd done it in the bathroom, on the floor, on the kitchen table, in each other's beds, in a hot tub... The only thing we hadn't done was have sex with our actual, married partners. Well, except for Emily and I one time in the shower and, weirdly, that had been the outlier.

I expected my wife to explain herself, but she stared at me. Her face creased with concern. I wondered how much of my morning sex with Cassie that she'd caught. I'd seen her in similarly compromised positions the whole trip. But I couldn't shake the feeling that I was in trouble for some reason. And it irked me.

Yet, wasn't this what I'd wanted from the start? Emily had seemed distant this whole trip. Totally removed. And while fooling around like this had been fun, I can admit that some part of me had been yearning for something to upset my wife. To grab her attention from Jack and Mike and bring her back to me. So why did this feel like a failure rather than a triumph?

Sitting on the couch -- Emily squeezing my hand like she wanted to strangle it -- I thought she was about to read me the riot act. Instead, she went somewhere unexpected.

"That story I told you about me and the quarterback," Emily said, "When we played two truths and a lie on the first night."

I remembered it, of course. The six of us had been drinking in the hot tub. Things had been getting racy. When it was her turn, Emily had surprised me twice. She'd confessed that I had been her first (To that point, her only. My, how the times had changed), which was quite the shock in and of itself. But I hadn't forgotten about her other admission. That she'd sucked off the star quarterback under the bleachers back in college.

"I wasn't very popular in high school," Emily said, "With boys, I mean. I was always the quiet one in the corner. When I got to college, I had this philosophy class my freshman year. Derek, that's the quarterback, he was in it. He was, like, the guy. You know? Athletic, totally handsome. Dumb as a rock."

I laughed and so did Emily.

"I'd never gone for boys like that," Emily continued, "I didn't see the attraction. But something about Derek made my knees melt."

I gave Emily a pained look. Did I really need to hear about how she was attracted to another man? Sure, it was before she knew me. But this felt like a particularly open wound to pick at.

"There's a point to this, I promise,' Emily said, "It was a stupid crush, nothing was going to come of it. But then he asked me for help with the class. Apparently, he was struggling, and he thought I could tutor him. He basically begged."

I could hear the swagger in Emily's voice. She'd always been proud of how she did in school. It was the one thing I'd ever seen her be truly competitive about.

"We went back to my dorm room for study sessions," she said, "I had these silly fantasies about how our eyes would meet over the textbook. He'd lean forward and..." She cleared her throat. "Nothing ever happened. He was a perfect gentleman the whole time. And again, I guess I felt forgotten. Ignored. Like, was I even a woman if I couldn't get some fuckboy jock to make out with me?"

"You're very much a woman," I said, eyeing her body. Emily was sitting primly, wearing that bulky robe, yet she might as well have been posing for a boudoir shoot. Her perky breasts and shapely legs looked so good. Damn but my wife was hot. Who wouldn't be turned on by her?

"Derek passed the philosophy test," Emily said, "I didn't see him for a few months. One day I was crossing the quad, on my way to class, and I saw him walking with some friends. I don't know what came over me. I marched over, grabbed his hand, and dragged him away."

Emily's chest and neck went pink. She licked her lips, slowly. A little grin played on her face.

"We ended up under the bleachers by the practice field. I shoved his pants down. I felt this incredible rush. I was sexy. Powerful. The hot quarterback was worshipping me. The way he stared -- eyes wide. Confused and excited all at once. Eager and amazed. I felt like a goddess."

Emily stopped herself. She took a deep breath. She realized she'd dropped my hand and she grabbed it again. Holding it close to her bare belly.

"After it was over, walking home, I felt awful," Emily said, "None of it was like I imagined. His dick was actually kind of small and it tasted wrong, like he hadn't washed it in a while. But the worst part was, there was no connection. I might as well have sucked off a mannequin for all that it mattered. In the end, Derek was only a stranger; I didn't care about him."

"I'm sorry," I said. I felt like I needed to say something, and it was the only phrase that came to mind. Emily continued her story.

"I showered, like, six times that night. Trying to make it all go away. I thought about Derek bragging to his friends about how he'd gotten a BJ from some horny geek. I pictured running into him on campus again and being horribly embarrassed. All of it was a mess and I wished I'd never done it."

I extricated my hand from Emily's grasp and pulled her close, hugging her tight. Emily let me hold her, then settled back into the cushions.

"And most of the time that's how I remember it," Emily said, "As this stupid mistake that I'd regret for the rest of my life. But every now and then, I think about the thrill beforehand. The power I felt right before it happened. I guess that's how Cassie feels all the time. I envy her something awful."

For a second, I thought about telling Emily that wasn't the case -- that, actually, Cassie was as insecure as Emily. Maybe moreso in some ways. But it felt like betraying the blonde woman's trust. So, instead, I nodded noncommittally.

"When you started talking about having kids, I don't know, it all flooded back to me," Emily said, "Like my life was instantly over and I'd missed out on actually living it. I told you about my mom. She handed her whole life over to us kids and I promised myself I'd never do that. But here we are."

"It's not..." I started, but Emily shushed me. Being told to be quiet was a new experience for me.

"I love what we have together," Emily said, "I truly do. I don't want to lose that. Ever. But thinking about making a family made me feel wasted. Used up. Like I was ending my life as an individual being."

"It's not the end," I said, "Just a new chapter."

"Rationally, I know that. Emotionally? It's not the same."

"I get that," I said, "I want you to be happy."

"I know. Everything that's happened on this trip has been..." Emily waved her hand, like that could encompass all she felt.

"You've seemed like you're enjoying it," I said, "Sometimes."

"Sometimes," Emily said, "Sometimes it's been amazing. Getting to be this other person -- this wild, uninhibited woman -- is wonderful in a lot of ways. Like living out a fantasy. But it's also been awful. Scary. Is this what we are now? Is this who I am?"

"You can be who you want to be," I said.

"I don't even know who that is anymore," Emily said, "I'm scared I'm losing myself. Losing you."

I saw a tear well in her eye. It slipped down her cheek. She sniffled and brushed it away.

"I don't regret what I did," Emily said, forcing her voice to stay steady. "What I've done. But at the same time."

"We can stop it," I said, "Right now. We'll tell them we don't want to do it anymore. Just go to the park you and me if you'd like."

"No, it's OK," Emily said, "One more day. I'm not ready to let go of it. Not yet."

I nodded my head. Part of me was disappointed to hear her say that. Another part, a greedy part I would never acknowledge, was relieved. I guess I wasn't ready to end our escapades either.

"But when we get home," Emily said. She took my hand and put it on her heart. "When all this ends? I'm going off birth control."

For a moment, I was confused. Then, suddenly, I understood what Emily was saying. I couldn't stop myself from beaming. Now my eyes were the ones welling with tears.

"Really?"

"Let's make a family, Paul," Emily said, "You and me."

"I'd like that very much," I said.

Emily hugged me tight and both of us wept. Holding each other half-dressed on the couch in the middle of a bungalow where we'd been having wild sex for days. Like it was the most romantic, wholesome thing in the world.

Emily separated herself and straightened.

"So," I said, "A little more fun."

"One more day," Emily said, "Then we go home and start something new. Together."

"That sounds wonderful."

*

"This is a disaster," Allison said. All six of us nodded in agreement.

We were standing in the center of the courtyard in front of Cinderella Castle. The white and blue spires loomed over us, almost sparkling in the summer sun. Bright, happy music blared.

It was the archetypal 'Disney' moment that you see in promotions for the park. But we were having anything but a magical day. Everything had started out so well, all of us in happy alignment. Now, it seemed, we couldn't agree on anything at all.

Back at the Poly, after Emily and I had concluded our conversation, we'd collected the rest of the group. Everyone had found themselves passed out somewhere, and no one was completely confident about how they'd ended up where they were. We were drunk on hormones, high on adrenaline, yet no one thought that maybe we were out of control.

Emily and I were dressed, somewhat, but the rest of the group was completely naked. I couldn't help but stare at Cassie's naked form, her large breasts and golden blonde hair. But I also couldn't keep my eyes off of Allison, so tall and lithe with her small, pert boobs and poker-straight, strawberry-blonde hair.

I noticed all of us were eyeing each other, as if sharing in our appreciation. The group had grown together so thoroughly the last few days, yet we couldn't keep ourselves from ogling, amazed, all over again.

Despite the urge to throw ourselves right back down the rabbit hole, we all agreed that we needed to spend our last day at Disney actually at Disney. Our costumes from the night before were all gross and sweaty, stained with who knows what, but they were the only clothes we had. So, we put them on as best we could.

Once again, Allison, Mike, Emily and I headed back to our hotel room. Stepping out from the bungalow was like entering a different universe. Families raced around us, getting ready for the day. Couples strutted past with their morning coffee. Kids were already throwing tantrums. I remembered a few days before, thinking we were on a shared walk of shame. If that was the case, then this had to be a full-on parade of disgrace. Our only reprieve was that it was still early enough that most people hadn't woken up yet.

The four of us hurried back to our hotel room. Allison only paused to check her watch and tut her tongue. But when we got back to our room, we didn't start changing right away. Instead, Allison immediately pulled me over to the couch while Mike led Emily to the bed. The other couple looked so deadly serious, it was scary.

"Mike and I had a talk this morning," Allison said, looking me right in the eyes. "About, you know, everything."

I felt my chest tighten. This sounded bad. Despite all the wildness we'd been working through, we'd only gone on this trip because Allison was Emily's best friend. But this was starting to sound like a breakup speech.

"Yeah, somehow, Allie and I ended up in the same bedroom together last night," Mike said. He gave us all an oversized wink. "Weird, right? You'd almost think we were husband and wife."

Allison shook her head at him, but she smiled. "In any case, we want to make sure you both know how much fun this week has been. For both of us."

"Amazing," Mike said, his eyes twinkling.

"Paul, what we shared this week was incredible," Allison said, "I can't tell you how much I treasure what we've had together. I hope you know I truly value you as a friend.".

"Emily," Mike said, "This has been so amazing. You're amazing. I mean, your incredible tits and that tight twisting pussy. Holy fuck, Em."

"Michael!" Allison snapped at her husband. Mike bowed his head. Allison gave him a gesture that he needed to move on.

"Right, sorry," Mike said, "I never thought of you this way before, Emily. But now I see there's this amazing connection we can share -- beyond the, you know, the dirty stuff -- and I'm hoping it will continue for long after this week."

"I feel the same way," Emily said, her voice tentative. "We care about you both so much."

I gave Allison a firm nod of agreement.

"I'm glad to hear that," Allison said, "But we also want to make sure you understand. Mike and I made a decision. After everything that's happened, what we've all been through. It's important for us, for you, to know..."

"We're done," Mike said. He looked over at his wife with a loving expression. "No more sharing, swapping, schtupping. Whatever you want to call it."

"Yes," Allison said, "That."

"Paul and I had the same conversation," Emily said.

"Oh, thank God," Allison said. She let out a huge sigh of relief. Her whole body went limp. I hadn't realized how tight she'd been until she relaxed. A joyous grin spread across her face.

"Did you really think we would?"

"I didn't know what to think," Allison said, "Your friendship means so much to us. To me. I was so worried that this was going to end it."

"Of course not," I said, "We'll stop immediately."

"Well, we don't need to go that far," Mike said, "At least, not yet."

He and Emily shared a naughty smirk.

"We agreed to one more day," Allison said. She gave me a flirty smirk of her own.

"A last hurrah, if you will," Mike said.

"We'd kinda reached the same conclusion," Emily said.

"So, we're cool?" Allison asked.

"Very much, yes," I said.

The tall blonde leaned down and hugged me, tight. When she did, she whispered in my ear. "I missed you last night. Jack was fine, but it wasn't the same."

"I missed you, too," I said. It was sort of the truth. Kind of a lie. But what else was I going to say? And, being fair, there were times when I had truly missed Allison. Fleeting but real.

"OK," Allison clapped her hands loudly, "Now we really need to hurry up and go."

All four of us scrambled to get our things together. It might have been more efficient to share showers, but in this group, we knew washing together would only cost us more time, so we cleaned up separately.

Still, things like privacy or propriety went right out the window. We stripped naked right in front of each other, a far cry from earlier in the trip when an accidental glance at a naked Allison had gotten me in so much trouble.

Each of us put on our usual outfits: shorts, t-shirts, and sandals. We looked like a group of oversized kids getting ready for summer camp. We slathered on sunscreen -- yet another golden opportunity to get dirty with each other -- but we managed to keep ourselves in check. Now, finally, we were ready to head out.

"Should we tell Jack and Cassie?" Emily asked as we hurried out of our hotel room. "About what we agreed to, I mean."

"I don't see why," Allison said, "I mean, we're not changing anything for today. And tomorrow we're all flying off on our separate ways."

"Yeah, I guess you're right," Emily said, wistful.

We raced back through the resort and over to the main building to get the monorail. Cassie and Jack were both already standing there, waiting. They waved our way excitedly, but I could tell they were both sleepy. We all were. Our lifestyle was starting to eat at us in all sorts of ways.

Cassie was wearing a gorgeous, white, diaphanous dress with a plunging cut down the center of her chest. She looked more like she was going out for a fine evening rather than heading to a theme park.

"I was feeling fancy," Cassie said, shrugging, when Emily complimented her outfit. The beautiful blonde leaned in to kiss my cheek, then wrapped her arm around my back. Protective.

Jack, as usual, had on his jeans and a Hawaiian shirt. He gave Emily and Allison quick hugs. Mike and I got the usual guy nod.

"Last day at Disney," Cassie said. She let out a long sigh. "I'm so excited for today. But sad, too. It's strange."

"Stay in the now," I said. Both Allison and Cassie gave me a shocked look. "Some very smart people told me that."

We went up the steps to the monorail station and waited for the train. Outside, the sky was the same striking blue I'd become used to. The air was clean, if a bit heavy with humidity. A light breeze played at our clothes, like a mischievous fairy.

I took in the world around us and couldn't help but smile. This felt good. Safe. We were out with friends on a beautiful day, about to have an incredible adventure together. Nothing could be better.

It almost felt like we were celebrating. After all, we'd done it. We'd reached the end (well, almost) and had survived. The gauntlet of everything we'd gone through, it would have destroyed most people, most marriages. But there we were, triumphant, with hardly a scratch on us.



The next day, we'd head home; back to our regular lives. If anything, our bonds would be stronger now for everything we'd experienced and shared. We'd done the impossible. Could you blame us for feeling unbreakable?

Then we got on the train.

Mike tried to sit next to Emily, but she clung to Jack. Cassie hung on to me, but she got shoved aside by Allison. We tried to recombine again -- Emily with Jack and Mike with Cassie -- but Jack crossed to the other side of the car and pointedly sat by himself. Instead of coupling together, we ricocheted apart.

Our group, to this point, had fit together like we were shaped that way. But abruptly we found ourselves jumbled. Like pieces from six separate puzzles all trying to fit together and form a picture that couldn't exist.

I assumed it was a momentary set back. A strange, awkward eddy in an otherwise easy flow. But when we got to the Magic Kingdom, it only got worse.

The morning energy should have felt infectious. Despite the fact that we'd been in that very place only a few hours before for the Halloween party, the park felt fresh and new. Crowds streamed through the gates, mostly families with small kids. Happy, oompah music welcomed us inside. The sweet, salty smell of fresh popcorn and baked goods filled the air. So why did everything seem so sour?

As we went down Main Street, the six of us engaged in something that looked more like a shoving match than a morning stroll. Cutting each other off, grumbling and grousing. We were as rambunctious as a group of middle school-aged boys.

"Can you walk normally, please?" Allison asked after Cassie nudged the tall blonde off the sidewalk.

"Can you?!" Cassie snapped back.

I noticed that Mike and Jack were similarly jostling, although in a much quieter way. Well, Mike was pushing for Emily, but my wife was homing in on Jack. Kind of different, though much the same.

But if being together was hard, separating was almost impossible. Once we got to the front of Cinderella Castle, that iconic spot, we bickered endlessly about where we were going to go first.

"We should head to Pirates," Allison said, confidently, "That part of the park is always emptiest in the morning."

"You go do that," Cassie said, "I want to go do Peter Pan with Paul. We didn't get the chance to do that one last night."

"I was hoping to do Space Mountain," Mike said, "I'd love to go on that with you, Em."

"You know I can't handle rollercoasters," Emily said.

"Well, what about Buzz Lightyear," Mike said, unfazed, "You'd love it, it's like a video game."

"I just want a coffee," Jack said.

"I'd like to get one too," Emily said.

"OK, so do we have a plan?" Cassie asked.

"NO!" Everyone yelled. Jack buried his head in his hand, like existence, itself, was too painful to bear.

At least our scramble on the train had been quiet. Now that we were outright shouting in public, it was really embarrassing. I felt like everyone who walked by was staring. The heat of their glares burned worse than the Florida sun.

All this time, so much had happened. Yet, we'd managed to mostly avoid arguing. It felt new, and not at all in the fun way everything else was so far. And it kept escalating.

Mike would suggest something to Emily, but my wife would look to Jack who would simply shrug. So, Mike would ask Cassie, instead, but she was too busy fighting with Allison. And so round and round we went.

That's when Allison made her pronouncement. "This is a disaster," she said, "Seriously, I just want to have a nice day in Disney." She shifted towards me, making her meaning clear.

"We all do," Cassie said, moving next to me on the other side. The two blondes glared, like they couldn't believe the other had the audacity to agree. "So, Paul and I can have our day and the rest of you can do whatever."

"You're not his wife," Allison said with a snarl.

"Neither are you!" Cassie retorted.

You might think it would be fun to have two gorgeous women fighting over me. To be the center of so much attractive attention. It was not. This was mortifying, and I wanted it to end.

"Enough!" I roared.

All five of them stopped and turned to look at me, like frightened puppies. I'm pretty sure a few people around us stared, as well. Everyone, even Jack, seemed startled by my shout. Their eyes wide in shock and worry. Clearly, if I was ready to be loud, then it was time to listen. Unfortunately, I didn't have a follow-up.

"This needs to stop," I said. I heard my father's voice pass through my lips. Like we were naughty kids on a road trip.

"Paul's right," Cassie said. She reached out, but instead of taking my hand, she grabbed Allison's. With her free hand, Cassie took Emily's, as well. She started pulling them back down Main Street, the way we'd come. Mike, Jack, and I followed, like we were leashed to them. Though we didn't hold hands.

"Where are we going?" Emily asked. Her voice, small.

"Home," Cassie said, with a frightening finality.

*

We rode the monorail in silence. Every time someone tried to speak, Cassie shushed them. When we got back to the hotel, she frog-marched us to the bungalow. As soon as we were inside, the beautiful blonde gestured for us to sit on the couches in the living room. We did so, obediently.

It might be surprising that we were so pliant. But seeing Cassie -- sweet, bubbly Cassie -- get angry was more than enough to make us behave. Further though, to this point Cassie had always been able to solve our problems. I think we all trusted her to fix this, too. Though I couldn't imagine how it was going to happen. We really felt broken this time.

Cassie grabbed a notepad from one of the end tables, tore off all the sheets, and ripped those into smaller pieces. Then, using a pen from her purse, she wrote on each. Finally, she separated all the shreds into three separate bowls that she took from the kitchen cabinets. She did this with a kind of efficient violence, like punishing the paper for all our misdeeds. See what you've made me do?!

When she was finished, Cassie stood in front of the counter and glared over us, resting her hands on her hips.

"Everybody get naked," she said. We all looked at each other, uncomfortably. We were used to stripping down together, but this felt clinical and odd. Especially with all the tension enveloping us. "Now."

We stood up from the couch and undressed. The room filled with the sounds of buttons being popped, belts being undone, and clothes dropping to the floor. Cassie did the same as the rest of us. This was a far cry from that morning, when we'd all been so comfortable with our bare bodies. I fought the urge to cover myself for the first time in days.

"OK," Cassie said. She turned to demonstrate like a hot, nude Vanna White. I knew this was supposed to be serious, but I had to fight not to chuckle as her boobs jiggled along with her gestures. "Each of us will take turns taking a slip from these bowls."

"What's on the papers?" Allison asked. She licked her lips, predatorily. Despite the fact that the athletic woman had one arm across her little boobs and a hand over her crotch, she looked ready to take on any challenge.

"I'm getting to that," Cassie said, peevishly. "The first bowl has all our names. The second, has a body part. The third has an action."

"So like, Paul, hand, kiss?" Allison asked.

"Pretty much," Cassie said, "And then you have to do that thing."

"For how long?" Emily asked.

"Till you get a sheet that tells you to do something different," Cassie said.

"Oh my God, it's like dirty Twister," Mike said, "Well, dirtier Twister. That game's kind of raunchy already if you think about it."

"What if Paul chooses, like, Jack?" Allison asked.

"Maybe separate them into boy and girl bowls," Emily said.

"If you get a name of the same gender, you can draw again," Cassie said. Her exasperation was showing through. "Are we ready to go?"

I don't think anyone was all that excited about this. Playing a sex game seemed kind of silly right then, being honest. I didn't see how being forced together would make us get along. This felt like taking an oversalted piece of meat and over peppering it, too, just to balance things out.

But, again, we were used to Cassie coming up with solutions. We gave her the benefit of the doubt. If this was what she thought would solve the issue, we were going to try it. No matter how dubious we were.

"It's my game so I'll go first," Cassie said, "We'll go by couples." It said a lot that none of us even knew what 'couples' meant at this point. "Me and Jack, then Allison, Mike, Emily, and Paul."

We nodded our agreement. I didn't know why I was given the special punishment to go last, but I wasn't going to argue it at that point.

Cassie took a deep breath. I caught a look in her eye and realized she was nervous. I gave her a little nod. To be honest, I still wasn't sure what she was up to. But I thought it was important for her to feel like I had her back. Cassie noticed. Her anxious look shifted into a smile.

She reached into the first bowl. The dishes were an eggshell brown, almost aggressively generic. But they served the purpose of hiding their contents.

Cassie fished her fingers through the sheets and pulled up a slip. She looked at it. Her mouth quirked, but she nodded. As if resigned. She turned and showed us the paper. It had my wife's name on it.

I waited for Cassie to redraw, but she went to the next bowl and dug in. She showed us a slip labeled 'Foot.' Her final draw had the word 'Touch' on it.

"Simple enough," Cassie said. She knelt down on the floor, putting her right hand on Emily's bare foot. My petite wife let out a little nervous giggle but didn't do anything else as Cassie's pink-nailed fingers rested on her toes.

"It's honestly not a bad view," Cassie said, looking upwards. This time, Emily flat out blushed.

Jack ambled over to the bowls for his draw. He got Mike and tossed it. But his next slip was my name and he sighed, as if resigned. The next two were 'chest' and 'touch.' Jack shook his head, ruefully, but went over to me. He gingerly put his hand on my torso.

"Are you sure we shouldn't separate the bowls, hon?" Jack asked. He turned to me. "Dude, you're really hairy."

"I am aware," I said.

"I'm sure it'll be fine," Cassie said.

"Are you sure about that?" Allison asked. She'd taken her turn and was holding up a sheet with Cassie's name on it. The next slips had 'rub' and 'chest' on them. I think all three guys had the same thought at the same time. We all gave each other knowing looks.

"Just choose another person, honestly," Cassie said. Her voice slightly strained.

"It's fine," Allison said through gritted teeth.

The tall blonde woman knelt down on the floor next to Cassie. She put her hand on the beautiful blonde's big tit and started to rub. It was not emotional and neither woman seemed to be enjoying it. But, I will admit, it was kind of awesome. Feeling myself stiffen with Jack's hand on my flank was strange, but there it was.

"Apparently I have to rub Allison's hand," Mike said. He showed us the papers. I think all of us were pleased to finally see a heterosexual pairing. These other matchups weren't our thing.

At first, Mike's assignment seemed rather blah. Where was the fun in that? But then, I think the whole room realized what the tall man was actually able to do.

After all, he had to rub his wife's hand. And his wife's hand was currently engaged in rubbing Cassie's boob. Sure, Mike could have massaged Allison's left instead, but where was the fun in that?

A dirty grin slipped across Mike's face as he got on the floor next to Allison. He gently put his fingers on hers, and started moving them over Cassie's breast. His influence made the athletic blonde's touches more intimate. More urgent. This went from sort of sexy to kind of amazing all in one move.

Now it was Emily's turn. My wife had grown a whole tail off her foot, with Cassie holding it and Mike and Allison holding Cassie's breast. So, she moved carefully to allow the whole group to stay attached.

"Oh, Jeez," Emily said, showing us the three sheets all at once. Allison, chest, rub.

"Are we sure the slips are random?" Mike asked, "Not that I'm complaining."

"I put a few extra 'touches' in there to balance things," Cassie said, "But that's all."

"Uh huh," Emily said. She knelt on the ground with the rest of the group and reached around both Cassie and Mike to rest her hand on her best friend's little breast. It was a tentative touch.

"That's fine," Allison said, reassuring. The look on her face -- rubbing Cassie's tit while her own breast was also being manipulated -- was tough to read. Uncomfortable, pained, but not unaroused.

Finally, I had my first draw. I didn't know what to root for, but I hoped the bowl gods would be kind. I got Mike's name first, but I put it back. My next draw gave me Emily -- I had to touch her hand.

Well, it was a boring result compared to what else had been going on, but I could live with it. Then I realized, actually, that I'd been given the same opportunity as Mike. Sort of. I dropped to the floor, dragging Jack with me, and joined the chain of everyone else.

Carefully, I reached through the knot of body parts and rested my hand on Emily's. I felt Allison's round breast behind my wife's fingers. I took the instruction literally, touch not rub, so I didn't move it. Yet there was something oddly erotic about all this. Kind of hot but in such a strange way that it was unhot which then made it unexpectedly hotter? I'm not doing a good job of explaining myself, but there it is.

"I really like this view now," Cassie said, looking back at all of us, naked and scrambled together. Arms entwined and knotted. We all chuckled.

Cassie's next turn was an awkward one: she had to touch her own hand (she rested it on top of the one on Emily's foot). Then Jack had to rub Cassie's hand. He used it as an excuse to let go of me and squatted next to his wife.

"My foot is not comfortable," Emily said.

"At least it's not your boob," Allison said.

Now, the athletic blonde had to touch my lips. At first, I thought that meant putting my mouth on Mike and Allison's hand which was on Cassie's breast which (like everything else were doing) was both hot and weird.

Instead, Allison put her free hand on my face. It was strange, having her fingers on my mouth. So, I did what was natural and started to slowly suck on Allison's digits.

"Whoa, Paul, nice!" Cassie said.

Allison gave me a little sultry smirk.

"This is getting tangled," Emily said.

"Just you wait," Cassie said.

Mike's next draw had him putting his hand on Cassie's chest. It was already there, through his wife, but he took the opportunity to grab Cassie's other bare tit. He hefted it in his hand.

"That says touch, not rub," Allison said.

Mike turned to his wife and gave her a raspberry. I had to admit, it was an effective retort.

"Shit," Emily said. She was holding up Kiss, Lips, Allison.

"Redraw," Cassie said, "It's not a big deal. The boys have been doing it lots."

That was true. I'd already passed up a couple of Mike's and one Jack. But Emily shook her head.

"I'll do a quick one," my wife said. She leaned over and gave Allison a quick peck on the mouth. And yes, my dick got even harder. What can I say?

"You're supposed to stay that way," Mike said.

Emily responded with the same "thhhppbbb" he'd given his wife.

My next turn, however, was less obvious. I got Allison, Touch, and Frontside. What was 'frontside'?

"It's like backside," Cassie said, "Only the opposite."

We all looked at her, confused.

"I felt silly writing 'pussy' and 'penis' on a sheet of paper," Cassie said.

"Oh," I said, "That makes sense."

Then I realized what that meant.

Allison and I shared a grin. I let go of Emily's hand. Then I reached between Allison's legs and put my fingers on her pussy. She was dripping, as much as I'd ever felt her.

The slip said 'touch,' but I couldn't help myself and started slowly moving my finger through her steaming sex. Gently teasing at her. Allison closed her eyes and let out a little sigh.

"This isn't getting any more normal," she said.

I could understand her feeling. She was rubbing Cassie's breast in concert with her husband while I rubbed her vagina. Both were bent over, because the beautiful blonde woman, herself, had her hand on Emily's foot. Jack was squatting next to her, his hand on Cassie's.

It felt like we might tip over at any second. Just getting the paper out of the bowls was becoming a life-threatening activity. To be honest, I'm not sure how we accomplished it all.

Cassie put her hand on Mike's chest (easy enough). Jack got to touch Cassie's pussy, which was also an easy reach. He played at her folds, lazily. Allison put her hand on my butt. Mike reached over to touch my wife's vagina. Emily put her fingers in Mike's mouth to suck.

Finally, I had to touch Cassie's breast. Having my one hand in Allison's snatch, I moved the other off her boob (and my wife's hand), and cupped Cassie's tit. It was a strange sensation, fondling two different women at the same time. Kind of neat. Sort of arousing. Also bizarre.

But it was all too much. We were so precariously positioned and suddenly I toppled over, breaking the chain. Everyone started laughing as we tumbled onto the ground. Piled and wrapped around each other. Like a strange, naked flesh monster.

We groaned as we lay on the floor. But I noticed, no one was arguing. Instead, we were smiling. Enjoying each other's company again. Maybe things hadn't gone exactly as Cassie planned. What we did wasn't truly sexy at its core. But it helped bring us back together a bit.

"Well, that didn't go like I thought it would," Cassie said.

"It was a good idea," Allison said.

"Yes, it was neat," Emily said.

"Thank you for a lovely game, hon," Jack said. He leaned over and gave Cassie a kiss.

"Yes, thank you," Mike said. He also kissed Cassie.

"Well, I feel like I should thank Paul for doing a lovely job of rubbing me," Cassie said. She sat up a bit and pressed her lips to mine.

"He did a good job on me, too," Allison said, and kissed me as, well.

And just like that, it was on.

We were all lying on the floor naked. Tangled together in a knot. But slowly we began to reorient into a new, different shape. One both terribly familiar and amazingly new.

Cassie and Allison rested their hands on my chest and pushed me back. They took turns kissing me on the lips. Little, affectionate smacks.

Cassie let out a gasp. Allison and I looked over and saw that Mike, behind her, had dipped his finger into her pussy. His other hand was engaged in rubbing Emily's perky breast. Meanwhile, Jack's fingers were buried in my wife's cunt.

I gave both girls a look. They shrugged back at me. I guess we were going for this.

Cassie, her face twisted with the pleasure of Mike's ministrations, reached down and found my dick. I was achingly hard, of course, and she started stroking me. Allison spun around to give me access. I started to rub her pussy.

We moved hurriedly, like we were all in a desperate rush. As if, we feared, that even a pause might bring things to a halt.

"Here, you're distracted," Allison said. She pushed Cassie off my dick and lowered her mouth over it.

Cassie made an insulted grunt. She pulled away from Mike, putting her pussy in my face.

"If you're not too indisposed," Cassie said. I cackled and started licking her.

I was split between the two blondes. Allison's mouth warm and wet on my cock. Cassie's tangy clit on my tongue. I could barely see beyond myself, but I couldn't help but look.

Mike had also spun around and now was licking between Emily's legs. My wife lay back, tilted her head upside down, and swallowed Jack's dick. The skinny brunette stretched like a pink piece of gum between the two of them.



Cassie saw that left Mike's dick uncovered. She twisted around and lay on her back, so she was under Mike's cock; like she was sliding under a car chassis. I bent with her so I could stay connected to her sex. Allison was the only one without someone stimulating her, but she seemed fine to stroke herself as she sucked my dick.

Now all of us were connected in one long, oral daisy chain. Humping at each other's mouths like an alien, undulating organism. With most of our tongues engaged, there wasn't much talking going around. Only the wet sounds of licking and sucking, punctuated by a random groan.

With all the stimulation, it's not a surprise that none of us lasted all that long. Jack was the first to go. He arched his back and pulled his hand out of Emily. With a shout, he covered her chest in cum.

When he spattered her, Emily braced and shuddered. A sharp, shaking squeal escaped her lips as Mike tongued her over the top. When her orgasm let go of her, she pushed Mike's head away.

Mike, seeing that his wife was unattended, spun the other way and attached his lips to her cunt. Allison grunted as her husband began licking her. She stopped sucking me -- just held me in her mouth while she was stimulated.

With my pleasure on pause, I had the mental ability to focus on Cassie. I worked her clit with abandon, remembering all the tricks I'd learned from the day before. The beautiful blonde woman gasped and shuddered. Trembled on my tongue.

"Fuck that feels good," she gasped out. She tumbled backwards onto her bottom.

At the same moment, Allison reached her peak. She let out a tight, pained howl as her husband took her over the top. She pulled off my dick, gasping for air.

But the athletic blonde didn't forget my need. Urgently, she reached for my cock and started jerking me off. The strength and dexterity of her grip was more than enough to get me there. I groaned as the pleasure raced across my body. I burst across Allison's chest, splattering her tits.

Mike was the last one left to go. He stood up, stroking his own dick. Allison spun around and sat on her knees in front of her husband.

"Give it to me," Allison said, "I want it."

Cassie crawled over next to Allison. She pressed her breasts forward like an offering. "On my tits," she said.

My wife sat up and joined the other women. "On my face," Emily said.

All three women, so very different, yet all equally attractive in their own way, sat supplicant in front of Mike and begged him to blow his load on them.

The tall man let out a loud groan. His first fertile shot fountained onto Cassie's tits. The next hit Emily in the face. The third landed in Allison's hair. The girls all giggled and groaned as Mike pumped himself empty. A cocky smile sat on his face

When he was done, the women all turned to show the room. They even took a playful bow; giggling so hard it was contagious.

Mike had gotten them good. All of them had long white streaks on them -- my wife and Allison had it the worst, with two loads apiece spattering their bodies. All three were sticky with spend. Tits and chins dripping.

Before, when the game broke apart, it had felt like a cease-fire. Now that we'd all shared in each other in this unique way, it felt like we had finally formed a lasting peace.

"I need a shower," Emily said, idly tracing Mike's cum on her tit. A glob of Jack's seed dripped down her stomach. I became very aware of the fact that my wife was soaked in the spend of two other men. It gave me that now familiar sensation of arousal and despair.

Emily stood up on wobbly legs and wandered back to the bathroom. We heard the gush of water turning on. Cassie went to the kitchen sink and started to splash her face. Allison grabbed a kitchen towel and wiped herself down. I noticed my own seed dripping off her and stopped feeling so sorry for myself. After all, I was as guilty as Emily.

Slowly we all put ourselves back together. I looked up at the clock and saw that, somehow, only an hour had passed. We had plenty of time to go back to the Magic Kingdom and restart our day. Out of nowhere, the idea of going on rides in the oppressive heat seemed like an amazing idea.

Once Emily got out of the shower, we all got ready and walked back to the lobby. We were, clearly, worse for the wear. Makeup smeared, hair all mussed. Clothes put on like we'd dressed in a hurricane with our eyes closed.

But we were smiling. All holding hands. Basking in the sunlight and ready to take on the day. For real this time.

*

Our morning melee meant that we'd missed out on getting a head start at the Magic Kingdom. By the time we got back, the park was bustling with people and most of the marquee rides had lines of thirty minutes or more. But our mood was buoyant enough that we were able to still enjoy ourselves.

Instead of rehashing the same argument, we all agreed to follow Allison's plan and headed to the back of the park. We followed the path down along the river, the large steamboat tooting along beside us. I remembered this area from the night before, but it was very different in the bright summer sun.

Allison led the way like a combination of a savvy tour guide and a valiant explorer, cutting through the clumps of people aggressively while she happily pointed out her favorite spots in the park. The rest of us followed her carefully -- close enough that we didn't lose her, but far enough away that we didn't accidentally get caught up in her enthusiastic aggression.

Cassie grasped my hand. She seemed to almost shimmer in that white dress. Yes, she was a mess, her clothes askew and her makeup washed away. That didn't make her look any less amazing. I could feel the eyes of every patron as they took her in, like she was as exciting a sight as one of the characters.

"Feeling better?" Cassie asked. I could tell that this was a genuine concern.

"Yes," I said. Cassie gave me an evaluating look. "This morning was hard. But you made it work. It's impressive how you always seem to have the solution."

Cassie clapped her hands happily, but it wasn't about the compliment. She was counting my words, trying to draw me out. A permutation of the game that Allison liked to play. But unlike the tall blonde, Cassie wasn't competing. She legit just wanted me to open up more.

Ahead of us, Mike and Emily were also holding hands. I couldn't get past how strange they looked as a couple. Mike was so much taller than my wife. But they found a way to make it work. In fact, they were being surprisingly flirty, whispering and giggling to each other. Mike even stole a quick kiss at one point.

Jack, on the other hand, trailed behind all of us. He had a coffee in his hand, and he sipped and strolled. Again, I realized he was acting oddly detached. On the days before, it had seemed like his whole galaxy had revolved around Emily. He doted on her, and she devoted herself back.

Now it seemed he'd stepped into another universe where she didn't exist. OK, he didn't completely ignore her. But his disinterest was almost shocking, and Emily definitely noticed. I was pretty sure, in fact, that a lot of my wife's performance with Mike was intended specifically for Jack. But the more she tried to pull the older man back to her, the harder Jack pushed her away.

We got to Pirates of the Caribbean and went inside. It was a stone building, made to look like a fort with black chains, iron bars, and stacks of cannonballs strewn about. The wait wasn't too bad, and the area was air conditioned, so at least we were comfortable.

Now that we were standing together, we recombined slightly. Allison started talking to Emily about work stuff, and Mike asked Cassie about her plans when she got home. I noticed the beautiful blonde stayed attached to my side. I think the rest of the group was very aware of it, too.

"It'll be nice to get back home," Cassie said, "I'm going to need a vacation from this vacation."

"I hear you," Mike said, "Though I'm going to miss this, too."

"You all should come visit us in New York," Cassie said. She squeezed my arm as she said 'you all.' "We're not that far of a drive up the Turnpike."

"I'd like that," Mike said, missing Cassie's cues completely.

It was probably for the best. I wasn't sure where Mike was at with his former crush girl. He seemed to be awfully interested in Emily after the night before. But I couldn't imagine he was 'done' with Cassie, even after everything they'd already done. She was the girl, he'd told me. Was he truly already ready to move on so completely?

The line leapt forward about halfway down the room and we shuffled forward along with it. But Jack hung back. There were two women standing behind us and he was chatting them up, hard. The women were cute -- a blonde and a redhead, both chunky and smiley. Both looked to be in their mid-thirties. Jack was so engrossed with them, they were so charmed by him, he didn't notice we'd moved.

But Emily noticed. At first, I didn't recognize the look on her face, but I quickly realized: it was jealousy. I'd seen it a few times on this trip, just for a second or two and only when she thought I wasn't looking. But she'd made that face when I'd gotten Allison off with my tongue. And when I'd made Cassie squirt the night before.

And Emily was looking that way now, watching Jack flirt with those two women. Only this time it was overt -- she didn't care who saw. I could practically see the steam coming out of her ears.

"Jack honey, keep up," Emily said, forcing out a giggle. She hurried over to him, grabbed his arm, and yanked him back to our group. "We can't hold up the line."

Emily kept Jack's arm firmly locked in her own. She reached up and smoothed his silver hair, giving him a kiss on the cheek. It was the kind of animal behavior David Attenborough could spend a whole series studying.

Cassie, leaning against the stone wall next to me, let out a long, cool exhale. "On to the next," she said, barely a whisper.

I turned to look at her and she shrugged. This was all expected, apparently. Part of the plot. But while Jack was clearly good with it and Cassie was resigned, I wasn't sure how Emily was going to take this. Of course, we'd already planned to step away. But that was after the trip, not during.

"Emily will get over it," Cassie said, quietly, "They always do."

After riding Pirates, we walked over to Splash Mountain, but it was down -- a cruel reality on an already overhot day. The line for Big Thunder Mountain, however, was manageable.

"I'm not doing that one," Emily said as we queued up.

"I'll wait with you," Mike said. He grabbed her hand and pulled her to the far side of the path. They leaned against some large, brown rocks and immediately started kissing.

I don't know why it bothered me so much to see Emily and Mike. I'd witnessed way more than what they were doing. And, rationally, I knew that Emily was mostly performing to get Jack's attention, rather than to upset me. But it did trouble me. I couldn't help staring back at my wife and Mike a few times while we made our way up the hillside to the ride.

"They'll be fine," Allison told me, after I'd glanced over for a third time. We were about to go into the main building, and I wouldn't be able to track them from there. "Mike's harmless."

I looked at the athletic blonde woman and nodded, solemnly. I knew she was right. But knowing and feeling are two different things, you know. And the gut always overrules.

"I envy her, you know," Cassie said, seeing where my attention was.

"You want to make out with Mike, too?" I asked. I couldn't keep the bitterness off my tongue.

"No," Cassie said, giving me a slap on the shoulder, "I mean her life. That whole thing about only being with one guy. She met her soulmate and moved forward. I wish things had been that easy for me."

"It's not always easy," I said, motioning back towards where my wife was kissing her best friend's husband.

"Despite all that, she's still going back home tomorrow to the love of her life," Cassie said, "Someone who cares about her so much, he can't stop staring her way."

"I think Emily would say she envies you," I said.

Cassie made a sour face, like she couldn't believe what a bad choice that was. "I guess we always want what we can't have."

Despite my worries, when we got back from the wildest ride in the wilderness, Emily and Mike were not naked and humping on the rocks. Though Emily was flushed, and Mike was smiling a bit too contentedly for my taste. The two of them straightened themselves as they saw us, and we all started walking back through the park.

We again followed the curve of the path around the river, till we got to the Revolutionary War section of the park. We turned in to the Haunted Mansion and did that. I think Cassie realized she'd been monopolizing my attention and she made sure that Allison and I were paired in the doom buggy. Cassie sat with Mike, putting Emily with Jack. Again, I was in awe of how clever the blonde woman could be.

Almost as soon as our safety bar closed on us, Allison had her lips on mine. I'd shared so many kisses that week. Emily's warm, affectionate ones and Cassie's passionate smooches. Allison's kisses were, of course, aggressive. Almost hungry. She didn't slip her tongue into my mouth so much as she shoved it. It wasn't my favorite way to make out, but I can't deny I didn't enjoy the differences.

I let my hand drift up Allison's flank. She traced her fingers through my leg hair. But that was as far as we got. It was probably for the best -- I was very aware that there were cameras everywhere.

After that ride, we were all feeling hungry. There was a seafood place across from the mansion, and we hurried over. The restaurant was quite busy, people darting everywhere. A low roar of noise. You'd think after a week at Disney I'd be immune to that feeling of being overcrowded, but every time I felt a fresh panic.

We ordered our food at the counters, then Allison and I went to find a table while the rest of the group waited. The athletic blonde weaved us around the crowd, leading me up a flight of carpeted stairs. There was a whole dining room up there, with big wooden tables and small windows. Most importantly, it was completely quiet. Only one other couple had found this spot, and they were off in a corner.

We took a table large enough for the six of us. Allison reached over and grabbed my hands. She swung them, playful.

"It'll be nice to get back to normal," Allison said, "Not that I'm not looking forward to having another go-round with you, you know?"

"One last hurrah," I said, repeating what her husband had said before.

"Exactly!" Allison said.

The others dropped our trays in front of us and the six of us settled down to eat. The calm of the area we'd found was a remarkable salve. I hadn't realized how ruffled I'd been by the throngs till we finally found quiet. Despite all that there was still to do, the thought of whiling away the afternoon up there kind of appealed.

With food in front of us, our group also seemed to reach a comfortable equilibrium. The conversation flowed easily, no one argued or got jealous. That was the other side of our intimacy -- it made closeness come easily. We all knew each other now, in some ways better than anyone else in the world. It was alluring to think we had this connection to fall back on at any time. All the ease of a marriage with none of the larger complications.

"We should do this again," Cassie said, breaking through the hum of conversation.

"You mean..." Allison's question didn't need finishing.

"This," Cassie said, "Disney. All of it."

Emily gave me a knowing look. She took a deep breath and turned back to the table. "Paul and I decided we want to start a family. When we get back."

"That's awesome!" Mike said.

"I'm so happy for you both," Allison said. She reached over and hugged Emily's shoulders. Mike offered me a firm handshake.

I almost didn't catch Cassie's frown. By the time I processed what I'd seen, she was back to smiling brightly

"That doesn't mean we can't see each other though," Cassie said. "Like, we're still friends, right? That doesn't go away."

Yes, because friendship was what Cassie had been suggesting. Wet, hard, thrusting friendship.

"Mike and I've already planned our trip to Disney for next year," Allison said, "We have reservations all set for March 2020."

"The Star Wars land will be open," Mike said, "But it'll be before the big 50th anniversary celebration so the parks shouldn't be too crowded."

"Oh, that sounds like a lot of fun," Emily said, immediately engaged by the idea. "And we would like to see you all again." She looked pointedly at Jack as she said it.

"I might have job stuff in the spring," Jack said. He caught his wife's eye. "But I'll see what I can do."

"There's so much more Disney you guys didn't even get to do," Allison said. I could see the wheels were already turning in her head. "We didn't see Disney Springs. Oh, or the waterparks!"

"Plus, there's all sorts of new stuff coming, even beyond Star Wars," Mike said.

The table talk went quiet and I realized everyone was looking my way. When did I become the deciding vote?

"It sounds nice," I said. I looked at my wife. The nonverbal communication was flying fast and furious. "I think we can think about it."

In truth, the spring seemed so far away at that point, I couldn't picture it. Would Emily be pregnant by then? What would our lives be like? But that distance also made it easier to agree. After all, there was no real commitment. A 'yes' now hurt no one, while a 'no' later would be easy to give when we weren't all sitting together.

Allison raised her cup of soda and offered up a toast.

"To friendship," she said. We all raised our glasses.

"To friendship with benefits," Mike replied, and we all laughed.

*

After lunch, we went back to Fantasyland and did the iconic Disney rides: It's a Small World, the Teacups, and Dumbo. To my mind, they're the most child-friendly rides at Magic Kingdom, the ones you picture when you're young. But all they did was turn our minds to more adult things for later.

I think it was the waning of the day. We all felt the evening slowly encroaching, even as the sun stayed high in the sky. Like werewolves, we sensed our approaching transformation. Every minute that passed brought us closer to when our innocent giggles would turn into lustful moans.

A few days before, I'd wondered constantly what would happen. I didn't see how we would tumble into each other, or if we even would at all. Four days later, however, the only question I had was what form we would take. Would I be with Cassie or Allison? How would we all separate and come together?

The others were clearly feeling the same anticipation. We were all in one row on Small World, but that didn't stop Allison and Cassie from taking turns giving me little kisses while Emily did the same with Jack and Mike. That was a big boat ride, filled with families, so we kept it mostly chaste. Little pecks that promised of so much more.

On the Teacups, I ended up sharing a vehicle with Allison and Emily. This ride was way too fast for making out. But as our teacup spun around, and Allison caught my eye, she lifted up her shirt quick as can be, showing me her small round breasts. It was less than a second but still.

I looked over at Emily, feeling oddly uncomfortable. My wife responded by lifting her own shirt and giving me a look at her little, lace encased boobs. Both girls broke into giggles. It was naughty, sure, but nothing more.

On Dumbo, though, we were able to pair off on our own elephants. Cassie leapt into the ride with me, like a hot, blonde Tigger. She wrapped her arms around my chest and rested her head on my shoulder as we rotated slowly in the sky. It was as intimate as any make out session we'd had before.



"I like this," she said, "I like you."

I turned and gave her a smile, knowing that it wouldn't be enough. "I like you, too," I said, and Cassie snickered.

"See, only a few days and already I know you so well," Cassie said, "Give me another week or so and you'll be wrapped around my finger."

There was an uncomfortable silence then. Not like the usual ones I was used to, that I'd lived in my whole life. This one, I felt the terror of it clawing at my chest. Was this what other people felt when no one was talking and they were trapped with their own thoughts?

"Sorry," Cassie said, "I didn't mean to set you off."

"It's OK," I said, "In truth, I'd be lucky. Honored."

Cassie sighed, contentedly, and buried her head deeper into my shoulder. Our elephants slowly sank back to the ground. The ride was over.

"You're a good man, Paul," Cassie said as we came to a stop.

I glanced over at the elephant across the way, where Emily sat with Jack. She caught my eye and gave me a little, smiling wave. I didn't feel like a good man.

Not even a little bit.

*

For dinner, we grabbed burgers at Cosmic Ray's. After we ate, serenaded by the lounge-lizard alien, we agreed that we would split up. That way, we could get more done before we ran out of time. Again, everyone was almost too polite as we agreed on where we would go; how we would divide. It ended up with Allison, Cassie, and I heading off to Space Mountain while Emily, Mike, and Jack went to get pictures with characters.

I gave Emily a longing look as she skipped away from the restaurant, almost glowing in the evening gloaming, bracketed by the two boys.

"She'll be fine," Cassie said. She reached down to take my hand as the three of us walked past the mechanical trees towards the big, white, meringue-ish building that housed the rollercoaster.

"You always say that," I said, perhaps a bit too whiny.

"She's always right," Allison said. She grabbed my free palm.

"Thank you, Allie," Cassie said, her glee at the athletic woman's acknowledgement sounded genuine.

"You're welcome, Cassandra," Allison said.

"Actually, my real name is Catherine," Cassie said, "Do you really not like being called Allie? I swear I've heard Mike use it."

Allison responded with a shrug, like she didn't care. But it was clear that she did.

"It's different," Allison said, "When Mike says it, that doesn't bother me. I'm sorry, it's not something I can explain."

"No, I'm the one who should be sorry, Allison," Cassie said, "I wish you'd said something sooner."

"It's OK," Allison said, "It's my fault for not telling you. I'm not usually the type to not stand up for myself."

"You've been spending too much time with Paul," Cassie said.

"No such thing," Allison said. She bent down slightly and kissed my cheek.

"So true," Cassie said, dreamy.

By the time we got to Space Mountain, it became a full-on lovefest between the two women. Not that they'd been at each other's throats the whole time, not even close. But there'd been this lingering tension, no doubt tightened by the fact that Allison's husband had been lusting after Cassie and exacerbated by how things had gone later on with me.

Now, for the first time all trip, the two women were acting like they actually enjoyed each other's company. I stood in the dark, air-conditioned hallway leading up to the ride and got a show of playful banter from the two attractive women.

"I don't know, it feels weird when there's no cheerleaders at a game," Cassie said, "It's like the soundtrack's been turned off."

"I always felt the other way," Allison said, "I'm trying to make the game winning shot and there's this teeny blonde in a short skirt screaming at me. It's like, calm down, Bubbles."

"I wanted to be out there sometimes," Cassie said, "Winning the game instead of cheering the person doing it. But I was taught sports were for boys and, well, other girls."

Allison cocked an eyebrow.

"My mom may have told me I'd turn into a lesbian if I played sports," Cassie confessed.

Allison burst into laughter, so hard she hunched over. Her face was bright red with mirth.

"I knew it was ridiculous," Cassie said, breaking up herself, "But what was I going to say?"

"Gee, all this dribbling makes me hungry for pussy," Allison said.

"Now that I've been grabbing rebounds, I think I need to grab some boobs," Cassie said.

"You'd think playing with all those balls would encourage you the other way around," I said.

Both women froze. They turned to stare at me, faces painted with shock. Then they started laughing even harder.

There was a pause as we all caught our breath.

"Of course, ironically, I ended up making out with one of the cheerleaders, instead," Cassie said, "Cheerleader camp my senior year. We had a little drunken indulgence."

Allison and I turned to look at Cassie -- I don't know why we found it so shocking, but we did.

"She was cute!" Cassie protested, "Cindy Stevenson. You can ask Mike about her next time you see him. Tall girl, with reddish blonde hair, super athletic and..." Cassie stopped herself as she realized who else she might be describing. "Anyway. What about you? I'm assuming you lezzed out in plenty of locker rooms?"

"Actually, no," Allison said, "Not even once. I mean, there were gay girls on the team, for sure. But I never, um, participated."

"Oh wow, you're missing out," Cassie said.

Allison gave Cassie an evaluating look. Was the beautiful blonde judging, or offering? I honestly couldn't be sure.

"Well, I guess that shows my mom had no idea what she was talking about," Cassie said with a shrug. "No surprise there."

After Space Mountain, Allison desperately tried to get us to go on Buzz Lightyear with her, but Cassie and I were smart enough to refuse. Instead, we walked across the park and made our way back to get on Jungle Cruise, which had a shorter line now that the park was near-dark.

Allison and Cassie kept me close, holding my hand on either side. Despite what Cassie had told me at the Halloween party, I still felt like the troll between two princesses. Though I can't say I didn't enjoy it. I got a lot of envious stares that evening, let me tell you.

"I don't see why you guys wouldn't do Buzz with me," Allison said while we waited on the wooden dock in front of the ride, leaning against the heavy rope dividers. She was clearly ruminating on our refusal.

"I've spent five days with you, honey," Cassie said, "I know better than to compete with you by now."

"I'm not that bad," Allison said.

"You're fricking terrifying," Cassie said.

Allison looked at me, I guess hoping I was going to rebut her. Instead, I looked away, bracing myself for the inevitable punch to my shoulder.

"It's hard to compete with you," Cassie said, "In anything."

Allison spun on her. "Me? You can have any man you want," Allison said, "You nod your head, and they trail after you like you've got the Pied Pussy."

"Really?" Cassie snapped back, "Cause last I checked, Mike is going home with you. And Paul's so enamored of me he can't wait to get his wife pregnant."

It was a surprisingly vulnerable reveal. The fact that it came out of nowhere, in the middle of a playful back and forth, made it cut all the deeper. We stood and sweated in the thick silence. The radio above us played generic, 1920s-style music.

"Sorry," Allison said, "I shouldn't have said those things. The truth is, I've been intimidated by you this whole time. You're incredible."

"And I was afraid of you," Cassie said, "You're so strong and powerful. But I'm sorry if I ever treated you badly, Allison. Or made you feel like you weren't amazing."

Allison said something under her breath that sounded a bit like, Cassie fucking Summers, but I couldn't be sure.

"I hope we can be friends," Cassie said, "Going forward. It would mean a lot to me."

"It's easy to be jealous of you, Cassie," Allison said, "But you're impossible to hate."

*

When we got off Jungle Cruise, it was pitch dark. The park glowed with eldritch, electric light. I could barely see the path in front of me.

Allison wanted to take another shot at Splash Mountain, but it was almost time for fireworks, and we didn't want to miss them. Besides, getting soaked didn't seem like such a good idea for the last ride of the night.

"It's fine," Allison said as we walked back towards Cinderella Castle. "I'll have plenty of time to ride it next time, that thing's not going anywhere."

We texted our other halves, who let us know they'd staked out a good viewing spot for the show. As we walked back, it suddenly occurred to me. I'd been separated from Emily for hours while she'd been surrounded by two other men. I didn't need to worry about Mike and Jack's intentions: I knew they weren't wholesome. But I hadn't thought about her once that whole time. Was that reassuring or problematic? Even I wasn't sure.

We found the three of them waiting for us on the grass in front of the castle. We all sat down, wrapped in each other's arms -- one big happy knot. I thought back to the first night we'd been at Disney. We were in the hot tub by the pool. Emily had drunkenly kissed Jack. Allison had just flashed us a boob. And then the fireworks had started and we watched them together.

The show had seemed so strange and distant. Close enough to see clearly, yet so far away that it felt unreal. Now we were here in the park. Our long journey was coming to an end.

The sky filled with booming color. Music swelled. I felt Allison hug me tight from behind. I held Cassie tight. Emily leaned over and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek.

"A new adventure, there in your eyes. It's just beginning. Feel your heart beat faster. Reach out and find your happily ever after."

We all shared a knowing look. None of this was over.

Not yet.

Next Up: The couples go CRAZY


Poly at the Poly Pt. 08

The fireworks show ended. The six of us slowly turned back towards the exit. But our journey wasn't over.

Not yet.

It had started five days before, in the pool area at Disney's Polynesian Resort Hotel. Mike, my wife's best friend's husband, had run into Cassie, his old crush girl from high school. At the time, it seemed like an innocuous encounter. It turned our whole trip on its head.

In the end, there were six of us: myself, my petite wife Emily, her athletic friend Allison, Allison's tall husband Mike, Mike's high school crush girl Cassie, and Cassie's older husband Jack.

Together, we played stripping games, sex games, and flat out fucked each other silly. We did it in the shower, on the dining table, and in the pool. Morning, noon, and (especially) night, we engaged in wild carnal activities with everyone except the people we were actually married to.

For nearly a full week at Disney World, we three couples came together, recombined, then fused all over again in unimaginably dirty ways. We shattered our marriage vows, decimated our boundaries, snapped our taboos, and made frightening new discoveries about our relationships and ourselves.

Yet, we'd also forged better friendships, established new bonds, and, maybe, even rebuilt ourselves into better people.

And in 12 hours, we were heading home.

The six of us walked out of Magic Kingdom arm-in-arm. One big clump of adults, all strolling down Main Street. The orange-yellow glow of the streetlamps bathed us all in a cinematic, striking light. Behind us, Cinderella Castle loomed over everything, a beacon in the darkness. In that moment, we didn't feel like couples or pairs, or arguably even individual people. We just were.

When we got to the front gate, we paused. Like we were about to step over some magical threshold, and we needed to build our courage to make the leap.

"This has been amazing," Mike said, "A great trip."

"We had a lovely time with you all," Jack said, "Truly."

We rode the Monorail back to the Poly. We had the car to ourselves. Unlike prior evenings, there was no making out. We sat comfortably, sharing secret little smiles and staring out the windows, like watching every happy memory of the last week roll past. No one said a word. No one needed to.

"We have an early flight in the morning," Allison said, when we stepped into the hotel lobby. It was quiet, just a few ambling guests and a couple of cast members. It felt sleepy and sublime.

"Paul and I both have work first thing when we get back," Emily said.

We walked out of the main building and onto the paths of the resort. Ambient light from nearby torches made the sky look grey and dull. The evening was quite muggy, the constant thrum of crickets filled the air. The paths and surrounding grass were wet like it had recently rained, though I knew it was from the sprinkler system.

When the paths split, Cassie and Jack turned towards the beach and their bungalow.

"I need to pack," Cassie said, "And I'm looking forward to getting some rest. After everything."

"I know what you mean," Mike said, "I feel like I could sleep for days."

We all walked down to the lake together. We passed the pool. It was empty at that hour, but brightly lit. The blue water glowed like it was made of some other, magical substance.

We went down the wooden jetty up to the front of the bungalow. Behind it on the lake, a parade of whimsical, electric sea creatures floated past. A bright, blue dragon leading an orange, drum-playing octopus, and a few others.

The creak of the front door as it opened was oddly loud against the persistent hush.

"Well, this is it," Jack said.

"It's been a lovely time," Emily said.

"Definitely," Mike said.

"We can't wait to do it again," Allison said, "Soon."

"I'm already looking forward to it," Cassie said.

We all stepped into the hallway of the bungalow. It was so familiar now, almost like coming home. Jack flipped on the lights, and we sauntered to the living room. Emily and I found our way to the couch. Allison and Mike sat down on the two, separate lounge chairs. Cassie grabbed a seat from the dining table and spun it around. Jack did the same.

After everything that had happened, we started in the strangest way of all. Emily leaned over, thin arm around my back, and kissed me, softly, on the lips. I let myself fall into her. It felt like forever since we'd melded this way. Like kissing my wife was our most novel experience yet.

I noticed differences now, in how Emily's lips met mine. I thought I knew how my wife kissed. Now her tongue deftly danced across my mouth. She gave me little nips and nibbles. Her body even responded differently, rising sharply as the anticipation, the adrenaline, pumped through her veins.

It was intriguing and upsetting, feeling how much my innocent wife had changed. I wondered if my kisses were different, too. Was Emily feeling the influence of Cassie and Allison on my affections in the same way that I could tell Jack and Mike had reshaped her?

Across the coffee table, I saw that Allison and Mike had leaned forward in their seats and started making out, as well. Her hand rested lovingly on his cheek. Cassie and Jack slid down to the rug and did the same. The older man bit tenderly at Cassie's earlobe, and she let out a low moan.

Emily undid her bun, letting her brown hair hang free. She reached for the hem of my t-shirt and lifted it over my head. She gave me a lustful grin as she ran her fingers through my thick, dark chest hair. She raised her arms, making it clear what she wanted. I took her top off for her. Her perky breasts looked so perfect in her black bra.

Jack pulled up Cassie's diaphanous, white dress in one smooth motion, leaving her in only a matching ivory bra and panties. Her golden blonde hair haloed around her head. She undid the buttons of Jack's shirt, exposing his tan, muscular pecs and silvery chest hair.

Allison and Mike stripped their own shirts off, hurriedly. Like they were racing to get themselves naked. Allison lovingly traced her fingers over Mike's long arms and thin, almost-hairless, chest. Mike, meanwhile, played with his wife's small, round breasts -- bouncing them, playfully. Allison took her strawberry-blonde, poker straight hair out of its ponytail, letting her locks spill down over her shoulders.

There was something strangely forbidden about this, watching each other with our mates. A marriage has an inherent intimacy, beyond whatever we'd already physically shared with our non-spouses. Displaying this part of our partnership was another layer stripped back and exposed. Ever closer to our fragile, fundamental cores.

Emily unsnapped her bottoms and slipped them out from under her little butt. She had on matching, black bikini panties. My petite wife in her underwear was almost sexier than when she was naked. Once she'd taken care of herself, Emily reached for my shorts and shoved them down, as well. My dick popped up in my boxers, epically hard.

With Emily nearly naked in front of me, I lost track of the rest of the room. I kissed my way down her neck and chest, exploring her body. Her floral scent filled my nose. Again, the heady mix of familiar and new spun in my mind.

I was with Emily, the love of my life. I was with some other strange woman who'd shared herself with two different men. Innocent Emily who enjoyed quiet, missionary sex in the dark, under the covers. Wild, lascivious Em, who cried out in orgasmic pleasure, cursing and pleading, while a stranger came inside her.

Both women existing in the same space. Inexorably different yet undeniably the same. It made me sick inside, how far we'd managed to escape from ourselves. How easily we came back together. Everything we'd gained was marred by all that it seemed we'd lost.

Emily clasped my cheeks with an almost overwhelming affection. She kissed me with an ardor I couldn't honestly remember ever experiencing, even when we were first together. She gripped me tight, like trying to hold onto the last wisps of a wonderful dream. Like I might drift away if she didn't hold me in place.

Was this it? Would Emily and I make love in front of our friends, there in the living room, and head home? Some part of me feared it, honestly. This was too intimate, too close. Strange how sex with my wife could make me feel so much more vulnerable than watching her with another man. Than being with a different woman, myself.

I knew that everything we'd done to this point had an element of the performative. Even when we'd separated the day before -- Emily's loud screams from the bathroom were still a way of announcing what she was doing. Of sharing her experience. But making love with my wife, truly encapsulating those words, with two other couples around us was different. Dangerous.

I felt another weight settle on the couch. Emily's hands on my neck loosened. I heard her giggle. I looked up and saw Mike, sitting behind her. Like me, the tall, thin man was down to his underwear. His long, rapier dick straining to burst free. He didn't even acknowledge me as I kept kissing my wife. As if Emily were making out with an invisible man.

Mike reached for Emily's bra and, displaying a deftness he'd lacked before, unsnapped it with ease. Her little breasts dropped free with a happy jiggle. Her upturned nipples looked like overripe strawberries. Mike slipped his hands up my wife's bare chest and cupped her tits, covering them completely. Pulling her from me so she was leaning back against him.

"God damn, Em," Mike said, "You're so fucking sexy."

My wife responded with a cute cackle, lying prone so Mike could grip her eager little titties harder. I swallowed my objections and, instead, focused on the opportunity that the tall man had provided for me. Because Emily was laying back, it had pushed her panty-covered pussy closer to me.

I reached for my wife's black, lacy briefs and drew them down to her ankles. Emily kicked her legs, a mix of eager and embarrassed as her full, brown bush was exposed.

"Yeah, Paul, go get her," Mike said.

I heard a low, feminine groan coming from the other side of the living room. I glanced over and saw Allison and Cassie both kneeling next to Jack. The two blonde women, their bodies so different it was striking, were kissing their way up his naked form. Allison tall and lithe. Cassie tan and curvy. They trailed their mouths up and down Jack's leathery chest, each on one side, like sharing an ice cream sandwich. All three had managed to keep their bottoms for now, but I knew that was fleeting.

The sounds of wet kissing drew me back to the couch. Emily and Mike were making out, passionately. Mike held my wife's breasts, possessively. Emily's verdant eyes flashed over and saw me watching. A guilty little grin played at the corner of her lips. She returned her focus to Mike, but she lifted her knees, spreading them wide.

My wife's cute pussy was revealed to me. I could see the products of her desire. Her puffy, swollen vaginal lips. A bit of clear liquid shining on her thighs. Even her winking brown anus. It occurred to me that I'd never seen my once-innocent wife so easily exposed. Displayed. Like a butterfly pinned behind glass.

Emily bucked her hips slightly, as if I needed the hint. I lowered my head between her pin-stick thighs and slowly kissed the soft, pink flesh of her legs. The heady scent of my wife's arousal was overpowering. Like stepping into a room with too much incense; it practically slapped me.

I teased at my wife's legs, intentionally missing her overt cues for where she wanted me. For some reason, it made me feel like I had a semblance of control. As if I was actually in charge. Finally, though, I relented and let my tongue lap at Emily's open sex. A long, lazy lick, like I was a big dog. Emily sighed. Her body stilled. Like my saliva on her pussy could quench her inner fire.

Emily stiffened once again. She made a wet choking noise, and I couldn't stop myself from glancing up. Past her tight tummy and the tiny hills of her chest.

Emily's jaw hung open, lewdly, as Mike pushed his long, thin dick past her lips. Emily's cheeks flushed. Eyes wide, almost frantic. Her face contorted further and further as Mike fed her his cock. It didn't look comfortable for her, at all. But she didn't push him away.

"Fuck you suck it so good," Mike said, "You love that dick, don't you, Em?"

"Mmhm," Emily said, so easily submissive. She made loud, wet shlucking sounds as he started rocking back and forth.

I didn't see much to contribute up there, but I had plenty to do down below. I buried my head between Emily's thighs. She seemed even wetter now. Like biting into the world's best nectarine, I opened my mouth and engulfed her pussy. Emily let out a long, throttled groan. She arched her back, shoving her sex further into me.

I lapped at my wife's cunt, glorifying at the reactions I was forcing out of her. The uncontrollable grunts and jolts of her body that I could bring forth. She rolled on the couch as Mike plumbed her mouth. Choked and sputtered. The two of us really might rip her in half, I realized.

I was so lost in all of it, I'd lost track of everything around us once again. So, I nearly hit the ceiling as I felt a warm mouth wrap itself around my achingly stiff dick.

I'd been lying on my stomach to get better access to Emily, leaving my bottom half hanging off the couch. At some point my cock must have fought its way out of the fly of my boxers. I'd been so engaged in everything else, I hadn't noticed.

Then, out of nowhere, like being wrapped in a salve, my dick was surrounded by wonderful wetness. My surprise must have been obvious, because even Emily paused choking on Mike's penis to glance my way, her face filled with genuine affection.

I looked back and saw Allison. Her lips were wrapped lovingly over my erection. She gave me an enthusiastic thumbs up. A cocky, cock-sucking grin. The athletic blonde wasn't giving it her usual, aggressive effort, however. Instead, she took her time -- her deep, brown eyes shining with adulation and lust -- and slowly licked her way up and down my member.

I raised an eyebrow and Allison responded by pulling at my legs, bringing my dick closer to her on the far side of the couch. At first, I was confused, unsure what she was up to. Then I turned back to look at Emily and I understood what was going on.

My wife had turned her crotch to the side, so now I could only see her cute little buns. Kneeling there, eagerly waiting for her, was Jack's silver head. Emily groaned as the older man applied his expert tongue to her sex, but the sound was muffled almost immediately as Mike reinserted his cock in her mouth. I swear, it looked like he was trying to stuff his dipstick down her throat.

Then my vision was blocked. All I got was a flash of wavy blonde hair, so close that everything was out of focus. Suddenly, I was being kissed. Hard. I didn't need to see to know who it was. The familiar peach and vanilla scent, the affection of her lips on mine, told me everything I needed to know. Cassie hummed into my mouth, letting her long thin fingers wrap around the back of my head.

"I gotcha," she said, almost musical.

The two women had successfully separated me from my wife. Jack and Mike had managed to extricate my Emily. I had to believe this had all been planned out, somehow. Yet, I couldn't imagine how it could have happened in any way except by accident.

I lost the ability to think on it longer as Allison tugged on my legs and I dropped, hard, onto the floor. My head bounced on the thin carpet. I'd missed the glass coffee table -- and an all-inclusive trip to Mickey's Magical Emergency Services -- by inches. I was too engulfed in the girls to even care.

The women around me didn't even pause. Cassie's lips never left mine. Allison used the opportunity to rid me of my underwear. With me fully in her grasp, she began determinedly sucking at my cock. Her fist closed tight around the shaft. Stroking up and back. It felt like she was trying to pump my dick right off my body, and considering how good it felt, I was happy to let her. This was the competitive, controlling woman I'd come to expect.

Cassie, meanwhile, finally pulled back a bit to let me breathe. The look in her bright blue eyes was unreadable. She eyed me with a need I couldn't quantify. An affection I didn't recognize. Her smile so playful and adoring.

"Fuck, you're beautiful," I said. I hadn't even intended to say the words, but there they were. You'd think I'd said the most romantic sonnet, for how Cassie's face flushed at my words.

In my position -- on my back, in the thrall of Allison's lips and tongue -- there wasn't much else I could do to engage with Cassie. I tried to lean up and start kissing her again, but Allison grunted angrily and pulled at my penis. My only option was to stay quiescent.

Cassie saw my predicament. But instead of bending her head my way, she scooched forward and fed me one of her breasts. I'm definitely a tit man, though size has never been something that stood out to me. I'd say I was an equal-opportunity lover of all boobs in their many shapes and sizes.

Yet, once again, I could appreciate how nice it was, for the first time in my life, to feel and suck at a more substantial pair. Something about how they hung off Cassie's body, the healthy fullness of her breasts, amplified the experience.

I suckled on her lovely pink nipples like a starving man. Cassie closed her hands around the back of my head, cradling me to her chest, and cooed.

"Oh, fuck I love that tight, twisting pussy," Mike said.

My attention shot to the couch. In my time on the ground, pulled between Allison and Cassie, the two men had switched places on Emily. My wife was still lying on the couch, but now she was slurping up and back on Jack's dick.

Meanwhile, Mike had knelt between my wife's spread legs. He'd taken her ankles and rested them on his shoulders. Exposing her, owning her, in a way that went beyond possessive. Like she was his plaything.

He speared my wife with this long, thin cock. Emily's eyes widened as she was filled. Mike kept pushing in, deeper and deeper. Emily's face clenched in a mix of pleasure and pain as the tall man hit bottom.

"Squeeze on my cock, Em," Mike said, "Fuck yeah. Sweet fucking cunt."

Jack, his dick buried in my wife's mouth, reached down and pinched Emily's swollen nipples. Emily arched her back and let out a pained yelp.

"She loves that shit," Jack said. "Such a good little girl. Take that cock."

"Yeah, Em, that's my girl," Mike said.

"A little distracted, I see," Cassie said.

I looked over and realized that I had two attractive women staring down at me, bemused. Allison had even stopped sucking my dick and I hadn't noticed. Clearly, I was the worst orgy-member ever.

"Two hot blondes and he can't stop staring at the skinny brunette chick," Allison said. The two women shared a grin.

"Don't you like my big titties, Paul?" Cassie asked, shoving her boobs in my face.

"Don't you want my tight little pussy?" Allison asked, wiggling her pert behind.

"Yeah, Paul, tell us."

Both girls broke into giggles. My eyes flitted from one woman to the other. Cassie, the classically beautiful blonde with a heart-shaped face, bright blue eyes and sensuous lips. Allison, trim and tall, pale, with a sculpted tummy and a wicked smirk. The two of them equally perfect in such disparate ways.

"It's sweet, the way he dotes on his little wife," Cassie said, "Almost romantic."

"More romantic if she wasn't currently getting plowed by two dudes," Allison said. The fact that those guys was supposed to be the women's respective husbands wasn't mentioned.

"Well, if he can't give us his attention," Cassie said, "We'll just have to block it out."



The gorgeous blonde spun around to face my feet. She spread her legs around my head, then lowered her sweet snatch down over my mouth. My world, my universe, became Cassie's wonderful pussy. The heady scent of her arousal and her unique, fruity perfume. Her dripping labia and soft thighs.

"It's so nice of you to give me the first ride, Catherine," Allison said. I could barely hear her through the soft squeeze of Cassie's sexy legs.

"My concierge set me up with a FastPass for later," Cassie replied. She snickered as my tongue made contact with her dripping cunt.

I felt Allison's pussy slowly sink down on my dick. I was so in the world of Cassie's sex, yet Allison's snatch was equally immediate as it clenched on my cock. The split sensations kept me captivated, yet I couldn't truly focus on either of them.

"It really is one of the best -- uhn, sothick -- experiences in the park," Allison said.

Cassie ground her sex down over my mouth. I alternated between licking at her center and strobing at her clit. I didn't matter what I did, I could have sung Be Our Guest down there, Cassie writhed and groaned throughout.

Allison's athletic thighs slapped against me as she bounced up and down on my dick. Her pussy gripping tighter with every thrust. Slow and sensuous had never been Allison's thing, and now she was practically pile-driving me through the floors as she bucked and thrashed.

This was fantastic, being surrounded by such amazing, beautiful women. My body shared between them. A circuit of ecstasy running from Allison to me to Cassie. An overload of illicit smells and ecstatic sounds. The rapturous sensations overwhelming. My only wish was that I could see it happening. My eyes keenly felt the FOMO as the rest of my senses exploded with the sensuous stimuli of being pulled taut between two incredible pussies.

"Oh. God. So. Fucking. Good." Allison punctuated every push.

"Lick me, Paul. Eat my sweet little pussy," Cassie said, riding my face almost painfully. "Oh, I'm creaming. Gonna cream..."

Cassie wasn't kidding, as a little flood of her juices squirted onto my face, warm and pungent. I'll be honest, Cassie had been responding to me so easily, I thought for sure that she was faking it again. But her little ejaculation made it clear that that was very much not the case. I wondered if, now that her body expected an orgasm from me, she was primed to cum on my tongue. Even if I wasn't doing all that much for her.

"Did you go already?" Allison asked. She seemed equally incredulous at Cassie's pleasure.

"Just a... little one..." Cassie gasped out in a way that made it clear there were many more 'little ones' (and probably a few 'biguns', too) yet to come.

"Jeez girl," Allison said, "You get off like a virgin, eighteen-year-old boy."

"That's not. A bad thing," Cassie said, "When you're a girl."

"You go too soon, you might -- uurrrrrrrr fuck. Fuck me. Fuck that's fucking nice."

"What was that, Allison?" Cassie asked, her voice teasing, "About cumming too quickly?"

"Shut up," Allison said, "That was nothing. Barely even an orgasm. You. You watch. Gonna blow. Blow my top off. In a sec."

"Actually, I'd very much like to see that." Something about how Cassie said it, I could tell the wheels were turning.

The beautiful blonde lifted off me slightly. At first, I wasn't sure what she was up to. But then I realized, Cassie was trying to give me a surreptitious show. Something was about to happen that I would very much want to see. I looked through the curtains of Cassie's legs. The sound of the room came back to me a bit clearer.

I could hear Emily's gasps and mewls, the grunts of the two guys taking their pleasure from her, but I couldn't turn my head to look her way. Instead, I had to focus forwards on Allison. The athletic blonde was hunched over me. Her small, round tits did their best to flop along as she bounced up and down. Her muscular tummy rolled as she rode me. It was a nice sight, for sure, but nothing I wasn't already picturing in my mind.

"You want that, Allison?" Cassie asked, "You want to blow your top off?"

"Uhn... Uh huh," Allison said. She was so lost in pumping on me, she didn't notice that her partner had paused on the other side.

Cassie shot out with her right hand, burying her fingers where Allison's pussy met my cock.

"What are you...? Oh FUCK!" Allison cried out as Cassie made contact with her clitoris.

Cassie didn't wait for permission, she didn't pause for the reality to reach Allison, she started strumming on the athletic blonde's sex with a deft, dexterousness that left no doubt she'd done this before.

Allison's eyes went wide with shock. Her mouth, already drooping, dropped open. But her body immediately burst past any misgivings she might have had about being touched, sexually, by another woman.

I was used to Allison having to work herself over. Her build and drive to orgasm was a thing to behold, almost because of how hard she clearly had to work for it. Allison definitely came, but when she did, it was something truly earned.

Not this time.

It was like a magic trick. Cassie rubbed on Allison's pussy -- a flick of the wrist, a twist of the thumb -- and, in moments, the athletic woman's ecstasy overwhelmed her. Allison let out a high-pitched gasp that was more like a scream. She tremored on my dick, breasts trembling. The look of shock on her face shifted to one of incomprehension as the intensity overtook her.

Allison shuddered and sobbed. She let out a sharp, anguished cry as her brown eyes rolled back in her head. Cassie, though, was unrelenting. She kept her fingers pressed at Allison's pussy, rubbing her right through her orgasm and rocketing her right into another. This next cum seemed almost more powerful than the first. Allison's pussy, just starting to relax, clamped back down on my cock with an intensity I didn't think was possible. The pitch of her scream went higher, louder.

Allison tumbled to the side. Cassie wrapped the woman in her free arm. Their sweaty bodies enveloped each other. Blonde hair tangling. Cassie worked Allison's cunt. Another orgasm burst through Allison, and she mewled. Shuddered. The peaks coming so fast it was clear they were almost painful.

Finally, Allison sucked in a great, heaving breath. Then relaxed. Cassie carefully extricated her fingers. The two friends held each other in a messy, affectionate way.

Allison started to fall to the ground and Cassie carefully let her. The athletic blonde woman crumpled, reduced to mumbling nonsense.

"Oh fuck. So good. Fuck me," she said, almost inaudibly as she curled in on herself.

Cassie bent down and gave Allison a light kiss on the lips. Allison kissed her back. They shared a little smile.

"That was nice," Allison said. She lay prone, stunned. I swore I could see cartoon birds and stars floating around her head.

Meanwhile, the movements of the two women had finally freed my vision to go elsewhere. I looked over at the couch, eager to see what was happening. I was astonished to see that Emily was just sitting there, naked, between both men. She had a cock in each hand and was slowly stroking them. All three had a shared, stunned look on their faces.

"Wow," Mike said.

"You go, girls!" Emily cheered.

Jack gave his wife a knowing wink. Cassie, I think a little surprised by the attention, herself, made a little bow. To be fair, the group had given her the sexual equivalent of a standing ovation. If you could get two guys to stop fucking another woman in order to watch you, you truly deserved the accolades.

"Maybe you two want to try the same thing?" Cassie suggested to the two men appreciating her from the couch. Jack and Mike gave each other a glance, then vehemently shook their heads.

"Darn," Cassie said, "That would have been hot."

"Oh yeah," Allison said, distantly. She was back on her elbows, her hair a knotted mess. Eyes unfocused and empty.

"Oh good, you're awake," Cassie said, "Time to return the favor."

Before Allison could respond, Cassie tipped her back and mounted her face. Allison grunted in protest, squirming to escape. Slowly, her body relaxed as she submitted to the beautiful blonde woman's demands.

But, being Allison, she insisted on a twist.

"Turn around, cheerleader," Allison growled from between Cassie's thighs.

Cassie looked down at her new lover confused. Thoughts churning. Her eyes brightened. The lightbulb literally went off.

"Oooo, that's what I'm talking about!" Cassie said.

She spun around, then leaned down. With her own pussy already on Allison's tongue, Cassie wrapped her mouth around Allison's sex, completing the classic sixty-nine. It was an incredible sight. Both blonde women pleasuring each other with abandon.

The instant his wife and his crush girl began to orally pleasure each other, Mike leapt up from the couch.

"Oh FUCK!" he cried out.

He wasn't even touching his dick, but it didn't matter. A stream of cum shot out of him. It arced out, splashing on the two women below. Most of it landed on Cassie's back, but a few spurts hit Allison as well. "Fucking hell," Mike said, spurting wildly. He slowly slid to the floor, like he'd been KO'd by what he'd witnessed.

The two women barely seemed to notice what had happened. Wrapped in sapphic attraction, they writhed around each other on the floor like two twisting, golden snakes. Hungrily humping at each other. Soft moans and sharp giggles.

It didn't look like either of them were going to get off. Like I said before, most of what we did was about putting on a show. Cassie and Allison were playing around, exploring what things could be..

I heard a loud shriek from behind me, one that could have easily been mistaken for pleasure or pain. Reflexively, I glanced back to the couch. As if I didn't already know what I was about to see. Sure enough, when I swiveled my head around, I saw Jack was fucking my wife. Slamming into her with abandon. It was weirdly reassuring. Emily's wild behavior was at least consistent.

She was on all fours, leaning on her elbows. Her perky breasts hung down like they were reaching for the cushions. Jack was behind her on his knees. The silver-haired man rested both his hands on my Emily's tight, tiny ass. His face curled into a confident smirk.

With the rest of us, our couplings could clearly be described as a shared experience. Two people engaging in something together. We took turns pleasuring each other, collaborating in a way that either person could be described as an active participant.

That was not the case with my wife and her older lover. Jack fucked Emily. There was no back and forth. It was a one-way exchange. Jack took her. Plundered her. He broke through her defenses and grabbed at whatever he wanted, leaving the dregs behind. And Emily loved it.

Emily's cheeks and chest were flushed as Jack ravished her. Her eyes stared forward, inexpressive. Cute face distended obscenely with pleasure. She gasped out a long stream of oohs and ohs.

But at this point, it was nothing I hadn't seen before. I knew the pattern of their coupling, could sketch the shape of it. I didn't even need to look anymore -- I could draw it all out based on the sounds my wife made. The slaps and pinches Jack put on her.

The thing that I'd been most interested in, to this point -- watching my wife get fucked -- wasn't exciting anymore. I'd seen this performance and, honestly, I was ready to move on. I probably would have gone back to focusing on the two women.

But Jack seemed to catch my eye and he slowed. For a moment, I thought he'd cum. But no, clearly, he was just taking a break. My wife whined like a needful puppy as Jack's ardor slackened.

I realized it was my attention that had caused the change in his behavior. Jack realized he had an audience. And he was going to enjoy that to its fullest.

"I want you to show me," Jack said. He withdrew completely from Emily. His dick, sticky with my wife's essence, bobbed up and down behind her. "Show me how bad you need that dick. Prove to me you've earned it."

Emily stayed up on all fours, frozen. Like she didn't dare move, lest she disappoint her lover. She kept her cute little butt up in the air. Her eyes were small.

Finally, Emily risked looked back through her legs at Jack. He gave her a hard stare. Repeated his request.

"Show me," he said, like it was self-evident. "Get yourself off and I'll know how bad you want it. Cum like a good girl and I'll give you more."

"I don't..." Emily faltered.

I knew my wife masturbated, mostly because every human being does. But in all the time we'd been together, I'd never seen her do it. It felt too overtly sexual for her, too exposed, to be something she'd be comfortable sharing.

Emily stared back at Jack, eyes pleading. When his expression didn't change, she turned to look at the room. At the four of us. As if reminding herself of all the reasons that she didn't want to rub. Whatever she saw was clearly not reassuring.

But right when I thought my wife would push back, she dutifully dipped her petite fingers into her waiting snatch. Fortunately, she was already so worked up, it hardly mattered. As soon as she made contact with her clit, Emily gasped.

Jack stared down at my wife with a proud, almost parental look as she jilled off. Emily jammed on her pussy, sloshing it back and forth. The whole time, she kept her eyes shut, like trying to trick herself that she wasn't on display. She looked so humbled. So desperate. Afraid of what she'd been asked to do, yet too needful not to do it.

I felt a hand on my shoulder. Allison was kneeling next to me. She gave me a little knowing nod. I'd been so engrossed, I'd lost track of her and Cassie. Turning behind me, I saw that the beautiful blonde had switched partners and was now slurping on Mike's dick.

The tall, thin man was sitting on the ground, leaned back against the wall. The grin on his face was beatific as Cassie licked lazily at his long shaft. He was mumbling to himself. "Oh, Cassie. Wanted you so bad. None of the guys'd believe me if I told them. You look so good sucking my cock."

"Mmmhm," Cassie said.

To me, she sounded detached, but Mike hardly seemed to notice. He drifted his hand to Cassie's cheek. Cassie raised a hand to cup his balls. Both of them switched between enjoying the blowjob and glancing up at the action on the couch.

Allison leaned against me. Lovingly, she wrapped her long fingers around my erection. She stroked me up and down. Not in a way that would ever bring me off. More like keeping my engine warm.

I reached down for the heat of Allison's snatch and attended to it with the same, deliberate affection. Just tracing her lips and teasing at her warm wetness. Neither of us noticed what was going on with our own bodies. Instead, we stayed focused on my wife as she worked herself over.

"OH!" Emily cried out. Her fingers pressed hard into her pussy. Her neck muscles went tight, and cute a little flush filled her chest. She shuddered, slightly, like a little shiver. She looked over her shoulder at Jack. Her chest rose and fell with fervor.

Jack smiled back at her. For the first time that night, he looked down at her warmly. He stroked her butt cheek with affection. Again, like my wife was his pet. "That's a good girl," he said.

But Emily didn't want warmth. She craved heat. Fire. She wanted to be burned. She arched her back and bucked up with her hips. Like trying to fish at Jack's cock with her horny, hairy pussy.

Jack chuckled to himself. He aimed his dick at Emily and slid it in. My wife groaned, appreciative, as she was filled with her favorite toy.

The two of them started thrusting against each other. Emily's self-induced orgasm only whetted her appetite for more. Jack's pause had only given him time to recover his stamina. The two of them slapped against each other in a way that seemed more like murder than sex. Jack stabbing into the depths of my wife. Her crying out in joyful agony.

"You're going to cum on my cock," Jack said.

"Guh... Uh God. Yes."

"You need that dick. Don't you?"

I'd seen little glimpses of this with Jack before. He didn't want to just do my wife, he demanded to dominate her. He'd managed to keep it under control before, I think sensing that the rest of the group wasn't comfortable with that behavior. But it was our last night together, and it became clear that Jack was beyond caring. Now that he was able to let loose, there was an edge of anger to him. Almost cruel.

"Puh... please," Emily mewled, "Don't stop. Don't stop fucking..."

"You like to look all proper," Jack said, "Your tight bun and those dark-rimmed glasses. So smart and serious."

"Yuh... yeah."

"But secretly your married little pussy's begging for cock," Jack said.

Emily squeaked. "Uhn... Uh. Uh huh."

"Say it."

"I... OH!" Emily said, "I love cock. Your cock."

"That's a girl," Jack said, "Don't hold back. Come on... Stop hiding behind those glasses. That serious face. Admit what you are. What you've become. Embrace it."

"I'm a..." The word caught in Emily's throat.

"Tell me," Jack said, "Tell them. You're not a scientist. Not a good little wifey. What are you?"

"I love cock!" Emily cried out. "I love cum. I cuh... can't stop. Feels so good."

Jack redoubled his efforts. The loud slaps of his legs hitting Emily's ass filled the room like thunderclaps. He stopped taunting my wife. He didn't need to. Emily was spurting out sounds all her own now.

"Oh... aaaaauugh.' My wife's responses became increasingly incoherent. Her mind breaking down as Jack drove her to the brink. Beyond what I could remember ever bringing her to, myself. What I'd seen on the trip so far. "Oh fuck me. Fuck. Yes. Feels so oh! Make me cum. Make me CUM! Pleeease!"

Emily's innocent face formed increasingly obscene shapes. Her mouth hung open; drool slipping down her chin. The muscles in her neck strained. Her green eyes squeezed so tight, I half expected them to squish like grapes. She was completely submissive to Jack's enjoyment; desperately searching to give him more.

"Look at you," Jack sneered, "Getting fucked in front of your husband. While your friends all watch. Begging for another man's cum."

Emily could only whimper.

"Tell us, Em. How does it feel?"

"SO good," Emily gasped, "So fucking good."

"Tell them," Jack said, "Your husband. Your best friend."

"P-Paul. Allison," Emily said, "Jack is... He's gonna. Jack's gonna make me cuuuummmm."

"Whose pussy is this?" Jack asked.

Emily only groaned.

"Who. Owns. This. Pussy?" he repeated his words, the growl growing with each.

It was clear what Jack wanted Emily to say. But my wife held firm. Sure, she masked her defiance with orgasmic moans. She wouldn't say 'no.' But she wouldn't answer Jack's question, either.

Instead, Emily glanced my way and let her verdant eyes catch mine. A flash of intuitive understanding passed between us. What would have taken us hours to say, was communicated in less than a blink. I gave my wife a nod of acknowledgement. A little relief leaked onto Emily's face.

There was a line that even Emily wouldn't cross. She might give herself away to Jack, but she would never give him that. Even in the throes of passion, some part of Emily would always be mine.

Finally, Jack realized Emily wasn't going to surrender. But he didn't stop plowing my wife with abandon. Instead, he attacked from a different direction.

"This will never end," Jack said, his voice dripping with disdain. "You can never go back. There's no escaping it now. This is what you are."

Emily surrendered herself to the pleasure once again. Her eyes tightened. Her jaw dropped. She did her best to hump at Jack's thrusts, but he held her firmly in place. Like she was nothing but a sex toy designed to get him off. Her pleasure an unintended consequence of his own.



"You'll be at work, pretending to be all professional," Jack said, "But you'll be fantasizing about how you got fucked."

"Oh God," Emily said, like she was picturing it all. Knowing it was true.

"You'll be out at dinner with your friends, all laughing over drinks. But all you'll be thinking about is cock."

"Oh. Oh fuck."

"It never stops," Jack said, "You'll be making your husband dinner. Having Christmas with his family. Raising his kids. The whole time -- the only thing you'll be able to think about is how you begged another man to nut in your married pussy. And how good it felt when he did it."

Emily let out a soft woeful sob. A blissfully regretful admission of everything she'd surrendered to.

"Show me how much you need it" Jack said, "Cum Emily. Don't hold back. Be a good little girl and cum!"

Emily's orgasm smacked her like a fist. It knocked her back with concussive force. She dropped her head into her elbows, like trying to bury her skull under the ground. Gripped at her chest like the ecstasy was something she could barely endure.

"Oh fuh... fuck. I love it! I love your cock. It makes me feel so GOOOOOOD!"

Emily started to shake. A keening screech escaped her lips. It sounded almost sad, like she was mourning how amazing everything made her feel. A remorseful cry of illicit enjoyment as her body broke down. All rational thought ripped out of her mind.

"Ohhhhhhh. Oh fuck. Auuuuuuhhhh..."

Emily's head stayed buried in her arms. She was trembling something awful, like she was naked in a snowstorm.

The position must have been painful for Jack, because he let his cock pop free. Like the woman beneath it, his dick was shaking wildly. He grabbed hold of himself and pumped. Short, furtive strokes. Jack let out a loud grunt, as an arc of white plumed out.

When his seed hit my wife's back, she shuddered. A second, slighter orgasm piling onto the first. A quick kick after an uppercut. Just from being hit by Jack's cum. Emily let out another feral grunt as she was bathed in another man's spend.

Jack's spurts slowed to drips. He carefully extricated himself from the couch, climbing onto the ground. His legs were shaky as he limped back to the bathroom. Emily lay on the couch, discarded, slowly curling in on herself.

"Need a shower..." Jack grumbled as he stumbled off.

Seeing the show was over, Allison stopped jerking me off. I turned to look at her, wondering what was next. Both of us seemed blown back by what we'd witnessed. The athletic blonde gave herself a little shake and focused. She looked down at my dick, like just noticing something for the first time.

"You haven't cum yet," Allison said. She was clearly thinking back over the course of the evening, counting off the moments.

"No," I said, confirming her suspicion.

"We need to fix that problem," she said.

Allison pushed me onto my back. She climbed over my legs, aiming my dick at her center. The athletic blonde grunted as she lowered herself on my staff.

"Not... getting used... to that. Ever," she said, smiling at me.

My expression must have been apologetic, because Allison shook her head it me.

"It's a good thing," she said, "Trust me."

Allison began to work herself on my dick. Rolling back and forth. That fantastic, muscular stomach undulated alluringly. She slid her fingers to her pussy and started rubbing her clit.

"Oh fuck yeah," Allison said, "Feels so good."

"Give it to her, Paul. Fuck her till she begs."

I looked to the side and saw Cassie sitting next to us, her legs tucked under her bottom. She was smiling at us both, her face a mix of encouraging and aroused. But if Cassie was with us then...

I glanced to the other side. Emily was hunched over on the couch. Mike was kneeling in front of her, trying to catch her attention.

"Hi," Emily said, finally noticing him.

"Hey," Mike said.

The shared a little smile. Emily slid over, making room for Mike on the cushions. Without another word, the two of them started making out. Mike dragged his fingers over my wife's body. She reached down for his dick. I assumed there was no way. That Emily was too sore from Jack's assault, too broken from her massive orgasm, to continue.

But Mike lay back and Emily ascended over him. Again, I was startled by how small my wife looked on top of the taller man. Like they were two different species. Emily took Mike's long, thin dick and slowly fed it to her pussy. She could only get about halfway down. Both of them groaned as they connected.

"Fuck. Em," Mike gasped, "Feel so good."

"Uh huh," Emily whined.

Emily slide further down Mike's long shaft. Finally, fully burying him to the root. She grunted, pained, but stayed in place.

"I love sharing this," Mike said, "Sharing you."

"Me too," Emily said.

The two of them slowly rolled against each other. Luxuriated in their peaceful pace. Both of them fondly exploring what their partner could do for them. In how they could please the other in return. If Emily and Jack had been a roller coaster, Emily and Mike were more like the lazy river. A slow, rolling journey that was more about savoring the small things than generating thrills.

"I didn't think it could feel this way," Mike said, "It's so much more than I expected."

Emily leaned forward and caught Mike's eyes. They nuzzled noses. Gripped each other tight. It was almost adorable. They let their lips connect.

Again, the closeness of their simple intimacy overwhelmed me. How was kissing so much more transgressive than sex? Why was seeing Mike's tongue in my wife's mouth so much more painful than his cock in her pussy?

"Damn guys, your spouses are really going at it," Cassie said.

I looked up at Allison and we shared a sour grin. A reluctant acceptance of how things had played out. We'd stopped humping long ago. Seeing our partners this way had pulled the plug on our own electric connection. Half-heartedly, Allison slid off my dick and climbed next to Cassie. The three of us sat there, arm-in-arm, and watched.

The other couple had broken their embrace. Emily started riding Mike harder. Her face twisted with the concentration of making herself cum. Mike stared up at her in wonder, slowly stroking her flank.

"I mean it, Em," Mike said, "It's not just physical for me. I care about you."

"I know," Emily said.

The way the two of them were talking, I wondered if they even remembered there were other people in the room. Worse, I thought, maybe they knew exactly who was listening.

"It's like, I feel connected to you," Mike said, "On some deeper level. More than, you know, this."

"Not like with Cassie?" Emily asked, "Or Allison?"

"Allison is my wife," Mike said, like that answered everything. "Cassie's just a crush."

I looked over at the two women sitting next to me. Neither even flinched. They both stared forward. Their lack of reaction was almost worse. Mike, meanwhile, kept talking himself deeper.

"Remember that first day? At Hollywood Studios?" he asked. "You told us you had to pee, then flashed me your tits when no one was looking? Fuck, I wanted you so bad right then."

I thought back. What Mike was talking about was so early in the trip. We were barely at the kissing stage of our adventure, let alone getting naked. His admission was so far from my understanding of how things had progressed, I could barely process it. When had that even happened?

"Or in Animal Kingdom," Mike said, "When you sucked my cock behind the rocks near Everest. Fuck, Em, it felt so good. Your hungry little mouth. The way you begged for my cum. Just, uhn, gulped it all down."

It started sinking into me, how little I actually knew about what Emily had been up to the last four days. Not just with Mike, but all those times with Jack, too...

I thought I had the shape of the story, the transition of one act to the next. I was wrong. Everything I'd told myself about our trip was a fiction. A lie. A whole other story had been going on while I was distracted with my own.

What else was Emily not telling me? What more did I not know? My mind riffled through the pages, trying to find the right passages. But the scenes I was looking for had been ripped out. Or worse, never written.

Emily responded to Mike's revelations by leaning forward to kiss him. Clearly hinting that he should quiet. Instead, he kept rambling.

"All those times together," Mike said, "You and me. It felt so different, you know? Like, we have this link between us. I can't stop thinking about you. Your eyes. Your cute little smile. That hot, rocking body." Mike playfully slapped at Emily's backside. "Do you know what I mean?"

Emily nodded. She seemed less enthused about sharing her feelings. But I could tell by the way she was looking at Mike, there was true affection there. He wasn't just babbling. They both felt it.

Finally, Emily spoke. "You're special to me," she said to Mike, warmly stroking his cheek, "You always will be. What we shared. It'll never go away. No matter what."

Emily had clearly given her body to Jack. But when she loved on Mike like that, it made me wonder if she'd surrendered something far more precious to him. And that itched at me. Ached. Like there was a hollow spot in my stomach. In my chest.

"You feel so fucking good, Em," Mike said. The speed of his thrusts increased. The urgency of his movement. He started rearing upward with his hips. Like driving his long dick an extra inch.

"I know," she whispered, kissing him.

Emily steadied herself in the saddle. Their affection degraded into something more primal. She gasped after every pump. "Oh! Ooh! AH!"

"Keep fucking me," she said, "Like that. Grab my tits."

Mike responded by squeezing my wife's perky boobs. Emily threw her head back and squealed as he twisted her sensitive nipples.

"I don't want to stop," Mike said, "Fucking you. That tight, twisting pussy. Tell me you can quit, Em."

"I can't."

The couple's movement got wilder. The heat of their passion grew. The loving pace of their lovemaking cracked and they, truly, began to slam each other on the couch. Both of them needful. Unable to kiss because they needed that air to breathe. Unable to caress because they needed those hands to grope, grasp.

Emily bounced up and down on Mike's dick. Her tits flopped wildly, in a way that looked painful

Mike arched his back and thrust with vigor. There was no missed stroke or unexpected slip. The two of them engaged in a singular, shared purpose of pleasure. Yet also still completely out of control.

"Tell me," Mike said, his words coming in ragged chokes. "Tell me you can stop this."

"I cuh-can't," Emily groaned, "You're so deep inside me. Like you're stabbing my guts. Feels so, uhn, good."

Allison caught my attention. "It's just dirty talk," she said. Clearly, she got how Mike's words might be concerning. "He doesn't mean it."

We shared a look, and I couldn't tell if either of us truly believed that or if we were only accepting the lie because it was easier than the alternative. In truth, I don't think I trusted Mike. But I felt fairly certain I could rely on Emily. Mostly.

"Oh -- Oh yes. Keep. Fucking." Emily was lost in ecstasy. Her eyes rolling back. Her backside writhed in a come-hither motion. I could tell she was milking Mike's cock.

"You want it, Em?" Mike's eyes grew wide. Pleading. "You want my cum inside you? Is that married pussy going squeeze my cock as I fill you with my seed?"

"I promise," Emily said, "Please. I'll be good. So good for you. Fill me up. Put it in deep."

"Getting close," Mike said.

"Pleeeeeeease," Emily cried out, "Cum in meeeeeeeee! I want to feel it insssiiiiiiiide."

"Aaaaauuuuuuggghhh!" Mike shouted out in triumph. He arched upwards, lifting Emily right off the couch.

My wife let out a high-pitched yelp as he burst inside her. "Oh fuck! That feels... So hot. So good."

"Ahhhh, I'm cumming in you, Em. Take it. Take all my cum."

"Oh God," Emily gasped, "Ohhhhh! I feel it. So deep!"

Mike wasn't even finished filing her before a long, thin trail of semen slipped out and spattered on the couch. The couple slowly lowered. They gripped each other, tight. Emily kissed Mike with ardor. He responded with similar passion. Both of them celebrating their shared bliss.

They stayed that way, panting. A little smirk played on Mike's face. Emily's hair was everywhere. She let out a little giggling sob.

Carefully, she got off Mike. Immediately, a gout of cum dripped out of her pussy and splattered on Mike's stomach. The tall man didn't even notice. He lay there on the couch, staring up at the ceiling. His cock shriveled and sticky on his thigh.

Emily tried to stand, but when she put weight on her one leg, it collapsed and she dropped to the ground.

"Whoops!" she said, then started laughing. She was orgasm drunk. Cum high. Emily tried to pick herself up again, but she fell to the carpet. Finally, she gave up and stayed there.

Allison grabbed my shoulder, like holding on for purchase. But when I turned to look at the athletic blonde, expecting her to be upset, I saw she was giving me a wicked grin.

"It's time for you to cum," Allison told me. "Right Cassie?"

The beautiful blonde popped up from behind me. "No more excuses, Paul," she said, kissing me lightly on the neck. "No more watching wild fucks on the couch."

"No lesbian orgies or messed up confessions," Allison said.

"We're just going to fuck," Cassie said, "Until you explode."

"Yeah Paul," Allison said, "Time to give it up."

The two women gently pushed me onto my back. I felt like a mouse captured by two cats. The both of them keen to completely consume me. I'll admit it was a little frightening, seeing the hungry look in both their eyes. Also, of course, completely awesome.

"This is going to be all about you, baby," Allison said. She lifted her leg to climb onto me again. But Cassie stopped her.

"Allison, wait."

The athletic blonde froze, mid-mount. She would have looked completely ridiculous -- totally naked, leg arched over me -- if she wasn't also so damn hot.

"What now, cheerleader?" Allison asked. She was playing at being playful, but I had the sense she was actually frustrated.

"We can still win this thing," Cassie said.

Allison gave her a dubious look. So did I.

"You told me there's no winning at sex," Allison said. She hung tantalizingly above my cock.

"Listen to me," Cassie said, "What if we made Paul cum more than anyone else?"

"So, what, like, three times?" Allison asked

I ached just thinking about that. I doubted I was going to be good for a second, let alone a third.

"No, not a bunch of dumb regular cums," Cassie said, "One big one. Think about it. Paul's already been holding out for so long. Building again and again. And if we can edge him even further..."

"Oh my God," Allison said, her face lighting up.

"He'll blow so hard it'll leave a hole in the wall," Cassie said.

"There'll be enough cum to completely bathe us both," Allison said.

"Exactly," Cassie said.

"Holy fuck," Allison said.

I groaned, loudly. This did not sound very enjoyable for me.

"Shut up, you're doing it," Allison said.

Cassie's lip twisted. She gave Allison a hold signal, then crawled over to me with a warm, adoring smile.

Cassie leaned forward and whispered in my ear. "It's going to be amazing, babe," she said. Don't think I missed the affectionate appellation. "I promise. It'll suck when we're doing it, I know. Even when we're sucking."

Cassie giggled at her own little joke. I knew I was supposed to laugh, too. But I found it hard to find much humor in the moment.

"But I promise, it'll be worth it," Cassie continued, "You know Allison and I will take care of you. You'll have two hotties completely worshipping your awesome thick cock. And when you finally let go? It'll to be the best thing you've ever experienced. The orgasm after -- it's intense. Incredible. You'll shoot like a cannon and spurt like a fire hose. You'll go so hard it'll feel like you died."

"That's what I'm afraid of," I grumbled. But I knew I was already agreeing. The idea of those two gorgeous women working together to get me off, even if it wasn't right away, was too good to let go of. Mythical super-orgasm at the end or not.

"We'll start slow," Cassie said. She kissed my cheek. Then she reached and helped me stand. "Easier this way," she explained. She crawled back over to Allison.

The two women shared a knowing look.

"Let's do this thing," Allison said. She gave me that competitive smirk I loved so much.

Allison reached up and grabbed hold of my shaft. Cassie added her fist above that. My cock wasn't really long enough for double-clutching, but the women made it work. The two blondes looked so sexy, jacking me up and down, giggling the whole time.

"Does that feel good, baby?" Cassie asked.

"You like having two sexy babes working you?" Allison asked.

I looked around the room, feeling oddly self-aware as I stood in the middle of the floor. Mike and Emily were both unconscious on the floor. Jack was completely MIA. I figured he'd finished his shower and headed off for bed. I was on my own, at the mercy of these two gorgeous women.

"I bet this would be even better with a little lubrication," Allison said.

"Good call," Cassie said.

The fact that the two of them had been so competitive before, it only added to the synergy of their alliance now. Allison and Cassie complimented each other completely. They'd never be best friends, but together they could take down anything. I was just lucky enough to be their latest project.

The two women released my dick. They each gave their own palms a long lick, cute pink tongues sticking out. Then they returned to pumping my spout

"Ohhhhh." The sound came out of me unbidden. Two gorgeous women were working me. Knelt at my feel, I could stare right into their beautiful eyes. Their healthy cleavage. Their slick hands felt so wonderful. You better believe this was already more than I could take. On top of everything else that had already happened.

"Oooh, I feel him swelling up," Allison said.

"Come on, Paul," Cassie said, "You can do it. Get there. We've got you."

My cock twitched. My scrotum leapt. The spark of pleasure started racing up my shaft until... Cassie squeezed my dick, twisting it. My impending orgasm sputtered out and died. My penis pulsed, then flagged. Both women sat back on their haunches, watching it.

"God, I love dick," Cassie said, "Cocks are so incredible. How they start off all tiny, barely there. Then swell up and get so huge. Flushed and pulsing. Feeling how hard a penis is, like steel, but so soft and warm at the same time. And when it spurts? It's like the best thing ever."

Allison raised her eyebrow at Cassie.

"Whatever," Cassie said, "I think he's recovered."

"Time for Round 2!" Allison announced.

This time, the girls didn't need to discuss it. Allison tucked her hair behind her ear, leaned forward and licked up one side of my shaft. From the other side, Cassie did the same. It was less like a blowjob, and more like the two of them were French kissing around my dick.

Cassie and Allison both made loud, wet slurping noises as they tongued around my cock. They took turns sucking me into their mouths. Their beautiful faces twisted with hollowed cheeks and hungry sucks. It's a miracle I didn't cum. Frankly, I could have peaked just from watching a video of this.

But something strange was happening. All this building pressure, instead of putting me closer to the end, only seemed to build my stamina. Oh sure, my balls ached so bad I thought they might explode. And I was getting a low-grade headache from all the back and forth. But at the same time, I had this sense that I could go on forever. I can't really explain it.



The two gorgeous women lapped hungrily at my member like it was the greatest thing they'd ever seen. Like I had some kind of deity between my legs. They took turns bobbing onto my cock. Nose to the root, then right back off again.

"This is so hot," Allison said.

"Tell me you're not loving this, Paul," Cassie said.

I responded with another pained moan. Holding back was getting difficult again. The vision of the blonde girls sucking on me alone was almost too much to bear. Let alone what they were doing with their warm mouths and tongues.

"You women. Are killing. Me," I said. Each word was almost too painful force out.

"That's the plan!" Allison cried out, clapping excitedly.

Cassie, meanwhile, responded to my cry for help by taking me down to her throat. One huge dive and, gulp, bye-bye penis! She slobbered all over my knob, bobbed up and down choking, licked and savored and slurped.

The pleasure started rising in me. Creeping up my cock. The urge to release overtook me. I didn't want to stop. Needed it so bad.

"He's swelling up again!" Cassie said, her words muffled by my dick.

The beautiful blonde ripped her head off my cock. Allison's hand shot out and squeezed my sack. My impending orgasm expanded outwards then POP. Went down to nothing.

"ffffFUCK!" I cried out. My balls knotted. My dick burned. The sudden stop was so bad I felt it in my gut. That light headache ramped up to something throbbing.

"Ooooh, that was a close one," Allison said.

"Hang in there, Paul," Cassie said, "You're almost all the way through."

"Need. A break," I gasped out.

"Halftime show?" Allison asked. She leaned forward and kissed Cassie. The two hot blondes started making out on the floor. Kissing and running their hands through each other's hair. They let out loud, overwrought groans as their lips smacked. It should have been silly, but I didn't care. Watching them was only making me want to cum worse.

I let out another pained groan and the girls stopped to look at me.

"I guess that's not helping," Cassie said.

"Too bad," Allison said, "I enjoyed it."

Cassie gave me a look of concern. She stood up and put her arm around my waist, kissing my cheek.

"You're doing so great," Cassie told me, quietly. Gently patted my shoulder with genuine affection. "You know I've, well, I've been with a few guys. More than my share, being honest. Most of them couldn't last this long. You're a fucking rock star. Hang with me, OK?"

I nodded. Cassie kissed me again.

"OK, it's pussy time," Allison said. She rubbed her hands together with delight. "Who gets first go?"

"All you, Allison," Cassie said.

"You sure?" Allison asked, "I've already gotten a couple of goes."

"Don't worry," Cassie said, "I've got it all planned out. Just enjoy yourself."

"Oh you bet I will," Allison said. She gave her a friend a fist bump. "This is going to be awesome."

"Be careful," Cassie said, "Don't let him go off too soon."

"I've got this," Allison said, "Warn me if you're getting close, Paul."

I gave her my agreement, despite my better instincts.

Allison motioned for me to lie down on the floor. But as I started to lower myself, Cassie stopped me.

"You always ride him, Allison," Cassie said, "Try something different."

Allison let out a long sigh. She looked at me, then over at Cassie. I could tell she was ready to argue it. But finally, she surrendered.

"Fine we can do doggie," Allison said.

"There you go!" Cassie said, clapping. Always the cheerleader, that one.

Allison got onto all fours. She wiggled her shapely butt back at me. I knelt behind her. Aimed my dick at Allison's shaved pussy. I took a deep breath. This was going to be tough. But I knew I needed to hang on. Cassie was counting on me (God that was a weird thought).

I slid my dick into Allison. She was more than ready for it. Just as I'd been building this whole time, I realized, the two women were getting equally amped. Allison let out a happy little 'eep!' as I filled her.

"Oh fuck yeah," she said, "I needed that."

"Told you," Cassie said, "Cocks are awesome."

"I did not need convincing of that," Allison said.

I began slowly stroking my dick into Allison. Rocking back and forth. Getting used again to the stimulation that came from being surrounded by her wonderful pussy. Allison blew the hair out of her face. Her breaths started coming faster.

"You want me to suck your tits?" Cassie asked the athletic blonde.

"I want you to sit back and learn, cheerleader," Allison said, "Watch the master."

Cassie crawled next to me. "OK, Paul you heard her. Give it your all."

I thrust into Allison faster. Harder. Our bodies made rude noises as we thrust against each other. Slick and slapping. My hands gripped Allison's muscular butt. It was like holding warm, pliant iron.

"Look at how perfect Allison's body is, Paul," Cassie said, "Those sculpted abs. Holy fuck, isn't she hot? I wish I could look this good."

Allison flushed. She wasn't used to having her body praised this way.

"Look at how beautiful her shaved pussy looks," Cassie continued, "Oh! You can see how wet she is. Dripping over your thick cock."

Allison squirmed. I wished I could see her face. The way the athletic blonde's expression would start to twist. How her eyes grew wide.

"Paul, look at her," Cassie commanded, "Look at how hot Allison is. She's your wife's best friend and you're stuffing your dick inside her. You're fucking her so good. Making her cum. Tell him Allison."

"Uhn... uh. Uh huh." The pale blonde started to shake, shudder. Like she was slowly coming apart. "Oh yeah. Paul. Fucking me. You're not supposed to -- uhn -- fuck your wife's friend. I'm not supposed to know how that -- oh! -- big, thick dick feels in my tight pussy."

"That's a girl," Cassie said. She started tracing Allison's nipple while she manipulated her clit. Smiling my way the whole time. "Tell him."

"You like fucking my hot, wet cunt?" Allison asked me. "Look." Allison raised her left hand from the ground, showing me her wedding band. The physical representation of her promise to her husband twinkled at me. "I'm taken. You can't take me. I belong to someone else. But you... you got me. Stuffing my married pussy up so full. I can't stop."

I could see how Allison was trying to mirror all the things we'd heard from my wife, but it wasn't the same. And, honestly, I didn't want it to be. I didn't need to possess Allison. Sharing that time together, it was good enough for me. But I appreciated the effort to try and bring me balance. In that way, the gesture meant so much more.

Don't get me wrong, Allison's words did get me going. But her movements had the opposite effect. I was so entranced by what she was doing, her ecstatic reactions, I couldn't concentrate on my own pleasure. It felt amazing, for sure. But it was way more fun to see Allison seek her peak than it was to work towards my own.

Allison's pace increased. I could tell she was getting close. She dipped her hand into her pussy, starting to rub herself with abandon.

"Come on," Allison said to herself, "Come on, Allison. Quit being such a bitch and... Fuck. Fuck you. Get there. Come on."

"Yeah Allison!" Cassie said. She was standing in front of both of us, the look on her face one of greedy enchantment. She bounced up and down, her lovely large tits jiggling with her. I could almost see the pom-poms in her hand. "Take that thick cock! Fuck him good."

Allison didn't seem to notice the encouragement. Instead, it seemed she was lost in the fantasy that she'd created.

"I'm your wife's best friend," Allison said, a bit of a whine to her voice. "You're not supposed to know what I. hhhhrrrrrrr. What I look like naked. What my pussy fuh-feels like. What it looks like when I... ohh God. I'm gonna. Oh fuck I got there I'm gonna. OH! I'm gonna...!"

I felt my body try to join her in ecstasy. My cock throbbed. Cassie raced around the side, shot her hand down and squeezed my cock hard. Every urge I had was stuffed back. Like a thump to the groin. And not exactly in a painful way.

"Not yet," Cassie whispered in my ear.

But the blonde's touch had an unintended effect: her hand brushed Allison's pussy as she grabbed me. And whatever little obstacles to pleasure were left for the athletic blonde, she immediately exploded past them.

Allison's body went stiff. Her back straightened. Head thrown back. She held there, frozen in place. A strangled aa-aa-aa-aa-aahhhhhhhhh escaped her lips. It rose into an ecstatic scream. "AHHH! Fuck! Fucking... YES!"

Allison took in a ragged, desperate breath. Sucking in oxygen as if she'd been underwater for hours. She bent over at the waist, like a suitcase snapping shut. Her mouth, her eyes, all cinched close. Her face was practically purple. Another stuttered, strained sound escaped her lips.

I had yet another of those 'do we need to call the hospital?' moments. Allison's orgasm was squeezing down on her like a car crusher. The ecstasy so intense it really did look like pain.

Finally, Allison went limp. She tumbled forwards onto the floor. Her breaths came in fast, hard gulps. Almost like sobs.

"Fuh-fuh-f... ohfuck," Allison said. Her face slowly cooled back to its normal pinkish. Her eyes stayed red like she'd been crying. "Fuck me. You fuckin... Came so hard. Dammit that was a lot."

"That was fantastic!" Cassie said. She whooped.

"OK," Allison said, panting on the ground, "Cassie it's your go."

The beautiful blonde gave me an evaluating eye. My dick was pulsing in front of me. I know I looked like a sweaty, needy mess. I knew Cassie was going to want this to be special. I steeled myself, ready to do whatever it took to give her one last great time.

"Actually, I think I'm good," Cassie said.

I startled. She gave me a pretty smile, then nodded.

"Are you sure?" Allison asked, "You've earned this."

"Yeah, I'm OK," Cassie said, "I think we've tortured Paul enough. It's fine."

Again, I tried to search Cassie's thoughts. But all I got was a 404 page and a read/write error. Whatever she'd decided, I wasn't going to understand it. I'd probably never comprehend it.

For a moment, I worried I'd done something wrong. But Cassie didn't look upset or disappointed. Instead, she seemed kind of wistful. If that makes any sense.

Cassie took a deep breath. She painted her enthusiastic grin back on.

"Here, Paul," Cassie said, "Lie down and let's get you that super-huge orgasm I promised you."

I lay down on my back. Cassie and Allison crawled over me. They started by kissing my cheeks. Taking turns on my lips. Impossibly, that strange emotional pause with Cassie had caused me to flag a bit. The two blondes slowly working their way down my body solved that problem.

I was sticking up like the Eiffel Tower by the time Cassie and Allison were at my dick. Appropriately, then, they both started frenching my cock once again.

"Remember, we have to make him shoot it out," Cassie said, "We want to see it all."

"I kinda wish I could take it inside me," Allison said, strangely pouty.

"Where would you put it?" Cassie asked, flirtily, "Your hot, sexy mouth? Your sweet little pussy?"

"Anywhere," Allison said, "All of the above. I bet it would feel fantastic."

"I know," Cassie said, and I could tell she was picturing it, too, "But half the fun is seeing how much comes out. And where it goes."

"I know," Allison sighed

The two women went back to working me over. Taking turns stroking and sucking. The build-up was almost painful, and I wasn't reaching the end. It's like when you're about to sneeze but it mysteriously slips away. Strangely, strongly frustrating.

I focused on how hot both women looked. The eager enthusiasm of Cassie pumping my cock. The determination of Allison swallowing me whole. I'd fucked both of them, these married women. Conquered them, really. And this was my earned reward.

"Come on, Paul, cum for us," Cassie said.

"You can do it, Paul," Allison said, "Get there."

"Cover me in your seed," Cassie said.

"I need it so bad," Allison said.

"You are such a stud." I heard the voice in my ear. I turned to look at the source.

Emily, my wife. She was naked, bent over and kneeling next to me. Her brown hair was sticking out everywhere. Her wonderfully naked body was covered in red marks, bruises, and swaths of crusty cum. The most curiously hungry, horny smirk danced across her innocent face. I'd never seen anything it like it.

I know it sounds nuts, but in everything that was going on, I'd kind of forgotten about my wife. The fact that Emily was even in the room had left my conscious thought. Emily's sudden return, therefore, was quite the shock.

"My husband is a fucking fuck-god," Emily said, almost to herself.

If you say so," I said, coldly. I was still reeling from Emily's earlier revelations. If I was such a hunk, why did my wife keep acting this way?

"Seriously, look at you," Emily said. I couldn't tell if she'd missed my contempt or was ignoring it. "That's Allison and Cassie. Two blonde babes most guys would kill to get more than a minute with. And they're working your dick like it's fucking magic. Like you've got the best cock in the world."

I looked up at my wife, questioning. She tucked her hair behind her ear and smiled at me, shyly.

"Cum on them, Paul," she said, "Do it. Mark them. Make them yours."

The girls must have heard her because they joined in.

"Yes Paul, do it," Allison said.

"Cum on me," Cassie said, "Cover me."

Emily leaned forward. Upside down, she kissed me. It was a weird sensation, her tongue and teeth all in the wrong place. But it was magic.

Abruptly, the last few hours of glorious torture overcame me. My dick didn't just tingle. There was no spark. An absolutely ecstatic burst of orgasmic energy built up at my balls, rocketed up my shaft, and exploded outwards.

"Oh GOD!" I shouted out.

It felt like a quart. It looked like a gallon. So big and full that it actually hurt to push it out. Burning, aching, glorious bliss.

My cum arced out of my dick, leapt over the two blonde women, and spattered halfway across the room on the carpet.

"Holy fuck," Allison gasped out.

I wanted to watch, to see what I was doing. But the pleasure grabbed hold of me so hard, it shattered my sight. A roar filled my ears. My mind blanked. All I could focus on was each detonation of pleasure. Racing out of my dick. Bolting down my legs, my arms, my spine.

I'd never cum like this. Either I'd never, truly, had an orgasm before, or this was a completely different biological function entirely. My ecstasy felt endless. Immortal.

When I opened my eyes, my dick was still twitching. Leaking huge gobbets of cum down my leg. Allison and Cassie were both knelt in front of me, their faces locked in shock.

The two of them were absolutely covered. They looked like they'd been slathered by the sperm hose. Their faces were spattered in lakes of white. Eyes, mouths, and hair. Their necks and breasts were equally glazed. Had semen dumped down on them from the ceiling, as well?

Cassie, her one eye shut with spooge, scraped some off her cheek and started laughing. Allison, tentatively tasted at the cum on her chin.

"Wow," she said, "That was..."

"Awesome!" Cassie cried out, "Was I right? It was totally worth it, right?"

"It was quite good," I said. I smiled her way. "Amazing."

"Damn straight!" Cassie cheered.

Emily was hanging over me. She gave me a little lascivious wink. It was over. We were finished.

We'd finally all reached our limit. It truly felt like we'd all accomplished something together. Wonderful and odd and unrepeatable. All the more fantastic for all that it had been.

"Fucking Fuck God," my wife repeated. She leaned down and kissed me again.

But as our lips touched, I felt her stiffen. Freeze.

Emily's jaw fell open. Her eyes went wide.

Next part, last part.


Poly at the Poly Pt. 09

I'd just had the most incredible orgasm of my life.

Two incredibly attractive blonde women -- the athletic and amazing Allison as well as the sexy and superlative Cassie -- had edged me over the course of an evening until I'd exploded with near-concussive force. All while my wife Emily, petite and peerless, had whispered in my ear about how hot it made her to see me spatter the two other women with my seed.

And that was it. Our epic five-day trip, our incredible six-person orgy, our over-the-top last hurrah, had finished. Everyone had cum hard and come down. We were all lying on the ground panting or even passed out.

My wife, naked and perched above my head, leaned over and gave me a loving upside-down kiss. But as our lips touched, I felt Emily stiffen. Freeze. Her jaw fell open. Her eyes went wide.

With everything that had just happened, I hadn't noticed the position that was Emily in. Leaned over me, her butt pointing straight up in the air, eminently accessible. And when Emily had moved to kiss me, it had positioned her pussy in the perfect spot.

Now that I was looking, I saw what had happened. Unbeknownst to the rest of us, Jack had slipped back into the room. The older man had stepped behind my wife. When Emily's butt lifted, Jack stepped forward and drove his hard dick right into her dripping hole.

Emily hadn't been expecting the penetration. But based on the look on her face, she welcomed the intrusion. A little grin began to break across her lips as Jack slowly plunged into her. But that wasn't the only place the older man was pushing in.

At the same time that Jack plumbed my wife's pussy with his cock, he drove his thumb into her anus. He'd done this a few times before and Emily had submitted to his intrusion. But the look in her eyes -- that mix of pain, pleasure, and fear -- spoke of something both more and less than willing acceptance.

Emily stared down at me, all those confusing emotions passing across her face. She rocked back and forth as Jack began to fuck her. She reached down and gripped my shoulder, more for balance than affection, as the older man, once again, began to have his way with her.

By now, I was used to seeing my wife getting fucked by other guys. I didn't particularly appreciate this more intimate view of it happening, but otherwise this was nothing new. A rerun. I would have already rolled out from under Emily except for her hand on my shoulder. Whether it was intentional or not, she was holding me in place.

I stayed focused on my wife's face. I can't lie, there was something intensely arousing about seeing her surrender herself to pleasure. I'd often wished I could have seen her face while doing her from behind, sharing in her expressions. Well, here I was getting the other half of the picture. It was kind of awesome, actually.

"Oh God," Emily said, "Feels so good."

I couldn't tell if she was talking to me, telling Jack, announcing it to the room, or even just rambling, lost in the world of illicit pleasure.

I looked past my wife at Allison and Cassie. Both of them were sitting back against the far wall, watching all this happen. The look on their faces was remarkably similar to that on my wife's. Uncontrolled arousal with only a little hint of worry. There was this sense in the room that something was about to happen. Only none of us could figure out what it was.

Jack, however, clearly knew the plan. He slapped against my wife, but without the usual urgency. If anything, he seemed to be taking his time. Waiting for something.

Finally, he took his thumb out of Emily's butt. She wriggled and sighed, I think a bit relieved. He slid his cock out of her pussy. Now, Emily groaned in clear disappointment.

There was another pause. From where I was sitting, I couldn't really see what Jack was up to. He seemed to be fumbling with something. A bottle, maybe? I couldn't exactly tell.

A moment later, Emily giggled, ticklish. A moment after that, she straight out screamed.

My innocent wife's face went bright red. Her bright green eyes threatened to pop right out of her head. Her mouth dropped open and her tongue lolled out. Like her whole face was trying to leap off her body.

My gaze flashed to what was going on behind my wife. From what I could tell, Jack was in the same position as before. But no, something was different. His dick was pushing in at a different angle. Higher.

And suddenly I understood exactly what Jack had been fumbling with. I looked to the floor and saw a still-open container of coconut oil. He'd gotten Emily going with his thumb, then lubricated his dick, and had started to take my wife's tight, virgin asshole.

"Oh...my... God," Emily gasped out. Her eyes really looked like they were halfway to exploding as Jack slowly slid his now-slippery dick into her rectum.

I looked over at Allison and Cassie again. Both women stared back at me in shock. They seemed stuck to the wall. All of us unable to process what we were watching. Whatever little language we had left was stuffed into our stomachs.

Emily's hand closed down tighter on my shoulder. Her nails dug in -- five painful stabs.

"I... ohfuck," Emily tried to speak but her body shut her down.

It was clear that she was in terrible pain. Whatever little enjoyment her nerves were giving her was overwhelmed by the agony of the rest. I wasn't going to let this happen. I couldn't. I had to protect my wife.

But when I started to get up, Emily dug her nails even deeper into my flesh.

"Stay with me, Paul," Emily gasped out, "Please. Stay with me."

I met her eyes, and she gave me a little nod. Maybe I'd misread things after all. Perhaps the mask of anguish on her face meant something else.

"Feels so... Ugh. Can't," Emily said, "Can't hold on." She was breathing in short, sharp gasps. Like someone was stabbing her. Which, I suppose, wasn't far from the truth.

I didn't want to watch this, but I couldn't stop myself from looking. Jack was slowly sinking into Emily's rear. His face unreadable. If he was enjoying this, it didn't show. If I had to describe his expression, I'd say it was determined.

"OH! Oh FUCK!" Emily cried out as Jack's balls finally rested on her pussy. He'd managed to fill her ass completely. He began to withdraw but Emily groaned. "Wa... wait. Please."

"I'm going to stop," Jack said, "I don't want to hurt you."

"No, it's. It's OK," Emily said. She looked almost nervous, afraid. Like she couldn't bear the thought of disappointing her lover. "Just give me a second. To get used."

Jack stayed in place. I realized that he, too, was panting from the exertion. The energy of it all. He caught my eye. To my relief, though, he didn't give me his usual cocky grin. Only a little acknowledgement. In some ways, that was worse.

Jack knew what he was doing. His point was clear as anything. Before, with Emily, he'd tried to make her admit that he owned her. My wife wouldn't budge. And I'd reveled in her defiance. Now, though, I saw Jack wasn't going to take 'no' for an answer.

"Oh... Ok," Emily said, clearly gathering up her confidence. "Do it. Start moving in me."

Now Jack's face filled with a smile. He drew back a little bit, then slid forward. Emily's eyes popped, but she didn't cry out.

"Oo," she said. A little gasp. "Oo. Ah."

Jack started increasing his speed. Pulling out further. Slapping harder. Emily bit her lip, hard. Her eyes snapped shut. Again, it sure looked like she was in pain.

"You like that?" Jack asked.

"My head... feels like it's gonna. Roll off," Emily said. Her breath was ragged. Strained.

Was head-rolling-off a good thing or a bad thing? I wasn't sure. I'm not positive Emily knew either. She stayed in place, enduring what Jack was doing. But there were tiny signs she was starting to enjoy it.

"Oh. Oo. Oh yes. Yeah," Emily said, "Like that. Fuck yes. Ah. AH!"

Jack's movements got faster. Harder. Emily's voice grew louder.

"Aha! Oh! Oo! Oh Fuck!"

"You like that, Emily?" Jack asked, "You like that hard dick in your ass?"

"Oh God! Fuh-Fuck me!"

Emily finally released my shoulder, leaving five identical, marks. She reached back and started to diddle her clit. Her face was beyond red, it was purple. Her nipples were nearly the same color and looked painfully swollen.

I didn't know how to feel, lying there. Seeing Emily like this, so supplicant to her need, was incredible in all the best and the worst ways. I didn't want to watch this. I couldn't look away. Envy and desire. Jealousy and arousal. All of it mixed together in my chest.

Emily's cries only escalated. "AH! AH! Ohhhhhh! OHHHHHH! Oh God! I'm... Oh! I'm gonna... Oh FUCK!"

Emily stiffened. She let out a long, pained wail. An incomparable cry of ecstasy. Followed by a short, pained sob.

"Oh goddamn that's it," Jack faltered. He seized. "Cumming. Cumming in your sweet little ass. Oh fuck yeah."

Jack's eruption hit Emily with hurricane force. Her scream shot up another octave. Her eyes slammed shut and rolled back. The sound she let out was indescribable. Something deep and primal from before human beings could even be called human. A long, guttural explosion of sound.

Emily tipped forward, landing on top of me. Her body writhed and trembled as her orgasm trampled her from top to bottom. Every part of her clenched -- fingers, toes, even her hair seemed to tighten.

Finally, she stilled. Rolled over on to the floor. Emily gasped for air like she'd been strangled. I saw her cheeks were wet with tears. Another little orgasm took hold of her, and she groaned. A long, slow, mournful thing. A woeful howl of satisfaction and sorrow.

Emily lay smoldering and shaking on the ground. Seed already dripping out of her asshole and down her skinny thighs. Her pussy still leaking from before.

Jack stared down at her. He shook his head and let out a deep sigh. Of contentment, of disdain, I couldn't say. Finally, Jack turned away. He walked back down the hallway. Closed the bedroom door behind him.

Emily turned onto her side and curled into me.

"Oh God," she said, "Oh fuck." They seemed to be the only words she knew. She repeated them over and over in a strange, monotone mantra.

"Emily, are you OK?" I asked.

My wife didn't respond. She wrapped her arms around my neck and squeezed me tight. Like grasping onto the one rock in a tsunami. She buried her head into my chest.

"Emily," I repeated, "Em. What do you need? What can I do?"

"Hold me," Emily said. Choked. "Just hold me."

I enveloped my wife's little body with my own. A soft, warm cocoon. She made a light grunt and I realized she was snoring. I held her there, squeezing her tight, till the real world slipped away.

*

I woke up cold. My body aching. Someone was touching my shoulder.

"Hey," the voice said. It sounded feminine, but in the haze, I couldn't place it.

I slowly blinked awake. I had no sense of time. The room I was in was dark. I realized I was lying on the hardwood floor alone. Back in the bungalow. Of course. It felt like I'd whiled away lifetimes lying there.

Reality rushed through me. I'd been holding Emily but now... I tried to roll and realized I was alone on the floor. My wife had slipped away. Yet another familiar feeling.

I sat up fast. My forehead hit something hard. I swear it made that cartoon coconut sound.

"Oof!" the female voice said. I felt her collapse next to me on the floor.

"Crap are you OK?" I asked.

"I'm fine, just... Fuck."

My eyes adjusted. Beautiful blonde Cassie was sitting on the ground next to me, holding her head. I noticed that she was completely naked. I know I shouldn't still be having these thoughts, but that didn't stop my mind from remarking, damn, she looks good.

"I'm OK," Cassie repeated. "You've got a hard head."

"Sorry," I said.

"It's my own fault. All these hardcore sports we've been doing, I should've brought a helmet."

Cassie got up on her feet, holding her head with one hand. She reached down and offered to help me up.

"Emily?" I asked. Despite the gorgeous blonde looming over me, all I could think about was my wife and where she'd escaped to. It was like having a dangerous animal on the loose -- I was worried that she was likely to hurt herself as much as others.

Cassie gave me a practiced, uncaring shrug. I had a feeling she knew the answer but wasn't going to give it away.

"Come with me," she said.

The beautiful blonde woman gave me her prettiest 'please' smile. I let her lift me off the ground. Even breathing felt like an incredible effort. People had warned me it was easy to put on weight while at Disney. After everything that had happened, I was pretty sure I was going to come home in the best shape of my life.

The room around us was dark. I had no sense of whether it was deep night or early morning. I tried to see if other people were in the room, but I couldn't tell.

Cassie took me down the hallway, past the first bedroom. I was immediately serenaded by the sickeningly familiar squeaks of a women getting epically railed. It sounded a bit like Emily, but I couldn't be sure. The door was shut tight, and I didn't dare open it. Ignorance isn't bliss, but it can be a mercy.

Cassie didn't remark on it. She pulled me forward to the next bedroom. The door was open. The bed was freshly made. It looked remarkably inviting.

I went into the bedroom and flopped on the mattress. Cassie climbed in next to me. I know it seems odd in connection with everything else, but this felt strangely personal. Yes, we'd done it a bunch of places, a ton of different ways. But this was Cassie welcoming me into her bedroom. The place she'd slept with her husband all week. It should have been mundane, but somehow it felt momentous.

Cassie curled her feet under her. She kissed me on the lips, running her hands over my chest with adoration.

"You have enough for one more?" Cassie asked. She looked pointedly down at my crotch. My dick had already answered for both of us -- erect and eager. She took one look and giggled.

"Cassie, I..."

"Paul, do me a favor and let me speak for once," Cassie said. She put her hand flat on my chest, pushing me back into the pillows. "I know what you're going to say and it's OK. Tomorrow you're flying home, and everything is going back to normal. I know that."

I started to speak again but Cassie's eyes flashed.

"But I need this," Cassie said, "What you did to me. I don't think you get it. You didn't just make me cum, Paul. It wasn't just the best sex of my life. That's... I don't choose my partners that way. I don't know any woman who does."

I nodded. I wasn't sure where this was going.

"But you changed something in me. Showed me something about myself," Cassie said, "Remember I've done this sharing stuff a lot. I know the rules. Maybe better than anyone. But I can't stop it."

Cassie paused. Her breath hitched. She gave me a nervous little smile. More like the kind of look that Emily would give me.

"It's OK," I said, mostly because I didn't know what else to say.

"I'm falling for you, Paul," Cassie said, "I know. You're married. Going to start a family. I shouldn't fall for you but I am. I know I can't, but I did. I know you're not going to say 'yes.' But, for the rest of the time we have left together, please don't tell me 'no.'"

"OK," I said. What did we say the day before? God, it seemed like weeks ago. One more day. One last hurrah. Well, the sun wasn't up yet. So, we might as well make the most of it.

Cassie leaned down and we kissed. Not like before. This was different. Slower and yet more passionate. Cassie wasn't showing off for the room anymore. Now she was performing only for me. Gradually, we graduated to tongue. Gentle caresses and light touches. Cassie's fingers tangled in my thick chest hair. My digits danced on her supple breasts.

Cassie lay back and raised her hips. She spread her legs, supplicant. I moved to kiss her pussy, but Cassie pushed me away.

"Let me show you," she said. She spread her legs further and leaned back. Drifted her finger to her snatch. I reached to stroke my cock, but she shook her head. "Just watch."

"Oh," Cassie said as she made contact with her sex.

The room was dark, but I saw more than enough in the shadows. The way Cassie moved her fingers, those perfectly painted scarlet nails, dancing eagerly from clit to cunt. How she slowly teased at herself.

As her need grew, Cassie lost all sense of delicacy. She jammed a finger inside herself. Two. Middle and ring buried deep. She strummed at her clitoris with her free hand. Raised her butt, humping upwards. Chest flushed. Eyes rolled back.

For any woman, that would have been amazing. With Cassie, it meant so much more. She was always so guarded, so protective of her true self. Like a paranoid turtle, any time she saw even a shadow of a threat, she'd snap back into her shell.

But that same, beautiful woman was lying back in her own bed. Body splayed. Legs flopped open. Her thighs shiny with her liquid. The scent of her sex overwhelming. She let the look of pleasure on her face, of debauched need, shine through.

This was pure, unadulterated Cassie. Flaws and all. OK, maybe she wasn't the only person tumbling that evening.

Cassie gasped. Her hands froze. She let out a long, low moan. "Ohhhhhhhhh." She flopped back into the bed. Eyes closed. She trembled. Her vagina made a long slow hiss, like air being let out of a balloon. Slowly, the beautiful blonde fluttered back to consciousness.

"How was that?" she asked, "Did I do good?"

I nodded. She hadn't even touched me and already I was beyond the capacity to speak.

"Did I do OK for you, Paul?" Cassie asked, "Did I earn your awesome, thick cock?"

"Not yet," I said, with a smirk. OK, maybe a I had few words left in me.

I dove forward, latching my mouth onto Cassie's pussy. As soon as my tongue made contact, she let out a scream.

"Oh ffffFUCK!"

I slurped at Cassie's blonde sex. I'd learned her preferences by then. Understood the ways she liked to be stimulated. Still, I took my time. Trying to permanently imprint that memory of her peaches and cream perfume. Her heady, womanly essence.

"Ohhhh," Cassie said. She tilted her head back. Slid her butt forward. Submitted herself to whatever stimulation I deigned to give her.

Emily was too afraid to ever let go like this. Allison, too controlling. But Cassie, in a few short days (hours, almost) was able to give me her unconditional trust. I was going to take care of her body. I would safeguard her orgasm, carry it forward, deliver it with the grandeur and attention it deserved.

Cassie's backside bucked. Her hands gripped my skull.

"AhhhhhhhhAH!" the gasp shot out of her like steam. Her whole body snapped around me. A hot burst of pungent liquid spattered my cheeks. Cassie fell back to the bed. A goofy grin played on her lips.

I lifted my head, giving her a cunt-juice-sticky wink. Cassie looked at my eager, puppy dog face and laughed.

"You should grow a beard," she told me, "It'd be super sexy."

"OK?" I said, cocking my eyebrow. It was a strange non sequitur, even for sex talk.

"Trust me," Cassie said, "You'll see what I mean."

I shrugged and lay down next to her. I cupped her breast. The soft, warm flesh overflowed in my hand. I was not going to ever get used to that. I noticed Cassie's pink nipple was screwed up tight. I leaned over and started to suck on it.

"No," Cassie said, gently pushing me back. "I want your dick. I need cock. Please. Stick it in me Paul. I want to feel you stretch my little pussy."

I smiled and lay back, gesturing to my dick like, 'help yourself.' Cassie spun on unsteady legs and climbed over me. She sat, poised at the point of penetration. Her eyes ran over my body like she was trying to encode my every cell.



She took a deep, cleansing breath.

"This one's for me," Cassie said, almost to herself.

She slowly lowered herself down on my dick. Cassie let out a long, slow hiss as it slid inside her. Inching its way as deep as it could go. I groaned as I felt her wonderful warmth surround me.

Before now, I hadn't spent a lot of time ruminating on the different vaginas I'd experienced in my lifetime. Pussy was pussy, amazing enough on its own. But having sunk into three very different ones in such short succession over the last five days had given me a lot of evidence to evaluate.

My wife was so compact, it felt like my cock had to be twisted into her. Like it was a lightbulb. Meanwhile, Allison's pussy, like herself, was powerful. It wasn't the tightest, but she could squeeze and ripple in a way that was entrancing. Cassie, on the other hand, was simply soaked. She got so slick and slippery; it was like screwing a water slide filled with Vasoline. We'd just connected and already I could feel her wetness dripping over my balls.

"God Paul. Feel so good," Cassie said, "So thick. I swear it's like, I can feel my little pussy molding itself to fit you. Like it'll never be the same."

"I don't think that's how it works," I said.

"I know that," Cassie said, "It's just fun to picture."

The beautiful blonde began sliding back and forth on my cock. Humping, yes, but not thrusting. Sort of slipping around as she ground her clit into my pubic bone.

"Think about it Paul," Cassie said, "Your awesome cock thrusting into me. Shaping me. Ruining me for other men. I'll never be able to get away from this. How perfect you stretch me out."

She rocked faster. I could tell she was building. The little hitch in her smile was coming out again. The sign that she was close to cumming.

"I'll be back home. After you leave. Going to work. Meeting friends for drinks. And all I'll be able to do is fantasize about you being with me. I'll be with Jack. With my husband. Thinking about your cock. Wishing for it. Begging. Thrusting in me. Filling me so good. Oh guh... Oh GOD!"

Cassie shivered and fell forward. I don't think she anticipated cumming right then. But there she was. Right over the top. Cassie stayed in that position. Hands on the mattress. Tits dragging over my chest. She started humping harder. Having my cock bent that way, it didn't feel good, exactly. But I was going to let her get off however she wanted.

"I love your cock, Paul," Cassie said, "I need it. Luh-love you fucking me. How good it feels. You made me cum, Paul. You made me CUM. Harder and better than any man I've ever been with."

Cassie blew her blonde hair out of her eyes. Her face was bright red. Her chest slick with sweat. She thrust herself on my dick with a wild abandon.

"Look at me, Paul," Cassie continued, "Getting fucked in my own bed by another man. Begging for his cum. It feels so good.

Cassie shivered, and I thought she was going over the top again. But she shook it off and kept pounding onto me. Wet slaps and rude squeaks.

"I never squirted before," she said, "You made it look easy. You fucked me. Owned me. Oh. AHHHHH! Oh fuck. Fuck me. Make me cuh... Make me CUM!"

Cassie ripped herself off my cock. A huge gush of girl cum spurted out of her, onto my chest. "Oh fuck! You fucking... Fucking broke me." She looked at the wet mess she'd made on my chest and snickered. "Fucking hell."

My cock flopped around, neglected. After all the orgasms I'd had, you'd think I would be done. But no, my dick was already demanding that Cassie get back on there and ride him out.

"Phew," Cassie said, "Getting tired. Your turn."

She rolled onto her back and raised her legs, like before. I took my cock and aimed it, then thrust forward. Cassie squeezed her arms and legs around me. Surrendering herself to me in every way.

I drove into Cassie, hard. It no longer took any skill or effort to make Cassie cum. She was so amped, it was overflowing unbidden. Her pussy squeezed down with almost every thrust. Her eyes permanently rolled back in her head.

Cassie raised her head for a sloppy kiss, and I let her. I slowed my motions, dragging my dick in and out. Savoring every centimeter. She felt so tight on me now, I knew she was feeling the ridge of my cockhead teasing at her nerve endings. Every bump and vein on my dick.

Cassie fell back. Her eyes got small. Scared.

"I don't want to stop, Paul," Cassie said, "I'm sorry. I don't think I can. Tell me. Tell me you can stop?"

I didn't answer her. I didn't know how. But I didn't stop fucking her, either.

"I can make babies, too, Paul," Cassie said, "Beautiful children with golden hair and intense black eyes so deep you could drown in them. I'd do that for you. If you let me."

I sped up my stroked. Added a little kick to the end of each thrust. Popping Cassie hard. She gasped as I stabbed forward. Eyes squeezed shut.

I grabbed Cassie's shoulders for purchase. Shifted my angle. Started rutting into her crazed. Out of control.

"Cum with me," Cassie said, "I'm getting close. I need you to... Fill me up. Cum in my married pussy. Deep as you can go. Mark me. Please. Please cum in meeeeeheeeheeee!"

My pace only increased. Cassie's mewling cries, her pleading sobs. They shoved me forward. The beautiful blonde grabbed my face. Forced me to look in her eyes.

I watched, enthralled, as the azure of them intensified. Pupil shrinking to a pinprick. A focused beam of endless desire, boundless hope, and utter devotion. I swear I could see Cassie's orgasm creep up her breasts, twisting her nipples tight, pulling her neck taut, stretching her smile, and then, finally, squeezing her eyes shut.

Cassie's pussy clamped down. Her butt arched upwards. Like she was milking my dick for all it was worth. And finally, the essence she so deeply craved spilled forth.

I buried my dick as deep as it would go. Let out a loud, pained shout. And exploded into Cassie's wanting depths.

"Ohhhhhhh FUCK!" Cassie yelped. "Oh God. So GOOD! Cumming. ohfuck. Cumming in me. Fuck. I can feel it. Filling me. So hot. Oh yes."

As Cassie's cunt cinched tight on my dick, her body wrapped around me in the same way. She held me tight, shaking. Screaming.

My stream of sperm felt impossibly strong. Like it could burst down a wall, let alone Cassie's poor battered cervix. It wasn't like before; that edged out orgasm had been another animal entirely. But in so many ways this was so much better.

Feeling Cassie wrapped around me. The warmth of her pussy squeezing me dry. Her own orgasm surrounding and amplifying mine.

"Got you, Cassie. I got you," I said. Just nonsense as I drifted back to Earth.

"I know," she said. Whined. "Oh God. It's yours. My pussy. My heart. Only for you."

I kissed her forehead. Held her tight.

Cassie. Fucking. Summers.

*

At 7am on a Tuesday morning, we six adults filed into the terminal at Orlando International Airport, disheveled and limping exhausted. Blissed out and ragged like we'd just finished a five-day opium binge.

Despite the early hour, the terminal was bustling -- filled with the echoes of footsteps, the squeaks of suitcase wheels, and the low roar of conversation. We passed multiple families headed in the opposite direction, their faces glowing as they got ready to start their epic Disney adventures. I'll admit, I watched them pass with a mix of apprehension and envy.

Emily clung to me like she was a koala, and I was the world's best eucalyptus. She'd been hanging on tight since that morning. It made walking difficult (honestly, it was already hard -- I felt like I'd run a marathon while boxing both Klitschko brothers for five successive days), but Emily refused to let go.

Jack and Cassie, on the other hand, strode along with the casual professionalism of seasoned travelers. Mike and Allison, on their far side, held hands. But it looked more like a court-ordered affection than anything truly felt.

We went to the McDonalds in the food court to get breakfast. Apparently, that was as much a part of the tradition for Mike and Allison as riding Pirates or eating Mickey-shaped ice cream.

As we crowded around our table, Mike rested his hand on Emily's thigh. My wife gave him an angry glare. Allison straight up hissed at her husband. Mike pulled his hand back like he'd been singed. Well, if I had any doubt that our trip was truly over, that answered things for sure.

"Sorry," he said, all parts the petulant teenager.

After we ate, we went through security. Then we all got on the tram, grabbing for separate poles. Me with Emily. Mike with Allison. Jack with Cassie. Other people stepping on would have thought we were all strangers.

Emily stared up at me, her green eyes bright and searching. She looked so innocent in her dark-rimmed glasses, wearing a purple Minnie shirt and denim shorts. Brown hair up in a bun. I noticed a bit of cum was crusted on her cheek. I reached over, gently, and rubbed it off.

My mind flashed back, unbidden, to that morning. I'd stumbled out of Cassie's bedroom to find Emily sitting on the couch, fully dressed in her outfit from the day before. Beams of dusty sunlight streamed over her. She'd seen where I'd come from and, for some strange reason, I felt guilty. Emily gave me a tight grin. I sat down next to her, covering my crotch with a pillow.

"You OK?" I asked. Emily gave me a confused look. "After last night," I said. She blushed.

"Fine," Emily said, "Better than fine. You?"

"I'm OK," I said.

"It's amazing, Paul," Emily said, "Everything we've been through. Yet I feel closer to you now than I ever have."

"You do," I said.

Emily latched onto me, hard. I almost jumped. She'd pounced on me like the unholy mix of a cat and a boa constrictor.

"Definitely," Emily said, her lips tickling my ear. "What happened with Jack yesterday..."

I braced for it.

"... It was like a cleanse. Or, I don't know, penicillin. This whole trip, I've felt like I was being consumed by this all-encompassing need. Like a disease that had taken hold of me. But after last night. After the, um, the stuff we did. We were lying together on the floor, and I realized that urge had disappeared. Like I'd finally sweated out the fever, and it was... Gone. The urges, all of it. Even looking back now, none of it really makes sense to me. Like that was a different person. I'm not saying I didn't make those choices. I know I did. But, at the same time, I can honestly say that it wasn't me. And I have no intention of ever doing that again."

I raised my eyebrow.

"I mean it, Paul," Emily said, "I'm over him. Over all of this. I couldn't be more over it, honestly. Whatever happened last night snapped me out of it. Lying in your arms, that's all I want."

"So why did you go away?" I asked. I couldn't stop myself. "I heard you in the bedroom."

Emily gave me a confused look. "I slept by myself last night. I woke up in the middle of the night, hurting like hell. I tried to get you up, but it was like rousing a bear. So, I slipped away and passed out."

I thought back to what I'd heard behind the closed door. To be fair, Cassie had never explicitly told me where Emily had gone. I'd made assumptions, but I didn't know anything for sure. Those sounds could have been Allison, I supposed. It didn't add up, but I couldn't completely disprove what Emily had told me, either.

"What about with Mike?" I asked, "The things you said. Flashing him in the parks. The, um, oral."

Emily's face grew very serious. "Are you honestly going to tell me I saw everything that went on with you this whole trip?" She looked pointedly over my shoulder; at the bedroom I'd slipped out of that morning.

I thought back. Had there been moments that Emily missed? Yes, there'd been sex with Cassie the night before. And a few makeout sessions with Allison. I guess I felt like I'd shared every secret with my wife. But, of course, that couldn't be true. I could only narrate my own story, after all. Her perspective had to be different. But I couldn't stop the sense of something more from irking at me.

"None of that stuff matters," Emily said, squeezing me firmly. "I don't care what you did. Whatever happened, it's forgiven. Forgotten. We both lost control this weekend. But it's us going forward. You and me. And soon, baby, too."

I nodded. A little smile forced its way onto my face.

"Trust me, I'm done," Emily said, "So, so done. Extra super over it. Over Jack, over the sharing... The whole thing. I just want to go home, be with my husband, and have a family. For real. I promise. It's done done."

*

When we got off the tram, Mike, Allison, Emily and I turned left, but Jack started to go right.

"Our flight's later," Cassie said, grabbing Jack's arm. "We'll come wait with you guys."

Jack looked at her, incredulous. Like his wife had announced she wanted to take a cactus bath. He extricated his arm from Cassie. In a mirror of the first time we met him, Jack gave us all quick, curt handshakes. He didn't say anything. Even the cold fire of his ice blue eyes seemed quenched.

As Jack shook my hand, I noticed something about him. The look on his face, the slight twist to his mouth. He didn't seem assured anymore. Or, if he did, he looked like he was trying too hard to convince me of it. Instead, his expression told me something different.

At first, I couldn't figure out what it was. But then I realized: he was sad.

I thought about everything I knew about Jack. Had I ever, truly, seen him look happy? Meeting us for the first time, he'd done everything he could to project a feeling of confidence. Whenever feelings showed up, he brushed them away. Even when his family had melted down before our eyes -- his kids storming off to who-knows-where, maybe to never speak to him again -- Jack had made it clear that it couldn't touch him. Instead, he'd only thrown himself back into the fray.

At the time, I'd assumed that Jack was just a cool customer. Too 'over it all' to ever be hurt by things. Now, looking into those grey-blue eyes, I recognized that he was just numb. He was an addict, looking for that next hit to keep him going. Only his body had stopped responding to the highs.

I guess I was supposed to concede that Jack had 'won.' He'd conquered my wife, reconfigured my marriage, done everything he could to rip the veil of innocence from our eyes and expose us to the ugly truths of our animal desires. But like the contestant on Let's Make A Deal who opens door number two and finds nothing but a goat chewing on a piece of grass, I couldn't exactly see how Jack was the winner here.

He was going home to be alone again. His only comfort anger and regret. His hot wife, his successful business, his next conquest -- Jack had all the trophies. But he'd yet to figure out how to sate the monster of misery that was inexorably consuming his soul. He never would. Not even with a cadre of genies carrying fistfuls of wishes along the way.

I could acknowledge that I resented Jack. As much as I'd been a willing participant, even an instigator at times, I'd never forgive him for how he'd taken advantage of our innocence. But I also knew, with perfect clarity, that I didn't envy him. Not even a little bit.

Jack let go of my hand, then clapped Emily on the shoulder. After all that they'd shared, he gave her nothing more than a nod.

"It's been lovely," Jack said.

He turned the other way and limped down the hall. Looking more and more like a tiny, decrepit man as he faded into the crowd. Lost amongst the infinite number.

I turned to look at Emily, expecting that devoted, pining look as her eyes chased after her lover. Instead, my wife's attention was already elsewhere. What she'd told me that morning about her and Jack, I guessed she'd meant it.

The five of us strolled over to our gate, then found seats. Allison and Mike sat across from us while Cassie and Emily flanked me on either side. My wife gripped my arm so hard, my fingers were starting to go numb.

"I'm going to get something from the Starbucks," Allison said, "You want anything?"

I realized the question had been directed at me. I nodded, carefully extricating myself from Emily. Allison strode off with purpose, a lioness heading to the hunt. I felt like it took me two steps to match her one. We got in line for coffee, a wait longer than security, and settled there.

I glanced back at our group. After five days of this, I was unable to control my continuous suspicion that illicit activities would occur on as soon as I stopped paying attention. But my well-honed paranoia was now misplaced.

Mike buried his nose in his phone. Emily rooted through our carry-on and pulled out a sweater. Cassie chatted idly with them both. You know, like normal human beings rather than the sex-crazed maniacs we'd all devolved into.

I looked back at Allison. She was glaring somewhere distant. The muscles around her jaw were tight, like tripwire.

"You OK?" I asked, genuinely concerned.

"Fine," Allison said, "Sorry. I've got some things to think about. This weekend was a lot."

"It was," I said, "But I don't regret what we shared. I hope you know how much it meant to me. How much it continues to mean to me."

I waited for Allison to count my words off on her fingers. I thought for sure she'd be celebrating a new record. Instead, she worked her teeth like she was rolling a jawbreaker between them.

"It was important to me too," Allison said. She glanced meaningfully over at her husband. I got the sense she was trying to tell me something, but I couldn't read it. "To everyone, clearly. I guess I'm still trying to work it all out."

I nodded. I wasn't sure what else there was to say.

"You and Emily are alright?" Allison asked, finally turning my way.

"We're figuring it out," I said, surprised at how easily the honesty came to my lips. "She says she's over it all. Wants to move forward, but... I guess we'll see. You and Mike?"

"Like I said," Allison said, looking gloomy, "This weekend was a lot. I thought I had it all handled. Now I'm not so sure."

"I know what you mean," I said.

"You and I will still be friends though, right? Regardless?"

"I don't know how we could be anything else," I said.

It was meant to be reassuring, but I saw that what I said set Allison off again. Was it possible to be too connected? Maybe there's a point where there are so many wires plugged in, you can't untangle them. Or worse, you blow the whole line.

"I know Emily feels the same way," I said, trying to recover. "Your friendship means the world to us both."

"Yes," Allison said, clearly distracted by her own train of thought. "Emily and you. Me and Mike. Friends."

"Speaking of which," I said, unable to quell my curiosity, "I don't suppose you noticed our spouses together last night?"

"Um, yeah, Paul?" Allison's attention snapped right to me. "We all saw them on the couch, remember?"

"No, I mean. After."

Allison took in a deep breath. Her eyes wandered around the terminal. "Honestly, after that last big blowout, I kinda wandered off," she said, "I collapsed somewhere, I don't even know. I'm not sure I remember much of anything clearly."

I nodded, like that was an answer. But before I could push her further, Allison was at the counter and ordering. The moment was gone.

We walked back to our group, laden with steaming hot cups. The rest of the group had distracted themselves well. Even Cassie had gone quiet. It seemed as if we weren't using our mouths to make out, we had little use for them.

As soon as we sat down again, however, Mike leaned forward. He looked like a little boy, so excited to share something that he was about to burst.

"I've gotta tell you guys," Mike said, "The more I think about it, the more this trip in March seems like a great idea. Coming back to Disney. Seeing all of you. It would be awesome."



"Oh, I agree," Cassie said, shining her smile on all of us. "There's so much we didn't get a chance to do."

"I guess it could be fun," Allison said, "We'd have to agree on some things."

"Oh definitely," Cassie said.

"For sure," Mike said. Though I doubted either was thinking of the same things Allison was.

"We'll have to see where we're at," Emily said, cautiously. She'd grabbed my hand again. "You know, with stuff."

"Of course," Cassie said, "Whatever you need."

"Paul?" Allison asked, "What do you think?"

What did I think? The last five days flew past me.

Allison's boob in the hot tub. Mike kissing Cassie on Slinky Dog. Stripping each other down in the bungalow. Jack with Emily on the couch. Allison and me in bed. Coupling in our Halloween costumes. Mike and Emily on the lounge chair. Me and Cassie in the pool. Arguing in front of Cinderella Castle. Allison making out with Cassie. Jack, then Mike, then Jack again -- eagerly ripping my wife to pieces. Then Cassie and I, one last time.

All of us, together. And apart.

I caught Emily's eyes, and I couldn't read her expression -- searching and supplicant. Our friends all watched me, too. Eagerly waiting for my response. The next step, our future, it seemed clear.

Mike and Allison would make amends. Cassie would go back home with Jack and get back to their lives. Emily and I would form a family. This weekend would be a one-time thing. This weird, wonderful storm. It had changed us in so many ways, but it was over.

Yet something about that picture made my skin prickle. I couldn't shake the sense of something. On the edge of the horizon. Past the fluffy clouds and the bright beams of sunlight. Like seeing the peak of Cinderella Castle poking through the treeline. A different place that promised of a far less certain future. Where everything kept going.

And everything stopped.

*

They called our flight and we started to board. The four of us got out of our seats and walked over to get in line at the gate. Cassie stayed to the side. I caught the beautiful blonde's eye. She gave me an odd, sad smile. A short, little nod.

It was early morning again and we were back in the bungalow. I was naked in Cassie's bed. We'd both just woken up. Cassie's golden blonde hair ran rivulets down her shoulders. Her full breasts hung wonderfully. Her blonde little pussy so casually exposed.

"Last night," Cassie said, "I said some things."

"I know," I replied immediately, "Just dirty talk. Not to worry."

"I meant every word of it," Cassie said, "I'm yours, Paul. If you'll have me."

I couldn't hold back my surprise. Of all the unexpected things this trip, Cassie catching feelings was maybe the most shocking of all. The calm, perfectly coiffed woman letting herself be so vulnerable. It might have been the sexiest thing I'd ever seen. And the scariest.

"Hear me out," Cassie said, "Please. I know you and Emily are... I see how much you care for her. Hell, it's one of the reasons I -- I feel the way I do for you. But I've been in this place before. I've seen other couples go through this. Emily's going to tell you she's over it. She's going to sit you down as soon as she sees you and tell you that she's done with Jack. That it was all some weird fever dream and now she's yours forever."

I nodded. But honestly, in that moment, I thought Cassie didn't know what she was talking about. It just seemed like such an unlikely thing.

"Maybe Emily will even mean it," Cassie continued, "But I've seen this so many times. Now that she's tasted it, she won't stop. She can't. It'll never go away. She's going to keep doing this. And maybe that's the life for her. But I know that isn't what you want."

Cassie grabbed my shoulders. She made sure she had my eyes locked on hers.

"You deserve someone who sees you for the wonderful man that you are," Cassie said, "Who knows how lucky she is to have you in her life and will do anything she can for you. Because you'll do the same for her."

"Cassie I..."

"I can be that for you, Paul," Cassie said, "I'll be whoever you want me to be."

"I would want you to be you," I said.

Cassie's eyes filled with tears.

"But I can't," I said.

I looked down at the comforter. Something about the pattern of it, purple and orange sewn slightly askew. Even now, years later, I can see it exactly in my mind.

Despite everything that had happened on that trip, I was still promised to Emily. I knew that Cassie wasn't wrong, but I wasn't ready for her to be right, either. Sometimes, even when we know we have to drop things, we hold on. Not because of feelings or logic or anything like that. Just because we've gotten so used to gripping that we can't let go.

"I'm sorry Cassie, I can't."

"I know," Cassie said, with a sniffle. She straightened, then grabbed my attention again. "I wouldn't feel this way if you could. But you owe me a favor. You know, from Buzz Lightyear. When I beat you."

A guilty little tweak formed on her lips. My stomach twisted. I don't know why I thought Cassie was going to ask for the impossible. It was a silly response, but I had it.

"Cassie..."

"I want you to call me," Cassie said, shushing me with her finger. "Not all the time. Just every once in a while. And talk. Talk to me. About anything you want. Your job, your life. Whatever. Let me hear that deep, sexy voice. Every now and then. OK?"

"I'd like that," I said, meaning it.

And Cassie smiled. Her real smile. One I'd swear I'd never seen before. Kind of crooked with too many teeth. Her cheeks crinkled, lopsided. Her eyes shone. It was maybe the least perfect I'd ever seen her.

And it was beautiful.

"Paul?"

There was a rush in my ears. Reality rolled over me. We were standing in line to get on our flight. Allison gave my shoulder a little shove.

"Paul," she repeated it.

"Sorry," I said, "What's up?"

Mike, Allison, and Emily all pointed to the gate, where the attendant was waiting to scan my ticket. I looked over to Cassie, standing to the side. She was staring straight at me. Like she knew exactly where my mind had been.

"I guess I was off in my own world," I said

I walked forward. They scanned our tickets and we stepped onto the jetway. Emily clung to my arm. Mike and Allison stood right behind us.

"It's sad, all of this ending," Emily said, "But I'm also so happy to be moving on."

"Agreed," Allison said.

"But we have so much to look forward to," Mike said, "Disney in March 2020. It's going to be amazing."

I didn't know what to say, so I just nodded. I supposed that, by then, all my questions would be answered.

The End. For now...
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Pressing Matters with Sister

Once again, I sat down to write a short one-shot and ended up going waaaaaayyyyyy overboard. Hope you enjoy my (over)exertion.

As always, all participants are over the age of 18.

"Dylan, come here."

My older sister, Lucy, was lying on the floor of her bedroom. She was on her stomach, wearing only a t-shirt and panties. She had a pillow under her groin, folded at the corner. She held herself in a backwards arch, like doing a cobra pose in yoga. Her body trembled with effort. Her cute, round face was cherry red. Her light blue eyes glazed over and oddly empty.

I'd been lost in my own world, walking down the hall, when Lucy called out to me. It was a hot day, summer was just getting started, and I was already suffering under the sad reality that our new house didn't have air conditioning. My minimal outfit of a t-shirt and mesh shorts felt like a full, fur coat.

"You should. Try this," Lucy gasped, "Feels really good." She took a deep breath and collapsed flat on the floor. "Fuck." The word slipped out of her. Her long, golden blonde hair pooled around her head.

I stared at Lucy as she lost herself for a moment. My older sister's skimpy outfit revealed way more of her curvy body and tan skin than I was used to seeing. Her breasts looked particularly large in her baby blue v-neck. Her full butt was similarly flattered by her yellow, bikini-cut panties.

I couldn't help but compare myself to my sister. My hair was closer to brown than blonde. If Lucy was all circles, then I was straight lines. We had the same blue eyes, and our faces were similar, sort of, but that was about it.

Lucy came back to consciousness. "Seriously, Dylan, come here," she said, an edge of annoyance in her voice.

Tentatively, I stepped inside her doorframe.

"What's up?" I asked, playing dumb.

As a 19-year-old boy, just two years younger than Lucy, I knew what masturbation looked like. But I'd never seen anyone do it that way with a pillow. And I certainly wasn't prepared for my sister to openly share it.

Lucy and I had always been close. Unlike our friends (and our other siblings) who seemed to be suffocated by their close relationships -- fighting each other for air -- Lucy and I both basked in our shared spaces. We were playmates as kids and confidants as teens. I told my sister nearly everything and had an easy expectation that she would do the same.

But we weren't, you know. Like this.

It was awkward when we watched a movie, and a sex scene came on. I felt uncomfortable folding Lucy's underwear when I did the laundry. I noticed my sister had a nice body because she was super curvy and stuff. But I didn't, like, sneak on her in the shower or ogle at her bathing suit when we went down the shore.

We were, you know, normal siblings. Until that random afternoon when my sister called me into her bedroom while she was grinding her pussy against a pillow.

"Come on, try this with me," Lucy said. She wiggled her butt purposefully, clearly starting her process all over again.

"You mean, like, lying on the ground?" I asked.

"Not exactly," Lucy said. She looked up at me, her face pink and sweaty with exertion. "You put a pillow down. And you lie on top of it. Then you kind of press down. You know? Feels awesome."

I can't say why I listened. It should have been weird -- OK, it was weird -- but for whatever reason I treated it more like my older sister was inviting me to try a new game or watch a movie. Gingerly, I stepped into her bedroom. Like me, Lucy was a bit of a geek. She had a flatscreen TV with a couple consoles attached. Her tan bedroom walls had posters from Breath of the Wild and Animal Crossing. Her room was a peaceful, welcoming place.

But in the moment, it felt almost foreboding. Like the air itself was all charged up. As soon as I stepped inside, I was hit with the scent of my sister's honey-sweet perfume mixed with something else; instinctively familiar.

"Grab the one from my bed," Lucy said, breathily.

I took the pillow -- a sad, floppy, lime green thing whose filling had fled long ago -- and dropped it on the ground. I fluffed the pillow as best I could, then lay down on top of it. I adjusted myself till I had my genitals in what seemed like the right place.

"There you go," Lucy said, "Now just..." Instead of saying it, she did it. Arched herself again. Her wide hips swiveled slightly back and forth on the pillow. Again, I became very aware of my sister's body. Her broad shoulders and long arms. Large breasts and bubble butt. Pretty face and light, sparkling sapphire eyes.

I tried to mirror my sister. I pressed down into the pillow and wiggled a little. And, amazingly -- despite the fact that we were working with very different equipment -- I could kind of see what Lucy was getting at. Like catching a glimpse of a mirage from the far side of the desert.

There were a few problems that kept me from getting closer, however. One, the pillow made things too soft. For my sister, the cushion gave her something to rub against. For me though, I got the sense that I needed something firmer. Honestly, the bare floor would probably have been fine.

But, ironically, the other problem was that I was too hard. Everything around me -- my sister, what she was doing, what she invited me to do -- had led to the inevitable reaction. At any other time, an erection was the perfect way to start getting myself off. But not like this. Some instinctual part of me knew that if my cock was softer, it would be easier to press against the ground and, theoretically, might feel nice.

I looked over at my sister. Unintentionally, we'd ended up facing each other. Quite close. I could see every detail of Lucy's face, screwed up with effort. She was clearly building toward another release. She clenched, held, then flopped in a strained, desperate rhythm. Over and over, like an odd kind of exercise.

I stayed in place, just lightly pressing down. There was the distant sensation that maybe something could be there, but I knew I wouldn't be able to reach it in the moment. Instead, I sort of teased myself while I watched my sister take herself down the path to pleasure.

"Nothing?" Lucy asked, suddenly aware that I was staring at her.

"Kinda?" I said, "I get the feeling it might work if some things were different. But not right now."

"Oh, OK," Lucy said, clearly disappointed. "That's too bad. I'm glad you tried it though."

"Me too," I said.

Carefully, I got off the floor. I tossed Lucy's pillow back on her bed. My older sister was still pressing herself when I left.

I wandered away, feeling shell shocked. Unable to remember where I'd been headed in the first place.

*

About an hour later, I was in my bedroom -- sweating my balls off while playing Elden Ring -- when the thought popped into my head.

I could be doing it right now.

It was a random idea, borne of nothing, as if my subconsciousness had been chewing on this for a while and finally spit it out.

I put the controller to the side. Looked down at the grey carpet. My bedroom door was shut. The distraction of my repeated virtual deaths meant my dick was soft -- exactly where I needed it to be. I slid off my chair and dropped to the ground.

Like my sister had showed me before, I pressed down with my crotch and arched my back. Like lightning, there it was. This was a very different experience than I was used to. It was more work than stroking myself off, but it also felt fantastic in a slightly different way. Because I was lying on my stomach, in some ways it felt more like fucking, because I could imagine someone under me, feeling the same building pleasure.

Just when I felt myself begin to tire, I reached my apex. My orgasm splattered down my legs in warm, wet spurts. The pleasure overwhelmed me. The effort to reach that place had been so much. The orgasm was a wondrous final reward.

I lay on the floor for a while, smelling my carpet. Muscles aching like I'd done an hours' worth of exercise. I drifted in and out of a strange, altered consciousness. Only dimly aware of the world around me.

*

The family all came home around the same time for dinner. Mom had grabbed Chinese on the way back from work and we all loaded up our plates. We had a tiny, circular dining room table that my dad had found at a yard sale down the street. It was big enough for four, but not six, so Lucy and I set out stack tables in the nearby living room and ate on the couch.

For such a large family -- Mom, Dad, my three sisters and myself -- dinner was upsettingly silent. I remembered how meals used to be, all of us carousing around the big table, talking excitedly about what had happened that day. Here, though, the clatter of utensils and plates overwhelmed whatever urge we might have had to say anything to each other. And what was there to talk about, really?

I waited till everyone seemed truly lost in their own worlds, then I elbowed Lucy. She turned and glared at me.

"What was that for?" she asked.

"I did it," I said, under my breath, "I made it work. In my bedroom."

"Oh, awesome," Lucy said, her face shifting from slightly irritated to fully excited. Her eyes lit up like bright blue fire. "How was it?"

I looked down at the ground, shyly. I guess some things still felt strange to admit to my sister.

"Nice," Lucy said, and gave my shoulder a playful shove.

After dinner, our siblings left to go hang out with their respective friends, leaving Lucy and me to watch TV with our parents. It's not that we didn't have our own social groups because we did. But most of our friends had gone away to college, while we were now at County, and so we had fewer social options.

I suppose we could have gone out, the two of us, but it was awkward to wander around our old hometown. The thought of running into people, of having to explain what had happened -- I don't think either of us was anticipating that interaction. So, instead, we stayed on the couch and watched TV with my parents.

It didn't take long, however, for Mom and Dad to shuffle off to sleep, and so we found ourselves sitting together on the beat-up couch. Almost close enough to be cuddling.

"You want to do it?" Lucy asked.

"Huh?" I asked. I looked over at my sister. She was wearing a long, light pink, sleep shirt that went down to her knees -- hiding her ample curves. She gave me a winking smile, like she was telling a dirty joke.

"Do you want to?" Lucy asked again. Suddenly, I realized what she meant.

"Here? Now?"

"Upstairs," Lucy said. She didn't wait for my response, just stood up and glided out of the living room. I mean, was I truly going to sit and watch TV by myself at that point?

Back in Lucy's bedroom, I found her already lying splayed on the floor, pillow strategically placed under her. She'd lifted her sleep shirt up to her waist, exposing a pair of robins' egg blue, bikini-cut panties.

Lucy grunted hello, then ground into the ground. "You need a pillow?" she asked, throatily.

"Nah," I said. I lay down on the floor. I could feel myself stiffening already, and I knew I needed to take the opportunity before the act became impossible.

Lucy's hardwood floors felt even better than my carpet. We were facing each other again. Hearing my sister's gulping breaths, feeling her body tremble nearby, all of it conspired to take my experience from a solid 7 to a tremendous 10. Moments later, I was shooting hot seed into my shorts.

"You go?" Lucy asked. She looked about to hit the precipice, herself. Her cheeks were pinker than her shirt.

"Yeah."

"Ahhhhhhh," Lucy was overtaken by her own orgasm. Her eyes rolled back, and she collapsed. "Fuck that's nice."

Lucy picked up her head and met my eyes. Her look was dreamy, distant. Yet there was something focused beneath the surface. Like she was making a decision.

We shared a goofy grin.

"That's it for you?" Lucy asked.

"Pretty much," I said. I had no doubt I could squeeze another orgasm out of myself. But the rubbing took a lot out of me. Something about it was so much more taxing than the usual stroking off.

"Well, OK," Lucy said, "I'll see you in the morning."

I knew, right then, that she wasn't making the usual, trite statement. It was an appointment.

A promise.

*

Sometimes it takes a while to settle into a new habit. Retraining your body, your mind, to incorporate a different routine. That was not the case for Lucy and me. We were barely past our first day of this and already our fresh tradition felt expected. As if we'd been doing it our entire lives and would continue to do so forever more.

Lucy called it pressing and so that's how I came to think of our activity. It wasn't always at the same time or even every day, but we managed to have regular regroups. One morning we might wake up, press together, and get ready for the day. Or after lunch, we'd have an afternoon press in between doing chores or playing games or whatever. And if we missed both of those (or were having a particularly 'active' day) we'd go for a press after dinner, right before bed.

Outside of our little meetups, everything else was normal. We weren't flirty with each other. We didn't even talk about what we were doing. We always wore clothes when we did it -- Lucy with some sort of shirt and panties, me in my t-shirt and shorts. We met up, pressed, and went back to our lives. Like all of this was happening in some separate, bubble universe.

The way everything became casual, however, was also nearly our downfall. Three times, with three separate people, we were almost caught.

The first was my fault. It happened a little over a week after we'd started our escapades. The family had finished dinner and was watching TV. It was one of those rare evenings when all six of us were home, and Lucy and I found ourselves sitting on the floor, in front of the couch.

Lucy turned to me, mid-episode, and cocked her eyebrow. She subtly jutted her chin. That was all I needed to know. I gave her a single nod.

It was on.

A moment later, Lucy said she was feeling tired and went to her bedroom. I waited what felt like a good amount of time (but was probably only two minutes) and followed her upstairs.

I found my sister already lying on her pillow. She gave me a big, goofy grin as I lay down next to her. The process of this had made me start to chub up, but I'd learned to (literally) push through such things. We humped the ground together, the sounds of boring TV news playing in the distance.

There was this strange intimacy to our act, stolen in little moments. For the most part, I stayed within myself, engaged in my own fantasies. But then I would hear Lucy make a little gasp as she hit the right spot. Or I would grunt with the exertion of the act. Sometimes we'd accidentally bump each other -- arms or legs, never anything more. It was strangely reassuring, an encouragement of the illicit actions we were sharing.

"What are you guys doing?"

I froze. I slowly turned my head to the source of the sound. Our younger sister, Lindsay, was standing in the doorway. In my haste, I'd forgotten to close Lucy's door. Damned.

Lindsay was 17, mousy and thin, with light brown hair (the same color as mine) that hung almost to her waist. She was wearing her usual workout outfit -- a tanktop and yoga pants. She eyed us, confused, like someone searching for an obvious word but unable to find it in the moment.

"Nothing," Lucy said, like this was a perfectly satisfying answer. She didn't even get off the pillow. Just spun around and stared up at our younger sister. "Go away."

Lindsay did not do that. Instead, she stayed at the door, narrowing her eyes like she was processing everything.

"It's fine, Lindsay," I said, the panic rising in my throat. "We're hanging out."

"We're planning your birthday gift," Lucy said. This was a particularly bad lie, since we were doing nothing that looked like planning. And Lindsay's 18th birthday was still a good two months away.

But while our youngest sister was super sweet, she wasn't very sharp. She wasn't a dope, just far too trusting. The kind of girl who couldn't understand that people might lie to her for their own benefit.

"Oh!" she said, brightly, "OK." And quickly scampered away.

I wasn't going to argue with our good luck. I got off the floor, gently closed Lucy's door, and returned to what we were doing.

The second time we almost got caught, though, was on Lucy (somewhat). It was a Saturday afternoon, a week or so later, and she found me watching TV in the living room. She was wearing a white t-shirt with a pink Tom Nook on it, as well as a pair of green sweat-shorts. Her breasts and bottom seemed liable to break out of both at any minute.

Lucy gave me our signal and I got off the couch. But instead of leading me back to her bedroom, Lucy shook her head.

"Here," she said. That one word was shocking, for all that it implied. I glanced around the room. Right out in the open? We were sure to be seen.

"No one's home," Lucy said, "They're all out doing errands or whatever." She grabbed a pillow off the couch -- blue, small, and squarish -- and dropped it on the floor.

"Are you sure?"

Lucy gave me a chastising look. You'd think that would be hard based on how she was lying on her groin, getting ready to fuck the hell out of that poor cushion. But, somehow, my older sister still managed to look disdainful. I shrugged and dropped next to her.

I have to admit, changing our surroundings did something to the whole experience. I'm not saying we got bored of the usual stuff, but after weeks of it, there was a sort of numbness to the routine of it all. Doing it in another place -- a room where we spent so much time with the rest of our family -- gave everything a sharper edge.

I went over the top first. Unlike Lucy's peak, mine required some post-orgasm maintenance. So, I got up to go find a tissue. Fortunately, my splooge had mostly stayed in my shorts, though I had a drop or two on my leg.

As I went toward the bathroom, however, I felt a hand on my chest. I stopped in place. Standing in front of me, right at the top of the stairs, was our oldest sister, Jan. My twenty-three-year-old sibling had obviously seen everything. So much for an empty house.

Jan raised her eyebrow at me in a way that was totally different than Lucy's come-hither gesture. It was more like drawing a dagger.

"Tell me you two aren't doing what I think you're doing," Jan said. Even though it was a weekend, she was dressed in a nice, pink blouse and a dark navy skirt. She had her near-black hair tied back in a severe bun. She'd done her makeup, as well, making her angular features appear almost devastatingly beautiful. I felt very much like a turd she'd found on the stairs. "Tell me this isn't what it looks like," Jan repeated.

I paused. I didn't know what to say, except to parrot it back. "It isn't what it looks like," I said. Like that was going to make a difference.

Jan's blue eyes, remarkably similar to Lucy's, hardened.

"It's not," I said.

"OK," Jan said. I braced for the impact. Instead, my oldest sister stared me down for another moment, then spun on her heel and walked away.

Later, I told Lucy about it, expecting her to freak out. Instead, she laughed.

"Don't sweat it," my blonde, older sister said, a smile still playing on her cute face. "Jan's not going to do anything."

"I don't know," I said, "She seemed pretty angry."

"Jan's always angry," Lucy said. I couldn't argue with that. "I'm sorry she caught us. I didn't realize she was home. But Jan's not the tattling type. She's happy to ignore us. Trust me. We just need to be more careful."

Our last brush with danger came soon after. It was by far the most chaste, yet it felt like the riskiest moment of all. Lucy and I had finished dinner and were headed upstairs for our evening session. But as we were about to go into Lucy's room, Mom called after us. Lucy and I shared a nervous look. We walked back down to the kitchen.



Mom was waiting there for us, hands on her hips, in standard mom position. The rest of the family had already scattered. The kitchen was so tiny, it made our mother look like a giant. Even more imposing than usual.

"You two are up to something," Mom said. Her voice was not kind.

The sink was running behind her, stacked to the brim with dishes. A reminder of yet another indignity we'd had to endure with the new house: it didn't even have a dishwasher.

"We're hanging out," I said, shrinking under my mom's pointed interrogation.

Mom shook her head. "It's more than that. I see you two sneaking off at all hours. Always in Lucy's room with the door shut. What are you doing?"

"Nothing," I said.

"Nothing," Lucy said, "Like Dylan told you, we're just hanging out. Playing games. You know."

Mom's glare deepened, like Jan's had done. Her eyes narrowed, a mirror of Lindsay's from earlier.

"You're up to something," she said, "And I don't like it. Your father and I, this family, we're all going through a lot right now. It's bad enough as is and if you two make it worse, even the tiniest, littlest bit..."

"We're not," Lucy said, "We won't. I promise."

Mom's look didn't soften, but she let out a deep breath. "Fine," she said. She waved us out of the kitchen. "You're both old enough that you don't have to live with us anymore. So, I expect you to be on your best behavior."

"Of course," Lucy said.

"Understood," I said.

We escaped back to Lucy's bedroom. That night's session felt strained and anxious. Rushed and unfulfilling. But we still did it.

And that was the larger issue. For all those close calls, for all the very real consequences that came with them, we never stopped what we were doing. We didn't step back or rethink our actions. You'd think that with everything that had gone on, with every warning sign we'd passed, that we'd learn our lesson.

Instead, we escalated.

*

"You ever think about stuff?" Lucy asked, "You know, when we're doing this?"

We were both post-peak, lying back like bomb victims on Lucy's hardwood floor. It was surprisingly comfortable after a good, hard cum.

"You mean, like, other people?" I asked.

"Yes," Lucy said, "I mean, you're not focusing on how you're making it with my bedroom floor, are you?"

"Of course not," I said.

"You picture anyone specific?" Lucy asked.

"Nah," I said, "It's kind of random. Just 'a girl,' you know?"

My older sister rolled onto her side, giving me a dubious look.

But I recognized a no-win situation when I saw one. If I said I thought about Lucy, I was an incest-obsessed pervert. But if I said some other girl, then I risked hurting my older sister's feelings. So, I turned to my only defense, and turned the question back to Lucy.

"What about you?" I asked, "You ever think about anyone?"

"Not really," Lucy said in a mocking voice, "Just, you know, 'a boy.'"

There was a heavy pause. Each of us waited for the other to crack under the weight of it.

"Come on," Lucy said.

"You started it," I replied. Oh, so very mature.

"Fine," Lucy said, with an exasperated sigh. "There is this one guy at school. He's kinda tall with dark hair. Muscular. Sometimes I picture him."

"This guy have a name?" I asked.

"Probably?" Lucy said, "I've never talked to him. I see him in class sometimes."

"It'd be weird if he didn't have a name," I said, "Like, if he was called Random Hotguy or whatever."

"I'd call him Randy," Lucy said.

"Well, that seems appropriate," I said.

I played at being coy, but I couldn't help but feel a little hurt as my sister described a crush who was almost the exact opposite of my skinny, short, light-haired self. I knew it was stupid to feel jealous. For one, she was my sister and so completely off limits. For another, I'd literally forced her to say something. So, what did I expect, exactly?

But that didn't stop me from seething in the moment. And so, I felt the need to take some measure of revenge.

"There is this one girl," I said.

"Do tell," Lucy said.

"She's, um, got brown hair. Brown eyes. Short. She's skinny but in kind of a cute way."

"And where did you find this alluring coat rack?" Lucy asked. Her face was turning sourer by the second.

"You know, around," I said.

"Like around the house maybe?" Lucy asked.

"I don't know what you're talking about."

"Please, you're obviously talking about Kara," Lucy said.

"I'm not perving on your best friend," I said.

Lucy rolled her eyes at me.

"Fine. Maybe a little bit," I said.

Lucy shook her head, dismissively.

"What?" I asked. "What's wrong with Kara? She's your friend, isn't she?"

"I just think you could do better," Lucy said. I realized it, suddenly. Lucy wasn't playing around. Her feelings were actually, honestly hurt. As if she hadn't done the same thing to me moments before.

"Well, what about Randy?" I asked. "I mean, the guy doesn't even have a real name. Don't you think you should set your sights a little higher?"

Lucy went quiet. She pursed her lips. The air in the room felt thick and heavy. Filled with anger and resentment. More than either of us could carry. After weeks of unbreakable buoyancy, this one silly conversation had popped us both.

I started to get off the floor, but Lucy stopped me.

"There is this one other guy," she said. Her cheeks went a little red.

I realized my sister was making a peace offering and, fortunately, I was smart enough to accept it. I let myself be held in place.

"He's really cute, kinda handsome," Lucy said, "Light brown hair. Nice body." She ran her eyes up and down me, like punctuating her point.

I let out a loud sigh and lay back down on the floor. "Seriously?" I asked.

"I mean, you're right next to me," Lucy said. "It's kind of hard not to. I see your face. Your eyes. You're actually quite attractive you know that?"

"Even though I'm short and skinny with light hair, and have an actual real name?" I said.

"Even though," Lucy said.

"Well, as long as we're being honest, there is this other girl I sometimes think about," I said, "She's very pretty. Gorgeous, honestly. And her body is like, wow. She's really hot."

Lucy looked down at herself, dubiously. "Not too fat?" she asked.

"Oh my God, no," I said immediately. "She's practically fucking perfect."

"Wow," Lucy said. She breathed it out in a little sigh. Almost like one of the sounds she'd make when she was about to peak.

"Anyway, I know I shouldn't but..."

"It's OK," Lucy said, "I get it.

"Like you said, it's hard not to," I said, "In the moment. You're there, you know? Feeling you bump against me. Hearing your little noises. It's kinda awesome, actually."

"Kind of?" Lucy asked, but I could see she was teasing. "You sure you wouldn't rather a certain skinny brunette?"

"I prefer blondes," I said. A pause. "Are you OK with that? I know it's wrong and all, but."

"I'm fine with it," Lucy said. She put her hand on mine. Just that little touch felt electric. "As long as you're OK with me doing it, too."

"Yeah," I said, "Yes. I'm OK with that."

Everything seemed settled. The next day went on as normal. Even that night, when we held our regular pressing session, it was like nothing had changed.

But when Lucy reached her apex, she gasped out. "Oh Dylan," she said, "So good."

Then dropped limp to the floor.

*

And so, we started talking.

Again, never outside our little meetups. We didn't get flirty in the kitchen or tease each other in front of the TV. But when we'd press, it was like one long running conversation. Whether we were talking to ourselves or communicating with each other I can't say for sure. But we became downright chatty as we made ourselves cum.

"Oh, that's the spot. Right there," Lucy said.

"Fuck that's nice," I said, "So good."

"Gonna cum... So close," Lucy said.

"Ah... cumming..." I said.

Nothing else changed.

There were times when I wished for more. I imagined Lucy taking her shirt off, her massive tits trembling as she took herself to paradise. I thought about grabbing her hand when I came. Or, for that matter, us giving up on the floor and grinding against each other.

These were passing thoughts, fast fantasies, that usually disappeared immediately post-press. Despite our daily actions, the things we said to each other, I kept Lucy filed safely away in my 'sister' folder. I was unable to imagine ever storing her under a different category.

Summer stretched languid around us. Dad, Mom, and our older sister Jan all got busy with work. Our younger sister Lindsay disappeared all day to be with her friends. Family dinners were few and far between. Lucy and I mostly hung out with each other.

The next step was probably inevitable.

"Fuck that feels so good," Lucy said as she pressed down on her pillow. We were back in my older sister's bedroom, doing what we did best -- getting ourselves off while we got on with each other.

"You like that?"

"Oh yes," Lucy said, "Oh Dylan you have no idea. How good this makes me feel."

"I'd be damn better than a pillow," I said.

"And I'm sure I'm much more than a floor," Lucy said, "You want that? Feel my body -- AH! -- beneath you?"

"So soft and warm," I said, "Your breasts. That ass."

"So hard," Lucy said, "Aching. Thrusting. OH! Oh Dylan. I'm getting close. You gonna let your big sister cum for you?"

"Please. I'm there, too. Let go. I want to see it. Feel it. Feel you cum."

"Oh OH! Oh yes!" Lucy shook. Shuddered.

As if her orgasm sparked mine, the pleasure overwhelmed me. Hot spurts shooting down my leg.

"Oh, fuck that was good," Lucy said.

She rolled over and kissed me on the top of the head.

It was shocking, that sudden contact. Like another wall had been broken through. I swear I could smell the dusty, chipped plaster as my sister busted through yet another barrier.

I rolled over to look at her. I'm sure she saw the shock in my face. Instead, my older sister shrugged.

"Just thanking you," Lucy said.

"I didn't do anything," I said.

"If you say so," Lucy said, and she winked my way.

I started to get up. Flopped back. Like I said, that hardwood floor was incongruently comfy after an explosive orgasm. I imagined a pointy rock might feel the same at that point, honestly. That was the thing about cumming, everything around me felt soft and welcoming. My mind, however, became far sharper.

"What are we doing?" I asked.

Again, Lucy shrugged.

"No, seriously, what is this?"

"Fun," Lucy said, as if it were obvious.

"So, we keep doing it," I said.

"At least till we go back to school in the Fall," Lucy said, "Why not? You have something better to do?"

I had to concede that I did not. The friends that I might want to talk to had all gone off to their lives. The people I very much did not want to see were right outside our front door. It was too easy to feel trapped by a bunch of circumstances that were out of my control.

Lucy seemed to be feeling the same thing. She sat down next to me, leaning back on her bed frame.

"Look, the past year has been so hard," Lucy said, "Dad losing his job. Then losing the house. Having to come home from school and go back to County. This place. I know it's where we live but it's not home. Even the smells are so unfamiliar. I don't like it here. I don't like this. It sucks for you too, right?"

"It's fucking miserable," I said.

"Right," Lucy said, "And this is just... Look, I'm not saying it's my life or anything. It's a distraction. But it's kind of keeping me sane right now. So, I don't want to stop. We'll move on when it's time. I know we will."

"That makes sense," I said, "Honestly, it's helping me, too."

"We'll reach a certain point," Lucy said, "It'll be easy. One day we'll stop doing it and it won't even feel different. You'll look back and realize 'oh, it's been so long since we did it.'"

"Just like that?"

"Don't you think so?" Lucy said, "Besides it's not like we're doing anything serious here. We're not even touching."

I thought back to that kiss on the head my sister had given me. For a moment, I realized that we were both deceiving ourselves. But that's the thing about a mirage. It's all about how badly you want to see it.

*

The summer got hotter. Mom talked a big game about buying some window air conditioners, but they never materialized. Lucy and I, already down to t-shirts and shorts, were running out of ways to stay cool. I knew it was bad when Lucy said it was even too hot to press.

I reached the breaking point one afternoon when the knob of my bedroom door melted off in my hand. I wish I was exaggerating, but there I was, standing stupidly in the hallway, with a broken knob in my hand and no way to get back into my bedroom.

Instead, I went downstairs. Lucy was lazing on the couch, stretched out and miserable. She had on a pair of red mesh shorts and a white, ribbed tank. Her top was slightly pulled up, uncovering her cute tummy.

"This house sucks!" she said, writhing in discomfort.

I held up my doorknob as evidence.

"What's that?" she asked.

I explained and she giggled, then groaned. "Oh my God, we're both going to be burnt hamburger here in the house."

"We could go out," I said.

"It's hotter out there than it is here," Lucy said, "Let's watch a movie. About something cold."

"Do you think that'll help?" I asked.

But Lucy was already surfing the screen. Finally, she settled on some old rom-com called The Cutting Edge about competitive ice skating. It was barely watchable, and it didn't help me feel any cooler. But Lucy seemed happy, and it was too hot to argue. It's not like I could go back to my bedroom.

About halfway through -- the female lead kept saying the words 'toe pick' -- Lucy paused the movie.

"I want to take my shirt off," she said, in a strangely matter of fact tone.

"OK?" I gave my sister an odd look.

"You can take yours off, too," Lucy said.

"Yes, I'm aware of that," I said, "It's a little different when I do it."

"Look, it's really hot," Lucy said, seemingly unaware of the double entendre. "And I'm super uncomfortable. Seeing me in a bra won't even make the top ten of things you've witnessed from me lately. So, I'm going to do this and you're going to be OK with it. OK?"

Oh, I was way more than OK in that moment. Did I mention my sister's chest was amazing? It was much more than that. Lucy had epic breasts. I knew it, despite the fact that I'd never seen more than the shape of them under her shirt. So yeah, no, I was more than alright with my sister taking her shirt off on the couch. If anything, I was sad that she'd already set the limit at leaving her bra on.

But this was weird right? Tell me I'm not strange for thinking it was weird that my big sister was going to take out her titties in the middle of the living room in front of her younger brother, as casually as pouring herself a drink.

Yet, no matter how I felt about it, my sister was doing it. Lucy reached down for the bottom of her tank and pulled it over her head. You'd think she was ripping off a band-aid, not exposing her twin holiest of holies to her kid brother. But Lucy kept it casual.

I more than made up for Lucy's lack of concern, however, with my own reaction. I gaped. I gawped. My sister sat back on the couch in nothing but a lacy black bra and a pair of tiny, scarlet shorts. You'd think she'd just showed me the mysteries of the universe. And, to some extent, she truly had.

There are no words to describe what Lucy had revealed to me. Her bra covered a good portion of her breasts, but still. Her boobs were massive. Full and proud. Yet perfectly shaped and wonderfully peachy. I know I'm doing a lousy job of describing them. I'm sure you're thinking 'dude, they're just boobs, and your sister's boobs at that.' But I'm telling you. That's my point. They were so much more than anything I can describe to you. Like discovering the sun after a lifetime of darkness.

And, again, I was only seeing about a third of them thanks to Lucy's lacy bra.

"Ahem," Lucy cleared her throat, dramatically.

"Sorry," I said, and did my best to stop staring. It was like trying to look away from a black hole, so strong was that pull to peek.

"Ahem hem," Lucy did it again, even louder this time. She gestured to my chest.

"Oh," I said, "Right." I didn't remember agreeing to this literal tit for tat, but I wasn't going to step away from it, either. I pulled off my t-shirt, sticky with sweat, and tossed it aside.

"Very nice," Lucy said, looking at me appraisingly.

"You know, I'm completely bare while you're still wearing your bra. It seems to me it would be more even if we were both topless," I said. I mean, can you blame me for trying?

Lucy smirked and shook her head. "Nice try, little brother," she said. She turned the movie back on.

We finished the film, both of us staying in our state of half-dress. You won't be surprised to learn that I missed most of what was on the screen. Look, I'm sure that Moira Kelly was kind of cute for her day, but compared to Lucy's luscious, stupendous, lace-covered chest, nothing else could compete.

I spent the entire time stealing glances when I thought my sister wasn't looking. It wasn't enough. A lifetime's pass to stare wouldn't have been enough.

When the movie was over, when the guy finally got the girl, Lucy looked my way. I was ready to get berated for my inability to keep my eyes off my sister's mounds. Instead, she raised an eyebrow. Pointed her chin. Well, I guess it wasn't too hot after all.

"Here's fine," Lucy said, sliding off the couch.

Instinctively I looked around. If the house hadn't been empty, I was pretty sure we'd have already been caught by now. I joined my older sister on the living room floor.

Lucy reached for a pillow off the couch. She didn't bother grabbing for her shirt. Oh. My. God. As if things couldn't get any better. Seeing my sister lying on her stomach -- about to pleasure herself with a pillow -- with her breasts hanging near-free in her bra? I swear I felt my sanity start to snap.

"You like my titties?" Lucy asked, her face cinched as she pressed down.

For some reason, the word 'titties' sounded strange coming out of her mouth. The sight of her humping the floor was more than enough to overwhelm my momentary pause.

"You look so sexy," I said. I settled into the floor. Honestly, I was too hard at that point to hump. It didn't matter. Watching Lucy was more than enough.

"Oh, that feels so good," Lucy said, "Seeing you staring. Am I truly so amazing, little brother?"

"You have no idea," I said.

"Think about it. Doing this. Holding me. Squeezing. Would you like that? Do you -- OH! -- want to feel my body while I do this? While I cum for you?"

"So bad," I said.

"Oh Dylan, I wish you could..." Lucy froze mid-moment. "What's wrong?"

"Nothing."

"Then why aren't you... you know?"

"Oh," I said. I was surprised she even noticed that I wasn't stuffing myself against the floor. "Well, um, you see. It's kinda hard to do this when I'm hard."

"Aw, did looking at your sister's titties give you a stiffy?" Lucy asked. Boy, she really did like using that word for her breasts. "I thought getting an erection was supposed to help you with this stuff."

"It does," I said, "It would. It's just, when we do it this way, if I'm too worked up, it hurts when I try to, you know, make things happen."

"Well, what if you did it a different way," Lucy said, "You know, the way that it would work with you erect."

"Lucy, I don't know."

"Take it out," Lucy said, "Show me. It's OK. I want to see it. Please."

"No bra," I said. If I was going for it, then I was going for it.





Lucy didn't say a word. She reached back and unsnapped her black, lacy lingerie. She pulled it away and finally, her bare breasts hung free. They were better than I'd been picturing. Plump with phenomenally pert, pink nipples. I lost track of time. Of myself. My whole universe shattered by such a simple moment.

"Your turn," Lucy said. I noticed she'd stopped humping the pillow completely. She was waiting for me to get set.

I stood up and shimmied my shorts and underwear down in one go. My dick popped up, sticking straight out, like an overwound jack-in-the-box. I grabbed it immediately. Unable to control my urge to stroke myself.

Now, it was Lucy's turn to gasp. She stared up at my dick like it was an obelisk. A great and powerful object of desire.

"Wow," Lucy said. It seemed she wanted to add to that sentiment, but her brain was no longer in the business of making words.

I sat down on the couch. My bare bottom stuck to the canvas. Lucy spun herself on the ground so she could tilt her head up and see.

"You like it?" I asked, repeating what Lucy had said before. "Is my cock really so amazing, big sis?"

"Stroke it," Lucy said, "Show me. I need to see."

Like I required a command by that point. My instincts had already kicked in. I gripped my dick and worked the loose skin back and forth. I was only using my hand, and dry at that, but it didn't matter. It felt incredible.

Meanwhile, below me, Lucy began trembling as she took herself to town on the pillow.

"Oh, Dylan," she said, "Feels so good. Your cock. So thick. Oh, I want it. Show me."

With everything that had already happened, with all that we were doing, I wasn't going to last long. Fortunately, neither was Lucy.

My older sister rolled up on her groin, pointed her massive tits to the sky, then stiffened. Froze in place. Eyes glazed over. Mouth open. Finally, she broke. She let out a short, sharp sob as the pleasure squeezed out of her.

At that same moment, my cock exploded in my hand. A huge gout of cum rocketed out and splattered on my sister's face. I cried out as my orgasm overwhelmed me.

Lucy rolled over onto her back. She jammed her hand into her shorts and buried it in her pussy, working it like she was trying to rip the poor thing off. She stared up at me, eyes filled with hunger despite having already reached her peak.

I hit her chest with my second shot of semen. Splattered her face again with my third. My sister gasped and groaned as I bathed her in my essence.

Finally, I puddled onto the ground, splayed out next to my sister. The last of my spend leaked out over my fingers. Lucy rolled over and kissed my forehead again. She stank of pussy and sperm. Desire and satisfaction. Brother and sister, in a way we're never supposed to experience.

"You got me," Lucy said, gasping for breath, "Got me good."

"Sorry," I said.

"No way, that was awesome," Lucy said. "Going to need a shower now though."

"Me too," I said.

Lucy didn't miss what I was implying. For a moment, my big sister stared at me. She had my cum in her hair. On her massive tits. Both of us were barely clothed. Was I really asking for that much more?

To my surprise, my older sister actually seemed to consider my offer. But then she jumped up and skipped away.

*

July rolled into August. The heatwave ended, and while it wasn't exactly comfortable, we left unbearable back in the rearview mirror. I thought, after everything that had happened, that we'd progress more. Maybe Lucy would repeat her performance and take her top off or ask me to show her my dick. But none of that happened. Instead, we went back to regular old pressing.

At least for a little while.

In the meantime, life didn't stop moving around us. With time to school getting closer, needs outside of masturbating with my sister began to take precedence. We drove to County a couple of times to make sure everything was set with the registrar and to get our supplies for the year.

Our little sister, Lindsay, was getting ready for her last year of high school, and we helped her get set up. Lindsay was going to join us at County after high school, so we took her with us to see the campus, too.

Lucy and I did our usual chores -- food shopping, laundry, cooking meals. My parents were still working like dogs, but our older sister, Jan, got a bit of a break midway through the month and we met her in the city for lunch. Jan made no mention of the previous 'incident' and certainly we had nothing to say about it.

In other words, we acted like perfectly normal siblings, enjoying our summer break as best we could, considering the circumstances. You'd never know we were slipping away for shared masturbation sessions every now and then.

Except we totally were.

"I want to try something different this time," Lucy announced when I came into her bedroom. It was a random Wednesday and she'd found me in the laundry room, folding clothes. She'd given me the chin jut and here we were, getting ready to get off under the watchful eye of Link and Tom Nook, eyeing us from Lucy's bedroom walls.

The fact that Lucy had spoken up at all already had me nervous. Sure, we talked dirty to each other during the act, but we never came out and discussed the mechanics of what we were up to. Not really.

I assumed Lucy meant that she wanted me to jerk off again. Which, I was totally up for. I was all prepared to let her know that I was fine with it (in exchange for a boob reveal, natch), when she swerved so hard it nearly knocked me over.

"I'm just thinking," Lucy said, "Instead of using the floor or a pillow or whatever, it might be nice to try it together."

I raised an eyebrow. Wasn't that what we'd been doing?

"No, I mean, like. If you were pressing on me. And I was pressing on you. It might feel even better, you know?"

I was too shocked to respond. What was Lucy suggesting, exactly?

"We'd wear our clothes," Lucy said, as if that made things better. "It would be the same as always. Sort of."

It was that sort of that really set it apart, wasn't it? I think some part of me was convinced, even after what we'd done during the movie, that this remained normal sibling behavior. That you could tell someone about it, and they wouldn't stare at you in horror. I mean, I wasn't going to proactively bring it up at parties or anything. But I thought it was something I could confess to if needed.

This, though -- what Lucy was suggesting -- was so close to actual sex with my sister, I didn't know how to respond. Would I, like, touch her? Would we kiss? Would she grab my butt while I pressed against her?

"Well, we'll have to touch," Lucy answered, "Definitely no kissing, though. And as to your butt, well, you do have a nice ass. But I'll try to restrain myself if you will."

"I don't know, Lucy," I said.

"Pleeeeeease," Lucy said, "If we don't like it, we can stop. I promise it'll be awesome, and I bet it'll feel way better than doing it on the floor. And it won't be anything different than we're already doing. It's almost exactly the same thing. Truly."

"So, you would, like, lie down. And I would be on top of you. And we would sort of, um, align?"

"Exactly," Lucy said. She clapped her hands. Somehow, it seemed, I'd agreed to do this without realizing it.

My buxom, beautiful, blonde older sister climbed onto her bed and lay on her back. She patted the comforter, like asking a puppy to jump up and join her for a snuggle. Per usual, Lucy was wearing a t-shirt and tiny shorts. Yellow and green, respectively.

I had on a shirt, as well, and a pair of grey sweat-shorts. The thought of lying on my sister clearly appealed to one part of my anatomy, because I was already achingly erect. For once, my hard-on was going to be an advantage when we went to press.

I climbed onto the bed. It was oddly soft, like trying to crawl across a Bounce House with fifty kids going to town on it. I dragged myself next to my sister. Our faces so close, our noses could practically touch.

"Like this," I said.

"Whole body," Lucy said.

I climbed over my older sister. She spread her thick thighs. Holy fuck. This was oh-so-very-much like fucking. The clothes did not make a damned difference, I swear they didn't.

Lucy seemed to be rethinking her idea, as well. Like the sudden closeness finally brought it home to her about what she was about to do with her brother. She gave me a nervous smile as I adjusted myself. But she didn't stop me.

Gingerly, I aimed my groin over my sister's. Then I slowly lowered it down. My hardness pressed into her. I couldn't tell if I had the right spot or not.

"Little higher," Lucy said. "To the left."

Through layers of clothing, I couldn't truly tell whether I was pressing against a leg, a tummy, or a pussy. But my sister sure knew when I hit her cleft because she let out a long, satisfied sigh.

"There you go," Lucy said. She brushed her hair out of her eyes. "That's the spot."

My older sister looked up at me, expectantly. Again, we shared an anxious grin.

"OK?" I asked.

"Yes, OK," Lucy said.

I became very aware of her soft, warm body. Her breasts pressing into my chest. Her legs on either side of mine. The smell of her shampoo -- apple-y and sweet. Her full lips and cute little tongue. The endless blue-sky of her eyes. Not a cloud in sight for miles.

Lucy seemed to be examining me in the same way. Her eyes and body adjusting to mine. She put her hand up to touch my cheek, then ripped it away like it burned her.

"Sorry," she said, "Habit."

I didn't have a good sense of my sister's sexual experience. I knew she'd had boyfriends and I was sure they'd done more than kiss. I didn't bother asking because she was my big sister, and it was none of my business. She certainly never inquired about my (meager) dating history.

Now, though, intimately on top of each other, I wondered if this was something my sister had shared with someone else. We say 'virginity' like it's a singular thing and I suppose it can be. But there are all sorts of 'virginities' if you think about it -- an endless number of intimate acts we can experience for the first time. I couldn't help but wonder if my sister was sharing one of those with me in that very moment. The same way I was giving my own to her.

"You can press," Lucy said, "I'm ready."

I nodded. With my hardness firmly slotted against my sister, I ground down.

Lucy's eyes flashed. She giggled. Then groaned.

"That's. Definitely. The spot," she said.

"Uh huh," I agreed.

We pushed against each other for as long as we could, then broke. Gasping. Did it again. In some ways, this experience was almost expected. It's what I'd been picturing every time on the floor, after all. And yet it was so different than anything I could have imagined. Beyond my fantasies into something truly unimaginable. Wonderful in every way.

I pressed into my sister and her hands reached up and gripped my butt, pushing me down into her.

"Sorry," Lucy said, but she didn't stop.

I grabbed her shoulders for purchase, in response. For a moment, I thought about reaching lower. I was afraid that one wrong action would end things. I can't imagine how that would have happened. But in the moment, I swear it made sense.

Lucy's gasps and groans got faster. Our actions more frantic. We worked each other to our release. Unlike before, we didn't talk. Didn't need to. All the stimulation we required was right there, with our sibling.

"Close." I managed to squeak out.

"Do it," Lucy said, "Let it go."

A moment later, I felt the warm wetness of my spend spill into my shorts. There was something almost painful about it. Strained. The bliss overtook me. I felt my sister's hand on my head. Stroking my hair lovingly. I became very aware of sharing this intimate, vulnerable thing with my sister. It made everything more satisfying, yet also scarier.

When I got my strength back, I rolled off of Lucy.

"That was nice," she said, "Thank you for letting that happen."

"Did you...?"

"Not really," Lucy said.

"I'm sorry," I said, meaning it.

"No, don't be," Lucy said, "Honestly it was totally awesome. Different. I loved it."

I nodded, letting myself believe her. If I thought the floor was comfortable post-cum, you can only imagine how nice it felt to be in Lucy's soft warm bed. I let my head loll against the perfumed pillows.

Then Lucy said something that totally blew my mind.

"I think it would be better if we do it without pants next time," she said.

There wasn't a word in that sentence that didn't make my heart race.

*

Fortunately (or not, depending on your perspective), my big sister didn't mean naked, which is what I initially thought she intended.

"No, we need underwear, silly!" Lucy said, clearly trying not to laugh.

We were in my bedroom this time. Keeping things fresh, I guess. It was a few days after our previous encounter, and I'd spent the entire time on tenterhooks trying to figure out what Lucy had meant by 'without pants.' Obviously, I'd guessed wrong.

"That would be way too much like actual sex," Lucy explained, as if this were a totally logical way to draw the line. "Also, to be honest we've had to cut back on some necessities because of, well, everything. You know, medical things. So, I'm like, not safe. At the moment. Having at least a layer between me and any of your little swimmers is probably for the best."

"Wow, I'm sorry," I said, "That sucks."

In all that we'd been going through, basic needs like birth control had never occurred to me. I guess being a guy afforded me a few more luxuries than I'd realized. I wondered what else the family was going without in the moment. Things that had never occurred to me.

"It's whatever," Lucy said, "Honestly, it's not the end of the world. Not like I have a boyfriend or anything right now. And Mom thinks we'll be able to get insurance back in a few months, so I'll be good to go."

"OK," I said, "Still, is there's something I can do to help?"

"Well, you can start by taking your pants off so we can do this properly," Lucy said. I mean, if that wasn't the sexiest thing you've ever heard, what is?

I smirked at my sister and lowered my bottoms, careful to keep my boxers in place. Lucy shucked off her own shorts and hopped up onto my bed. She lay back, unable to keep from making a silly giggle.

"OK, same as last time," Lucy said.

I wish I could tell you that I was used to being in such close contact with my sister by then. But getting on top of her was the same disorienting experience all over again. I was dizzy like I'd climbed a mountain, rather than mounted my sexy older sibling.

I rested my hardness on Lucy's sex. Well, she was right about one thing, pressing with just underwear on was way different. The thin cloth seemed barely able to contain us. I swore I could feel the heat and dampness of my sister's pussy. I was certain she could feel the warmth of my hard-on. The fly of my boxers never felt so precarious.

I pressed and Lucy moaned. She wrapped her arms and legs around me, holding me close. I became very aware of how much we were bare skin to bare skin. Her legs on mine. I buried my head in the crook of her neck. Her scent overwhelmed me as I ground into her.

"Oh Dylan." Lucy humped up into me. I could tell the pleasure was taking hold of her this time. "So good."

Both of us were slick with sweat. My room was already hot, but now it felt like we were baking. My muscles ached. How was this so much work?

"Getting... close..." Lucy said.

I pressed down as hard as I could. Lucy made this strange, high pitched, strained noise. Then punctuated it with a gasp. The effort put me over the top as well. Both of us came hard, wrapped around each other.

When it was over, Lucy cackled and gave me a peck on the lips. I was so enraptured by my orgasm, by my sister's, I didn't even startle.

"Yup, better with just underwear," Lucy said. She pushed me off of her and I saw I'd left a pretty large wet spot on her panties. She had a few streaks down her legs, as well. The liquid was white, so I knew it wasn't only my sister's lubrication. "No further, though," Lucy said, "It would be way too dangerous."

I nodded my agreement. Both of us drifted off for a nap.

*

Despite everything going on with the family finances, there was one area that my parents swore we could not skimp on: my baby sister Lindsay's eighteenth birthday party.

We invited everyone we could think of to the house -- family, friends, neighbors -- whoever wanted to come plus quite a few people who probably didn't but showed up anyway. We rented a tent for the backyard, plus tables and chairs. We had catered food, a live band (some of Lindsay's high school friends who agreed to $3/hour, but still), the whole thing.

If there wasn't too much food, too many people, and too much noise there was an overabundance of one thing: alcohol. And that's what led to all the trouble.

I spent most of my time trying to enjoy myself. In some ways, it was nice, seeing all these people -- family and friends that I'd managed to avoid all summer suddenly felt welcome. At least mostly. Every conversation was twinged with the fear that someone was going to start interrogating me about what was going on with me or the family. It gave even the sweetest moments a sour twist.

About a couple of hours into it, I was walking back from the bathroom when I felt a hand on my shoulder. I turned and saw Lucy standing behind me, grinning from ear-to-ear. She was wearing a sleeveless, summery dress with a pink, floral pattern that showed off her curves. Lucy had a beer in her hand and, judging by the look in her eyes, quite a few more in her belly.

"Hey Dylan," she said, a bit too loudly, "There's someone who wants to say 'hi.'"

"OK?"

Lucy took my hand and led me out to the backyard. There had to be at least twenty people out there, impressive considering the size of our lawn. Lucy pulled me straight through the morass to the back, where a cute brunette was lying back in a recliner. She was wearing a tight, black top with blue jeans and sunglasses. Her dark hair hung past her shoulders.

"Dylan, you remember Kara, don't you?" Lucy said, then collapsed into giggles.

I did my best to say hello while also ignoring my sister. I did, indeed, remember Kara. Lying back in the sun, she was even cuter than my mind had given her credit for. The petite brunette extended her hand, and I gave it a little touch.

"Don't mind Lucy," Kara said, "She's had a few too many, I fear."

"What about you?"

"Oh, definitely don't ignore me," Kara said. She gave me a sly smile.

Lucy started laughing even harder.

"Jeez Lucy, take a breath," I said.

I sat on the end of the lounger and talked to Kara for a bit. She was back from school for a couple weeks, having spent most of the summer in Italy visiting an uncle. She had all sorts of stories about adventures on the Amalfi Coast, eating amazing food, and basically having the experience of a lifetime.

"What about you?" Kara asked, "How's your summer been?"

"Oh, just hanging out," I said, very aware of my sister's presence. I'm sure my cheeks flushed as I said it.

"Yeah, Lucy told me all about it," Kara said. My heart slowed. A rush filled my ears. My sister hadn't told Kara everything everything, had she? "She said you guys have been sitting around the house watching movies or whatever. Sounds miserable."

"Oh, yes," I said, relief flooding me. "That's exactly what's been happening."

"Well, I can't say it's exactly been bad for you," Kara said, eyeing me meaningfully, "You look good, Dylan. You filled out."

"Oh, um, thanks," I said, "You do too. Even cuter than I remembered."

"Cuter, huh?" Kara said.





"OK, OK, meet and greet time is over," Lucy said, breaking in. Her voice abruptly serious. "Come on Dylan, we need to go give Lindsay her birthday gift."

"Let's give it to her later," I said. Lucy glared at me so hard, I felt my bones begin to crack.

"What is it with the names in your family, anyway?" Kara asked, oblivious to the implied violence in front of her. "Lucy, Dylan, Lindsay. And what's your older sister's name again?"

"Jan," I said, "My parents are huge classic rock fans."

"Janice Joplin, Lucy in the Sky with Diamonds, Bob Dylan, Lindsay Buckingham." My sister ticked the names off her fingers like it was rote.

"No Stevie, huh?" Kara said, clearly making a joke.

Both Lucy and I eyed each other. There had been a Stevie, but Mom had lost him in the last trimester. It occurred to me -- that was truly when my family's troubles had begun. One long, slow, downhill slope from there. I'd never realized it went that far back, but there it was.

"I'm going to get a drink," Lucy announced. She jumped up, grabbing my arm. "And so are you."

"Sorry," I said, as my sister dragged me away. "It's been a rough summer."

*

I tried to get back to Kara, but Lucy wouldn't let me.

"Why would you introduce us if you don't want us to talk?" I asked. We were both standing in the kitchen. My older sister had stepped up to mixed drinks, finishing a rum and coke way too quickly for my liking.

"I thought it would be funny," Lucy said, "You know, after what you told me last month. But instead, you had to go and make it all weird."

"Weird?"

"Flirty," Lucy said, "That's not cool. You can't just, like, pick up my best friend, OK?"

"I kind of feel like she was being flirty with me," I said.

"Whatever," Lucy said, putting her cup down forcefully. "It's not OK so don't do it."

I should have let it go at that. I can't play dumb; I knew exactly what the problem was. And if Lucy had been flirting with one of my friends I'd have been equally upset. But in the moment, well, Kara was super cute. And I hadn't lied before, I really had crushed on her pretty hard in high school. To have her get all bothered about me, that was the kind of ego boost I couldn't back off of.

Like Lucy had said, our time together was going to end. We weren't in some forever relationship. So, what if I tried to play the field a little? Was it so wrong to want to be a boyfriend instead of a beating-off little brother? And yeah, maybe I'd had a little more to drink than I'd let on, as well.

So instead of being a supportive sibling and letting it go, I pushed the issue. "I can do what I want," I said, "You're not in charge of me."

Lucy scowled at me. "Fine, go back to your slut," she said. I waited for the argument. Wanted it. Instead, my older sister gave me one last angry look, then flounced off. "See if I give a shit."

I did go back to find Kara, but I was too pissed off to make anything of it. We sat on the lounger and talked about nothing. Not ten minutes later, the skinny brunette told me she had to head out. She gave me her number, but with only a couple weeks till she went back to school in California, it was basically worthless, and she acknowledged as much.

"Stay in touch," Kara said, giving me a quick kiss on the cheek. "I'll be back for Thanksgiving, and you never know."

By then, I was too miserable to care. My big victory had turned to ashes. All I could think about was what I'd said to my sister. How much I'd lost for what little I'd gained.

When Kara left, I rushed back into the house to find Lucy. But she'd melted into the crowd. Finally, after about thirty minutes of searching, I found her slumped into the couch in the family room.

"Heeeeyyyyyy," she slurred out when she saw me. "It's my favorite brother."

Oh damn, she was far drunker than before.

"Look, Lucy, I want to apologize," I said, the words spilling out of me.

"Don't worry about it, favorite brother," Lucy said, "Come sit with me."

I nestled next to her on the couch. Lucy immediately lolled over me, clumsily wrapping her arms around my shoulders. Her soft chest pressed into mine.

"Ummm, Lucy?"

My sister ignored my half-protest. We were cuddling very intimately on the couch. The room was filled with other people, some of them our friends and family. This was way beyond sibling-level affection, and I was too worried about getting caught to be relieved that my earlier transgressions seemed to have been forgotten.

My sister squeezed me tight, then shifted so our faces were nearly touching. Lucy moved in to kiss me. Not a kiss on the cheek like her best friend had given me, nor a little peck on the lips like Lucy, herself, had once done. My older sister had shifted straight into make out mode.

I did my best to slip from her grip before Lucy could complete the kiss. She was surprisingly strong, but I managed to escape. She grabbed me again, though, and held me centered. She leaned in again, this time pressing her lips to my ear.

"I want you to make love to me," Lucy said. Her tongue tickling on my sensitive flesh.

"What?! Lucy, no," I said.

Again, I pushed her off me. Did I want to have sex with my sister? My conscious mind, my rational aspect, had already decided no. That what we were doing might be dangerous but full-on incest was straight up wrong and so wouldn't happen.

But in my heart (and other places further south), I had to confess that the answer was yes. Yes.

In the moment, though, that choice didn't matter. Lucy was too smashed for me to trust her. I didn't want her having regrets. Instead, I forcefully pushed her off me. My sister fell back into the couch.

"I want to FUCK!" Lucy cried out, throwing her arms in the air. I looked around the room, but fortunately no one else seemed to hear her. Or at least they were polite enough to pretend they hadn't.

"Lucy, please be quiet," I said.

"Quiet me," Lucy said, "Stick that big brother dick inside and shut me up. Make me scream your name. Give it to me, Dylan. I need it."

"No," I said. I held my sister forcefully by the shoulder.

"You don't want me?" Lucy asked. She shifted from lusty to sniffly in a second. It was a frighteningly fast transformation.

"You're drunk," I said.

"I'm fine," Lucy said, starting to stand up. "I thought you cared about me, but I guess I was wrong."

"I do care about you," I said, "I do want you." God it was hard to confess to it, but I knew I had to. It was freeing to finally speak it. Like jumping out of a plane. Thrilling and terrifying all at once. Heart racing. Stomach twisting. "But not like this."

"Why not?"

"You've had too much to drink," I said, "I won't take advantage of you. If you feel this way, sober, in the morning. We'll do it."

"I want it now," Lucy said, pouting. "This is your one chance, Dylan. You turn me down, you'll never get this pussy. My big tits. My sweet body. Don't you want it little brother? Don't you want to fuck sissy? Give it to her good? Fill her up with all your naughty little sibling spermies?"

"I do," I said. Well, maybe not that last part. Getting my sister pregnant seemed like a really bad idea. But the rest of it? Yeah, I was up for that. But not if my sister might not mean it.

"Then do it, or I'll find someone else who will," Lucy said.

Again, I searched the room while my sister spoke, desperately hoping that no one could hear. I needed to get her out of there before she got herself in serious trouble. I wrapped my arm around her back and lifted her off the couch.

"Where are we going?" Lucy slurred as I slowly walked her back towards the stairs.

"Time for bed," I said.

"Finally!" Lucy said, "Took you long enough."

"Not like that," I said, "You need to sleep it off."

"What's the matter, bro, am I not hot enough for you?" Lucy asked, then belched. Her breath smelled like a still.

"Let's just get you some rest, OK?"

I helped Lucy up the stairs and led her back to her bedroom. The further we went, the slumpier she got, till I practically had to carry her through her doorway. Carefully, I lowered her onto her bed. She grunted lightly as she hit the mattress and then sighed, smacking her lips with sleep.

For a moment, a protective and perverse part of me considered stripping her out of her party outfit. But I decided it was probably safer to let her sleep it off in her dress. I ran off to the bathroom, grabbed a wastebasket, and put it next to her bed.

"If you need to throw up," I told my sister. She was already halfway to dreamland.

"You have to fuck me," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. I wasn't even sure if she was aware she was talking to me.

"In the morning," I said.

"No," Lucy said, grabbing my arm so tight, it felt like an eagle latching onto a branch. Her eyes went wide and suddenly she was wide awake. "Now! Do me right this second or it's over between us Dylan. You can go back to stroking it all by your sad self. I swear to God, it's now or never."

"Fine, we'll do it now," I said.

Lucy smiled at me, then softened. She let her head lay back on the pillow again. "Thaasss a good boy," she murmured. "Ravish me."

"I just need to get a condom real quick and I'll come right back."

"OK," Lucy said. Her eyes were already fluttering shut. "Come back and give it to me. So good."

I extricated my arm and tiptoed back from the bed. Lucy's eyes were shut. She was still murmuring, but I was pretty sure she was passed out or close to it.

When I got to the door, she repeated my name. I froze.

"I love you, Dylan," Lucy said, absently.

"I love you, too," I said.

"No, I mean I love you love you," Lucy said.

"Yes," I said, "Me too."

A moment later, my sister went completely silent. I waited to make sure, then slipped back outside of her bedroom.

*

I returned to the party, but I wasn't feeling it. Things were starting to break up, anyway. Eventually, after just about everyone had left, I climbed into bed. I was exhausted, but wide awake. My mind raced with everything that had happened with Lucy -- all that we'd said and done. And hadn't done.

Eventually I guess I fell asleep because the next memory I have is of someone knocking on my bedroom door. It felt like they were beating on my skull. Too much alcohol and not enough sleep had left me in quite a state.

Carefully, I got up from bed. I realized I'd never changed out of my slacks and dress shirt from the night before. I limped to the door.

Lucy was on the other side, looking quite a wreck herself. Her dress was half off her shoulder and her golden blonde locks were sticking up all over the place, like a cruel parody of the big hair you'd see in an 80s TV show.

"Hi," Lucy said, looking down at her feet. "I think I threw up last night. In a trash can."

"I left it there for you," I said.

"I thought so," Lucy said, "I don't remember a lot of last night."

"You got drunk," I said.

"Figured that part out," Lucy said. She pushed past me and then dropped onto my bed. I was pleased to see (and smell) that she was at least vomit-free. She snuggled into my pillows. "I hope I didn't do anything too embarrassing."

"You really don't remember?" I asked. I sat down next to her. My sister quickly shied away. Like I'd shocked her.

"I remember drinking a lot," she said, "Last night was hard. It was super uncomfortable to be around those people and realize they aren't our friends anymore. You know? Like, when we needed help, where were they? But when we throw a party, they all show up."

"I know," I said, "It was hard for me, too. Do you remember bringing me over to say 'hi' to Kara?"

"Sort of," Lucy said. She snuggled into my pillow more. "I remember Kara and I were talking, and she saw you. She said you'd gotten, like, super-hot. I'm sorry, Dylan. I thought about what you'd told me before. About how you'd think about her when we... It made me jealous. I know it shouldn't have. It's not fair, but it did."

"It's OK," I said, "I think I'd feel the same way if one of my friends was perving on you."

"Or if Randy Hotguy was at the party, putting the moves on me?" Lucy asked. She gave me a smirk and, despite it all, she looked so beautiful lying on my bed in the morning sun.

"Yeah, fuck that guy," I said.

"Well, I kinda couldn't handle it with Kara," Lucy said, "So I told myself it was funny, instead, and tried to make a whole joke out of it. And then you were flirting with her for real and I got really upset. Like, even more than before."

"I'm sorry," I said, "I shouldn't have done that."

"Of course, you should have!" Lucy said, giving me a shove. "She's a hot girl and she's totally into you. You don't owe me anything, I'm your sister. I don't have any right to get in your way."

"Still, though," I said, "I could tell it was hurting your feelings."

"Yeah, so I went to go drink more after that," Lucy said, "And then I woke up in my own bed. I guess you helped me. I didn't, um, do anything else, did I? Nothing embarassing?"

I looked down at the hardwood floor. "You're fine," I said.

"Oh no," Lucy said, "I didn't hook up with some dude, did I? Or worse, one of our stupid, ugly cousins?"

"No, nothing like that," I said.

"Come on Dylan, what happened?"

"You don't remember any of it?" I asked.

"I swear I don't," Lucy said.

"I, um, well I found you sitting on the couch. And you kind of, um, propositioned me."

"Propo-wha?"

"You told me you wanted to have sex. With me. Right there."

"Oh shit."

"You were, um, kind of explicit, being honest," I said.

"Oh God, I'm so sorry," Lucy said, "Look, Dylan, that whole thing about 'truth-in-alcohol,' you know that's not true, right? Like, I don't want to. It's not that I don't think you're... Oh, Goddammit."

"It's OK," I said, "I get it. You were drunk. I knew it too. You don't have to explain yourself."

"But you didn't," Lucy said, "I mean, we didn't have sex."

"No."

"Even though I kind of forced myself on you?"

"Not gonna lie," I said, "You didn't make it easy." I intentionally eyed my sister's body and she immediately understood. "But no. I figured, if it was something you wanted, it could wait till we were both sober."

"Thanks Dylan," Lucy said. She sat up and kissed me on the cheek. All things considered, her breath wasn't all that bad. "I'm sorry I said those things to you. I shouldn't have. Look, I don't want to hurt your feelings. You know I care for you a lot. And what we've been doing, I mean, it's awesome. But we can't do that. No matter what I said in the moment."

"No, I get it."

"You're not mad?" Lucy asked.

"No, I agree," I said, "That's too far. Even for us."

"OK. Thanks. Seriously," Lucy said, "I know a lot of guys wouldn't... Anyway, I'm lucky to have you in my life."

"I'm lucky to have you, too."

We shared a quick, chaste hug. It felt nice to hold my curvy sister in my arms. I could feel myself responding so I stepped back. An erection was not at all appropriate for that moment.

"I'm going to go clean up," Lucy said as we broke. "I need to apologize to Lindsay for getting smashed on her birthday. Buy Mom and Dad a replacement trashcan. Make a fresh commitment to Jesus."

"I support your new life choices," I said.

Lucy got up and tousled my hair. "You should clean up, too," she said, "You look like crap."

*

Things slowly settled back into normal. Well, almost normal, in any case.

We spent the day cleaning the house -- it was quite an undertaking after the evening before. Lucy was clearly not the only person to have gotten a little out of hand.

As I was wiping down the dining room table, and my sisters all working on the living room, my mom pulled at my elbow. She motioned for me to join her in the kitchen. She looked very serious -- her mouth turned down like it was meant to make that shape.

"I saw what happened with you and your sister last night," Mom said.

Oh no.

"Mom, I can..."

"I just want you to know," Mom continued, breaking through me like a battering ram. "I'm really proud of you."

"Wait, what?"

"Lucy was way too drunk last night. You saw what was happening and stepped in. Took care of her."

"Oh, yes," I said, "Yes, I did."

"You're a good brother," Mom said, "I know this has been hard on you. It's been rough on all of us. But throughout it all, I think you've managed to do the best with it. You've been steady, a rock the whole family can rely on."

"Thanks, Mom," I said. I hadn't realized that she saw me that way. I'd never thought about things from that perspective.

"You've given up a lot. I'd understand if you needed time, you know, to let your guard down, or whatever. Blow off some steam. But in the meantime, I want to thank you. For everything."

"It's fine," I said.

It truly was.

The next day marked the last week in August. My parents and Jan went back to work. Lindsay started going out with friends for her last, pre-high school, hurrahs. For our part, Lucy and I hung out but not like before. She insisted she didn't remember what had happened the night of the party, but the change in our relationship was there, just the same.

Finally, a full three days following the incident, my sister jutted her chin my way and we ended up in her bedroom. We didn't touch each other or speak; we went back to the basics. A quick press and that was it. But it felt like a breakthrough.

"Turns out being behaved is kind of boring," Lucy said with a shrug after we'd both peaked. I had to agree with her, of course. I assumed that was it, and we'd go back to this way of existing for a little while longer.

But something was different. The idea of intercourse had entered our minds. We'd joked about it before. Taunted and teased. Now though, it felt more like a when than an if. Even though neither of us would admit it to ourselves. Let alone each other.

*

I was walking past my sister's bedroom when I saw her. Lucy was wearing a pair of red, bikini cut panties, a yellow t-shirt, and nothing else. She was lying on her tummy on the floor, facing the far wall, her legs kicked up in the air. Golden hair pooled on the carpet. She had on her headphones, listening to music, and was lost to the world. But to me, in that moment, it looked exactly like she was pressing.

I don't know why I did it. Well, I know why. But not why that moment or why that way. I stepped into my sister's room. I knelt behind her. And before she became aware of my presence, I climbed on top of her, lowering my shorts-clad crotch onto her panty-covered bottom.

Lucy gasped, then stilled. I waited for her to throw me off, to tell me no, but she didn't. My older sister held in place. My hard-on poking into her perfect ass.

I took it as permission and pressed down. I heard Lucy gasp as the first bits of pleasure filled me. The softness of her bottom, the warmth of her body, it was perfect for what we were doing. My sister arched herself upward to meet my thrusts.

"Dylan," she said, and I knew that she was about to put a stop to this. I lifted myself off her ass. "This would be better with just underwear."

I froze. Obviously, I wasn't expecting that. I took off my shorts and tossed them to the side. Now in boxers, I leaned back down on top of my sister. Grinding down, I had to admit this did feel way better. The danger of it only amplifying what we were doing.

We lay like that, moving against each other. When we'd done this before, there had always been this sense of urgency. Even when we had all afternoon to get off, we always raced through.

This time, though, was different. We took our time. I don't know whether it was the position we were in, or the feelings we'd expressed, but we didn't rush. It was almost leisurely. The two of us slowly grinding against each other, savoring every sensation.



But something else was also happening. The previously mentioned precarious nature of the fly of my boxers meant that, as I humped into my sister's ass, my penis was starting to pop free. I could feel the fabric of my sister's panties tickle the skin of my dick with each press.

Lucy must have felt it too. She reached back with her hand, stopping our coupling. I thought, once again, that she was drawing the line.

Instead, she pulled her panties down her legs and tossed them off. She lay back down on her tummy.

"Lucy, are you sure?" I asked. The argument roiled inside me; I could almost picture a chivalrous knight fighting a crazed barbarian. A funny metaphor for what I was feeling. And I'm sure you can figure out who was winning.

My sister tapped her headphones, as if to say that she couldn't hear me over her music. I supposed that was my answer. I took off my own underwear. Both of us were now naked from the waist down. I lay down on top of my sister. My cock nestled in that most precarious of places.

Bare skin to bare skin. I could feel the heat of her pussy, emanating out like a tiny sun. My hardness against her soft, wet spot. I didn't need to move; this was already beyond anything I'd ever felt.

But I did move. I pressed down. Lucy rubbed up at the same time. The two of us groaned in unison. We didn't need words. We humped against each other. Totally connected. Well, almost totally. Our bodies decided to fix that distinction for us.

The first time, the head of my penis grazed my sister's pussy so slightly, I hardly noticed.

The second time, my dick actually held for a moment, right at the entry to Lucy's pussy, before slipping away.

The third time, my cock actually went inside. No more than an inch. Barely the head of my head. And yet.

Both of us froze there. Right on the precipice of penetrative sex. I waited for my sister to tell me 'no.' I waited for my own conscience to cry out. None of that happened.

I pushed forward a little further. My older sister lifted her hips to ease my passage. My head snuck in. Halfway down my shaft. I pulled back. Thrust again. Lucy grunted. Finally, I was fully buried inside my sister's body.

For the first time since the process started, Lucy turned and looked back at me. Her expression was unreadable -- a mix of total joy and absolute concern. Fear, desire, sadness, exultation. All in one. I was feeling it too.

I drew back slightly, then pushed forward. My sister's face twisted as the sensation overtook her. Eyes rolled back. Lips curled. She turned forward, resting her head on her arms.

We rolled against each other. Together, truly, for the first time. I heard Lucy make all those familiar noises I'd known from before -- the little gasps and groans. Squeaks and mewls. But now they were coming because of me.

"So good," she gasped.

I couldn't respond, already wrapped up in my own pleasure. The heat of my sister's pussy, her warmth and wetness, it was like nothing I'd ever experienced. Amplifying everything from simple sex to something beyond what we have words for. Intimate beyond intimacy.

I was fucking my sister. I couldn't get past that fact. It was integral to the experience. The wrongness of what we were doing. The rightness of it. Everything about the physical act was overwhelmed by the emotional part of it.

I reached my hands down and found my sister's amazing breasts. Over her shirt, was still more than enough. I squeezed those massive mounds, using them like handholds, as I humped my sister from behind. I didn't ever want this to end.

"Getting... close," Lucy said. Her voice strained. God, I wanted her to cum so bad. But her words had a secondary effect.

"Me too," I said. I was very aware, then, of what we were doing. Had done. The consequences racing towards me, but I couldn't look away.

"Don't stop," Lucy said.

Our movements became frenzied. Moving in synchronicity; racing in opposite directions -- Lucy trying frantically to reach her orgasm, me trying desperately to escape mine.

"Don't stop," Lucy said it again. "Don't you dare stop."

"Trying..."

Lucy's body undulated under me. Even though I was on top, she was clearly in control. She arched and shimmied. Rubbed and cinched. Moved her body on my cock like I was only an object. Faster. Faster.

Finally, she stopped. Stilled.

"Ohhhhh" the word slipped out of her like steam. Pitch rising till it left my spectrum.

I'd seen Lucy's orgasm so many times, I could replay it in detail on the back of my eyelids. Heard it so often, I could write it as a symphony. Even smelled it, her femininity filling my nostrils as she flooded.

But I'd never felt my sister's cum before.

Her pussy clamped down, sealing shut like it was one of those vacuum storage bags. Air tight. Her butt slammed downward. Her back arched. We don't need to invent a cock-milking machine. My sister already has the perfect one built in.

"Lucy, I'm..." My inner knight took one final, desperate swing.

"Dooooon't. Stooooop," Lucy said, a low deep rumble I could barely make out.

It didn't matter what she'd said. It was already too late. The pleasant tingle in my penis turned into a spark, racing fire down my shaft and straight into my sister's unprotected pussy.

I let out a long, strangled cry. A river of sperm burst into my sister's snatch, while an ocean of illicit bliss rolled over my body. I jammed my dick as deep as it would go. Squeezed Lucy's breasts so hard, there would be bruises after. Pressed as hard as I could as plume after plume of pleasure arced out of me.

Vaguely, I was aware of the sister beneath me, enduring her own ecstasy. She told me after, feeling my hot cum splash against her cervix had triggered a chain reaction, taking her already extant orgasm and exacerbating it. Like pumping gasoline into a fire.

Lucy burst. Her brain blew out. Her body shivered and shook. Wordless, primal sounds escaped her lips. She came like she was crazed by it. Like I'd unlocked the higher function of her pleasure centers. Both of us awash in the chemicals of reproduction. Oxytocin and dopamine. Endorphins and adrenaline.

My cock finally gave up trying to find more cum to pump into my sister's fertile pussy. It didn't shrink, so much as it lay down, exhausted. Lucy's body went limp. I fell with her. Her soft skin felt almost too hot. We rolled off each other, sweaty.

"Oh fuck," Lucy said. I couldn't tell if it was in celebration or regret. Maybe a bit of both.

She rolled over and sat up. Absently, she dipped her fingers in her pussy. They came out covered in white goop.

"Oh fuck," she said it again. "Oh, fuck me."

Reality raced over me. That post-cum rationality burst forth. What we did. What we'd done. Whatever post-sex satisfaction I had earned was obliterated by guilt. I'd just had sex with my sister. Committed incest. Inseminated her unprotected pussy. All of it. My most forbidden dream. My totally enrapturing nightmare.

"Lucy, I'm sorry," I said, "I didn't mean to." My apology felt so stupid in my own mouth, I couldn't imagine how idiotic I sounded to my sister.

Lucy didn't say anything. She rolled over and held me tight, like cradling a crying baby. Her bare bottom pressed against mine. I felt a stream of my own semen drip out of her pussy and land, warm, on my thigh. The tickle of her pubic hair on my rapidly shrinking cock.

"It's OK," Lucy said, shushing me. "It's alright."

We stayed like that, half naked in her bedroom, holding each other close for as long as we could. Neither of us knowing what to say. What to do.

Staring down a suddenly very uncertain future.


Pressing Matters with Sister Pt. 02 - Fall Break

Welcome to part TWO of the Pressing Matters series!

Last time, Dylan and his older sister Lucy started masturbating together. Things got out of control and there were consequences. Have the siblings learned their lesson? (clearly not)

And yes, I'm well aware that this is the second story I've written around Thanksgiving. I guess there's something about turkey that I find something truly erotic.

All participants are over the age of 18.

"Hey, come here."

My sister, Lucy, and I were lying on the floor of her bedroom. Lucy had a pillow under her, slightly folded so it was pressing at her crotch. I was on the bare ground, grinding my groin into the hardwood floor like doing a cobra pose in yoga. My body trembled with effort. Both of us must have looked so silly, our faces red with effort. Eyes glazed over and oddly empty.

Our youngest sister, Lindsay, stood at the opening of Lucy's room, staring at us with a mix of shock and curiosity. Our eighteen-year-old sister was thin, with brown hair hanging down to her waist. She was wearing her standard outfit of a tank top and yoga pants. Her arms crossed under her barely-there breasts.

"Come here," Lucy said to our sister. "Try this. It feels really good."

My older sister and I had spent our entire summer doing this. We called it pressing. Lucy -- blonde and buxom, two years my elder -- had started it. But I was a no less willing participant. We would hang out in the house like normal, then sneak off to her bedroom to hump the floor. For three straight months, we did it at least once a day and sometimes way more than that.

It was just dry humping. Even when we started doing it on top of each other, it felt mostly chaste. But one fateful afternoon, I took things too far.

Lucy had been lying on the floor of her bedroom. Her body so curvy and inviting. It had been an accident, at first, when my bare dick slipped into my older sister. But we kept fucking very much on purpose.

That probably would have been our new routine. Both of us agreed that it felt amazing. Except for one problem. We lost control (even more than we already had, believe it or not) and I ejaculated inside her.

Lucy wasn't on birth control. Our family's recent financial downturn had meant giving up a lot of necessities and apparently the pill was one of them. We spent an anxious month, and no small amount of our skimpy savings, on pregnancy tests. Thankfully, inexplicably, my boys managed to miss the target. Lucy's period showed up right on schedule.

But the reality of what we'd done -- I'd inseminated my own sister's unprotected pussy -- was the best form of birth control we'd ever encountered. Just like that, the sexy times stopped. No pressing. No nothing.

Other things got in the way, as well. We both were fully into our college classes by then. We made new friends at school. Life continued on. But none of that would have mattered if we'd really wanted to go back to our old ways. And we didn't.

September turned to October, the leaves went from green to orange/red, but my sister and I stayed away from each other. What had happened, what we'd almost created, was enough to scare us straight. I assumed forever.

Then, suddenly, as November arrived and brought the icy winds of impending winter with it, our previous thaw began to melt away. One day, I caught Lucy pressing in her bedroom, door wide open, and decided to join her. A few hours later, Lucy found me in my own room, and we did it again. Without talking about it, without ever making a conscious choice, we were right back to our old routine.

The rest of the family didn't notice any of our trials and tribulations. Our older sister, Jan, was working full time and then some. So were my mom and dad. Our younger sister, Lindsay -- who'd turned eighteen a week before our 'incestuous almost-impregnation incident' -- was so swept up in her senior year of high school, I doubt she'd have noticed if Lucy and I were cooking meth in her bedroom.

Except, she did notice. Because Lucy decided to call Lindsay's attention right to us.

Like I said, we were lying on the floor of Lucy's bedroom, doing our usual afternoon press after classes and before we had to make dinner. Lucy had left her door open, but I didn't think anything of it until our skinny, brunette sister walked past, then froze in our doorway.

I started to say something, but the embarrassment of it stuffed the words back in my throat. Fortunately, Lucy was conscious enough to save the day.

"Hey, come here," Lucy said.

Seriously, we were so lucky that my older sister was able to think on her feet and ensure that Lindsay didn't... Wait. WHAT?! The reality didn't so much dawn on me as it steamrolled me right over. Did Lucy just invite our younger sister to join us?!

Lindsay stood in the doorway, staring like she was seeing two horny ghosts. She had to know what we were doing. My little sister was innocent sometimes, but she wasn't stupid.

"Seriously, it feels really good," Lucy said. The way our older sister was so casual about this was maybe the strangest part of all.

"I don't know..." Lindsay said.

"Tell her, Dylan," Lucy said.

"It's nice," I said, unable to get much more vocabulary out than that. Remember, I was mid-hump when Lindsay had interrupted us. And while my mind had gotten an ice bath of epic proportions, the message had yet to make it to the rest of my body.

My younger sister was certainly cute. She was petite, skinny, with an elfin face and an adorable smile. Lindsay was one of those artsy, granola types -- all about health and wellness. She'd been vegan since she was twelve and did barre at least three times a week. And so even though she wasn't curvy at all, she was nicely defined. Especially her pert, bubble butt.

"Get in here," Lucy said. Her demand was ridiculous, but it did the trick. Lindsay scampered into Lucy's bedroom like she was the one who'd been caught doing something naughty. "Grab a pillow off my bed."

Lindsay did as she was told. She found an empty space on the floor, her head meeting ours in the middle, and placed the pillow in the spot where her groin would rub against it. I was too entranced by what was going on to go back to my own ministrations. I noticed Lucy seemed equally enthralled.

Our younger sister wiggled her backside as she settled onto the cushion.

"Yes, that's it," Lucy said as Lindsay's perky butt settled down. "Like that."

"Uh huh," Lindsay said.

She looked so serious, it was almost funny. My younger sister wriggled around a bit more, then froze.

"Oh!" Lindsay squeaked in surprise.

"See?" Lucy said.

"Uhn." Lindsay grunted. "Uh huh."

Her sister clearly settled, Lucy got back to her own grinding. For a moment, I lay there and stared as both my sisters humped the pillows on the floor. It was hard to pick who was more exciting to watch.

On the one hand, Lucy's curvy body screamed sex. Her massive tits and wide hips. But then Lindsay's lithe little body was no less alluring. And this was the first time I'd ever seen her like this. She had these little trembles, like small seizures, as she slid against the pillow on the floor.

Lucy got my attention and, wordlessly, made it clear that I needed to stop staring. I realized she was right. If Lindsay caught me looking this stopped being something we were sharing and became more of a performance. This magical, masturbation bubble we'd created would *pop* like a balloon on a hot day.

I quickly focused on my own pleasure. It didn't take long for me to build back to where I was before. I did my best, however, to hold myself back from the big finish. I wanted the girls to go first.

Lucy was the first to peak. I heard her now-familiar low, throaty groan as she took herself over the top. Eyes rolled back in her head.

"That's... it..." the words squeezed out of her like she was a strange, buxom accordion

A moment later, Lindsay let out a cute little squeak.

"Oh!" she cried out, her whole body shaking like she'd been shocked. Tongue lolled out of her mouth. Finally, she collapsed, lifeless, to the floor. She let out a long, soft, "Ahhhhhhhh."

After that, I figured it was safe for me to spend and so I did. The pleasure arced through me in short, sharp spurts as hot jets of semen spattered in my shorts. I rolled onto my back and stared up at Lucy's ceiling. Her floor so strangely comfortable.

"Nice right?" Lucy said.

"Yeah..." Lindsay said, dreamily.

*

I assumed, stupidly, that that would be the end of things. I don't know why I thought the three of us would do it that one time and Lindsay would be done with it. I don't know how I could have so easily mistaken an entrance for an exit.

Still, you can see there's a certain logic to my thinking. After all, if you were asked to list the most likely occurrences in my life, regular masturbation sessions with two of my sisters would have been pretty low, right? Probably buried somewhere between 'get my own unicorn' and 'find a million bucks abandoned on the sidewalk.' And yet, that's exactly what happened, with the kind of casual inevitability that usually accompanies events like 'tuna sandwich for lunch.'

That very evening there was a knock on my bedroom door. I was lying in bed, watching something dumb on my phone, and starting to get good and sleepy. So, I was surprised by the sound, to say the least. I was wearing a pair of pajama pants and nothing else, so I pulled on a t-shirt before I answered.

My parents were both passed out and Jan, my oldest sister, was out with friends. Lucy, the most likely candidate to be bothering me at that hour, was never so overt as to knock on my door. She'd find some other way to get my attention if she needed it. There was only one other person it could be: my little sister Lindsay. But that didn't make any sense either, we didn't have that kind of relationship. Yet when I opened the door, there she was -- wearing a frilly, sleeveless sleep shirt and staring at me in the near-darkness.

If her appearance was a shock, you can only imagine my reaction to what Lindsay did next. She went across the hall and knocked on Lucy's door. My curvy, blonde sister opened it, looking at both of us like we were the world's weirdest Jehovah's witnesses.

"I want to do it again," Lindsay said, acting exactly like the young, petulant sibling she was.

In an evening of unexpected events, this was the one I was probably the least prepared for. I was no stranger to a late-night press with Lucy. We'd been doing that for months. But neither of us had ever spoken about it aloud. That was straight up crazy. Who came out and invited someone, verbally, to a mutual masturbation session?

I looked over at my older sister. Lucy was wearing a simple t-shirt and shorts. Her eyebrows were raised in confusion. Her mouth, however, slipped into a smirk. Without another word, the buxom blonde girl motioned for the both of us to join her in her bedroom.

Just like that, as if this was an everyday occurrence, Lucy closed her door behind us, tossed her younger sister a spare pillow, and flopped onto the floor.

Not long after, the three of us cascaded into our personally supplied orgasms. This time, I was the first to go. I think the whole scenario had me worked up more than usual. As I went over the top, the heat of my spend shooting down my bare legs, I felt at least one pair of eyes on me. I assumed it was my younger sister, Lindsay, but it might have been my older sister, Lucy. Or maybe both.

I honestly don't know. In the moment, I didn't care. It just added another level to the already high peak I was reaching.

"That's so hot." I heard my baby sister whisper through the haze of my post-orgasm ecstasy.

"I know, right?" Lucy said.

A moment later, the room filled with the low groans and sharp gasps of my sisters cumming, themselves. I was too fogged out to notice who did what. Not that it made the experience any less alluring.

An arm bumped against my body as Lindsay settled in next to me. Lucy's leg kicked against mine. All three of us lay there on the floor, warm and post-cum cozy.

The next time I blinked, I saw it was 3am. I peeled myself off the wood floor and limped back to my bedroom. My leg hairs sticky with dried cum.

*

The next day, Lucy volunteered to drive the three of us to school.

"Dylan and I are both going to County and Lindsay's high school is kinda on the way," she explained to my parents as we packed up our things that morning. "Besides, I want to help you guys out more if I can."

"That's very sweet of you," Mom said.

"We really appreciate it," Dad said.

Jan stood in the kitchen, arms crossed primly, eyeing the three of us like she was sure we were all spies.

We piled into my older sister's sad Honda Civic -- Lindsay in the front with Lucy, me in the backseat -- and drove off. We hadn't even left the driveway before Lindsay started into it.

"Last night was a lot of fun," Lindsay said.

I felt the air leave the car. My stomach twisted. Like I said, Lucy and I had been pressing regularly all summer. So masturbating with my siblings, didn't feel that different. But we definitely didn't ever talk about it. That was the act of an insane person.

"I'm glad," Lucy said, calmly. Her clipped response was a clear 'be quiet,' but Lindsay didn't hear it.

"I think we should do it again," Lindsay said, "Maybe this afternoon when we all get back from school."

"OK, honey," Lucy said, patting our younger sister on her skinny leg.

After we dropped Lindsay off, I climbed into the front seat with Lucy, and we drove off toward County.

"What was all that about?" I asked, pulling on my seatbelt.

"What?" Lucy said, slightly distracted.

"You know with the," I began, fumbling for the words. Did I really need to explain this? "The afternoon. And stuff."

"Let her be enthusiastic," Lucy said, smiling at me placatingly. "It's fun."

I shrugged, but inside I was still sullen. It's not that I was upset that Lindsay was involved in our thing. Like I said, it was kind of nice to have a new participant. But the way she was so open about it? That made it all weird and I didn't like it.

I comforted myself that it was just conversation. As long as we quietly went about pressing, I supposed I could live with a little chatter.

*

"I want to see your thing," Lindsay said. She beamed at me, broadly. Like a kid asking for a lollipop at the supermarket.

We were all in the living room after school. Unlike usual, when Lindsay would spend all afternoon lounging around at some friend's house, she'd hurried straight home. I was done with my classes for the day, and I'd camped out on the couch while Lucy brought our sister home from school

I'd been watching TV, coming down from the day, when our youngest sister rushed right into the house, threw down her things, then tossed a pillow onto the floor. She didn't even bother to say hello.

"Well?" she asked, staring up at me, impatiently.

I turned to Lucy, standing in the doorway. We shared a look somewhere between impressed, apprehensive, and excited. I don't know if even Lucy had anticipated that involving our baby sister would bring us to this point. Our illicit activities had already felt risky without Lindsay's incredible enthusiasm.

Still, we flopped to the floor. The three of us crowded so close together we had to shift so our elbows wouldn't collide as we pressed. We'd barely even begun when Lindsay took things up yet another notch.

"Fuck that feels good," Lindsay said.

OK, so a little dirty talk during wasn't all that new. Lucy and I, when we were in the full throes of our self-pleasure summer, had started doing the same thing. We hadn't gotten back to it since our autumn restart, but it made sense that we would try again at some point.

But Lindsay wasn't idly talking to turn herself on.

"Fuck, I want to see it," she said.

"You are seeing it," I said. I did my best gesture at how the three of us were getting off in plain sight.

"Not this," Lindsay said. She looked pointedly at my crotch. "That. I want to see your thing. While we do it. That would be so hot."

I turned to my older sister. Lucy shrugged at me. I couldn't read her expression at all. Lindsay's look, however, I understood implicitly.

"Take it out, Dylan," my baby sister said, twisting her hair in her fingers. "I bet Lucy wants to see it, too."

I assumed Lucy would be the levelheaded one, although I can't imagine why. I mean, all the evidence I had was that my older sister was equally as crazed as my younger. But, for some reason, I continued to assume that Lucy was going to put the brakes on things. Instead, she did exactly what I should have anticipated by now.

"Yeah, Dylan, show us your cock," Lucy said, "Stroke it for us."

Well, I wasn't one to let down my sisters. I got off the floor and sat on the couch. I was about to slip off my pants, but I stopped. Through the haze of my sibling-induced arousal, I managed to have a moment of inspiration.

"You have to show me something, too," I said.

Both girls paused. They turned to look at each other, eyes searching. As I've said, my two siblings looked very different. Lucy was full and curvy. Her face was on the round side with full lips and a slightly upturned nose. Lindsay, on the other hand, was all angles. She had a sharp chin and a thin mouth -- almost the opposite of her older sister, really. And yet, in that moment where they glanced at each other, my sisters looked so much alike, it was uncanny. Their blood relation abundantly clear.

"Tops," Lucy said, and Lindsay nodded her head.

Both girls reached for their shirts and bras then tossed them aside. They were still on their stomachs with me sitting above them, so I didn't get a full glimpse. It didn't matter. The grandeur of the view -- it was like eyeing the Andes and the Himalayas all at once.

I'd seen Lucy's full, glorious boobs before, but that didn't make them any less amazing. They were so large, yet perfectly formed. There was something inherently unreal about them, as if such wonders could only exist in fiction.

Meanwhile, I was getting my first glimpse at Lindsay's little mounds, and they were no less incredible for being so much smaller than her sister's. Lindsay's tiny tits were incredibly perky, almost sharp with light pink nipples.

My sisters made the exact same 'ahem.' Both girls had been looking at me expectantly for a while, but can you blame me for not noticing? They shared a knowing, goofy grin.

I took the hint and pulled down my jeans and boxers. My dick popped out, eager. Whatever softness I might have needed to press on the floor was lost in the excitement of everything else. I was as hard as I'd ever been, like I'd installed my own personal coatrack.

If I'd stared a bit too long at my sisters' chests, they more than made up for it by the way they ogled my dick, entranced. Lindsay's mouth hung open, her eyes wide. Lucy's own blue orbs sparkled; her mouth twisted into a hungry grin.

"Ahem," I said, mimicking my sisters.

"Just give us a minute," Lucy said.

"Yeah, don't rush us," Lindsay said.

"Fine," I said. I felt so on display, my dick somehow both flagged and flag-poled harder at the same time.

Finally, my sisters settled back in and started to rub themselves on the floor. They kept their heads tilted upwards, though, staring at my cock.

"Stroke it, Dylan," Lucy said, "Get off with us."

"Yeah, I want to see it shoot," Lindsay said.

I did as I was told, as if I needed the encouragement. Watching both my topless sisters hump the floor, their bare tits trembling, was more than enough to make me want to work myself. The way they seemed to be enamored of my erection only increased the urge. It was like being told to have a heartbeat -- it was going to happen no matter what they said.



I grabbed my dick and started stroking it. I hadn't masturbated in this way in so long, the sensation was almost foreign. The oddly unfamiliar feeling only increased my arousal at that moment.

With everything going on, it didn't take long for me to reach my peak. I grunted as the pleasure raced up my shaft, exploding across my body. My first burst of cum arced onto Lindsay's back. I expected my skinny sister to be grossed out, but instead she giggled as the warm liquid splattered her.

"Oh, that's so awesome," she said, staring wide eyed at my dick. My next shot hit her again and she writhed.

"Give me some of that," Lucy said. She arched upwards, presenting her massive tits as my target.

I was barely able to move at that point, wrapped in my rapture, but I did my best to aim my dick and managed to splat my sister's boobs (to be fair, they were hard to miss). I kept cumming between my sisters, till finally, I fell back into the couch.

Lindsay was the next to go, shuddering and shaking in that cute way of hers. She let out several sharp, high-pitched gasps as she gave in to the pleasure. Already her orgasm was so familiar.

Finally, Lucy went off with a deep grunt. Her head tipped forward. Blue eyes rolled back in her head. She let out a long "Ahhhhhhhh" as the ecstasy slowly leaked out of her.

The three of us lay in the living room for a while, staring at the walls. Finally, Lindsay popped up off the floor.

"That was awesome," she said, "But I think you got some in my hair."

"Sorry," I said, still in post-orgasm stupor. "You have a lot. Of hair."

Lindsay pulled her long, brown locks around her and stared at them, picking at all the sticky spots. She'd stayed topless and there was something incredibly sexy about how the strands covered her tiny tits.

"I think you got some on my boobs, too," Lucy said, grinning at me lasciviously. She lifted up one of her massive mounds and eyed it, mirroring her sister.

"To be fair, you have a lot of tits," Lindsay said.

Lucy laughed and conceded that that was true. I stayed on the couch, looking dumbfounded at what I had wrought and wondering what else could possibly happen next. In some ways, we'd already gone farther than what Lucy and I had done in the summer. And that had ended so badly. I couldn't bear the thought of it happening again.

But I couldn't entertain the idea of stopping any of this either.

*

That night at dinner, my parents announced our plans for Thanksgiving the following week, which were unsurprisingly low key. Mom was going to get a couple of roast chickens from Costco, and we were going to stay around the house, all six of us.

"Your Aunt Becky invited us to her place but that's a six-hour drive," Dad said, "And the gas money is out of our budget."

We all agreed that it wasn't worth the extra expense.

"Actually," Lucy said, "My friend Kara is going to be back from school, and I was hoping she could join us. Her parents are away at some ski resort thing."

"Which one is Kara?" Dad asked, "I don't think I remember her."

"Daaad," Lucy whined, "You know Kara. We've been friends for, like, ever."

"If you say so," Dad said, with a dismissive shrug.

I, on the other hand, remembered Kara quite well. She was my older sister's best friend, and I had a bit of a crush on her. We'd had an 'encounter' at Lindsay's birthday party and Lucy had gotten upset, drunk, and horny all in succession. I was both incredibly excited and extremely nervous at the thought of seeing that girl again.

"Kara's more than welcome to join us," Mom said, "But make sure she knows things are going to be modest."

"Oh, she'll just be happy to have the company," Lucy said. She gave me a strange look that I couldn't read. What was my older sister up to, exactly?

After dinner, we cleaned up and then the family watched TV in the living room. Thinking about what had happened earlier that day on that couch made me paranoid about what might have been left behind, but no one seemed to notice. Instead, we all sat there, acting normal, as if half the family wasn't having incestuous circle jerks behind the other half's back.

Our show ended. One by one, my family went off to bed, leaving me and Lindsay.

"That was fun this afternoon," Lindsay said, casually, after Jan went upstairs. "I loved seeing you shoot off like that."

I looked at my sister in shock. Was she out of her mind randomly talking about that stuff in the living room? Anyone could have heard her, yet she said it like she was talking about a sandwich I'd made, rather than about how I'd spread my mayo all over her back.

"What?" Lindsay said, reacting to my expression.

"We're not supposed to talk about it."

"Why not?"

"What do you mean why..." I paused, so flustered I couldn't find words. "Because it's not appropriate."

"So, it's OK to do it, but not to talk about it?" Lindsay asked.

"Exactly," I said. Alright, so maybe I was twisted up in my own argument there.

"That doesn't make any sense," Lindsay said. She folded her arms around her little chest, pouty.

I shrugged. Someone had to be the keeper of propriety here. My little sister's enthusiasm was fun, yes, but she was going to get us all in trouble.

"Look -- what we're doing," I said, "We shouldn't be doing it, right?"

"Why not?" Lindsay asked that question again. Like it was the height of philosophical dialectic.

"We're. I mean it's. Fuck." Language was leaving me so fast, I could only grasp at the words as they raced past me. It left me with a frantic, meaningless ramble.

"It feels good," Lindsay said, "And it's fun. So, I don't see a problem. I mean, you're not stopping, right?"

I had to concede all of that.

"And if it's OK to do then it must be OK to talk about, too," Lindsay said, "Right?"

I struggled to refute her logic, even though it didn't actually make any sense.

"I've been learning a lot about my chakras," Lindsay said, "They're these elements of energy inside of us that we can harness in order to be more whole, happier beings. When we inhibit the flow of that energy, that's where anger and unhappiness come from."

"Right," I said, making my disdain clear. My sister was into all kinds of hippy dippy stuff like that, most of which I assumed came from vaping too much pot with her friends. Of course, the exercise part of it had an amazing impact on her body, so I wasn't complaining too much.

"Chakras feed into all kinds of things -- my desires, my emotions, my ability control myself and my life. I feel very in tune with myself when we press together. Completely immersed in the flow of us. It's very enlightening."

Enlightening. Self-induced orgasms with her siblings. Got it.

"I'm a human being with physical wants," Lindsay said, "I'm not going to make myself feel bad about something that feels so good. And you shouldn't either, OK?"

I looked at my pretty little sister. Her bright, green eyes so soft and caring. The cute smile playing on her thin lips. She eyed me in a way that made me feel cared for, safe, in a crazed world. Our lives had been so upside down the last few years and yet Lindsay had found a way to find order in that chaos.

Besides, if I won this argument, exactly what was going to be my prize? Would we stop pressing? I wasn't that stupid.

So, I agreed with my younger sister. "Yes," I said, "OK."

"Good," Lindsay said. She clapped her hands, happily. "Because I want to see your thing shoot again. That was awesome."

After Lindsay took her little tits out of her tank top, I was more than happy to oblige. This time, I showered her chest with my seed. She bounced up and down like it was the world's greatest magic trick.

"Holy fuck that's so hot," she said, rubbing my spend into her tiny pink nipples. I assumed she'd want to rub one out herself, but instead my little sister just skipped off to bed. I stared after her, trying to figure out how I'd gotten tangled up, unable to find my way back to reality.

*

Despite our new dedication to open discussion, the next week passed without much excitement. We all hunkered down for exams before the break, I think, and it took away most of our energy. The three of us pressed together a few times, but it was a quick thing with none of the 'performance' of our earlier sessions.

Then break started and we got caught up in prepping for Thanksgiving. Despite my mom's insistence that everything was going to be as cheap and easy as possible, we still ended up spending all our time on cooking and cleaning. The fact that we were having a guest, I think, made Mom feel way more self-conscious about how we were living.

The house we were renting was old, almost certainly haunted, and it collected dust everywhere -- like someone was using a sifter of sand in every room when we weren't looking. It made every cleaning project an extra chore, more like exhuming a body than keeping our own living quarters clean.

But we did our best to stay cheerful as we went through it. Holidays were particularly stressful with everything that had happened, so we all worked extra hard to keep each other engaged.

Finally, Thanksgiving Day arrived. The table was set. The dog show was onscreen. We were all ready to settle in for a day of overindulging in food, alcohol, and television.

Kara arrived shortly before 2pm, even her knock on the door was bubbly and cheerful. Lucy hurried over to answer it, and immediately embraced her petite friend in a hug so big, it threatened to swallow the girl.

My sister finally released Kara, and the brunette immediately caught my eye. Reflexively, I stared down at my shoes. Kara was super cute. She was petite with dark brown hair and a tight little body. Her build was kind of like my younger sister, Lindsay, although she was skinny, rather than lithe or toned.

The last time we'd met up, at Lindsay's birthday party, Kara had given me her number. We'd texted a few times, but mostly it went nowhere. Now I was regretting the lost opportunity. With her deep brown eyes and wicked smirk, Kara was very much in my crush category. All the sibling masturbation sessions couldn't quench that fire.

Kara walked over and gave me a light kiss on the cheek. I looked immediately at Lucy, waiting for the jealousy monster to leap out from her lips, but instead my older sister just grinned at me. Like she knew a really good secret.

Soon after, we sat down to the meal. There was enough food for all, but I would never have described it as a sumptuous feast. Weird how even our indulgences were a reminder of all the things we could no longer indulge in.

Everything started OK. My Dad asked Kara how school was going, and she did a good job keeping things light. My sisters chimed in, and we were having a pretty good time. But then one innocuous question stopped everything dead.

"So where are your parents during the holiday?" Mom asked.

"Oh, they're off at the ski resort," Kara said.

"Ski resort," my dad said. It was not a question.

"Yes, it was this whole thing," Kara said, "Dad said that money was tight, so he reserved at this place that isn't as nice as usual and Mom freaked out."

"Yes," Dad said, "Important to be financially responsible."

The room went dead silent. I think Kara realized what she'd been saying, but it was too late. The cloud of our family's failures hung over us, thick and murky. I felt it, heavy, in my chest.

We'd been those people, once. Never as rich as Kara, of course, but doing well enough to have a nice home, new cars, and a good vacation. Dad didn't set out to lose his job, we all knew that, but it happened anyway. Suddenly we were scraping by.

Dad had found another job for about a quarter of the pay. Mom went back to work and Jan cut grad school short to start earning money. The only reason Lucy and I weren't working was because Dad insisted that school was more important and wouldn't allow it. Watching him gather up those last shreds of his pride was almost worse than seeing it obliterated in the first place.

So, hearing Kara talk about having to accept the 'lesser' chalet while we stared at two sad, skinny chickens at a busted up table in a sad, old house -- I guess it hurt a little. With conversation stifled and the meal mostly gone, we turned to the one thing we still had plenty of: alcohol.

We'd ended up with a half dozen bottles of wine and we proceeded to methodically murder them all. It didn't make dinner less awkward, but it helped us remember less of it in the morning.

After dinner, the inevitable began to take its effect. My Dad found his way to the football game and Jan joined him. Mom ended up napping in a corner. That left Lindsay, Lucy, Kara and I to sloppily clean up.

At one point, while I collected the dishes and Kara and Lindsay were washing in the other room, Lucy sidled up next to me, nudging my side.

"Kara's been eyeing you all night," she said.

"That's nice," I said, absently.

"You should make a move," Lucy said, "I think she'd go for it."

"Last time, that did not turn out too well," I said, looking at my sister meaningfully.

"It's fine," Lucy said, "I won't get mad."

"Are you sure?"

"Yes," Lucy said, "Kara's a nice girl and she could do a lot worse. Besides, I feel like one of us should score on Thanksgiving, since it looks like the Cowboys can't do it."

"Thanks," I said, meaning it.

Our lives had been so cursed, dating hadn't felt like an option. And while I enjoyed my little meetings with my sisters, they also put me in an uncomfortable spot for other relationships. What had happened when I flirted with Kara last time, I was not going through that again. So having the green light from my sister left my engines revving hard.

Once we were done cleaning up, I made my way over to Kara. I was about to suggest she come see my room for some lame reason (it was the best excuse I could think of), but Lindsay beat me to the punch.

"We should do something," my little sister said, "The rest of the family is busy, so let's hang out."

"That could be fun, I guess," I said, mentally cursing my cock-blocking baby sis.

"We could play a boardgame," Kara said, "I think I saw some in one of the bedrooms before."

"Oh hell no," Lucy said, "That's only going to lead to trouble."

"What if we did our thing?" Lindsay suggested.

Both Lucy and I swung our heads toward our sister so fast, I'm surprised our necks didn't snap in unison. What did she just say?!

"I don't think that's a good idea, hon," Lucy said, taking the side of reason for once.

"I bet Kara would really like it," Lindsay said.

Oh my God. I was going to grab my sister's chakra and wrap it around her neck. I knew we'd all probably overconsumed, but as far as I could tell, Lindsay was suggesting this soberly. This was beyond a disaster; it was a twenty-car pileup with a nuclear-powered van in the middle of the wreck. Everything was on fire, irradiated, and melting down to the atoms.

"Is this some game you guys play?" Kara asked.

"Yeah, ha ha, a game," I said. I took Kara's arm and started to steer her away. "Come on, I want to show you this cool thing I've got up in my bedroom."

"Yes, Dylan's bedroom is a great idea," Lindsay said. "OW!"

I looked over in surprise and saw that Lucy had pinched our little sister's arm, hard. I can't say I blamed her.

"What was that for?" Lindsay asked, rubbing her arm.

"Never mind," Lucy said. She turned and smiled at Kara. "Little sisters, right? So annoying."

"I have two older brothers," Kara said with a shrug, "They're weird, but mostly harmless."

"Are they both skiing with your parents?" I asked, desperate to change the subject. You know it was a bad sign if I was willing to bring that up again. It truly felt like the safer of the two conversations.

"Kevin is," Kara said, "But Kenny's over at his fiancee's house for the holiday."

"Oh cool," I said. Most. Awkward. Small talk. Ever.

"So, what's this thing you want to do, Lindsay?" Kara asked, "I'm intrigued."

"Oh, it's awesome," Lindsay said, "You'll love it."

"I think our little sister has had a little too much to drink," I said to Kara. Then I turned to my sister. "Right, Lindsay?"

"I'm fine," Lindsay said, calmly. "Let's go up to the bedroom like Dylan suggested."

Notice how I was now implicated in all this? Yeah, that was just lovely.

*

Lindsay cajoled us all into following her upstairs. She marched straight into my bedroom, grabbed one of my pillows, and followed it to the floor.

"Um, what are you...?" Kara stared from outside the door frame. We all did.

"It's simple, see," Lindsay said, "You rub yourself up against the pillow and it starts to feel really good.

"Oh wow," Kara said.

"Oh my," Lucy said.

"Oh no," I said.

"And the three of you, um, do this together?" Kara asked.

My stomach rushed to the floor, broke through the foundation of the house, and headed right for the Earth's core. I wished to God I could follow it to my burning oblivion.

"Yup!" Lindsay said, casual as anything. "It's great on its own, but together makes it way more fun."

Kara was now staring straight at Lucy and me. I couldn't read the expression on her face. I desperately didn't want to. Whatever was behind those eyes, I didn't want to consider it. Just run and hide. Then die. Preferably quickly.

"She's not wrong," Lucy said, shrugging slightly, "It is fun. Right Dylan?"

Fuck me. "Uh, yeah," I said, "I mean, I guess. If you're into that kinda thing."

"And you are into it?" Kara asked.

Thus, there I was, trapped between not looking like a masturbating, incest pervert in front of a girl I liked or taking my sisters' side. And, in this case, I didn't truly have a choice now did I?

"Yup," I replied, "I guess I am."

Kara pursed her lips while tilting her head. "OK," she said, "Well, I suppose I should give it a try."

And then, like it was no big deal, she skipped into my bedroom, grabbed another pillow, and dropped down next to Lindsay on my hardwood floor. My little sister gave Kara a grin and patted her arm, like a friendly welcome.

Based on their descriptions, you might think that Kara and Lindsay looked alike. After all, both were short, petite brunettes with small breasts and perky butts. The most obvious difference was the hair, Lindsay's was long and straight whereas Kara's was wavier and cut to her shoulders. Further, Lindsay, thanks to her endless exercise obsession, was limber, while Kara was merely petite. And while Lindsay had more of a girl's face, Kara's appearance was softer and womanly. They were both super attractive, for sure, but the differences between the two were stark as they both lay down on the floor.

Lucy glanced at me, then looked at the two women in my bedroom. Even my sister, who usually seemed so in control of these things, was flummoxed by how all this had come together.

"I guess I'll get a pillow from my room," Lucy said.

"Sometimes he strokes it for us, instead," Lindsay told Kara, weirdly matter-of-fact. "It's really hot."

"I'll bet," Kara said. She had a very different, yet still completely unreadable, expression on her face.

"I love it when he shoots," Lindsay said, "That's the best part."

"We should probably stick to pressing for now," Lucy said, returning with a pillow under one arm. This was not getting any more normal. The only explanation was that I'd cracked my skull at some point during dinner and this fever dream represented the death throes of my logical mind.

Lucy joined the other girls on the floor. She gave me a head nod. Well, seeing as I was already underwater, I supposed I might as well drown. Not needing a pillow for my own process, I simply lay down on the floor, facing my two sisters and my crush. The three of them looked so hot, splayed out in front of me.



I remained in denial, though, because I was sure we were all going to lay there. I mean, this was well and good, but we weren't going to all masturbate on the floor. That was crazy.

But, of course, that's exactly what we did.

Lindsay started first, pressing her little butt down and gradually grinding herself back and forth on the pillow. Lucy followed, arching her back and pressing herself downward. Kara looked to her left and right, like taking notes. Then the pretty brunette girl, a woman I'd lusted after for years, did something sort of in-between what the two siblings were doing.

"Oh..." Kara said, "That's interesting."

"I know right?" Lindsay said, "Like you can kind of see how it would work but once you do it, the whole thing seems way more obvious."

"And pleasurable," Lucy said.

"Yep," Kara said, "Definitely." Her dark brown eyes glassed over, and I could see she was already gone.

Watching this should have had me hard, but the nerves of everything kept me soft. Ironically, that was the perfect place for me to be in order to get my press on. I squeezed my glutes, letting the pressure build. Kept my muscles tight for as long as I could, then relaxed. Once I recovered, I started again.

On the one hand, I knew it was a bad idea to look at the girls in the room with me. On the other, I couldn't imagine doing this without watching Kara and my sisters get off. It was too good an opportunity to turn down.

"Ah. Sssssso good," Kara said. Her voice choked and strained. Fuck, that girl was gorgeous. I'd fantasized about her for almost as long as she'd been friends with Lucy. Seeing her there, edging to her orgasm, was nothing short of incredible.

"Yuh-yeah," Lindsay agreed. My cute little sister looked so adorable getting herself off. That illicit mix of innocent and alluring only made it all the more amazing.

"Getting... close," Lucy said. I'd seen this with my sexy older sister so often, yet it never failed to be fantastic.

There was no chance I would last long. Fortunately, my companions still managed to beat me to the punch. They fell in order, like dominoes. Lucy was the first to go, eyes rolling back in her head with a long, low groan. Lindsay toppled next, letting out her usual little high-pitched squeak. Finally, Kara shuddered, froze and released a stuttering, choking gasp.

"Ah-ah-AH!" She fell forward, burying her head in her arms.

I'd just seen my crush girl orgasm for the first time. It didn't matter that I was in a room, masturbating, with my sisters. I didn't care that Kara's cum had been self-supplied. It was glorious. I couldn't have gotten a greater wish from a genie.

I spurted before I even realized I was there. It hit me so fast, so hard, I moaned out loud. The heat of my seed spurting into my underwear. When I looked up, my vision out of focus, I saw Kara staring right at me. Our eyes locked. Finally, the pleasure overcame me, and I let my head drop.

We all lay there like the dead for a moment. It felt like someone should say something. It seemed like silence was the best policy.

Kara got up first, breaking the spell. "Well, that was, um, interesting," she said. She brushed her hands on her jeans.

"I'll see you out," Lucy said, weakly. She stood up on trembling legs.

"No need," Kara said. She quickly headed out of the room and down the steps.

My sisters and I shared a knowing look. Incredibly, we'd all managed to fuck things up even worse than they already were.

*

I spent the night running disaster scenarios through my head. In the best case, Kara simply kept quiet and never spoke to any of us again. In the worst... there were too many 'worsts' for me to track.

When I got up the next morning, I found Lucy sitting at the table. My blonde sister looked like she'd had about as much sleep as me.

"This is bad, right?" I asked.

"Really bad," Lucy said.

"Fucking Lindsay."

"We could have stopped her," Lucy said, "This is on all of us."

"Kara's your friend," I said, "Maybe you should talk to her?"

"Oh, I'm pretty sure she and I will be talking plenty soon enough," Lucy said. The tone of her voice made it clear that it was not going to be a jolly conversation.

Lindsay came down a few moments later. She had on a tank top and yoga pants. Her eyes were sunken, but she acted surprisingly upbeat as she made herself a morning cup of herbal tea.

"I'm sorry about last night, guys," she said. "I really thought Kara would enjoy it." You'd have thought she was talking about watching a horror movie or trying an exotic cuisine. Not rubbing off together in front of a friend.

"Lindsay this has to stop," Lucy said, "It was fun, but we can't do this. We're already risking too much."

"But..." I could tell Lindsay was about to do the whole chakra speech, but common sense finally came in and stopped her.

"I know. I'm the one that started it," Lucy said, "But it was a mistake. This isn't going to end well for any of us."

Lindsay hung her head. She slowly nodded. I could tell she was disappointed -- hell, so was I -- but there was no arguing this. We'd done something dumb, and the only recourse was, once again, to stop putting ourselves in the position.

Lucy's phone beeped and she looked down at it.

"It's Kara," she said, sullenly. "She wants to come over and talk."

The Friday after Thanksgiving is usually an off day, but Dad and Jan were both able to get extra pay by going into the office. Mom decided to brave the crowds at the mall to see if she could take advantage of the sales. That left myself, Lucy, and Lindsay alone in the house, once again. At least that meant Kara couldn't get us into too much trouble. Or maybe I was delusional again.

I tried to think about what I would do in her situation. Freak out? For sure. Call the cops? Jeez, I hoped not. I assumed that Kara would want to back away quietly. So why was she coming back to the house? I could only think of two possibilities. She was going to scream bloody murder at us for dragging her into it. Or she was going to threaten to tell someone -- parents, police, local press -- and blackmail us. Both possibilities felt equally possible and completely disastrous.

"Maybe it'll be OK," Lucy said, the two of us sitting nervously on the couch. She had on a pink, fuzzy sweater and dark blue jeans. We shared a dubious look. "I mean, she got off, too. Right?"

There was a loud knock on the door. Lucy stood up to answer it like walking to the lethal injection. A slow, reluctant stride. Lindsay gave me a nervous look. I shrugged back at her.

"Hey!" Lucy said as she opened the door. Her happiness so forced it hurt me.

"Hi," Kara said. I noticed she wouldn't meet my sister's eyes. Instead, she tucked her hair behind her ear and walked into the house.

All of us stared at Kara as she made her way to the couch and sat down. Like looking at a tiger who'd randomly rambled into our living room. Lucy and Lindsay joined us, and now all four of us sat there. The silence was deafening.

"Do you want anything to drink?" Lucy asked.

"No, I'm still feeling last night," Kara said.

OK, last night came up and she didn't say anything about it. Maybe this was a good sign. Perhaps she was going to pretend that nothing happened. Oh, who was I kidding? This was a nightmare, and it was only getting darker from here.

"So," Kara said, letting the word hang in the air like an axe above our necks. "Do you want to maybe do the thing? You know from last night?"

And somehow the room got silent-er. I didn't think that was possible. Like muting a show that was already quiet. If we could have heard a pin drop before, now it felt like we could hear the molecules of the pin vibrating.

Did Kara just...? I couldn't even think the words.

"Seriously?" Lindsay asked. She couldn't hide the thrum of excitement from her voice. "That would be awesome."

Kara nodded. Her face slightly flushed. I realized that she wasn't anxious with anger or upset with disgust. The pretty brunette was straight up horny. I think all of us were too relieved to question why.

"I'll get us girls some pillows," Lucy said.

"OK to do it here?" Lindsay asked.

"Sure thing," Kara said. Then she looked right at me. "But I want to see Dylan shoot this time."

*

Our first go went so quickly, it was over before I could take stock of it. The women all writhed on the floor, then stared up at me, rapturous, as I inseminated the Kleenex. It was fast and fun, but I was barely recovered from the scare of that morning so I couldn't fully enjoy it.

"Your brother's got a nice one," Kara said, as if I wasn't in the room to hear.

"I know, right?" Lindsay said, "I love watching him cum."

"Feels even better when he spurts it on you," Lucy said.

"Well, fuck, I have to try that," Kara said.

We took a break for lunch (we're not depraved), then headed up to my bedroom. This time, I managed to convince the girls that they needed to be topless if they wanted to see my spend and they happily obliged.

Kara's tits were larger than Lindsay's and quite nice, with light brown, puffy nipples. They had a slight upward curve to them as well. Should I admit that, despite the wonder of seeing my crush's bare chest, I preferred my sister's titties? Welp, I guess it's too late now.

So now there were three hot, topless girls getting themselves off on my floor while I stroked myself next to them.

"Do you think about him, your brother, while you do this?" Kara asked Lucy, both of them red-faced and sweating.

"...Sometimes," Lucy said.

"Fuck that's hot," Kara said.

"What about you?" Lucy asked Kara. "Do you think about it?"

"You mean Dylan?" Kara asked, "Or my own brothers?"

"Both."

"...Sometimes."

Kara's admission seemed to set Lindsay off because she came a moment later. Her usual high-pitched squeal was more of a scream. Lucy and Kara both shuddered after her. Then all three women looked up at me, expectantly.

They didn't have long to wait. A moment later, the pleasure raced up my dick and splattered the three of them. I got them on their backs again, mostly. But I was pleased to see a few drops dripping down Kara's chest.

All three of us lay back, panting. For some reason, I felt the awkwardness slide over us again. What were we doing? How was this actually happening? I knew that reality would break in at any moment, the spell would crack, and we'd all be left with nothing but disappointment and shame.

"You're right, Lus," Kara said, "It is better when he cums on you."

The third time(!?) was even better(?!?!?!?!). Rather than join the girls in pressing, Kara decided to sit on the other side of me and get herself off with her fingers. We made a little masturbation sandwich that way, me stroking my cock, my sisters lying on the ground, and Kara on the other side. Her legs spread wide, hiding nothing.

She already had her top off and for this round, Kara stripped down naked. I was surprised to see that her pussy was covered in dark, curly hair -- completely untrimmed. There was something arousing and naughty about that.

I guess the situation, the exposure, got to the pretty brunette because she orgasmed almost immediately.

"That was. A good one," she gasped out. Then she kept going.

I sat back and lazily stroked my cock while the three girls got themselves off. Despite already exploding twice that day, I could tell I was on a hair trigger. Seeing Kara's bare pussy put me at another level.

"God, that cock looks good," Kara said, staring right at me. I couldn't stop the smile that ran across my face. For a moment, I thought that maybe it meant she was going to do more. I was wrong. But only sort of.

"I know right?" Lindsay said, "I love watching him while I get off."

"You should stroke it for him," Kara said, "Feel it."

"You mean," Lindsay said between gasps. "Get him off?"

"Don't you want to?" Kara asked, "Have your brother's hot, hard cock in your hands? Feel it thicken and tremor when it shoots. Know it was you that made that happen?"

Lindsay stopped rubbing and looked down at the ground, shyly. I thought for sure that Kara had taken things too far.

My little sister leapt to her feet and practically tackled me. Her little tits swung as she rumbled over. We both groaned as she grabbed hold of my dick.

Lindsay's strokes were far too fast and clumsy but it hardly mattered. Her enthusiasm more than made up for it. I saw she was also working herself with her free hand. For a moment, I thought about reaching over but I was too in her control to move.

"That's a good little sister," Kara said, "Making your brother cum."

As you can imagine, I didn't make it much further after that. Lindsay giggled as my cock swelled in her palm. She made sure my first burst hit her chest, then aimed the next down at Lucy. As soon as my seed spattered her back, my older sister was swallowed by an orgasm of her own.

I lost track of things for a moment, the ecstasy overwhelming my senses. I was vaguely aware of the groans of pleasure as the girls also got off. Happy moans and blissful giggles. I waited for consciousness to drift back, but instead I just felt warm and sleepy. Finally sated, the four of us passed out on the floor.

We woke up before anyone came home, thank God. I can only imagine the reaction if someone saw us. Mostly naked, covered in boy and girl cum, splayed out practically on top of each other. We looked like we'd had an orgy and, honestly, we kind of had.

All of us slowly dressed, then limped down to the kitchen. Whatever was left of our awkwardness had been wiped away by three, hardcore, stroke sessions.

"You want to come by again tomorrow?" Lindsay asked as Kara gathered her things.

"I'm heading back to school, sadly," Kara said, "I'll be back for Christmas, though."

"Cool," Lucy said. Her casual acknowledgement that we would be continuing through the winter holidays was almost as arousing as what we'd all done together. A promise of our future promiscuity

The best friends hugged goodbye. then Lindsay and Kara shared an awkward little wave.

"This was fun," Kara said, "I might have to start up something similar back at school."

"Not at home?" Lindsay asked, teasing.

"Yeah, maybe that too." She was so quiet, I couldn't be sure she actually said it.

Then Kara shut the door behind her. As it clicked closed, I realized that she'd never said goodbye to me. For a moment, I felt sad. Kara was my crush girl and after everything that had happened...

I looked over at my two sisters. They were smiling at me, desirous. Maybe I was better off without Kara, after all.

*

The next day was Saturday. Jan was out doing Jan-things on a weekend trip with friends, but my parents were both home all day, making it hard for us to get away with anything. It was probably for the best; I think we all needed a day to recover after Thanksgiving's debauchery.

But there was a further finality to everything. Kara, our newest and most surprising co-conspirator, was already gone. Our own break was almost over. And while I was convinced that Lucy, Kara and I would continue on, I knew that things were going to change. So, I went into Sunday pretty confident that any sibling sexy-time was going to be on pause for a while.

Repeat it with me now: I was wrong.

Sunday morning, I should have seen the signs. First thing, before the rest of the family woke up, Lindsay caught me making breakfast. She touched my chest, then let her hand slink down lower. Her fingers dandled near my groin.

Despite everything we'd already done, I nearly jumped out of my skin. Yes, in the heat of everything on Friday, my little sister had stroked me off. But in the cold morning light, right in the middle of the kitchen, it still felt weird. And dangerous.

"We need to do stuff again," she said, grinning at me broadly, "Soon."

I knew better than to argue it with her at this point. So instead of protesting, I tried to play it off with a joke.

"You want to give our chakras a little recharge?" I asked.

Lindsay's hand slid lower. "Actually, I was hoping we could align them," she whispered in my ear. She grabbed my cock through my pants. I was hard as hell, of course I was, and she gave me a steady squeeze.

I didn't need a yogi to tell me what my little sister was implying. Hell, Yogi Bear could have solved that riddle. The hornier part of my mind (aka the majority) leapt for joy. But the smaller, smarter part, held back. I'd been there once before, with Lucy, and that had gone about as badly as possible.

I jumped away, separating myself from my little sister.

"I don't think that's a good idea," I said.

"You always say that," Lindsay said, pouting, "But then I always prove you wrong."

"No, it's not like that," I said, "Lucy and I, we..." I froze. Was I revealing a confidence to my sister? Something I wasn't supposed to share?

"What happened with you two?" Lindsay asked, "It seems like you both are into things, even more than me. But you keep yourselves controlled."

"We made a mistake," I said, "I don't think I should say anything more."

"It'll be different," Lindsay said, "I don't get jealous. And I don't care about physical stuff. It's just our bodies. It's natural."

"Are you on birth control?" I asked. I know, I said the think-y part out loud. But at that point, I knew I needed to act the older brother.

Lindsay tilted her head at me, confused. "You know I'm not," she said, "We had to stop all the prescriptions. But I trust you. I know we'll be safe."

I gave her a dubious look.

"Seriously? What happened?" Lindsay asked. Her usually sunny disposure had gone grey.

"Nothing," I said, "Ask Lucy."

"I'm asking you," Lindsay said. She pressed against me, and not in the fun way.

"Oh! I hope that's fresh coffee I smell!" Mom called down from the stairs. A moment later, she flounced into the kitchen.

"Pot's ready now," I said.

"I knew we had you kids for a reason," Mom said. She reached for a mug and filled it.

When I looked over to find Lindsay again, I saw she'd already left the room.

*

I spent the rest of the morning out doing chores. OK, fine, I spent it hiding from my sister. Still, it was the thought that counted.

When I came back home, it seemed that the house had emptied. Thinking I was safe, I plopped down on the couch and turned on the TV. Not a second later, my other masturbating sister was sitting right next to me.

Lucy gave me a quick, pained grimace as she plopped down on the couch. She was in her now-usual-for-the season sweater and jeans -- a black top this time that looked good with her golden hair.

"Lindsay talked to me," she said.

"Oh," I said.

"She seems to think something happened between you and me," Lucy said.

"We're fine," I said. I gave her an almost believable smile. "More than fine."

"Maybe I shouldn't have included her," Lucy said, "At the time, it seemed like a good idea."

"A lot of bad ideas seem smart when we're in the middle of that kind of stuff," I said.

"Yes," Lucy said, she chewed at her lower lip. "I never blamed you. For what happened."

"You could have," I said, "Probably should have."

"No, that's not right," Lucy said, "What we did, we did it together. I'm not sad that it happened, either. I mean, not the end part. That was..."

"A mistake," I interrupted.

"Hell yeah," Lucy said, "Big-o mistake-o."

"Humung-o."

"But the rest of it," Lucy said, "The only thing I regret is that we did something that made it stop. Lindsay's crazy but she's right about one thing: there's nothing wrong with what we're doing. It's fine. It's fun."

"Unless we get caught," I said.

"We won't," Lucy said, "We'll be careful."

I think I wanted to believe her so much, I let her convince me. It was becoming a bad habit on my part.



"There's stuff we shouldn't do," I said.

"Agreed," Lucy said, "But as long as we keep things within the boundaries...?"

"Yes," I said, "I'm good with that."

As if I could have possibly answered any other way.

*

With work coming the next day, my parents called it an early night. Jan, apparently, was planning to go straight from her weekend thing to work the next day, so we were on our own. Lindsay, Lucy and I sat on the couch and watched TV, innocent as ever.

But once the lights were out, and the house was quiet, we turned off the television and slinked upstairs. We didn't say a word. We didn't need to. Lucy opened her bedroom door and we stepped inside, like soldiers ready to do our duty.

As if they'd agreed on it before, both of my sisters stripped off their tops as soon as the door was shut. Lucy's massive melons burst forth, as full and fantastic as ever. Lindsay's little lemons jiggled joyously as they were freed from her lacy bra.

I knew my cues, so I stepped out of my pants and underwear. My dick, already impossibly erect, pointed outward. Like it was trying to select a sister.

Lucy reached for a pillow to put it on the floor, but my little sister grabbed for something far different. Her thin fingers wrapped around my dick. I was too surprised to shout.

Lindsay saw the way Lucy was looking at her and shrugged. As if to ask, what's the big deal?

Lucy thought about it for a second, then moved her shoulders the same way her little sister had. Lindsay had already stroked me off once (and Lucy had done far, far more) so I guess there wasn't much to argue.

I sat down on the floor. Lindsay sat next to me, never letting go of my dick.

"I can't wait to try this out," she said, with an almost contagious enthusiasm.

I thought to point out that she'd already had a go once before, but decided that the time for arguing details was not when my sister was getting ready to jerk me off. So, instead, I smiled at her and offered to return the favor.

Lindsay looked down at herself, realizing that meant stripping down completely. To my surprise, she actually seemed shy.

"That's OK," she said, "Another time."

"Well, if that's being offered count me in," Lucy said.

I couldn't hide my grin as my curvy sister stepped out of her pants and sat next to me, completely naked. She spread her legs, then took my hand and put it right between them. Her muff was warm and already quite wet.

"Fuck, that's hot," Lindsay said. She kept her hand on my dick, but she wasn't moving it. Instead, she stared, agape, while I slowly began fingering our older sister.

"Um, Linds," I said.

"Get to work, little sis," Lucy said, far more pointedly.

Lindsay grinned. She squeezed my cock even tighter, then slowly started to stroke.

"Like this?" she asked.

"I little less tight," I said.

"OK, awesome," Lindsay said.

She began rubbing my cock up and down. The way she did it, like it was the most exciting privilege in the world, made up for any technical shortcomings.

I hoped my own excitement would be enough for Lucy, too. We'd gotten so into dry humping before, that we'd never bothered with manual stimulation. Still, I had a pretty good idea of what I was doing -- I knew how to hit the high notes, as it were -- and so I focused on that. Slotted a finger in Lucy's sex while I used my thumb on her clit.

Lucy groaned. I gasped. Lindsay giggled.

The three of us formed a building, bonding chain. Lindsay stuck her free hand into her jeans and started to stimulate herself, completing the circuit. Now each of us was moving closer to our ecstatic ends.

I noticed, almost laughing, that we'd aligned ourselves into a strange sibling order. The younger stimulating the older. I was fingering my big sister, while Lindsay worked her big brother. For a moment, I wondered if that meant that Lucy should also be pleasing Jan, but I pushed that thought out of my head. Our serious older sister was not going to be joining these sessions. She was a potential impediment, not an eager participant.

And then, just when I thought things couldn't get any hotter, my sisters started talking.

"That's it, Linds," Lucy said, "Stroke that big brother dick."

"His fingers feel good in your pussy?" Lindsay asked.

"Fuck yeah," Lucy said, "You should have let him work you over."

"Next time it'll be my turn," Lindsay said, "And you can get him off. You want that? Feel Dylan's cock spurting in your hands?"

"In my mouth," Lucy said.

"Yeah?" Lindsay said. She eyed my dick like she was thinking about it.

"Be a good girl and suck his dick," Lucy told her. Much more commanding. "Show him how much you need his cum."

"I want to," Lindsay said, "Want it. Inside me."

"Yeah, swallow it all up," Lucy said, missing the implication of Lindsay's words. "Take his load like a good little sister."

For a moment, I could see where Lindsay's brain was headed. I saw her fingers start to unsnap her jeans, and I knew she was about to tumble over the precipice. The one place we definitely could not go.

So, I took my other hand, the one not buried in my big sister's pussy, and lightly pushed down on the back of Lindsay's head. Yes, I know, it's hard to argue I was being heroic by forcing my sister to suck me off. But I still say it was the better option.

Lindsay obediently let me lower her. She opened her mouth and gulped my cock in one, wet stroke.

"Fuck, that feels good, Linds," I said, unable to control the words coming out of my mouth.

Lindsay's long brown hair hung cool around my legs. Her innocent face contorted into a perfect cocksucking expression. She made happy little sucking sounds as she tasted, tested, at my dick.

Lucy groaned in frustration as my fingering slowed, but what did she expect was going to happen? Fortunately, the combination of all the stimulation so far meant I wasn't going to last on Lindsay's tongue.

She slurped sloppily up and down my dick, and that was all it took.

"Oh God!" I cried out, the only warning I could give.

"MMmmmmm!" Lindsay groaned as my cock thickened, then jolted out my first burst of cum.

Lindsay took my first shot and coughed. She fell back. My next blast hit my cute sister right in the face. A big glob of white across her forehead and cheek. Dripping off her nose.

I was so lost in my orgasm by then, I lost track of everything else. My sense of the world around me dimmed. It felt so good, firing off. You'd think I hadn't cum for months, rather than a day and a half.

Distantly, I was aware of something warm engulfing my cock, again. Somehow, I knew it wasn't Lindsay. I forced myself to focus on saw Lucy, now bent over, suckling at my slowly shrinking cock.

"Yeah, sis, clean him up," Lindsay said, "Be a good girl for your baby brother."

Lucy didn't rise to the tease but kept running her tongue over me. It was too sensitive to feel good, exactly, but I wasn't going to stop my sister either.

I flopped back against the wall. Post-cum satisfaction washed over me. This was, without a doubt, perfect. Both my sisters sucking me off. Me getting to play with their warm, wet pussies. I was in heaven. And I could tell that things were only going to get better from there.

I looked up at Lucy's door and saw it was open. Standing there in the opening, mouth agape, was our older sister, Jan. She stared at the scene before her with a disgust strong enough to melt stone.

Next Time: things escalate even further than I could have imagined.
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Pressing Matters with Sister Pt. 03 - Holiday Break

Last time, Dylan and his older sister Lucy started masturbating together. Then their younger sister Lindsay and Lucy's best friend, Kara, joined in. But now that they've finally been caught, what will come of their conspiracy?

All participants are over the age of 18

"I know what you've been doing," Jan said, glaring at me.

We were standing in the hallway by the bedrooms. My oldest sister stood with her hands on her hips. Nearly as tall as me, Jan's inky black hair was tied in its usual tight bun. She had her head tilted to the side -- a glare etched into her sky-blue eyes.

It was late November, the Sunday after Thanksgiving. For the past four months, I'd been engaging in a spectacular celebration of self-love with my sisters. A few moments before, in fact, the three of us had concluded an epic session where we'd ended up rubbing each other off in a wild daisy chain of mutual masturbation. Like an overcharged orgasmic circuit.

It had all begun in the summer, when my busty, blonde, older sister, Lucy invited me to join her in humping the floor. Then, as the weather got colder, my thin, brunette, younger sister, Lindsay and I had started stroking ourselves together. The only sibling who hadn't been involved in our incestuous fapping festival was Jan.

Except, now she was. And in the worst way possible.

Back in the hallway with Jan -- my oldest sister glaring at me with undisguised disgust -- I stared down at the floor, doing my best to look sheepish. I knew there was no point in arguing it. I'd been caught (quite literally) red handed.

There was no argument for what we were doing, either. No explanation that made any sense. What we'd been up to was beyond perverse. It was really, truly wrong. Of course, that was also the attraction of it. But I wasn't going to tell my oldest sister that.

Instead, I stood there, avoiding Jan's gaze, and hoping to hell she would go easy on me.

"I know what you've been doing," Jan said, a smirk edging across her thin lips. "And I want in."

*

Jan had always been distant from the rest of us. Like she was one of the adults rather than a kid. She had a kind of aloof maturity -- even when we were all very much not mature -- that set her apart. The age thing played into that. Whereas we were kind of clumped together (Lucy was 21 to my 19 to Lindsay's 18), Jan felt oddly older at 23. It was more than that, however.

Even in high school, Jan dressed prim and proper. We didn't attend a private school, but Jan always had a uniform: dark skirt and hose, white dress shirt, her hair tied up so tight it strained at the roots.

When Jan left for college, I honestly thought that was the last we'd see of her. She came back for holidays, but even then, she was more of a shadow than a sibling. After Jan graduated school, she really did almost disappear. She had a promising career, a lovely apartment in the city, and a fiance for whom the best description was 'appropriate.'

But when things went in the crapper -- when Dad lost his job and we had to give up our house and our lives in payment for his mistakes -- Jan moved back in with us to help out. Coincidentally or not, Jan's engagement broke apart at around the same time. While Lucy, Lindsay, and I attended school, Jan went to work. She wasn't Mom or Dad, and she didn't play at being them. Jan seemed more like a cool aunt or a hip neighbor or something like that.

My oldest sister was an oddly distant mystery. A foggy mirage, staring at us from some other remote place, even when she was sitting at the same table and eating the same meal.

Which only made my sister's reaction that afternoon all the more alarming. I don't think Jan intended it as a threat. Especially in retrospect, I know that she wasn't trying to menace me. It's just how it felt, in that moment, when she held me under the knife.

*

The next day was a Monday, and we all returned to our routines. Mom, Dad, and Jan all left before the rest of us were awake. Once again, Lucy dropped Lindsay off at the high school, then drove the two of us to our own classes at the community college.

The whole drive, the car was oddly silent. We didn't mention how we'd busted through all kinds of barriers the day before. How Lindsay had sucked my dick. How I'd fingered Lucy to a spectacular finish. How we'd egged each other on the entire time. What we'd done had been beyond anything we'd shared before. And what was worse (better?) it had only felt like a warmup for something way more intimate.

We'd been so easy with each other the day before. It made the discomfort of our morning commute seem even more oppressive. To be fair, not talking was normal for Lucy and me. Our shared sessions had always been a strange, unspoken agreement.

But the silence was downright odd for Lindsay who often liked to go through things blow-by-blow (pun definitely intended) like a hot John Madden, reliving every moment in detail before announcing her plans for more mischief later in the day.

I honestly didn't know what was going on. And I couldn't ascribe the awkwardness to Jan because I hadn't told my other sisters what had happened. Partially because our oldest sibling had asked me not to. Also, though, because it felt like it was my issue to deal with. I didn't want to drag my other siblings down into the morass we'd made.

After we dropped Lindsay off, I came out and asked Lucy about it. The awkwardness, I mean.

"I think we're all settling back in," Lucy said, "With school and stuff. We always tend to be a bit more laid back around the breaks, right?"

"I guess so," I said, "I just hope I didn't do anything wrong."

"Oh no," Lucy said, a lascivious little smile playing on her lips. "In fact, I'd say you did everything right."

I let out a large sigh of relief. I wanted to believe my older sister was correct. I really did.

"Look, we've got three more weeks of school," Lucy continued, "But after that we have a whole eleven days off. I counted. We need to keep our heads down for a little longer. Then we can celebrate for real."

After classes, we came home. Any concerns I might have had following our morning commute were quickly put to rest when Lucy, Lindsay and I did the most normal thing possible: we went for a quick press in the living room before heading off to do homework. It was both weird and reassuring that such a lewd act was the thing to settle my nerves rather than stretch them out.

But there was still the problem of what my oldest sister wanted. I know, it probably seems obvious (in retrospect it was fucking obvious) but at the time I truly didn't know what to make of it.

I want in. What did Jan mean by that? Was she going to join Lucy, Lindsay and I and rub herself off on a pillow? I couldn't picture it.

I mean, if I thought about it (and to be fair, it wasn't the kind of thing I'd ever thought about till that moment), I wasn't even sure Jan masturbated at all. Not that I was keeping track of such things. It was just that my older sister didn't seem the type. Oh sure, she had several serious boyfriends -- one in high school, two in college, then Mr. Milquetoast-the-fiance-that-was-no-longer -- and so I imagined she'd done lots of stuff.

But thinking about my oldest sister abandoning herself to illicit pleasure? This was the girl who'd once celebrated going on a thrilling water slide by saying 'hm' and heading back to her chair to read a book. Jan wasn't exactly a slave to her baser desires. I wasn't sure she even had baser desires. So as 'duh' as I'm sure her comment seems to you all, the idea that my sister was going to rub one out with all of us seemed pretty ridiculous.

But, if not that, what could Jan's words mean?

It's hard to explain how fraught and broken this all felt. The exultation of what I'd shared with Lucy and Lindsay the day before mixed with the curiosity and concern of what Jan had said soon after. Like honey mixed with ghost peppers, burning as it slid so sweetly into my stomach.

I was left to ponder it for hours. That night, we had dinner as a family (Lucy and I on the couch with stack tables). I caught Jan's eye at one point, and she arched an eyebrow. But nothing more. We washed up after, then broke to our separate rooms.

I sat at my desk and opened books to study. Midterms were only a few short weeks away, as Lucy had reminded me, and I needed to get to work.

The day was already quite dark. The house grew quieter, except for the little creaks that this old place always let out. Like the specters had to settle in, as well. At a certain point, I realized that whatever Jan had meant, I wasn't going to find out that night. Or maybe ever. It all seemed so impossible.

Right as I was about to give up and go to sleep, I heard my cell phone buzz. I picked it up and looked at the screen. One word from Jan.

"Come"

*

Slipping into Jan's bedroom felt odd. My oldest sister's forbidding nature made her personal space seem all the more foreboding. Even back in the old house, after Jan had left for college, I was uncomfortable going anywhere near her stuff. Like she'd left a curse on it all or something.

I closed the door behind me carefully, my breath sharp and thin in my chest. Jan's bedroom was as dark as the rest of the house, but I could still make out her spare, utilitarian furniture and oddly bare walls. And, most importantly, I saw my oldest sister, lying back on her bed in a plain white t-shirt and pink, plaid pj pants. She had a book on her lap, like she was up to nothing outside of normal.

Jan saw me enter and a wicked grin filled her face. She raised her eyebrow in that usual inquisitive way, then sat up. Jan was tall, nearly my height, like Lucy. But she was willow thin like Lindsay. Each of us a slight variation on the other in a way that made us look quite unique yet all from the same source. Weirdly familiar and oddly distinct. Siblings, in other words.

Jan patted the bedside next to her and I sat down. For a moment, we both just sat there. I swear I felt the air around me tighten. Even breathing was an epic undertaking.

"Well," Jan said.

I nodded.

"Well?" Jan asked.

For a moment, I was taken aback. This whole time, I'd been assuming that my oldest sister would drive. That she was taking the lead because she was the one who'd demanded it, right? And wasn't Jan always in charge anyways?

But I realized that wasn't true. I'd been the one who'd begun all this (well, technically, Lucy had started it but that was nitpicking). If there was an expert in shared sibling stroke sessions, that person was me. Jan asking in wasn't a threat, it was a request. And now that she'd RSVP'd, it was only natural for her to assume that I'd be starting the party.

I cleared my throat, apologetically. "Usually we'd..." I gestured to the floor.

"Don't be ridiculous," Jan said. There was the oldest sister I knew and loved/feared.

"OK, well, um. I mean. I'm not sure how you like to, you know. Go." I know, great public speaker me. I could run for governor with that kind of eloquence and clarity.

Jan sighed, a sound that let me know she was both disappointed in my performance but also not at all surprised that I'd flubbed it in the first place. She reached over to her nightstand, lifted up a bunch of papers, and retrieved a purple dildo. I'd have been less surprised if she'd pulled an elephant out of there.

The fact that Jan had a toy at all was already a huge shock. The fact that it was so outrageous and lewd, clearly not a beginner item, nearly blew my brain right out the back of my head. I mean, this was a dildo.

It was bright, Barney-purple, and so long it would shame a porn star. And thick. And covered in ridges and bumps. And curved in ways that I couldn't imagine would feel good. And... It looked like a farce's idea of a sex toy -- so over the top that I started to wonder if my oldest sister was messing with me.

Wordlessly, Jan got off the bed. She took her desk chair and wheeled it over to the side, so she was facing me. Then, like it was nothing at all, she shucked off her bottoms, revealing a trim, tidy pussy with a stripe of dark pubic hair. Jan sat down and spread her legs. She held the dildo precipitously over her pussy. The purple, plastic cock of Damocles waiting to plunge.

Jan cleared her throat again. It was not a pleasant noise. I pulled down my sweats and boxers. While my big head had been off in the clouds, my littler one had clearly been thinking of something different (Sisterpussy! I could practically hear it screaming). My dick popped out epically hard and already pulsing.

I sat back on the bed, my cock pointing upward like there was something super interesting on the ceiling that it needed me to see. I don't know what I expected from my sister after my big reveal. But I definitely didn't anticipate the way the usually aloof woman licked her lips, smiled, and said, "Nice."

Jan flipped a switch and her already absurd phallus jumped another level as it started to buzz and shake. The toy practically undulated in her hands. A moment later, she let out a little gasp as it made contact with her clit.

I might have been off in space -- completely stretched between shock and arousal -- but I knew my cue. I grabbed my cock and started to slowly stroke it. I felt myself already on edge and I wanted to make sure I got to watch Jan go first.

In that moment, I realized how apex sexy my oldest sister was. Jan didn't have Lucy's killer curves or Lindsay's libidinous personality. But Jan's body -- those long shapely legs, the hint of her taut bubble butt, that tight little twat. My oldest sister was an absolute smoke show, and I was already regretting not telling her to take her top off.

The fact that Jan was usually so serious, so reserved, only made this moment where she surrendered to her own sexuality feel even more exciting and raw. Seeing her private self -- the way her lip curled and her eyes unfocused; how her knees raised and spread almost subconsciously. Jan was like a living aphrodisiac reclining in a desk chair.

God DAMN I'd underappreciated the opportunity I had before me. Then, as if it wasn't already too much, Jan started talking.

"Such a naughty little brother. Stroking that big cock in front of your sister."

I'd have done a spit take if I'd been drinking. Jan's words were so fucking hot, my dick almost did its own kind of spit take right there.

Jan's voice went low and raspy. It practically thrummed with need. She could have told me to jab a pencil in my eye with that tone and I'd have agreed without hesitation. Fortunately, she only wanted one thing.

"You're not supposed to do that -- oh! -- little bro," Jan said.

She continued to tease at herself with her toy. The dildo no longer seemed silly at all. No, that lavender monstrosity was now deadly serious. And all I could think about was how badly I wished I could take its place.

"Nasty, wicked boy," Jan continued. I wondered if she had even an inkling of how much power she had over me in that moment. "Watching your big sister get off."

I figured she probably wanted me to talk back but when I started, she shushed me.

"Bad enough you're rubbing that big dick for me," Jan said, "Watching me make myself feel so good." That last word devolved into a low groan. A throaty "ohhhhhhhhh" that, on top of an already incredible performance, might have been the sexiest thing I'd heard yet.

We sat there, getting ourselves off. The room filled with our shared grunts and groans. The slicking sound of my palm stroking loose skin. The droning hum of my sister stimulating her clit.

"You getting close, little brother?" Jan asked, "You going to cum? Naughty boy spurting his stuff in front of his sister?"

I could only nod my head in agreement.

"OK," Jan said, "Let it all out. It's OK, it's our secret. I won't tell. It's OK to let your sister see.... OH! OhhhhhhhhhhOH!"

Jan shuddered. She shook. With a trembling hand, she reached up for her left nipple and squeezed it, hard. Her bright blue eyes rolled back in her head. Her legs went stiff as her toes curled back and her whole body clenched.

It was more than I could take, and I erupted. The pleasure raced through me sharp as lightning and full as thunder. An arc of white spurted across our bodies, landing on Jan's leg.

I thought she'd get grossed out, but as my sperm hit her flesh, Jan's orgasm seemed to go to another level. She choked out a little ecstatic sob. My next shot, I didn't see where it went. The bliss overwhelmed me, and I lost track of anything except the pumping, pulsing pleasure as it engulfed me, body and soul.

When my eyes gained focus, I found myself gasping for air. My dick was slowly softening in my hand. Sticky from my spend.

Jan was staring at me, a bemused expression on her face. A strand of her dark hair had escaped her bun and she blew it away from her eyes, only for it to settle back where it'd been before. She let out a little sigh.

"Well, that was fascinating," Jan said, "Let me get you a tissue."

I could tell Jan's normally serious nature, her mask of indifference, was slowly slipping back on. But it was incongruent with the way she stumbled around her dark bedroom looking for a box of Kleenex. Finally, she handed me a wad. She took some for herself and I watched her run it from her calf to her thigh.

"You let out a lot," Jan said, "You must have been super backed up."

I didn't have the heart to tell her that, actually, this was already the second time I'd spent with a sibling that day. Instead, I just nodded. I was weirdly proud of myself for cumming so much. Like I'd accomplished something laudable solely by producing copious semen on command.

"Whew! I needed that," Jan said. She chuckled, a soft thing, then lay back down in bed.

I stared at my sister, a bit in awe. She went back to reading her book. Her face so expressionless. And yet the woman I'd seen a moment before was still there, right beneath the surface. It was so fucking hot, yet also oddly intimate.

"Have a good night," Jan said.

It was the only post-mortem I'd ever get from her. I stumbled back to my bedroom, shell shocked. My God. Whatever I'd pictured when Jan had pulled me into her bedroom after catching us. Well, it certainly wasn't that.

There was no doubt in my mind now, the next few weeks were going to be an epic experience.

*

The next few weeks were boring as hell.

Like Lucy had predicted in her car that morning, we all got swallowed up in the responsibilities of school, work, and life. Lucy, Lindsay and I would press every couple of days (we were busy, not insane). Two more times, Jan called me into her room on a quiet night and we rubbed off in front of each other. But my sister kept her panties on, left her crazy dildo in her drawer, and barely made a sound. Even as she climaxed.

If I'm making it all sound banal that's because, honestly, it kind of was. Well, in the moment it was hot as hell. It was still masturbating with my sister. But, similar to the pressing I did with Lucy and Lindsay, it felt both very rushed and also quite routine. Like brushing our teeth together or something like that. If anything, jerking off with Jan made me feel more like a prop, a porn video she could call up at will, then swipe away once she was finished. I can't say I wasn't using her the same way.

At the same time, like my mind had been partitioned, I couldn't stop thinking about what had happened that first night -- the dirty talk and all that. I know that sounds ludicrous. We were, literally, getting off together. And I was rubbing it out with my two other siblings every few days, as well.

But I spent a good amount of my free time fantasizing about all the other stuff we could be doing when we actually had time to enjoy it. That's beyond covetous, it's fucking crazy. But knowing that and stopping it are two different things. As any addict will tell you.



I think part of it was the anticipation. In that way, it was almost fun. Before, when my sisters and I had hit dry spells, I'd worried we might be reaching the end of our adventures. But this time I had no doubt we'd be back to doing things as soon as school let out. I just wanted that time to come as quickly as possible.

Finally, as the holidays grew closer -- as midterms finished and classes closed, and a light dusting of snow covered the roads in anticipation of Santa's arrival -- we all started to awaken from our sexual slumber. Like a group of incest-obsessed, libido-driven, hibernating bears awakening to meet the dawn.

Two days before the break, Lindsay caught my arm as we did the post-dinner dishes. She didn't have to say a word, I could see what she wanted by the glint in her eye. But, being my younger sister, she said it anyway. Right out loud.

"I want to do our thing," Lindsay said. Her fingernails bit into my bicep, right through my sweater. Instinctively, I looked around for Lucy (we'd been kind of a package deal), but my older sister was out with friends. "Just us is OK."

"What thing is that exactly?" Mom asked, eyebrow arching in a mirror of her oldest daughter.

Like I said, Lindsay and I were standing right there in the kitchen. And my little sister had been none too quiet about her request. Talking loudly over the running water and all. God, but Lindsay had a way of getting us in trouble.

Fortunately, she also had the ability to talk herself right back out of it.

"Videogames," Lindsay said, flightily, tilting her head.

"I thought you didn't like that stuff," Mom said, "You gave me that whole speech about how it's all empty and meaningless. Spiritually bankrupt." My mom did air quotes as she spoke the last two words.

"Yeah, but then Dylan showed me this neat game where you grow vegetables and you have to collect different seeds, but they only grow during select seasons and they change each day so..."

And my sister was off to the races. I don't know if her rambling was on purpose or just the way her brain worked but it didn't matter because in moments it was clear our mom had completely checked out of the conversation. It was such a good cover that I could almost forgive my sister for causing the chaos in the first place.

Once Mom was subdued, we finished washing and Lindsay led me up to her bedroom. She carefully closed the door, then flopped down on the floor. Without even a preamble, my little sister took her top off. Now she only had on a purple sports bra with striped, black-and-white yoga pants.

"Come on Dylan, don't waste time," Lindsay said, "I need your energy to weave with mine."

"Uh huh," I said, not buying into my sister's mumbo jumbo any more than I needed to get off. "Everything?"

"Heck yeah, everything!" Lindsay said. She pulled her bra up over her head, revealing her little, pinkish breasts. Then she stripped off her bottoms as well, leaving her completely bare. Lindsay's pussy was completely shaved; it looked so full and welcoming. Damn, my baby sister had a great body. Lithe like a sculpture, yet soft and warm and oh-so-sexy.

Lindsay let out a little happy gasp when my dick popped free. She reached out to grab it, instinctual, but stopped herself. I tilted my head at her, but my little sister didn't explain. Instead, she brushed her impossibly long brown hair out of her eyes, reached between her legs, and started rubbing.

"That looks so good, Dylan," Lindsay said. Her green eyes focused on my dick like it was the center of the universe.

"You look so good," I said. I know, again, judging my vocabulary while my dick is in my hands isn't the fairest thing in the world.

It didn't take long for either of us to get off. Lindsay let out her usual high-pitched squeak as her body folded in on itself. I wasn't far after, spurting hot seed all over my sister's incredible little body.

"Oh Goddess," Lindsay groaned, "I can't wait to have your stuff inside me."

*

The next morning, one day before break, Lucy jutted her chin at me over breakfast. I couldn't hide my confusion. My older sister couldn't possibly mean she wanted a press. Sure, my parents and Jan had already hit the road. But didn't we have school?

"My finals are finished," Lucy said, "And you don't have a test till this afternoon."

"Oh," I said, "Right." Was it weird that my sister knew my schedule better than me? Was it weirder that that wasn't even in the top five of weird things between me and my sister? "But what about Lindsay?"

"She told me she already got hers last night."

I did my best not to blush. "Still, don't we have to drive her to class?"

Lucy's mouth quirked, but it quickly shifted into a big, dirty grin. "Yes," my older sister said, "Yes we do."

The three of us got in the car. Lindsay didn't question why it took two siblings to take her to school. Maybe it was my imagination, but she seemed a little spacier after our evening session. Like the lingering fumes of her orgasm were still leaking out of her.

After we let Lindsay go, Lucy headed back home. But after my older sister took a few turns in a different direction, we found ourselves rolling down a quiet road. I recognized we were going towards the nearby nature preserve. Though I didn't think Lucy was looking to go bird watching.

We turned down a gravel path and parked in a spot on the side of the road. It was early in the morning on a weekday; the little lot was empty. Lucy switched off her car and stepped out, stretching in the frigid air. I climbed out on the other side and eyed her.

Lucy was wearing a long white coat that went down past her knees. She had on a matching, knit white hat. Her blonde hair hung down in braids on either side of her face. Lucy's cheeks were already ruddy, making her blue eyes seem to sparkle even more than usual. It was cold enough that I could see her breath.

We trudged down a rock path, past bare trees and snow-dusted rocks. Our footsteps crunched loudly on brown leaves. The place was beyond empty; even the animals had decamped for the season.

Turning past a boulder taller than the two of us combined, we came to a tiny, open picnic area. Several wooden tables were scattered next to rusty, metal barbecue stands. The clearing was surrounded by tall, thin trees.

The scene was peaceful, quiet, but my sister was anything but. Lucy shoved me back onto the top of a picnic table. She reached for my belt, and in seconds, my pants and boxers were around my ankles. The wooden table felt icy on my bare butt. But my cock knew what was coming and was already at attention. I swear I could see steam coming off it.

Lucy stood over me. She unbuttoned her coat but left it on. Then she stepped out of her pants. My older sister's amazing blonde pussy was right in front of my face. Despite everything we'd done, I'd never gotten a good look before. Like my other sisters', it was perfect (and I'm aware of what a weird thought all that is).

For a moment, I thought Lucy was about to full-on mount me, breaking a barrier we'd set up months before. But my older sister wasn't all the way back to that place. Not yet, anyway.

Lucy did climb on top of me, but her head was by my crotch, putting her sweet, soft sex in the right place for my tongue. There was no need for further explanation. We went at each other like we were crazed. Wild.

The cold had a part in it for sure. Every time my dick slipped from Lucy's warm mouth, I swore it was going to freeze right off. But it was more than that. We needed each other. Craved the lewd, depraved intimacy of it. The wet, loud, sloppy slurping that removed any doubt that we were animals in heat.

Before, Lucy had cleaned my dick after Lindsay had sucked me off. But she'd never actually given me head. My cock had been in my sister's pussy but never my tongue. Yet the two of us plunged into oral pleasures in public like practiced savants. We brought each other off with the ardor of the starving. When my sister came -- her clit jammed under my tongue -- her shout echoed through the thin winter air. My own cum spurted out of me, hot, soon after. Lucy gulp, gulp, gulped it all down.

We lay on top of each other, panting. Suddenly, I felt exceptionally cold. Lucy leapt off me and threw on her pants. I did the same and we raced, shivering, back to the car. Lucy laughing hysterically as she fumbled the keys to finally fire up the engine. She blasted the heat as high as she could.

I looked over at my sister, trembling. She shot me a similar expression. This was utter madness. Complete, ecstatic, blissful insanity. I didn't ever want to let it go. The heat finally kicked in and I stopped shaking. Lucy sucked in a deep breath and let it out as a sigh. As we stared out the windshield, a few snowflakes drifted languidly onto the glass.

"I'm happy," Lucy said out of nowhere.

"Anything in particular?"

"No," Lucy said, "All of it. None of it. The last few years have been... I'm just happy."

"Me too."

Another pause. Lucy seemed to be tumbling something around in her mind. Finally, she oriented it in a way she was comfortable with and let it slide out.

"Remember Randy Hotguy?"

"That dude you had a crush on at school?" I remembered him.

Lucy had brought him up as an example of someone she thought about when we pressed, back in the beginnings of all this. She didn't know his name, he was a random hot guy, so we named him that. Kind of as a joke.

"He asked me out yesterday."

"Really? That's, um. Yeah, wow. That's great."

"I turned him down," Lucy said.

"What? Why?"

"You know why."

I supposed that I did. But we weren't supposed to say those things out loud, were we?

"Look, I don't know what this is," Lucy said, gesturing between the two of us "But I know that I want it."

"Me too," I said. I hadn't even realized it till that moment. But I knew that it was true. It couldn't be love, not between siblings. Not in that way. But here we were, and I didn't ever want it to end.

"Yeah?"

"Yeah."

"And everything else? All the stuff that comes with it?" Lucy asked.

"We'll figure it out," I said, more confident than I felt. "What about Lindsay?"

"What about her?" Lucy asked. She flipped down the sunshade and opened the mirror, checking her face for any evidence of my spend.

"I guess she's part of this now," I said, "We all are." I didn't dare say the J-name out loud. At least, not yet.

"I don't mind Lindsay," Lucy said. A little smile played on her face. "As long we're, you know, us."

"Lindsay wants to have sex," I said, "Not just what we've been doing. You know. All the way. She keeps talking about it."

"So?"

"Well, I mean. I don't know if it's a good idea," I said, "She wants me to do it. To finish. You know, in her."

"I don't blame her," Lucy said.

"You don't think it's, like, a bad idea?" I asked, "Beyond the sibling thing. What with the risk and all?"

"I think it's none of my business what you and Lindsay do together," Lucy said.

I gave my sister a jaundiced eye.

"Fine," Lucy said, "I guess what I mean is, it's not up to me. But personally? I think you should go for it."

"Seriously?"

"You've done almost everything else with her," Lucy said, "What's the big deal, honestly?"

"Even after what happened with you and me? When I... When we almost..."

"I think a lot about that too," Lucy said, "I have a lot of regrets."

"I'm sorry," I said, "I screwed up. I'm so stupid. I can't tell you how awful I feel about all of it. The danger I put us in."

"Stop," Lucy said. She put her fingers on my lips. "The only thing I feel bad about is that we stopped."

*

That night, I couldn't sleep. I lay in bed, staring at the ceiling, searching for answers to questions I didn't even know how to ask. My hot younger sister (who was very much not on birth control) was outright demanding intercourse. My gorgeous older sister was straight up searching for a real relationship. Both requests felt impossibly foolish yet undeniably inescapable. I should have felt like I won the lottery. Two beautiful women wanted to be with me and neither minded the other, to boot. But don't most lottery winners also end up horribly depressed and miserable?

My phone buzzed and I looked down. For some reason, it showed me the text that Jan had sent two weeks before.

"Come."

Then I realized -- my phone wasn't notifying me about an old message. I'd gotten a new one. I popped out of bed like it was burning hot.

The house was silent. Everything was pitch dark. The next day was Christmas Eve, and I could make out a few branches of our undecorated tree at the end of the hall. I turned to my oldest sister's bedroom before I got there -- I knew a much better present was waiting inside.

Once again, I found Jan in bed, reading a book. She had her dark hair up in the usual bun and she was wearing her reading glasses. She had on a silky, black top that, if I didn't know any better, I'd swear was lingerie.

Jan nodded and took off her glasses when I came in. She slid out from under the covers to reveal a pair of matching dark shorts. She didn't say a word, just sashayed over to the desk chair and put it into place. Then she reached into her drawer and pulled out her lavender companion. I smiled and, this time, it wasn't from mirth. I was legitimately happy to see the fellow. It meant that I wasn't here for a quick stroke. We were going to have FUN.

As if to confirm my thoughts, Jan stood up and immediately stripped down. I hadn't seen her naked the last time and it was, truly, a revelation. Jan didn't have Lindsay's toned tummy. And she lacked Lucy's massive breasts. But my oldest sister's body was beyond what I could have imagined. Her breasts were full, yet perky. Her hips flared out at a perfect curve. Her long legs and trim flank -- it was like finding a goddess living in my sister's bedroom.

As a grand finale, Jan reached back and undid her hair. It fell past her shoulders in waves like liquid onyx.

Fuck. Me.

"What?" Jan tilted her head. She'd caught me drooling, no doubt.

I responded by stepping out of my own clothes. There was nothing I could say that would explain to my oldest sister exactly what she'd shown me. And while I knew my own body couldn't compete, it was the only card I had to play. Fortunately, Jan eyed my dick with the same perverted wonder that I'd just given her. She grinned, wickedly.

Jan sat down on her desk chair, spreading her legs like a swan's wings. She dipped her dildo to her clit, then flicked it on. The room filled with a buzz and a gasp.

I took my place on Jan's bed, facing her. My cock firmly in hand. I gave it only the most cursory of strokes. I was going to enjoy this show for as long as possible. Plus, I had another plan in mind. One I'd been working on for the last two weeks, hoping I'd get another shot at this.

"Such a naughty sister," I said.

Jan's eyes went wide. Her leg kicked.

"Bad little girl, showing your little brother your pussy."

She gasped. Her eyes rolled back. Just like that, a few well-placed words, and already I'd made my sister cum. A tiny one to be sure, but no less magnificent for all that it meant.

"You like that, little perv? Watching me cum?" Jan asked. Her azure eyes were alight -- now that it was clear that I got the game, it was time to take the gloves off and play.

"Sick sister, you want your baby brother's cock, don't you?" I started to stroke myself faster, practically waving my dick at my sister like a scarlet cape at a bull. "You're not supposed to want that."

"Gross brother, staring at sissy's pussy," Jan snarled, "You want to -- OH! -- stick it in me, don't you? That's incest."

"You wish," I said, "You'd love to feel your brother's long, thick cock fill your forbidden cunt. You're practically pissing on the floor you want it so bad."

"Oh... OH!" Jan's legs kicked out. She reached with her free hand and pinched her left tit purple. She let out a long, anguished squeal of delight as her orgasm overtook her. This wasn't the little bump of before, it was a mountain. And my older sister howled as she soared off the cliffside.

By the time she came down, she was bathed in sweat and her own slick juices. Her thighs shiny. Dark hair stuck to the side of her face. Jan dropped her dildo to the floor. She looked beaten, but her eyes were so intense -- so filled with erotic energy -- they looked ready to power a whole city block.

"Do it," Jan said, her voice ragged and thin. "Cum on your sick sister. Cover me with your thick, incestuous seed."

I jammed at my cock with abandon. All my patience from before was working against me. I stood up, pointing my dick in Jan's face. Stroked like an animal.

"You want that brother dick," I said. Forcing out each word felt like a phenomenal effort. "That sibling spend. You want my load on your face. On your tits. In your unprotected pussy."

"Oh GOD!" Jan's legs kicked out. She hadn't even touched herself, but the orgasm showed up anyway. Her eyes rolled back in her head, hard.

My own ecstasy grabbed hold of me. I spurted onto my sister. A thick glob of pearlescence spattered her right on her face. The next hit lower, on her lovely breast.

"Uhn...naughty boy." Jan gasped out. "Cumming all over your big sister."

Jan tumbled out of the chair and onto the floor, still shaking on the ground. I stood over her, as if my sister was a precious flower and I was watering her with my cum. Like she was an inferno, and this was the only way to put her out.

I lowered myself to the ground next to Jan. My cock was now soft and sticky in my hand. The bliss continued to roll over me. We sat there on the hard, wood floor. Barely touching. Glorifying in our shared ecstasy.

My breath slowed. The orgasm drained out of me. I felt awkward but satiated. Jan snuggled up next to me. She wrapped her long arms around my shoulders. I tried to think of the last time my oldest sister had hugged me. The only answer I could come up with was 'never.'

"Such a good little brother," Jan said. She kissed my cheek, lightly. I realized she smelled a bit like licorice. "Making your big sister feel so good."

Jan let go of me and climbed back onto the bed. I started to make my way to the door. I don't know why it all came to me at once, how odd all this was. Lucy and I had always been close. Even before the pressing. So, it felt natural to me, in a very unnatural way, that we'd fallen into things together.

With Lindsay, I don't know. I guess that didn't make much sense either. But my younger sister had a way of making upside down seem right side up. It was merely a matter of seeing things from her perspective. Of course we'd fool around. Whyever not?

I couldn't say the same with Jan and I guess that got to me. Was this just fun? Or something far more dangerous?

"What are we doing here, really?" I asked my oldest sister.

I turned around to face her. She was under the covers. Her black hair was already back in its bun. Her nose buried in her book. Jan cocked her eyebrow in that signature expression of hers. Like a sexy Mr. Spock.

"We're masturbating?" Jan said.

"Yes, I get that," I said, "I mean, like, what are we doing?"

Jan let out a long sigh, like I was the most exasperating person in the whole universe. As if my question wasn't actually so overloaded with merit that it might tip us all over.

"I'm stuck home," Jan said, "I have nothing to do except work. And seeing you, Lindsay, and Lucy together? Well, I guess you three found a way to make the time pass. Better than reading books, anyway."

"It has its benefits," I said, with a wry smile.

"So why can't I enjoy it, too?" Jan asked.

I nodded my head. That made sense in a very Jan way.

"So, this is all because you're bored," I said, "And a little jealous?"



"Something like that," Jan said, like that was the most natural response in the world. "You don't have to worry about feelings with me, Dylan. I don't do angry or jealous or sad. I don't come with those settings. You know that better than maybe anyone."

"So, there's nothing more to this," I said.

"Yes, my evil plan to ensnare my younger brother," Jan said, tenting her fingers like an animated maniac, "Please. I don't even know how that would play out. I saw you guys doing something and I wanted in. Nothing more. OK?"

"OK."

"Besides," my oldest sister said with a wicked grin, "It's fun to be bad."

*

I blinked awake the next morning, feeling warm and cozy. I heard voices coming from downstairs. The thought raced into my mind: it was Christmas Eve. I'd made it.

This wasn't the big day, but that didn't matter. Lindsay's school was closed. Lucy and I were done with classes. Jan's office was shut till after New Year's. We were about to have an absolute orgy of incestuous delights. Santa could crash into a mountain for all I cared.

The voices from downstairs got louder. I realized that I wasn't hearing the soft sounds of family celebrating the upcoming holiday. They were shouting. Arguing. This was a full-on fight.

Despite my better judgement, I spilled out of bed, pulled on PJ pants and a white t-shirt, and raced downstairs. I found my entire family in the living room, standing on opposite sides like they were spoiling for a brawl.

My father was already halfway out the door. Mom trailed behind him.Jan, Lindsay, and Lucy were on the other side of the living room. Everyone turned to look at me when I reached the top of the stairs.

"What's going on?" I asked, stupidly.

"All of you need to learn to be grateful for what you have!" Mom screeched. She and Dad slammed the door behind them. I swore I could hear them storming down the front steps. Even the rumble of Dad's car sounded angry as he drove off.

The living room was silent. I turned to look at my sisters.

"What just happened?" I asked, again being dumb.

"I offered to help decorate the tree," Lucy said. Her blue eyes were wide. Her bottom lip trembled.

"Dad went batshit," Jan said. She was holding a cup of coffee in her hand so hard it was shaking slightly. Her fingers were white with the tension of it.

"I noticed," I said.

"Seriously, that was nuts," Lindsay said.

"Lucy offered to help decorate the tree," Jan said, "Like she said."

"Then Dad lost it," Lindsay said, "Started shouting about how we should be happy with what we have."

Lucy sniffled. "I didn't mean it that way, I swear. I just wanted to be helpful."

"We know," Jan said, firmly. She'd told me the day before she didn't 'do' angry. Well, she sure seemed pissed off in that moment. "Dad went into this whole rant about how we all need to respect his hard work and stop being 'ungrateful little...' Well, you know."

"It got worse from there," Lindsay said.

"Seriously?" I asked.

All three sisters nodded.

"He said a lot of hurtful things," Lucy said, "About us being spoiled and selfish and, um, stuff."

"I'd happily go to work," I said, "He's the one that forbid us from doing it."

"Well, apparently he's angry about it, anyway," Jan said, "Along with a host of other crap."

"What did Mom do?" I asked.

"You saw that part," Lindsay said, "She took his side. Repeated everything he said and piled on."

"All because Lucy offered to help with the tree," I said, shaking my head.

"I'm pretty sure this is about more than Christmas," Jan said.

Lucy slumped against the wall, looking distraught. "I swear I didn't mean it," she mumbled to herself.

"So, what do we do now?" I asked.

"I'll apologize to them both when they get home," Lucy said.

Jan rolled her eyes. "We already did that, and it didn't do anything."

"So what do you suggest?" Lucy asked.

"Girls, we're not going to get anywhere better by fighting each other," Lindsay said.

"Dad's being a dick and Mom's acting like an ass," Jan said, "There's nothing we can do. Just wait for them to cool off."

That didn't seem like much of a solution. If anything, it felt like that was only going to make things fester further. But I didn't feel like it was my place to tell my sisters what to do.

So, instead, we all sat in the living room, looking at each other like we'd been through a bombing. Which I suppose was sort of true. We stayed that way for a while, saying very little. I was confused, bewildered. The girls were all devastated. A poisonous mix of embarrassment, regret, and indignance (you can probably guess who was what).

What should have been a celebration now felt like a funeral.

*

We spent the rest of the day quiet, like tiptoeing through a crime scene. I didn't need to study, but I stayed in my room anyway. I thought about everything I'd been anticipating. All I could hope was that a few hours would pass, and my family would be in a better place.

My parents came home, and we had a chaste, uncomfortable dinner. Lucy spoke up to apologize, but Dad waved her off.

"Don't bother," he said, with all the aggression of a threat. Mom glared at us over our forkfuls.

Christmas morning, I thought we'd see things thaw. But no such luck. We opened our gifts quietly, in corners, then shuffled off to our rooms. The day before, I'd thought that maybe this would blow over and we'd be back to fooling around. Now, I wasn't sure if we'd already ended the holiday before it barely had a chance to start. My most anticipated week was looking like it was going to be nothing more than a long march through misery. God help me, I actually started to look forward to going back to school.

That afternoon, with the house so quiet you'd think it was empty, I was watching videos on my phone when it buzzed. I swiped over to the text app.

Another message from Jan. Actually, the same message from Jan. I had three of them now.

Come

Come

Come

There was something seriously dirty about it (I could hear my sister in my head, chanting those words), and for the first time in days, I actually smiled.

For a moment, I stopped myself. Things were already tense. Was this really such a great idea? Then I realized: things were so tense, this was a fantastic idea!

Carefully, I opened my door and slipped down the hall. I doubted anyone was going to notice, but getting caught now felt like it carried extra consequences. I had on sweatpants and a t-shirt. I guess, if someone saw me, I could say I was going to the bathroom.

I opened my oldest sister's door. She was sitting on the edge of the bed, staring at me, seriously. I wondered if she'd been waiting that way the whole time. Jan had on the same, black lingerie from the time before. On my sister, it looked oddly professional. Like she could have worn the outfit to the office, if she chose.

Like an overdue Christmas miracle, my cock sprang to life. Jan's face broke into a grin. She shucked off her shorts. I took off my pants. Was this going to be one of our quickies or would we take the time to play around?

"Bad little brother," Jan said, "Making me touch your cock."

Sure enough, my oldest sister reached out and grabbed my dong, pulling me within comfortable reach. She stroked me up and down.

"Do it, sis," I said, my brain racing to take in all of what this meant. "Make me feel good."

"Oh, but it's so wrong," Jan said, "Stroking off my brother."

I reached for Jan's breasts beneath her silky top. The slipperiness of them under the silk was something else. I found her nipples and pinched, slightly. Jan groaned.

"Bad... little... brother..."

I wasn't going to last long in my oldest sister's grasp. The talking, the unfamiliarity of her fingers, the way her oh-so-serious face was twisted with desire -- she didn't need much skill to get me off. The fact that Jan was also, actually fantastic at this was the cherry on top of our incestuous sundae.

Jan reached behind her, where her violet friend was waiting. She took the dildo with her free hand and started to work it into her pussy. The buzzing monstrosity stretched her nether lips, lewdly. Oh my God. It was happening. All of it.

I was going to cum any second. Would Jan let me spray on her chest? Her face? And what then? Was I going to finger my oldest sister's pussy? Or even better, get her off with my tongue? I was so entranced by all the possibilities of what was about to happen, that I lost track of what was going on in the moment.

Until I heard a gasp.

It wasn't one of pleasure, or desire. A short, sharp, high-pitched intake of breath. It didn't come from Jan. The sound led my eyes to the bedroom door. It was cracked open. A pair of green eyes stared back at me. Mouth open in shock.

Lindsay.

My cock went from 60 to 0 in seconds. From about to cum to completely soft. Shit.

"What?" Jan looked up at me. Then back at the door. Our eyes met. Both of us thinking the same exact thing.

Shit. Shit. Shit.

I threw on my pants and scrambled out of Jan's room. I went right to Lindsay's door and knocked. No response. I was about to shout her name, but I stopped myself. This was already so, so bad. Drawing attention only made things way worse.

I walked back to Jan's room, dejected. My sister was dressed and sitting back on her bed; the perfect expression of disinterest.

"What have we done?" I asked her.

She didn't have an answer for me.

*

I'm sure you're thinking that it wasn't that big of a deal. How could Lindsay be upset about catching me doing something that she, herself, had been up to?

But that was sort of the problem right there. Lindsay and I had been doing all kinds of dirty stuff together. We had an implied trust, if not an overt one. And I'd shattered it by not sharing what was going on with Jan. Having a threesome with your wife doesn't also give you permission to have a mistress on the side. In fact, it makes the betrayal feel all the deeper.

"Let me explain," I said, the next morning over breakfast.

"There's no need," Lucy said, looking protectively over at Lindsay. Apparently, my sisters had shared the news.

"It's just, Jan and I..."

"I saw everything about you and Jan," Lindsay spat.

"I should have said something," I said, "Before."

"Whatever," Lucy said. She and Lindsay both glared at me in the exact same way. It was uncanny in a very upsetting way. "Don't let us stop you."

As bad as the day before had felt, this was worse. For one thing, I was right in the center of it this time. But moreso, what happened with our parents was upsetting but not permanent. Hell, half of me was convinced that the whole reason all of this sibling-sex-stuff had started was as a way of feeling better about our situation with Mom and Dad.

But getting caught with Jan had more a direct effect on our activities. Our trust. Time wouldn't heal it and apologies didn't help. I'd managed to mess things up even worse.

When I went to talk to Jan about it, she shut me out, too. "I think it's better for us to let things cool off for a bit," she explained, before closing her door in my face.

I didn't need a translation to know that 'a bit' meant 'for the rest of our natural lives.'

And just like that, everything we'd been heading towards was gone -- poof! -- like an oasis flipping back to endless desert.

*

The holiday week dragged on. Every day was a reminder of what should have been but wasn't. I tried a few more times to talk to my sisters, but they completely shut me out. It's not like I didn't understand what I'd done. I just desperately wanted, needed, to fix things. And Lucy, Lindsay, and Jan made it clear -- I couldn't.

The thing with my parents didn't untangle itself either. Mom and Dad rededicated themselves to work and when they were home, everything felt like dry tinder. Like even the smallest spark would lead to an explosion. So mostly we ignored each other. Not talking, by the way, really helps make relationships work. Like gasoline on a fire.

I spent as much time separated as I could. In my room or out for walks. Most of my friends had moved away from town and the ones that hadn't, well, what would we talk about, exactly? The fact that I was back at home instead of away for school? Or that our family was broke and barely getting by? Or how about the fact that my mutual masturbation club with my sisters had imploded? Yes, I was better off by myself for sure.

Finally, on Friday, I got a knock on my bedroom door. Lucy was standing there, eyeing me coldly. She had on a blue sweater that accentuated her eyes. I couldn't hide the relief on my face at seeing her.

I was so surprised to see my buxom blonde sister, that I forgot how to speak. Before I could sputter out my apology/explanation/plead for mercy, Lucy spoke.

"I don't want to talk about it," Lucy said, straight off.

"OK?"

"We got an invite from Kara," Lucy said. Her affect stayed flat.

Kara was Lucy's best friend from high school. I'd had a crush on her, and it turned out, she was maybe interested in me, as well. Over Thanksgiving, we'd kinda, sorta, accidentally introduced her to our incestuous playtime. I hadn't heard from her since, though, and I assumed it was because she'd had doubts about everything we'd done. I wouldn't blame her.

"She's having a big holiday party at her house," Lucy continued, "She invited all of us, even Jan."

"Even me?"

"Especially you," Lucy said. The disdain stayed stamped on her face.

"It's fine, you guys have fun," I said. I went to shut the door.

"Dylan," Lucy caught it before I could close it. For a moment, I saw a bit of worry slip out.

"I know, OK," I said, "I know. I fucked up. Big time. With all of you. Just have fun. I'll be fine."

"We're all super upset right now," Lucy said, "But that doesn't mean I... Look, Kara specifically asked me to invite you. I'm angry, sure, but I'm not cruel. She wants you there. And I think it'll be nice if we all go."

"Will it help if I let you smash my head into a wall while we're there?" I asked.

Lucy smiled, like she didn't want to but couldn't stop herself. "It's worth a try."

*

All four of us piled into Jan's car and she drove us to the party. Yes, even my oldest sister agreed to go. I think we all wanted out of the house. On top of what I'd done, the incident with our parents was still looming over us. A chance to pretend at normality for a while really appealed. Or, at least the opportunity to get sloppy drunk.

I was wearing a dark sweater with grey slacks. Lucy, Lindsay and Jan all had on dark dresses. We looked formal, like we were going to church rather than a celebration. I guess it matched our moods. For a moment, I let myself think that maybe everything would be OK. That this was a sign of the ice breaking.

Kara's house was massive. A mansion at the top of a hill on the end of a cul-de-sac. I'd known that Lucy's best friend was well to do, but this was ridiculous. Even when things had been going good for our family, it had never been like this.

We parked on the street and walked up to the door. The place was already jumping, Christmas music blaring. Flashing lights and one of those giant skeletons wearing a Santa hat on the lawn.

Kara, herself greeted us at the door. The cute brunette was wearing an ugly Rudolph sweater and with a reindeer horn headband. She gave us all hugs, saving an extra tight squeeze for me.

"I'm so happy you all made it," she said, still looking me in the eyes. I wish I could tell you that with everything else going on in my life, my body was unable to respond to this overt flirting. But I cannot.

Kara led us inside, pointing out where we could get drinks and how to find the bathroom. The place wasn't too crowded, but it'd take an army to make that house feel overstuffed.

When she was done, Kara grabbed Lucy's arm and led her back to the kitchen. My other sisters immediately split off, leaving me holding a red, plastic Solo cup and standing awkwardly in the living room. I found a couch to sit on and stared off into the distance.

I ran into a few people I recognized from high school. I had the same, awkward conversation with five different people. Yes, living back at home. No, County College wasn't too bad. No, no girlfriend. Yes, just hanging out and playing videogames.

However, it was sort of nice to socialize. People were very polite; far less judgy than I'd have imagined. A few were actually supportive. But it still mostly sucked.

At one point, I decided I wanted to go find Kara. Yes, I know it was self-interested and probably stupid. But the truth was, a girl I had a serious crush on had expressed interest and I wasn't going to give up the opportunity. Not so much despite what was happening with my siblings but because of it.

But, as I wandered the whole lower floor of the house, I couldn't find her. The woman who'd insisted I show up to her party, who'd flirted with me hard, was nowhere to be seen. I started to wonder at the whole setup. Why was I even here? Why had all my siblings been invited? None of it made sense.

I ended up downstairs in the finished basement, standing to the side and watching basketball on a big screen TV with about eight other dudes. It wasn't a game I cared about, but I must have gotten involved because I didn't notice I'd drawn someone's attention until I felt a hand on my elbow.

I turned to see a redheaded, fairly attractive, twenty-something woman in a shimmery, green dress. Her eyes lit up as I turned her way.

"You're Lucy's little brother, Dylan," she said.

I was surprised at her recognition. I didn't know her from high school, did I?

"No, I'm Wendy. Kenny's fiancee," she said, "He's Kara's older brother?"

"Oh right," I said, "Kara mentioned you both at Thanksgiving."

If Wendy had any idea about what had gone on over that holiday, she made no sign.

"I didn't realize Kara's brother was here," I said.

"Oh yes, the whole family wanted to host this," Wendy said, "Well, the parents are off in Cabo. But everyone else is around here somewhere. Actually, that's why I came over to talk to you. I was wondering if you'd seen Kenny anywhere. I haven't been able to find him."

"I haven't," I said, "I was actually looking for Kara before,e but I didn't find her either."

Somehow, I still didn't put it together.

Wendy and I shared a shrug and agreed to look for them together. We wandered around, weaving past unfamiliar faces, but we didn't see either sibling. Instead, we found mine. Jan, specifically.

"I'm over this," she told me, forcefully. She grabbed my elbow tight enough to hurt. As if I hadn't already gotten her message. "We need to find the Ells and the fuck out of here."

I gave Wendy a polite goodbye and let my oldest sister drag me along.

"I hate high school parties," Jan said, pulling me from room to room.

"I'm pretty sure everyone here is in college or older," I said.

"It's still a high school party," Jan said. I knew what she meant.

We found Lindsay out in the backyard, sitting on a folding chair in front of a stone firepit with about five other people. They were all passing a joint around. I thought for sure my younger sister would argue for more time, but she leapt out of her seat and hurried over as soon as she saw us.

"This place is getting my chi all tangled," Lindsay said, as if that was a basic observation. "Also, the pot sucks."

The three of us continued our methodical search of the house. I assumed we'd find Lucy with Kara, after all the two of them had gone off together. But instead, my buxom blonde sister was standing by herself in the kitchen, nursing a beer.

"Please tell me we're leaving," Lucy said, "I've been hit on by five different guys and the best pickup line by far was 'hey bitch, nice tits.'"

"That bad, huh?" I asked.



"Do yourself a favor," Lucy said to me, "Don't ever be a girl."

"That's the best advice I've heard all night," Jan said.

"I'm sorry guys," Lucy said, "I thought this would be fun. A break from, well, everything."

"It's OK," Lindsay said.

"Honestly, this whole thing has been weird," Lucy continued, "Kara disappeared about a minute in, I haven't seen anyone I know. I'm not even sure why she bothered inviting us."

"Yeah, the whole thing's been odd," I said, "Like one long joke with no punchline."

"I'm pretty OK with missing the punchline," Jan said.

"I want to find Kara and thank her for inviting us," Lucy said, "Then we can go."

"Send her a text," Jan said, "Seriously."

"I'll feel guilty if we don't at least try," Lucy said, little-girl-pouty.

Jan let out a sigh but nodded her agreement.

*

We checked everywhere -- back to the finished basement, the formal dining room, some kind of conservatory -- Kara wasn't there. I was beginning to think she'd left the party entirely. On the plus side though, I now knew where to go if I wanted to host a live game of Clue.

Finally, we climbed the stairs and went down the dark hallway, past the bedrooms. Up here was oddly quiet. Weirdly foreboding. I had a sinking feeling in my stomach. Like the victim in a horror movie.

"We should go," I told Lucy, grabbing my sister's arm tightly.

We all walked forward anyway, as if inexorably pulled. The last door in the hall was cracked open. A pool of light spilled out. I swore I heard a rhythmic squeaking. Like a heartbeat but far too high pitched.

We could see into the room well before we got to the end. It looked like the parents' bedroom. Pictures of them lined the walls. A wedding day photo. A shot of them at sunset on a yacht. In the middle of the room, there was a king-sized bed on a massive mahogany frame. And that's where we finally found Kara.

I'm not sure what grabbed my attention first. It all hit me at once, like getting smacked by a fire hose. One huge burst and I was soaked with the knowledge of what I was seeing. I list it all in an order, but that doesn't truly cover how it came at my comprehension.

Kara was on all fours, completely naked. By her face, his dick forced lewdly into her mouth, was one man. He looked a bit younger than her. Behind her, his cock stuffed obscenely in her pussy, was another guy. He looked a bit older than Kara. And I knew, without doubt -- in that same very moment -- that both these boys were Kara's brothers.

Kevin was the one getting sucked off. Head back, eyes squeezed shut, while his older sister lapped and gulped on his dick with a kind of frenzied abandon. He held her head in place, needlessly. Pulling at her hair and ears. Grunting and gasping at every sloppy slurp.

Kenny, whose fiancee I'd met not so long before, was the one doing his baby sister from behind. He grabbed and slapped at her skinny butt while he threw himself into her with abandon. A kind of violent, aggressive plunging that looked more primal than fraternal.

Stupidly, my first thought was about the door. Did they accidentally leave it open? As if that was the most important aspect of what my sisters and I were witnessing. Like privacy was everyone's primary concern.

The two brothers fucked at their sister's holes wildly. Angrily. Using her in a way that actually made me viscerally uncomfortable. And Kara was clearly loving it.

The skinny brunette was mewling and moaning in concert with her brothers. She worshipped her brother's cock as it pummeled her throat. She arched her back and rolled her ass as her other brother plumbed her depths. As they pulled her hair and bruised her body, Kara seemed to thrum with pleasure.

"Fuck sis, your mouth feels so good," Kevin said.

"You should try her sweet, slutty pussy," Kenny gasped out.

"Nah, I'm gonna take her ass instead," Kevin said.

Those words triggered something in Kara. She spit out her brother's cock, trying to cry out. Her body bucked as an orgasm burst through her. As soon as the air was back in her lungs, her younger brother's cock was back in her mouth.

They were doing her from both ends. One, I'm pretty sure it was Kevin, had his cock in his older

I looked over at my sisters for the first time. All of them had the same looks of shock on their faces. There was something horrifyingly hypnotizing about the whole thing. Everything that was going on in front of us. Nothing made us stay. We couldn't find the way to leave.

It wasn't only the sibling similarities. How the three of them were twisted reflections of each other. The genetic material mixed between the three as they stirred their taboo stew.

It was more than the inherent wrongness of the act. Kenny's doting fiancee was right downstairs. He wasn't just fucking his sister, committing incest; he was cheating on his future wife as well. And sharing it all with his younger brother.

Plus, the violence of it. The hunger. The odd desperation of how all three of them gave into their need. It was wild, out of control. Watching it made me feel sick and wonderful all at once. Like eating too much icing where your teeth begin to ache.

I get what you're probably thinking: how could I feel revulsion at seeing something I was doing with my own sisters? Well, I could fig leaf the whole thing and say 'yeah, but we weren't fucking' which is factually accurate but actually false. We all knew where things had been heading.

In truth, I don't have a rational explanation except to say that doing a thing and watching someone else do it are two different things. I feel pretty safe in saying it that way, because I wasn't the only one taken aback. The looks on my sisters' faces all said the same exact thing.

Kevin didn't say a word when he reached his peak. He grabbed his older sister's head and shoved it forward. She choked. He bucked. Tears ran down her cheeks. Sperm leaked out of her mouth.

"Fuck yeah, sis," Kevin said, "Take it like a good little slut."

Kenny, however, made his next act abundantly clear.

"I'm gonna cum in your pussy!" he cried out.

"Yes!" Kara shouted, her mouth finally free. "Give your sister your load!"

"Oh FUCK!" Kenny said. He grabbed his sister's behind, shoving deep. His cock twitched as he pumped her full of seed. I was sure Kara was using protection, but some part of me felt the wrongness all the same.

Kara cried out as her brother's seed filled her. Kevin grunted with every burst. Even Kenny seemed to react, a little chuckle escaped his lips.

The siblings all settled onto the bed. Wrapped around each other with a tenderness they'd lacked before. I thought for sure they'd see us all standing at the doorway now, but they seemed lost in their own incestuous universe.

They kissed and cuddled, making warm cooing sounds. I thought perhaps that they were about to fall into an adorable nap. But then Kevin roused.

"OK sis," he said, getting up on his knees, "Time to fuck that juicy ass."

If Kara had any concerns, she didn't speak them. Kevin shoved her, roughly, onto the bed. He grabbed a container of moisturizing lotion from one of the nightstands. The bottle made a rude noise as he lubed himself and his sister's anus.

A moment later, Kara let out a scream like nothing I'd ever heard. Something so base and raw that it echoes in my ears to this day. Kevin had pierced his older sister's back hole. She cringed. Her whole body cinched. Her face went purple.

Kenny showed his concern by getting up and shoving his dick right in his younger sister's mouth.

"That's your pussy you're tasting," Kenny told Kara confidently. "And my cum."

Kara let out a needful, "Uh huh," then braced herself to get blissfully battered once again.

Something about this recombination, the ease with which the three of them reformed their spit roast, finally shook us free. Jan, Lucy, Lindsay and I both backed away from the door. The sounds still filling our ears.

Now that we knew what we were hearing, it all seemed incredibly obvious. Impossible that the party wasn't going to notice. But the hallway was completely empty. The world seemed determined to ignore what the siblings were up to.

"Oh my Goddess," Lindsay said as we stumbled down the hall. It came out as a breath. A startled, stifled prayer to a deity who couldn't possibly explain this any better than any of us could.

"I mean, we did do the thing. At Thanksgiving," Lucy said. She gave us all a guilty look. As if asking, is this our fault?

"What happened at Thanksgiving?" Jan asked.

I didn't know how to answer that. Nothing had happened. Everything had. The possibilities and permutations were too much for us to process. The four of us shared a look. Whatever little arousal we had left was drowned in disgust. And fear.

We'd seen ourselves there, through the funhouse mirror. The alternate universe version of ourselves. And what we'd witnessed hadn't been hot or awesome or sexy or any of the other ways I'd described fooling around with my sisters. It had been awful. All of us felt it, like we'd eaten rancid meat. Our mouths filling with acrid, awful bile.

And I knew in that moment, without a doubt, that everything we'd been doing was really, truly over.

Next time: It's not over.
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Pressing Matters with Sister Pt. 04 - Spring Break

So, Dylan and his three sisters (older siblings Jan and Lucy, younger sibling Lindsay) have all been fooling around in some form or another since the summer. But things got out of control during the holidays and now it seems like it's all coming to an end. So, prepare yourself for a few pages of sensible, sexless, sibling relationships where everyone decides to make smart, rational decisions about their lives.

Or not.

All participants are over the age of 18

"Dylan, come here," Lucy called me from her bedroom.

It was early March, and the family house was finally feeling warm. I remembered back to an earlier time when my sister had called me to her bedroom. The first time we'd pressed together. It'd been sweaty hot, and I'd mourned the new house's lack of air conditioning like a body that'd lost half its limbs.

Now, after a winter of snow and icy cold, all I could hope for was heat. It had been a long, dreary season; the snow still piled high. And yeah, apparently the house was terrible at staying warm, as well. It was the gift that kept on sucking.

"We should talk," Lucy said. She was sitting at her desk, her head buried in a book. It was the tail end of her senior year at college, she was already interviewing for jobs, and grades could have been safely ignored. But that didn't stop her.

I had to admit, my curvy, blonde sister looked extra sexy studying. Long blonde hair tied back in a ponytail. Bright blue eyes focused on the pages. Full mouth quirked up as she perused each point. Also, no matter what she did, Lucy still had huge breasts and a great butt. So, there's that.

"What's up?" I asked, stepping into her room. I knew better than to get my hopes up.

A few months of cold had been bad enough. But it was the freeze-out from my siblings that truly had me shivering. It had all started so well that summer, with Lucy and I exploring pillow humping together. Eventually, it escalated (I know, shocker) and we had sex.

We had a pregnancy scare that seemed sure to stop us. But by November we were not only back to it, we'd managed to involve my younger sister, Lindsay, and Lucy's best friend Kara in our debauchery. Once again, we'd seemed unstoppable.

And sure, my oldest sister, Jan, had caught us in the act. But, like a bad porn story on the Internet, she'd actually insisted on joining in! Everything was going gangbusters into Christmas. Lindsay wanted intercourse, Lucy wanted a long-term relationship, and Jan was more than happy to talk dirty while she stroked me off. Sister harem, ftw!

But Santa rewarded our incestuous involvement with something far worse than coal. First, my father had a huge freakout on Christmas Eve. It seemed like it was over nothing, and in truth it wasn't about anything, so much as it was about everything. The fact that he'd lost his job, that the whole family had had to cut back (even on important things like birth control), that we were stuck in this awful, dusty house. Dad lost it on us and things had been tense ever since.

We might have survived that -- after all, we'd started our mutual masturbation matinees as a way to distract ourselves from all the family drama -- but then Lindsay and Lucy caught me doing dirty stuff with Jan.

You see, I'd sort of forgotten to mention that whole setup to my other sisters. And they were both, understandably upset. Lucy and Lindsay weren't mad that I was fooling around with my oldest sister, no, don't be silly. They were perfectly happy to have me do whatever with Jan. They just felt like they deserved to know about it (and they were right).

Still, it seemed like things might be reparable when we got an invitation to a Christmas party at Kara's house. After we caught Kara having a full-on, mfm fuckfest with her two brothers, that's when it really hit home for us.

It wasn't a turn on, as I might have hoped. It didn't make us feel better about what we were doing, as you might have anticipated. Instead, it was a bucket of ice water to the face -- a freezing cold reminder of what we, ourselves, had been doing for all those months.

So, with all those problems piling up, we finally, fully ended things. Lucy and I stopped carpooling to school. Lindsay went back to her friends and finishing high school. Jan's workaholica reinstated itself. My parents, well, they basically kept doing whatever it was they'd been doing. Snarling at us from a distance, mostly.

I'd been certain that things were over before. The pregnancy scare, getting caught by Jan, getting caught with Jan. But this time, this time, I was sure -- we were finished. It was time to move on.

But that didn't stop me from hoping against hope when Lucy called me to her door that early March morning. And it didn't prevent my heart from sinking when my sister told me,

"Some of my friends are going to Florida for Spring Break and I'm going to join them."

"Oh, OK," I said, doing my best to not sound disappointed. "I assume you're doing Daytona?"

"No, Disney, actually."

"Wait, really?" I asked.

"You'd be surprised at how much dirty stuff goes down at the Magic Kingdom," Lucy said with surprising confidence, "Trust me, I've heard some wild stories."

"Well, anyway," I said, not at all convinced, "I hope you have fun."

"Thanks!" Lucy said, "I just thought I should let you know. You know. What about you? Do you have any plans?"

"Nah," I said, "I'm looking forward to the chance to relax."

"I hear that," Lucy said, "Well, I'll talk to you later."

I was halfway through my sister's doorway when I stopped myself.

"Lucy," I said, "I've been meaning to say this for a while. What happened with Jan, I'm sorry."

"I don't care about Jan," Lucy said. I raised my eyebrow in a way my oldest sister would have been proud of. "I truly don't."

"Well, I still should have told you about it," I said, "You deserved at least that much."

"Look, Dylan, these past few months have been a lot. Dad's blow up. Catching Kara with her brothers. And yeah, at the time, I was hurt that you kept all that stuff with Jan a secret."

"She caught us -- you, me, and Lindsay -- doing stuff together," I said, "She asked in and I guess I thought... I don't know. I didn't think. That's what it comes down to."

"It's fine, Dylan, truly," my sister said, "Right now, I need to focus on more important stuff. Like graduating college, getting out of this house, getting away from all of this."

"Including me?"

Lucy tried to speak, but it came out as a sob. She shoved my shoulder, pushing me out of her bedroom, and closed the door behind her.

Yes, no doubt. We were really, truly, done this time.

*

The next morning, with only a few days of classes left before break, I woke up early. Finally resigned to my sisterless fate, I showered and got dressed before the sun was fully up. It felt like a new beginning. It wasn't the one I wanted, but it was what I was stuck with. And, in that way, I was ready for it all to get started.

I was awake early enough that when I came downstairs, I found my mother at the kitchen table eating breakfast. Things with both my parents had been tense since Christmas. I'd assumed, like many of my dad's other tantrums, that this one would blow over in time. He'd regret his rage and we'd all apologize and move on. That hadn't happened. And so, I knew better than to poke the bear.

Dad had already left for the day. It was just Mom. And even though she'd taken his side that night two months ago, I guess I felt like she was safer ground. However, as soon as I entered the kitchen, I was greeted with a scowl.

"Rough day already?" I asked, trying to play innocent.

Mom responded with a grunt. She was staring down at her breakfast like it had done her wrong.

I paused on my way to the coffee machine. This was crazy. I had to live with these people for at least another two years if I wanted to graduate college. It was going to be hard enough without the angry elephant in the room.

"Mom, this has been lingering for far too long," I said, sitting down at the table across from her. "You and I both know that Lucy didn't mean what she said. Not in the way Dad took it anyway."

"Do we now?" Mom said, "So that means your father and I don't need an apology?"

Sheesh, my parents could hold a grudge.

"Lucy's done nothing but apologize since," I said, "Lindsay and Jan, too. I wasn't in the room but, heck, I'm sorry as well. I just want us to be a family again."

"We're always a family," Mom said, "That doesn't change no matter what."

"That's not what I mean," I said, "Look, if it's a money thing, you know I'd quit school and go back to work in a second."

Mom gave me an ugly look. "You don't get it."

"Get what?"

"Life isn't... When you're young, you think you can make a dramatic gesture and suddenly the world will change. It won't. You'll get older and you'll see. One day, life decides to beat you down. And there's nothing you can do about it."

"I don't believe that's true," I said, "I get that Dad lost his job and things have been hard. That money is tight, and we've had a lot of bad luck. Hell, ever since we lost Stevie..."

"Don't say that name!" Mom shrieked. Her eyes shot open, and I swear her pupils were practically red.

I took a deep breath. I got that Mom was upset about losing our little brother. I know I still was, deep in the parts of my heart I chose not to explore. But if we weren't going to examine old traumas and at least try to accept them, how could we move forward? How could there be a future if all we could focus on was ignoring the past?

"Sorry," I said, knowing better than to push it. "You get my point. There's a hundred things that could happen. Dad could change careers. Or go back to school, himself, if he wanted. You've got a good job."

Mom snorted.

"Jan's working," I kept plowing on, "Lucy's almost graduated. I'm only a couple years away. We can all help pay for Lindsay. We just have to try."

Mom took a deep breath. The kitchen, the whole house, felt hollow and dull.

"What your sister said that day upset your dad and me," Mom said, "And the fact that none of you came to your father's defense really hurt him. Nothing's changing that. However, too much time has passed, I agree. We need to move on."

I nodded. At least that was a start.

"But no," Mom rested her hand on mine, warmly. Belying the chill of her words. "The world doesn't work like that, sweetie. I'm sorry. Your father tried his hardest for years and they fired him anyway. This is what life is. Some people roll boxcars, but most of us get snake-eyes. And there's nothing you can do to change the dice. You have to learn to live with it."

*

Driving to school in my old, beat-up Toyota, I couldn't get what Mom said out of my head. There was something that felt so wrong about it. But I couldn't figure out where the flaw in her logic was.

As I weighed her words, it occurred to me that not one thing that had happened in my life the last year -- wonderful or terrible -- had been because of me. Lucy had called me into her room to press. Lucy had invited Lindsay in, as well. Lindsay was the one who spoke to Kara about joining us. And Jan had found us on her own.

Similarly, I hadn't started the fight with my parents, or even truly participated in it. Yes, I hadn't told my sisters about me and Jan, but that had been a passive choice; not really a decision at all. It was easier to say nothing.

I was still doing that. Letting my sisters take their time to forgive me. Watching Lucy go on Spring Break. All of it.

OK, I'd made one active choice. The one time I'd had actual intercourse with Lucy. And I knew exactly how that'd turned out. But even then, it's not like we had a conversation. Or even dealt with things after. I just sort of went with the flow.

And I realized, that's what my father was doing this whole time. He gave up and let the current carry him out to sea. Maybe it was too late for Dad. Once you get out past the breakers, it's nearly impossible to swim back. Especially if you won't let anyone help.

I wasn't out there, yet. I needed to do something before it was too late. I couldn't save my father from the fate he'd unwillingly chosen.

But I could still rescue myself.

*

Jan sat across from me, looking cross. She had on a dark suit with a light blue blouse --practically a rainbow of chromatic defiance for her. She was wearing dark glasses and her hair was up in its usual tight bun. Jan looked the definition of a successful businesswoman. Or a dominatrix at her day job.

"What are we doing here, Dylan?" Jan asked. Somehow, she managed to keep her lips tight while she talked. It was quite the trick.

I'd called my oldest sister from my car as soon as I'd reached my revelation. This didn't have to be the first step, but it was the best one I could think of. It was a Saturday, but Jan was working anyway because Jan.

We met at an outdoor cafe in the city. A busy place with tiny tables and oversized sandwiches. Bright in the ever-warming sun. We ordered food and talked about nothing while I built up the courage to come out with it.

Midway through the meal, Jan got a work call. She answered it with a practiced ease. She didn't seem harried, but she clearly expressed her frustration at being interrupted. She wasn't rough or rude, but I could tell from my side of the table that my sister was solving the problem with efficiency and grace. It was kind of amazing to watch. I still didn't understand what my oldest sister did for a living, but I could tell she was damn good at it.

I'd always thought of Jan as tough, but I realized that made her capable and skilled, too. I was proud of her.

Finally, though, as our plates were cleared, Jan ran out of patience and asked her question. I'd known what I was going to do when I asked to meet. But I'd forgotten how intimidating Jan could be, just by being herself. When she snapped at me, the sudden pressure squeezed out my words in a way I wasn't expecting.

"Are you happy, Jan?"

My sister eyed me, oddly. Like she was considering how much to say. As if I didn't already know the answer. Finally, my sister made up her mind.

"Not particularly," she said.

"That's what I figured," I said, "I don't think any of us are, really."

"No, I suppose not," Jan said.

"What would make you happy?" I asked.

"I don't know, I haven't thought about it, being honest," Jan said.

I gave my sister an evaluating look. But she just shrugged.

"Maybe family," Jan said, "But maybe not, like, our family. I'm not mad at you, Dylan. Or the Ells. I just mean, not the family thing we have now. Or what it was like before. We always forget that things weren't that great before, either."

"How much money do you make?" I asked.

Jan's eyes widened. She was getting ready to stab me from across the table. The knife was already in her hand. I knew I was going about this the wrong way; but it was the only direction I'd been able to come up with.

"Sorry, that's not how I meant that to come out," I said, "That was rude. But, honestly. Actually. Yes, that's my question. What are you earning these days?"

"That's none of your business, Dylan," Jan said, raising her eyebrow in her signature way. "I make enough."

"What's enough?" I asked, "I don't mean a number. Not exactly. See, the thing is, Lucy's about to graduate. And I've been looking into things. It won't change much if I start going to classes at night. Adds another six months, maybe. But that's not bad at all."

"Are you asking what I think you are?" Jan's face looked surprisingly soft. A bit of a smile started to curl at the corner of her cheeks.

"Yeah," I said, "Yes. I think I am."

*

I met Lindsay at her studio, my duffle bag swung over my shoulder. Even though we'd agreed to meet that afternoon, my youngest sister still looked surprised to see me. She had on her usual yoga pants with a tight, yellow tank top that bared her taut tummy and toned shoulders. Lindsay's epically long, light brown hair was pulled back in a braid that trailed down her spine.

"I can't believe you're here," Lindsay said. She was grinning like crazy.

About twenty other people came in after me. The studio was small, and the floor was lined with mats. The far wall was a full mirror, reflecting my little sister back at the class. The place smelled of whatever incense Lindsay was pumping into the room and the faint odor of sweat. Light guitar music played in the background. I stood in the middle of the group so as not to completely embarrass myself. I figured I'd do OK. After all, we were only stretching. How hard could that be?

Forty minutes later I had my answer. I was ready to die. My sister made it all look so easy. It was more than the fluidity of her body, the lithe confidence of her muscles. Lindsay had a look on her face that spread contented bliss around the room.

She was good at this. There were people more than twice her age in that class and I got the sense that if Lindsay announced that our next position was 'jump off the bridge' the whole group would follow her there. She just had 'it,' whatever that was.

I'd always thought of my sister as a bit flighty, but I realized that made her imaginative and empathetic, as well. I was proud of her.

After the class, my body breaking in ways I didn't realize it could, I found my sister casually toweling herself off at the front of the studio. The mirror made it seem like there were multiples of her, all moving in the same way.

"That was. Quite. The workout," I said. Even talking was too much for me.

Lindsay grinned at me, broadly. "I thought you did pretty good for a first timer."

"Uh huh," I said, getting ready to die on the floor. "You do this. Every day?"

"No, I go to high school, remember," Lindsay said, "But this is nice on the weekends. And it's good to get the extra cash."

"Really?" I asked, "How much money do you make, exactly?"

Lindsay quirked her eyebrow at me, in a remarkable imitation of our oldest sister.

*

That night, as soon as I got home, I marched down the hallway and pounded on Lucy's door. Finally, she opened it, looking disheveled. Her blonde hair was loose, running in rivulets over her shoulders. Her bright blue eyes were covered with confusion.

"Don't go," I said. My body was still hurting from Lindsay's workout. Just climbing our steps had almost been the end of me.

"What?" Lucy asked, "Dylan what are you talking about?"

"Disney," I said, "Don't do it. Stay home for Spring Break."

"What? Why?"

"Because I want you to," I said.

Lucy evaluated me in the hallway for a moment. Like I was trying to sell her on Scientology. We'd been through so much together. But that was the key word. Together. I had strong feelings for Jan and Lindsay, sure. They were my sisters and I cared about them more than I could say. But Lucy was different. And in the end, I knew better than to try to trick her. I had to come out and say it. She deserved that much, after all that she'd done.

I'd always thought of my sister as my best friend. It was time that I started treating her that way. Make her proud of me.

"OK," Lucy said, carefully. Like any syllable might trip up a falling spike or a rolling boulder. "I'll call my friends and tell them I'm out."

I thanked Lucy, then went back to my room to die. Man, taking agency in my own life was way more painful than I'd expected.

*

Our first day of Spring Break, the sun shone through my windows like it, too, was celebrating. I had a whole week to make things right. Lucy and Lindsay would both be home, but my parents would not. And there were always evenings with Jan.

I got into sweatpants and a t-shirt, then headed downstairs. I found Lucy and Lindsay both sitting at the table, eating breakfast and staring at their respective screens. Before they could even say hello, I gave them the signature chin jut.



"Seriously?" Lucy asked. I could hear the skepticism in her voice. "That's your plan?"

I shrugged. Excellent dialectic, I know. But my younger sister had my back.

"Oh, come on," Lindsay said, popping out of her chair. "Don't tell me you couldn't go for one right now."

"Fine," Lucy said. She stood up, scraping her chair loudly on the hardwood. "I can't believe I'm missing Mickey for this."

The girls grabbed some pillows and we all flopped onto the floor of the living room. It wasn't anything special. We didn't talk to each other or even acknowledge what we were sharing. The three of us wriggled our genitals into the ground before reaching the inevitable peak. It was almost clinical.

When she was done, Lindsay leapt to her feet. "Whew! I needed that. Thanks, Dylan!" She skipped up the stairs, then stopped and turned back to me.

I was slowly standing up, doing my best to ignore the wet spot in my sweats.

"Hey," Lindsay said, "Cause it's break, I'm doing a class this afternoon. You know, if you want to join."

"I'd love to," I said, giving her a little wave as she bounded up the stairs.

"You do yoga now?" Lucy asked, looking up at me from the floor. Don't think I missed how her massive chest jutted alluringly under her sweater.

"I support my sister," I said.

"I see," Lucy said. She brushed off her pants. "And if you had a sister who maybe wanted to spend some time taking down Ganon, you'd be willing to assist with that, as well?"

"Lead the way, my Link," I said, bowing graciously.

*

I lay in bed that night, staring up at the ceiling. My muscles ached from working out that afternoon with Lindsay. My eyes thrummed tired from staring at the screen all morning with Lucy. My body, though, was ready to take the next step with yet another sister.

I waited for my moment. Till the sounds of the house quieted down. And the lights went low. Like a cat hunting its prey, I stayed nearly still till I knew the time was right. Finally, I picked up my phone and typed in that all important message.

To Jan: Come

No response. I knew she was in her room. Was probably reading and wouldn't be looking at her phone. Ten minutes passed with nothing. I tried again.

Come

Come!

COME!

Jan finally wrote back. "?"

I responded. "Cum?"

I heard a door shut in the distance. Then footsteps padding in the hallway. Finally, a knock on my door.

Abruptly, I worried that I'd made a misstep. Jan's movements didn't sound like those of someone who was super excited to be heading over to my bedroom. I braced myself as my door swung open, hoping I hadn't upset her too badly.

My smoke show of a sister stepped in front of the bed. Her black hair up in a bun. She had on that black lingerie -- the silky, button-down top and shorts. They revealed nothing. But Jan was so damn sexy it didn't matter.

"I thought we weren't doing this anymore," Jan said. She eyed me like I might be hiding a gun behind my back. My actual weapon was already standing at the ready in my sweatpants.

"Who told you that?" I asked, dismissively, then gestured for Jan to join me.

My oldest sister eyed the walls, warily. I patted the side of my bed as I stripped from the waist down.

"Did you really invite me in here just to..." Jan's face formed a sneer.

"Duh."

There was a pause. A moment where we both stepped off the precipice and everything I'd planned hung in the balance.

"Such a naughty little brother," Jan said, now smirking instead. She took off her shorts, spreading her legs as she lay back next to me.

"You should have brought your toy," I told her.

Jan looked at me, then raised an eyebrow. "I have a better idea," she said. Her blue eyes alight.

Jan got up and headed towards the foot of my bed. At first, I have to admit, I was confused. Then I noticed that Jan was making her way over to one of the corners. My frame had little wooden bedposts, each about waist high from the floor and squarish. I heard Jan let out a little gasp. I didn't need to see to realize what she was doing.

I didn't need to see, but damn sure wanted to (not that the view of Jan's undulating ass was all that bad, either). I leapt off the bed and hurried over to the far corner so I could see what my sister was up to.

As I'd surmised, Jan was on her knees on my mattress, her sex pressed against the small bedpost. It was smaller than a standard dick, thinner and shorter (and squarer), but I had to admit the thing was sort of penis-like. Especially when pressed into my sister's furry furrow.

I slid my desk chair over, cock in my hand. Like she didn't see me at all, Jan rubbed up and down on her new, wooden friend. Humping it against her clit. My oldest sister pulled off her shirt, mid thrust, squeezing both her breasts and groaning. It was like she was giving me a show. Yet at the same time so lost in her world of pleasure she hardly noticed me.

Jan pumped against the frame. She pinched her nipples purple. The post was hard and sharpish on the edges. I had to imagine there was a good amount of pain in what she was doing. But some part of me realized that was the point. Jan liked to punish herself. That was part of the pleasure of it.

"You're such a bad big sister," I said, smiling up at her.

I lazily stroked at my dick, enjoying the performance. This was almost as good as when she brought out her lilac dildo. In some ways it was better. Working herself like this took Jan's entire body. Fuck me, this was beautiful.

"You want it," Jan said, "Naughty brother. Wish it was you. Fucking me. Don't you?"

I could only nod my head in agreement. She knew damn well I did.

"Naughty boy," she said, "You can't put your -- uhn -- cock in your sister."

"You're the one that wants it so bad," I said, "Feel my dick inside you. Pumping you full."

"Oh. OH! Such a... Bad brother. Making sissy feel GOOD!"

Jan arched her back. She squeezed her left nipple so hard I swore she was about to pull it right off. Her entire body went taut. Like she was posing for an old-timey picture and had to stay in place for hours on end. I could see back on the bed, her toes were literally curling.

It was all I could take. Being honest, I'd barely even worked myself. But it didn't matter. My dick spurted out, spattering my oldest sister with my seed.

"Oh YES!" she cried out again as my first ejaculation splashed her. A stripe of white splooge that painted her from shoulder to waist. The next one hit her tit. The third... I was too far gone. I couldn't see anything except wave after wave of unbridled ecstasy as I unloaded on my sister.

Jan fell back to the bed, panting. The bedpost, abandoned, dripped girl cum down onto my sheets. She hugged my pillow, burying her nose in my scent.

My cock hung limply, spitting the last of my spend into my palm. I tumbled out of the chair and climbed into bed, spooning against my naked sister. She shifted, pressing herself as close as possible. Jan's body, for all her angles, was surprisingly soft. I couldn't help myself -- I untied my oldest sister's inky hair and ran my hand through it. Cool and silky, like her lingerie from before.

"That was fun," Jan said.

"It was."

"Why did we stop doing that again?" Jan asked.

"I honestly don't know," I said.

"Lindsay and Lucy...?"

"They're fine," I said, "They already know. I told them."

"OK," Jan said. She was doing the sleepy mumbling thing. I felt her body go limp. She was going to pass out here in my room, naked, and I had no intention of stopping her. Anyone could find us together. More importantly, I didn't care.

Jan's head popped up, like she'd been having one of those falling dreams. "Dylan?"

"I'm here," I said.

"I lied before," she said.

"I'm actually a good brother?"

"The best," Jan said. That seemed to be it for a moment. "No, I mean before before. Like way before. In December. When I told you I don't do angry or jealous or sad.

"I know, it's OK."

"I just felt so alone. Ignored," Jan said, "I was working like a dog every day, no boyfriend or nothing, and my own siblings were hanging around and... I got mad."

"I get it, Jan, I really do. We should have said something sooner."

"'Hey sis, so you know, we're all fucking?'" Jan laughed. "No, I get it. I just. I know you all think I'm a robot or something. I have feelings, too."

"Of course you do," I said.

"I'm terrible," Jan said.

"You're amazing."

"This is why I'm alone," Jan said. She sounded close to sobbing. "It's why Jake left me."

Jake was the fiance from before. The dude she'd been engaged to, then mysteriously split off with right before moving back home.

"He was like, perfect," Jan said, "His hair, his body. Good family. Whole package. Then I got the call about Dad losing his job and you all having to come back from school. I guess you were on my mind."

I honestly couldn't tell where this was leading. I was almost certain she was awake, but her words had the ramble of someone talking in their sleep.

"After the call, Jake and I. We did, you know. We made love. And I said it. I don't know why I did, but the words came out."

"The whole 'naughty' thing?" I asked.

"The whole naughty brother thing," Jan replied.

"Oh fuck," I said.

"Exactly," Jan said, "Jake froze. He couldn't even look me in the eye. He asked me for his ring back and everything. It was bad."

"I'm sorry Jan," I said, "I didn't know you, like, had those feelings."

"Neither did I," Jan said. She really did sob then. "I guess it was some weird subconscious thing. At the time, I mean. It was just a fantasy. I didn't actually want... Well, you know."

"Honestly Jan, it seems like he should have been a little more understanding. Like, if you're going to share your lives together, he ought to be able to handle a little kink. Right?"

"It was too much. I freaked him out. I freaked me out. So I came home. Not for this." Jan gestured at our naked bodies. "But because I was so broken. I didn't know what else to do."

"Do Mom and Dad...?"

"Are you kidding?!"

"Right," I said, "Of course not."

"And then I saw you and Lucy," Jan said, "I told myself it was nothing. A trick of my mind. But it kept happening. Catching you. And it made me so angry. And now here we are."

"You're punishing yourself," I said.

"Moving back home?" Jan said, "Yes. For sure. But this? I don't know what this is. It doesn't feel like punishment."

I hugged my oldest sister tighter. Kissed the back of her neck. I felt my dick, bless him, start to stiffen against her ass. But I knew this wasn't the time, so I pulled my groin back.

Jan sighed. She got out of bed. Her face was stained with tears.

"I'm going to go back to my room now," Jan said, "Thanks. For everything."

"Everything?" I asked, looking pointedly at my pointing penis.

"Oh heck yes," Jan said.

She kissed my forehead before slipping into the hallway.

*

"I had sex with Lucy," I said.

Lindsay looked up at me, surprised. We were both sitting at the kitchen table, eating lunch. My youngest sister was in her usual uniform of a bright pink, tummy-revealing tank top and tight yoga pants.

"Like, right now?" Lindsay asked. She looked so cute when she was confused. "Seriously?!"

"No, of course not," I said, "I've been home with you all day."

"OK good," Lindsay said, "I don't mind you doing it. I just want to make sure I'm there to see it."

I did not know how to respond to that. I took a deep breath and reset.

"No, what I meant was, Lucy and I had sex before. Like, before before. Back during the summer."

"Oh!" Lindsay said, "That's nice. Was it good? Ooo, was it bad? Is that why you stopped doing it? Are you, like, terrible in bed?"

"No! The sex was good. Really good. Like really really awesome good."

"I don't get why you're telling me any of this," Lindsay said, taking a bite of her yogurt.

"I'm trying to get there," I said.

"Well, go faster. We have class in an hour, and I need to get there early to set up."

"Lucy and I had sex back in the summer, and we made a mistake," I said, "I made a mistake."

I waited for my younger sister to interrupt, but she just stared back at me, intently. Her spoon rested on the edge of her bowl.

"We didn't use protection and... Well, you know."

"Lucy got pregnant!?"

"No, thank God."

"OK," Lindsay said, she went back to her breakfast. "And so your point is?"

"You asked me before why things were weird between Lucy and me," I said, "I thought you deserved to know. Especially because of what you've been saying. About us."

"Oh, don't worry about that," Lindsay said, "I know you think I'm some kind of space cadet, but I know what I'm doing. I won't get pregnant."

"OK," I said, "Good. But you still want to...?"

"Oh, for sure," Lindsay said, as casually as she was talking about a trip to the mall to buy underwear. "Have you talked to Lucy about this?"

"That I almost got her pregnant?" I asked, "Pretty sure she knows."

"No, I mean talked to her," Lindsay said, "Like for real."

I thought back. We'd definitely discussed things a few times. But had I truly talked it all out with my older sister in the way that Lindsay was asking?

"We need to head out," Lindsay said. My younger sister was flighty about everything, but not class. There, she was like some kind of mechanical engineer. Five minutes early was still ten minutes too late. "But thank you for telling me."

"Like I said, I thought you should know." I took her bowl from her and went to wash it in the sink.

"You've been giving me a lot of attention lately," Lindsay said, "Don't think I haven't noticed."

"Is that OK?" I asked from the kitchen.

"Yes, it very much is," Lindsay said.

*

"You told her?" Lucy asked when I got in the car.

It was late in the afternoon. Yoga was over and Lindsay was at home doing Lindsay-things (Vaping, napping, communicating with her inner-goddess. Something like that). My body ached like crazy from the class. If anything, I felt like the workouts were getting harder. Like my younger sister was intentionally upping the degree of difficulty every time I showed up.

"And?" Lucy pressed me. I always preferred her other form of pressing, personally. "Does she still want to do it?"

"More than ever," I said, "She even asked if she could do my 'moon chart' beforehand. Whatever that means."

"I don't think that has anything to do with your butt," Lucy said.

"Thank God for that," I said.

"It's too bad," Lucy said, "You have a nice butt."

She put her car into gear and drove off. We headed into town, her car rattling and rumbling as we went. The sun was low on the horizon, but still brighter at 5pm than it had been in months. I could see little green buds on some of the trees. The world was finally breaking out of its deep freeze.

"And Jan?" Lucy asked, "How are things with her?"

"Pretty good," I said, "We had a nice talk the other night. I think she's opening up for me, finally."

"In more ways than one?" Lucy asked, giving me an oversized wink. As hot as it was when she did it, I wished she'd pay more attention to the road.

"Seriously, Jan's really coming around."

"You're doing this on purpose," Lucy said, "I know you are."

"I mean, I thought she'd make it hard for me..."

"Enough," Lucy said, grabbing my hand while swerving to miss a lamppost, "Enough schtick."

"Seriously, I don't get how you're so cool about all this," I said, "Lindsay and Jan and all of it."

Lucy shrugged. "I don't know," she said, "We're family."

We pulled up to the strip mall and Lucy parked. Her old car sighed, like it was relieved it had survived the trip. I wasn't far off. My older sister was amazing at most things, but driving wasn't one of them.

"I still can't believe I let you talk me into this," Lucy said.

"I think it's important," I said, "You told me you wanted more, and this is where that starts."

"Indoor, glow-in-the-dark, sci-fi, mutant mini-golf," Lucy said, reading the sign above us. "You're such a romantic."

"Come on," I said, jumping out of the car. I hurried over to open Lucy's door for her. "I've got a two-for-one coupon for McDonald's for after, but it's only good if we get there before 4pm."

To my delight, my beautiful blonde sister laughed.

*

Cum.

I typed the word to Jan. Our chat stream looked like the script for someone's one-word challenge audio porn recording.

Come

Come

COME!

Cum?

Cum

CUM!

Cum cum cum

Cummity cum cummity

Cummy, cummy, two-by-four get your hot ass in my door

(OK, I may have made that last one up)

I heard the door slam and the sound of footsteps. It sounded like my usually aloof, older sister was racing down the hallway. So much for discretion.

She opened the door wearing something new: a black, silky kimono dappled with bright red flowers. It hung to barely below her sex and was open down to her navel in the middle. She was grinning wildly, until she noticed I wasn't alone.

"Oh," Jan said.

My oldest sister couldn't hide her disappointment as she saw me, Lindsay, and Lucy all sitting in my bedroom, fully clothed and playing cards on the floor. Lucy was wearing a sweater and jeans. Lindsay had on a t-shirt and her yoga pants. I was just chilling in my sweats and a tee. All very casual, normal sibling stuff. Sad, isn't it?

"Family game night?" Jan asked. She couldn't keep the disdain out of her voice. But to her credit, she was at least trying.

"Something like that," Lucy said, cheerfully. She patted the open space next to her on the floor.

Jan made another 'ate a sour grape' face, but she flopped down between Lindsay and me, folding her legs in a way that somehow managed to keep her pussy from being exposed in that kimono. She let out a long sigh.

Lindsay reached over to feel the material of her oldest sister's outfit. "Ooo, silky."

"I can't help but feel like I need to change," Jan said, eyeing the rest of our outfits.

"Personally, I love you just the way you are," I said.

Jan responded by sticking her tongue out at me.

"Don't worry," Lucy said, smiling so wide it threatened to swallow her face. "We aren't going to stay this way for long."

Lindsay gathered all the cards from the floor and made a tidy deck. Then she started shuffling the cards with the deft, expert demeanor of a seasoned dealer at the casino. Her dexterous fingers danced over the cards.

"You all aren't going to start humping the floor, are you?" Jan asked.

"Don't be lewd," Lindsay said, primly. She handed each of us a card. "Show down."

Lucy gave me a searching look. I shrugged back at my older sister. I didn't know what the skinny brunette was up to, either. We all turned over our cards. I was highest with a King. Lucy was lowest with a five.

Lindsay gestured at Lucy, making her meaning clear. My older sister grinned. She stood up and took off her sweater, revealing a tight, baby blue t-shirt. It clung to her massive chest in a way that was almost better than her being topless.

"This is either the worst game ever or the best," Jan said, looking at her sister, warily.

"Where are Mom and Dad?" I asked.

"Out," Lucy said, "Or downstairs watching TV. Or in their bedroom. I honestly don't give a fuck." The other girls nodded their agreement. I guess that question was answered.

Cards went around the room and clothes started flying off. It became immediately obvious that this wasn't a game at all, just Lindsay finding excuses for all of us to get mostly naked. Sometimes high card won, sometimes low did. Diamonds beat spades but only if a girl was holding the card? And one time Lucy had to take off her bra because, in Lindsay's words, 'the planets make it so.'

It was utter nonsense but who cared as I was quickly surrounded by beautiful, bare sister-flesh. Finally, the girls were all down to their panties and me to my boxers. I couldn't help but revel in the differences between Lucy's massive, swelling breasts, Jan's full, pointed tits, and Lindsay's cute, perky boobs. Lindsay's tiny, lithe body, Jan's sharp, lanky build, and Lucy's plunging curves.



For their parts, the girls kept glancing at the growing tent beneath my boxers, like they were anxiously waiting for the real game to begin. Lord knows, I felt hard enough to start smacking baseballs. And I was confident I was about to hit at least a double, if not touch all the bases.

I assumed the next round would end with us removing our remaining piece of clothing, but instead, Lindsay declared that it was time for a new game. She drew two cards and held them up: a six of spades and a ten of hearts. She gestured to me and Lucy.

"Kiss," Lindsay said.

I looked over at my curvy, blonde sister. We'd touched each other in almost every way. But, somehow, this felt particularly intimate. It meant more than getting each other off. That was fun but oddly transactional. This was an expression of true affection for no other purpose. It was incest on a whole new level.

Lucy seemed to feel it too. She eyed our sister.

"The cards say it has to happen," Lindsay said with a shrug.

"You're making this up as you go along," Lucy said.

Lindsay gave all of us a wolfish smirk. "If that's what you want to believe."

"Fine," Lucy said.

She leaned across the circle, epic breasts dangling, and gave me a quick smack on the lips. Already aroused, I felt myself warm from my toes to my hair. Lucy sat back, smiling.

Lindsay drew two more cards out of the deck. To be honest, I don't remember what they were. Did it matter, truly?

"Kiss," Lindsay said, pointing at myself and Jan.

My oldest sister didn't look happy about it, but she leaned over and gave me a peck on the lips.

"This better be going somewhere, shrimp," Jan said to Lindsay.

"Just relax, crab," Lindsay replied.

Two more cards. This time Lindsay pointed to herself and me. When I leaned over to kiss her, she grabbed the back of my head. It was less of a kiss and more of her sucking the breath out of me. Wet, smacking passionate.

"Wow," Lucy said as we finally broke.

"See, that's a kiss," Lindsay said. Clearly our youngest, least experienced sister had decided she needed to teach all of us a lesson.

"I see that," Jan said. She layered the words with distaste, but the expression on her face was of far more interest.

"Now," Lindsay said, pointing back at Lucy and me. "KISS."

My older sister, still grinning silly from our last little peck, crawled over and pressed her lips to mine. We shared a gasp as we fully connected. I couldn't help myself. I reached for Lucy's ample boob and hefted it in my hand.

My sister must have been feeling similarly, because she reached into my boxers and fished out my cock. She began slowly stroking it. Our tongues entwined. Finally, we came apart, gasping for air. I don't think we really intended to stop, but then our little sister cleared her throat.

"The cards didn't say to do that," Lindsay said, looking pointedly at where Lucy's hand was still clutching my cock. At my fingers on her tits.

"Fuck your cards," Lucy said, she leaned forward and gave me another kiss.

"Oh no," Lindsay said, "That's the whole point. The cards fuck you."

"Can we please go back to the game," Jan said. She was rubbing her legs together in a most telling way.

"Yes," Lindsay said, pulling out two more cards. She didn't even bother showing us. She just looked and cooed.

"Kiss," she said, gesturing at Jan and me.

My oldest sister looked nervous for a moment. If Lucy and I were awkward at first, Jan and I were far worse. We'd barely touched each other so far.

"No," Lindsay said. She made her meaning clear. My cock was sticking, bare, out of my boxers and Lindsay pointed right at it. "Kiss."

Jan's eyes threatened to pop out of her head. I had the sense this was the break point. Would she do it? If she took this step, actual oral with her younger brother, then we truly would be on our way to something spectacular. And if she didn't, this whole thing was going to blow up in our faces.

But, as I awaited my fate, I remembered my promise to myself. I was letting things happen again. After all, Lindsay was steering all of this. And I was sitting back allowing Jan to make her choice. That wouldn't do. Not at all.

I put my hand on the side of Jan's head. Let my fingers run through her oil-dark hair. I realized she had it down again. It was so silky and cool to the touch. I thumbed her cheek. Met those bright blue eyes with mine.

"Come on sis," I said, "Suck my cock."

Gently, I steered Jan down till her lips touched my dick. And with an eager purr, my oldest sister swallowed my member.

"Oh fuck," I said, as I was surrounded by the warm wet of her mouth. Damn she felt so good. Her tongue slurping and licking all around my shaft.

"Such a naughty sister," Lucy said, "Blowing your baby brother like that."

Jan squeaked. The top of her chest and her cheeks went pink.

"Only a nasty slut would suck off her sibling," Lindsay said, "A needy, broken thing."

"That's your little brother," Lucy said, "You can't make him feel like that."

"Oh God," Jan popped her head off my dick. Her eyes rolled back in her head.

"Did you just cum from that you sister slut?" Lindsay asked.

Jan's hand shot up and she squeezed her nipple. Her whole body seemed to cinch. Her breath sucked in raw. "Fuh... fuck me."

Our oldest sister fell on the floor, panting.

"Well, that was fun," Lucy said, "Didn't even need to touch you for that."

"Yuh," Jan said, still gasping for air. "Uh huh."

Lindsay sat to the side, looking pouty. "I want to cum too," she whined.

"So, rub yourself off, you little goof," Lucy said.

"I want Dylan to do it," Lindsay said.

"Do you want to do it?" Lucy asked, "Or do it?"

"Ooooh, I want to see that," Jan said. Apparently, she was conscious enough to get our sister's meaning.

Lindsay froze, thinking about it. She grabbed her phone from the side and tapped a few buttons. "Not yet," she said, frowning slightly, "The celestials are not fully aligned."

"She means she might be ovulating," Lucy said.

Lindsay glared at her older sister.

"Bad little sister," Jan said. She was mumbling, like off in her own little dream world. "Giving her brother a little baby."

"Jeez, we broke her brain," Lucy said.

"I know, right?" Lindsay said, "Wait till Dylan fucks her."

"Ohhhhhh fuck yeah," Jan murmured.

On the one hand, I wasn't thrilled that my sisters were already making decisions about what I was going to be doing with my dick. On the other, I mean, OK I was absolutely ecstatic.

"Dylan can still get me off though," Lindsay said, pulling us back to the pussy at hand.

"Sure thing," I said, "Fingers?" I asked, waggling my digits. "Or tongue."

"Tongue please!" Lindsay practically shouted it. She ripped off her panties, shoved her supple legs apart and flopped back on her elbows.

I buried myself in my little sister's wanting snatch. Her taste was almost floral. Full and womanly. I lapped at her juices before settling into her most intimate place. Pressing with my tongue while I pushed with my fingers.

Behind me, I felt something wonderful engulf my cock and knew it was Lucy, sucking me off. It was different than what Jan had done to me before, more loving, but no less lovely. Difficult too, as I was pulled between the two poles of giving and receiving.

None of us were going to last long like this. Lindsay wrapped her legs around my neck. She squeaked, then giggled as her orgasm overtook her. Her pleasure gave me the last little push I needed. My cock swelled in Lucy's mouth, and I peaked, shooting my warmth onto her tongue. Behind me, I heard my older sister grunt as I emptied, her own finger-supplied orgasm mixing with those of her siblings.

All four of us collapsed on the floor, spent. Covered in each other's juices and not even caring. Each of my sisters kissed me in turn. We drifted off to sleep there, entangled.

Like it was nothing at all.

*

"It's time," Lindsay said, a few days later. "I can feel it."

We'd stopped pretending at propriety. With a week off and nothing to do except each other, we'd been doing exactly that. Jan had even taken the rest of the week off from work (apparently, she had a hoard of PTO, saved up from working herself to death for the last few years). Lindsay's game may have been ridiculous, but it accomplished what it was supposed to -- we were off to the races.

The four of us rubbed, licked, and sucked every chance we got. Lucy and Lindsay got to see Jan's dildo in all of its violet glory. They all tried humping my bedpost. Jan even did the press thing once -- though she stopped after about a minute, said it was dumb, and got her toy instead.

More importantly, though, we all did it together. Moreover, our connections felt casual, like we were binging a show on Netflix or taking on a baking project. As if this was something totally normal for families to do together. Most importantly, though, we didn't do the other thing. You know, the big finale.

We talked about it a lot. Usually when we were covering each other with our cums. But actual penetration, good ol' d-in-p, never came to pass. Which was fine, really. I was beginning to become comfortable with the fact that it was something my sisters wanted to talk about, rather than do.

Especially with the whole 'no birth control' thing, that was probably a good idea. Actually, when I thought about it that way, our insistence on keeping things mostly masturbatory was probably for the best.

Then, one afternoon, I was in the kitchen making dinner when Lindsay scampered over to me, grabbed my hand, and said the magic words.

"It's time."

"Now?" I asked.

"Now now," Lindsay said. I looked around the house. Our parents were both working. Jan and Lucy, oddly, were nowhere to be seen. It was just me and my little sister in the kitchen.

"Can I at least finish boiling the pasta?" I asked, "I don't want to ruin dinner."

Lindsay actually looked at her watch. "Two minutes," she said. Then she bolted off, long brown hair flowing behind her like a mane.

I looked at the boiling pot of water. Would two minutes even be enough to... Oh who was I kidding?

"Fuck it," I said to no one in particular, and switched off the burner.

I hurried back to my little sister's bedroom.

I quickly discovered where Lucy and Jan were -- they were waiting for me in Lindsay's room. My little sister lay back on the bed, fully clothed. Our older sisters stood on either side of her. There was something almost religious about the scene.

Part of that came from Lindsay's own adornments. She'd lit candles on either side of the bed and covered the sheets in pink and purple petals. There was a strong scent of lavender in the air, coming from a nearby puffing purifier. Light dulcimer music played. Were we about to have horrible, dirty incest here or raise the dead? I almost laughed, trying to figure out which would be the less transgressive against the laws of nature.

"Took you long enough," Jan said as I entered the bedroom. I gave my oldest sister a glare.

"We, um..." Lucy started, then fumbled. There was something adorable about her discomfort. She was usually so easy and confident about this kind of stuff. "That is."

"I asked my sisters to be here to assist in the ritual," Lindsay said.

Ritual.

"You have to admit, it sounds better than incest orgy," Jan said with a wry smile.

Orgy!?

"Just you and me," Lindsay said, "I promise. We have to align, in body and mind. Our connection. I feel it pulling at me."

"She means she's horny as fuck," Jan said. Apparently, she'd taken on the role of translator for the day's event.

"OK, I think we've got this," I said, looking my sisters off. This was weird enough as is without having a sold-out crowd.

"No," Lindsay said quickly. "I want them to stay. For the, um, connection. It'll help strengthen the bond."

I didn't need my oldest sister to decipher that one. Lindsay wanted to be seen as in control, but she was nervous about this. Having Lucy and Jan there, as odd as it might have seemed, was helping her stay comfortable. I wasn't going to argue with her about that.

"No problem," I said.

My sister nodded. She was still fully clothed, lying back on the bed with her arms and legs so stiff she might have been chained there. I sat on the bed, gingerly, and stroked my baby sister's long brown hair. She cooed.

"I know how important this is to you," I said.

"To us," Lindsay corrected me. "Everything we've planned. None of it can happen unless we do this. We have to forge that bond."

"OK," I said, "I get that. Do you want to show me the way? Or do you want us to do this together?"

"Together," Lindsay said with a squeak. "All of us."

I nodded, continuing to pet my sister's head. Like she was a frightened foal in a lightning storm.

Jan sat down on the other side of the bed. She reached for Lindsay's shirt and took it off, exposing another one of my sister's tight sports bras -- an aqua one. As if they'd practiced this all before, Lucy sat next to me and pulled down Lindsay's yoga pants, revealing a matching pair of panties.

Lindsay was gasping for air, breathing hard like we were in the middle of a difficult exercise routine. I reached for my own clothes, but my sisters stopped me. Jan took off my shirt while Lucy loosed my jeans. I wondered how they'd decided who should do what.

Now Lindsay and I were down to our underwear. I felt the moment was right, so I leaned down and kissed Lindsay on the lips. She wrapped her arms around me. The awkwardness of making out with my little sister was still there. It only made things feel all the more electric.

"Prepare him," Lindsay said, "Us."

Jan reached into my boxers and found my cock. She squeezed it, finding me already plenty hard. To my surprise, Lucy reached into Lindsay's panties and started rubbing her pussy.

"Jeez, he's already about to explode," Jan said.

"Same here," Lucy said, "It's almost like our younger siblings really want to fuck each other."

"Nasty, naughty little brother and sister," Jan said.

"We're ready?" Lindsay asked.

"Any more ready and he's going to end before we can begin," Jan said.

Lucy shushed her. Lindsay giggled.

I kept kissing my little sister. Her ears, her cheeks, her neck. Jan removed Lindsay's bra and I moved my lips down to her adorable titties. Suckling at her eager nubs. I barely even noticed as Lucy took off my boxers. As she slipped off Lindsay's bottoms. Only when my cock brushed Lindsay's heat did I realize we were both completely bare.

"Are you sure, Linds?" I asked. Losing your virginity to your brother, there was no going back from that.

"Oh yes," Lindsay said, "I want to feel your essence inside me."

Inside. Yeah, about that.

"We can do that," I said, "We will do that. But maybe it makes sense to get a condom. Or at least not finish inside you. You know, with your birth control and everything."

"No," Lindsay said forcefully. "I promise. It'll be OK. Perfect."

I looked over at Lucy. My older sister shrugged. Like impregnating our younger sister was just one of those things that happened on occasion and there was nothing to be done about it.

In that moment, the pie chart that was my brain divided thusly. 3% believed my sister when she said there was nothing to worry about, that she was an adult and knew her own body and was totally trustworthy. Another 29% said that relying on Lindsay was crazy -- this was the same girl who'd once told me that daffodils were friendly, but sunflowers were mean -- she was going to get knocked up for sure and I needed to stay far, far away.

The problem was, the other 68% of my mind which didn't care about either side and was chanting fuck that sis as loud as it could.

So, you can figure out how everything went down.

Lucy grabbed my dick, giving me a flirty smirk as she felt my hardness fill her hand. She aimed me at our little sister's center. And just like that, my cockhead kissed at the entrance of Lindsay's tiny quim.

"Ready, Linds?" I asked.

The cute brunette nodded, vigorously. I slid forward. I felt a mix of conflicting sensations. The heat of Lindsay's pussy grabbing hold as the warmth of Lucy's hand fell away. I sank into my sister, bare. Everything went blank.

All I could feel were the wondrous sensations as Lindsay's lovely cunt slipped around me. Wet and wanting. Tighter than anything I'd ever felt. Hotter too. Like sliding into a gasping, groaning volcano.

Lindsay huffed as I filled her. Her expression equal parts fear and desire. She watched my every movement. Searching. For what I cannot say. Her body beneath me rising and falling rhythmic. Her breaths coming deep and desperate.

"Ssssssooooo deep," Lindsay groaned.

"You've got this," Lucy said. She gave me an inquisitive look.

"Almost all," I said.

I slipped in the last inch. My balls bounced against my sister's bottom. Both of us sighed -- a sound that spoke of relief, delight, and concern all at once. We'd done it, completely. I was buried to the end in my baby sister. Her pussy was fully filled with my cock. Everything that entailed, it held us enraptured for a moment.

"Well don't just lie there," Jan snapped, peevish, "Fuck her for fuck's sake."

"Jan, you can go now," I said.

"No, it's OK," Lindsay said, "She can stay."

But my oldest sister got the message. She nodded her head, biting her lip, clearly chastened.

Slowly, I slid back in Lindsay, then drove forward. She hissed like she was scalded. Like I was the source of that molten heat, instead of her. For a moment, I thought I'd hurt her.

"Just. Getting used," Lindsay said.

I knew what she meant. My sister's clasping, steaming eighteen-year-old pussy was something new to be sure. With every breath, I worried I was about to break loose. And while she'd already told me it was safe to cum, I knew I needed to make Lindsay's first time more special than a pump and dump.

Lindsay, on her side, wasn't helping things. She was figuring out her body, shifting and squeezing to see what felt the best. How she could eke out her own pleasure.

"Mmmm... that's nice," Lindsay said. She was off in her own universe.

Unable to hold back my urges any longer, I started to slide back and forth in my sister. Lindsay groaned as I moved. At first, I thought it might be pain, but I saw from the look in her eyes that it was all pleasure.

"That looks so nice," Lucy said, absently in my ear. I didn't need to look to know her fingers were in her own snatch.

"It's so bad," Jan said, openly strumming herself, as well.

"It's so gooood," Lindsay sighed, "Such a good brother. Making me feel so... AH!"

I'd reached down and found Lindsay's clit. I knew I didn't have long, and I needed to get her off. I'd worked my little sister enough times to have a pretty good idea of rhythm and pace. Her tiny, well-muscled body bucked as I rubbed her. Her pussy, impossibly, tightened. To the point where I was sure she was about to rip my cock right off.

Lindsays squeaked. She squealed. A throaty chuckle escaped her lips, and she went over the top. Body straining.

"Oh... Goddess..." The words slipped out of her mouth unbidden. Like the hiss from a tea kettle. All the pressure pushing them loose.

Finally, Lindsay fell back to the bed.

"Cum," she told me, with a firmness of voice I'd never heard from her. Like she was channeling Jan. "Cum in me!"

I looked over at Lucy. My older sister gave me a funny little smirk.

"You heard the girl," Jan said on my other side, sharply.

"Nuh-need you to cum. So deep!" Lindsay said.

"It's not a... I can't just flip a switch," I said.

All three of my sisters gave me a doubting look.

Honestly, I don't know what I was arguing. I'd been close before we started so how near was I now? I guess I wanted to prolong that feeling of being inside my little sister. Feeling her body surround me.



But Lindsay had demanded I cum so that's what I was going to do. I stopped moving slowly. I grabbed my sister's shoulders for purchase and started plowing her. Our hips slapping with each pump.

"Oh! My! GoddESS!" Lindsay screamed. If our parents really were home, they'd be breaking down the door any second.

The room filled with the sounds of me full-on fucking Lindsay. The claps of our pubic bones clashing. The mewls and gasps from my sister, her legs hanging in the air like a bird readying to land on a branch. The wet, sloppy noises of Lucy and Jan on either side. Both of them sounded ready to peak, themselves.

"Oh! Oh you naughty boy. Making sissy CUM!" Jan cried out.

"Give it to her OH! So good..." Lucy groaned.

"Yes! Fuck me! Fill me... OH!" Lindsay gasped.

And finally, buried as deep as I could, I inseminated my little sister. The pleasure raced down my shaft. Up my back and through my body. Radiating out of me with the heat and energy of a collapsing star.

"Oh! I feel it!" Lindsay cried out. "Feel him. Filling me!"

I buried my head in the crook of Lindsay's shoulder. My eyes squeezed shut. Jaw locked tight. Like each joyful burst was taking tremendous effort. As if hosing the walls of my sister's womb took every last bit of my energy.

Lindsay's legs closed languid around me. She let out a long, deep, "ohhhhhhhh."

I felt hands on my body. Lucy on one flank, Jan on the other. Both of them petting, soothing.

"That's it, you got her," Lucy said.

"Yeah... yuh. Got me," Lindsay said. "Got me so good."

"Such a good big brother," Jan said.

I felt myself soften. Everything felt sticky and hot. I rolled off my sister, leaving my last trail of spend on her thin thigh. Lindsay rolled over and kissed me.

"Connected?" I asked.

"You tell me," she said, smiling playfully.

"Definitely," I said. I meant it. There was a closeness there, even with our other sisters in the room. I felt linked to Lindsay in a totally different way. Like puzzle pieces, our bodies aligned.

"I think we'll need to do that again," Lindsay said, "To please the goddess. You know."

"Whatever she needs," I said, already drifting away in the arms of my loving siblings.

*

"Come."

I was lying in bed, staring up at the ceiling. Once the post-coital bliss had washed away, I was left with the cold rationality of what had happened. What we'd done. What I'd given my little sister. It was glorious, yes, but scary too. Again, I thought about Lindsay's lack of birth control. Would it be so bad if I impregnated her? I mean, yes. Of course. No doubt.

But would it really?

After the big event I'd gone back to making dinner. The pasta was way overdone and the sauce was lukewarm at best, but no one was willing to complain. Not even my parents who, having come home from work to a warm meal, were more than happy to eat and then shuffle off to bed in silence.

In some ways, it only made me resent them more. Our baby sister was stumbling around the house with the quivering legs and dopey expression of someone who had been obviously, completely fucked to the fullest and they didn't even blink. I almost wanted to shout in their faces. But whatever. That time was coming soon enough.

I cleared off dinner and went to bed. I was expecting a nice, easy sleep. Instead, the 'what-if' monsters started whispering in my ear. So, I stared at the ceiling, obsessing about all the things I couldn't control. And the many things I could affect but didn't care.

It was this odd sensation. There was something I was supposed to do. I was sure of it. But, for the life of me, I couldn't figure out what that was.

My phone buzzed. And that fateful word once again appeared on my screen.

And I knew.

*

"This afternoon got you worked up, huh?" I said, sidling into my oldest sister's bedroom.

Jan was lying back on her bed. She had her black hair up in a bun and was wearing thick-framed glasses. She had on the sexy, silky kimono, as well. The words came to my mind, once again.

Smoke show.

There truly was no better way to describe my big sis.

"Like you wouldn't believe," Jan said, "Naughty little brother. Knocking up our little sister."

I paused by the side of the bed. I hoped that Jan was only doing dirty talk. Our plans were going to be hard to pull off already without adding that to the mix.

Jan must have seen my concern because her face softened. "Oh, Dylan," she said, "It'll all be fine, I promise. I'm just playing."

"OK," I said. I sat down on the bed. Jan scooched next to me resting her head on my shoulder.

"It is kind of hot though," Jan said, "Thinking about it."

"Is it now?" I asked.

"Mmhm," Jan said. "Think about how bad it is. You made our little sissy cum. You filled her fertile womb with your sticky, sibling seed. All those naughty brother spermies, bursting into her most precious, special place. Oh, big brother. You're not supposed to go in there."

"Fucking hell, Jan," I said. My older sister really was sick in the head. But only in the best of ways.

"What do you think, brother? You want to be bad again?"

I leaned over and took Jan's glasses off her head. I pulled the band off her bun, letting her dark hair spill free.

"You like doing that, don't you," Jan said, "Breaking me down."

"Only because you like having it done," I said.

Jan chortled. She untied her kimono, revealing her pale, perfect body to me. Her breasts sat high on her chest, nipples so tight and sharp I'd swear they could slice.

I took off my shirt and shucked my pajama pants. Both of us lay back in her bed, naked. Jan lifted her legs and spread them. I grabbed hold of my cock. I was sure she was about to reach into her drawer, but Jan grabbed my hand, instead. Holding me back from stroking.

"Nuh uh," Jan said. She bucked her hips with meaning.

"Wow, this afternoon really go you worked up, huh?"

Jan nodded enthusiastically. She tried to pull me over to her.

"But it's so wrong," I said, drawing out that last word the way Jan liked. "You're not supposed to fuck your little brother."

"Please," Jan said, "Just this once. I promise I'll be good."

"You like that? Corrupting me? Showing your baby bro your hot, little pussy. Begging him to shove it inside you like a slut?"

"Uh huh."

I crawled over Jan, pushing her legs even further apart. I grabbed my cock and steered it to her center. As I did, Jan switched roles.

"Please no, little brother," she said, "Don't. It's not supposed to go in me."

"I can't stop," I said, "Need it so bad."

"But brother it's so wrong. You're not supposed to feel my hungry little pussy." Jan grabbed my hips as she said it. Drawing me forward.

The head of my cock kissed her pussy lips, then slid, inexorably inside. Jan's cunt wasn't nearly as tight as Lindsay's and was warm, rather than hot. It hardly mattered. She squeezed down as I entered her, and it felt like entering heaven.

Jan groaned as I filled her.

"You like that?" I asked. "Feeling your baby brother inside you?"

"Oh! My brother has the best cock," Jan said.

"Best you've ever had?" I asked.

Jan paused. We'd done the teasing sibling thing, but making her confess she liked me better than her boyfriend was a different kink.

"You're the biggest," Jan said, "You're the best."

"You'll only take my cock from now on," I told her.

"Yes," Jan said, surprisingly supplicant. "I promise."

I drew back and thrust into my sister, hard. Her bed thunked against the wall. Unlike with Lindsay, I didn't take my time. I didn't worry about whether my sister was enjoying this or not. I railed into her with abandon. Thrusting and pumping with no rhythm or care. Just the driving need of rutting. Biological beyond words.

"Fuh-fuck." Jan tried to get the words out but my aggression wouldn't let her. "Fucking. My. Brother. So. BAD."

I pulled out and smacked Jan's butt. She got the hint and rolled over onto all fours. Presented her ass to me. She bent her head down, burying it in her arms. Ass pointing upwards. Waggling back and forth. I wondered if she was even aware she was doing it.

I grabbed hold of Jan's perfect ass cheeks and drove home once again.

"Oh YES!" Jan cried out as I plunged into her.

She reached back and pinched her nipple so hard, I swore I felt it too. Her whole body went rigid. Jan growled. Her flesh went pink from top to bottom, like a sudden fever. She stilled.

A second later, Jan sucked in a massive gasp of air. "Oh. Oh fuck. Oh fuck."

"You OK?" I asked, genuinely concerned.

"Fuck yeah. Oh fuck that was good," Jan said, "Oh FUCK!"

She grabbed her nipple again and twisted, taking herself right over the top again. Jan machine-gunned through her orgasms, cumming so hard I worried we'd have to go to the hospital after. If she ever came down at all.

But all of that sister-pleasure was more than I could take. I thought, after everything, that I'd last way longer. I was already at the precipice. It's weird, I was kind of disappointed in myself.

Jan, however, had no problem at all with my timing. "Bad. Little brother. You can't -- uhn! -- cum in me."

It no longer mattered what she said. My peak was so close, I could fall forward and topple right over it. That's more or less what happened, actually. I thrusted, filling my sister with my fertility.

"Oh FUCK!" Jan cried out. "My brother's cummming in ME!"

The force of my orgasm overtook me. I thought I'd cum hard before. This was almost more. It was violent, each burst like a cannon shot. Shaking me. Aching. My fingers dug into Jan's ass so hard, I'd leave little bruises. I buried myself deep in my sister, delivering load after load of hot, wriggling brother-cum. Searching her body, deep.

"Oh yes," Jan said, "Oh fuck. Such a good little brother. Giving sissy all you've got."

Her mumbling trailed off. I collapsed forward, both of us falling to the bed in a slippery heap. Our juices pooling on Jan's sheets. My oldest sister took my head in her hands, hard. She kissed me, squeezing my skull like she was trying to crack it open. Her tongue forced its way into my mouth. I could barely breathe but it didn't matter.

"You came in me," Jan said.

"Yuh-huh," I said.

She gave me a scared little look that turned into a huge grin. "That was awesome," Jan said.

"Uh huh," I said.

Finally, I felt like I could sleep.

*

"Holy fuck that's hot."

Lucy and I were sitting at our table, finishing off the last of a luxurious meal. This restaurant was one of the hottest in town, but I'd managed to score a reservation from a buddy who worked as a dishwasher in the back. I guess I still had a few connections in town that were worth keeping.

The meal had been decadent, so rich it actually made me dizzy. The bottle of wine we split didn't hurt (they only checked Lucy's ID, thankfully). Of course, the conversation was what truly put me over the top. I didn't realize how hot it would be to tell Lucy about what had happened with Jan. Especially since she demanded such exacting detail.

"What'd you do after that?" Lucy asked.

I gave my blonde, buxom sister an evaluating look. What'd she expect?

"I went to sleep," I said, "What? You thought I'd be up all night pounding her into the bed? Please, I'm an actual human being. Not some porn story character."

"Well, that would have been hot," Lucy said.

"I'd probably be dead," I said.

"Well you'd better not just wham-bam-thank-you-ma'am with me," Lucy said, "I've got expectations, you know."

"Understood," I said, looking down at my crotch. Hope you can hold up, little man.

After dinner, we shared a chocolate truffle platter, then I paid the check. This meal was going to be dear, especially in the context of everything else we had going on. But Lucy was worth it.

Afterwards, we drove back home. It was late in the evening and the house was quiet. My parents had passed out long ago and our other sisters had already been warned. We went up to Lucy's bedroom and shut the door behind us.

My older sister leaned over and gave me a little kiss on the lips. A tease of what was to come. She was wearing a bright red dress that looked so good on her curvy body, I couldn't wait to rip it off her.

Lucy hugged me close. She let her lips trail across my cheek and linger at my ear.

"I want to try something different tonight," Lucy whispered.

"Anal?!"

"No, you dope," Lucy smacked me on the shoulder, playfully. "I mean, maybe. Eventually. It would, um, address some other problems. But no. Not that."

I eyed my sister. We'd done so much dirty stuff together, beginning with humping the floor together and eventually, well, everything. Honestly, what more could two people share?

"I want to make love," Lucy said.

I smiled. Carefully, piece by piece, I stripped my sister bare. I laid her down on the bed, kissing every inch of her. We moved slowly. Savoring. Appreciating every second we had together.

When we finally joined, it felt like a natural step in our journey with each other. Our bodies perfectly aligned. I'd connected with Lindsay, yes. And Jan and I had, well, I guess you'd call it an elemental understanding. But it was nothing compared to this. What Lucy and I had, it was almost an insult to call it love. We were bonded down to our atoms. Intercourse was only another expression of it.

Lucy and I made love on her bed for what felt like hours. Every time we felt the end approaching, we pulled back. Taking our time to build each other to the perfect ending.

But, finally, my stamina started to give. I could feel the end coming and there was no stopping it. Even if I pulled out, I knew I'd end up spurting on the floor.

Lucy must have felt it because she spurred me onwards. I knew she'd cum at least a couple times, but it wasn't something I'd been counting. What we were doing, it was more than that. Orgasms were only little punctuation marks in the story of our bodies that we told each other that night.

But when I finally went over the top -- as I buried myself deep in my beautiful blonde sister -- right before my inevitable explosion, Lucy whispered in my ear.

"I know that Lindsay has her whole 'chakra' thing," Lucy said, "And Jan's 'naughty sibling' stuff. Well, I've figured out, I've got a little kink of my own."

"What?" I asked, my body straining to hold back for just a moment more.

"Impregnation," Lucy said. She let the word slip out, like it was the most delicious thing she'd ever tasted.

My older sister grabbed my ass and thrust me forward. My orgasm raced over me. I thought I was tipping off the cliff. I leapt right off the mountainside. The edging of the entire evening. The love for my sister. The racing fear and wonder of that word. All of it combined to blow me out beyond anything I'd ever experienced.

I think I shouted. I know Lindsay did. I filled my sister with an ardor I didn't think was humanly possible. Whatever sounds we made. The feelings we had. I can't describe it in a way that would make sense in any human language.

It was the most glorious, flowering burst of ecstasy I've ever known. It warmed me to my soul. It ground me down to dust. I felt my entire body unravel to the proteins, then slowly zip itself back together. Lucy screaming her pleasure in my ear.

When I regained consciousness, the love of my life was cradling me in her arms.

"Better than a pillow?" I asked her, playfully.

Lucy shook her head and laughed.

*

In the end, we let my parents catch us.

I know it sounds stupid, but we wanted one big blow out to tie everything together. Plus, the whole 'eff you' aspect of it. I won't lie that it really appealed.

We were all completely naked in the living room when Mom and Dad came home. I won't describe the exact details. Let's just say that my dick was slick from two different sister-pussies already and was in the process of plumbing a third when the door flew open, and my parents shouted like they'd been shot.

Mom was apoplectic. Dad turned so purple, he looked like he would burst. We made a big show of grabbing our things, hurriedly, as we ran out of the house. It was all fake; we'd been slowly taking stuff out of there for weeks already.

The four of us piled into the car and sped off, the shouts of our parents ringing in our ears. For a moment it felt serious. Scary.

Then the reality of what we'd done hit us and we all started laughing, hysterically.

We were finally free.

*

"Come here," I said, calling Lucy into my room.

It was hot as eff that summer, but the air conditioning in our little brownstone was working fine. Lucy was wearing shorts and a t-shirt, her buxom body bouncing perfectly as she passed in the hallway.

She glanced over at me, curiously.

"What are you doing?" Lucy asked.

"Do you think this picture is straight?" I asked. We'd been here for a while, but I wasn't done decorating. Getting everything right in our new place was taking longer than I'd imagined it would. I was pretty OK with that.

Lucy came into my room and pushed the frame slightly. "This is lovely," she said, looking at the picture.

"Jan got it for me," I said.

"It suits you," she said.

"The place is coming together nicely," I said.

"It's OK," Lucy said, "I'm still getting used to sharing bedrooms."

"Yeah, cause that's such a burden," I said.

Lucy, to her credit, blushed a little. "It can be awkward sometimes, hearing my brother share his 'inner fire' with our little sister."

"You heard that, last night, huh?"

"Or having to listen while he fills my older sis with his 'bad little brother spermies.'"

"You caught that too, I guess."

"Yyyyyyyyup," Lucy said. "Kinda hard to miss when you're in the same room."

"Well, if you'd like, I'm sure I can find you some extra pillows," I said, "You know, to drown it all out."

Lucy slapped my shoulder, but then she hugged me around the shoulders, resting her head near my neck.

"Speaking of pillows, have you heard anything from Kara recently?" I asked.

"We haven't spoken since the Christmas Miracle," Lucy said, "But I heard through the grapevine that she left school, and her older brother broke his engagement. So, I guess that tells you everything you need to know. Why, you think we need another roommate?"

"No," I said, "Just thinking. It'd be nice to have an ally. Someone to confide in, at least."

Lucy made a show of thinking about it. "I'll give her a call," she said, "Speaking of allies, you hear from Mom and Dad?"

"I've gotten some nasty voicemails," I said, "But that's to be expected. I still feel bad about how we did things."

"Not our best moment," Lucy said.

"Not by far," I said.

"Don't be too hard on yourself," Lucy said, "We did what we thought was best in the moment. Also, it was pretty fucking funny."

"Truth," I said. I nudged the frame on the wall again. Lucy pushed it back. We glared at each other. A little smile formed on my sister's lips. She nodded her head. Jutted her chin. I looked down at the floor.

My phone rang and I picked it up. It was my new job, asking if I could pick up some extra hours that afternoon. Lucy eyed me. I could see she was disappointed, but she knew it had to be done. Things were going to work out, but only if we worked at them. If that meant sacrificing sometimes, then so be it. At least we knew we were truly taking control of our own lives.

"Yes," I said, "Absolutely. Happy to come in. Just, if you don't mind, could it wait about an hour? I've got something pressing I need to deal with."

I put my phone down on my bed. Lucy clapped her hands and grinned, leaning in to kiss me. The job could wait for a little bit.

After all, what's more important than family?
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Prissy Krissy Pt. 01

When I was in middle school, my mom took a job as a nurse at the local hospital which meant she had to work all kinds of crazy hours. So, on the afternoons after school when she had to work, Mom would have my younger sister and me stay with the Thompsons, who lived next door.

Unlike us, our neighbors were devout Christians (I couldn't tell you the exact denomination, but they were hardcore) who lived particularly WASP-y lives. That was quite the culture shock to us Jewish kids, who had no idea how to process an existence filled with potpourri, large paintings of Jesus, and quiet condemnation.

The Thompsons had two children: a son who was my sister's age and a daughter, named Krissy, who was a year younger than me. They had a playroom in their finished basement, and we'd all hang out down there till my dad came to pick us up and take us to Roy Rogers for dinner.

Krissy wouldn't have anything to do with boys. So, she and my sister would play 'family' with her dolls. That left me to do my best to dodge Krissy's younger brother -- the definition of a little shit whose favorite activities included kicking, biting, and crying to his very sympathetic mother when I tried to defend myself.

It should have been a miserable experience (and mostly it was), except for one thing: I had a thing for Krissy. She was thin, blonde, and quite pretty; always dressed in fuzzy sweaters and tight jeans. The chance to stare at her all afternoon (when I wasn't dodging her little brother), almost made it all worthwhile.

Not that Krissy was at all interested in me. That girl was untouchable. She kept everyone at arm's length, haughty and reserved. Like she was a higher being and all of us were supposed to be supplicant to her superiority. This all happened well before Frozen was a thing, but I can tell you, even Elsa would have called Krissy an ice queen. Yet none of that stopped young me from crushing on her, hard.

When I turned 13 (and my sister was 11), Mom got comfortable with leaving us home alone for a couple hours and we stopped going to the Thompsons' house. In high school, I mostly lost track of Krissy. She wasn't in my grade, and it's not like we ran in the same orbits or even the same solar system. I'd see her sometimes -- randomly, at a distance -- and be reminded of how pretty she was. But that was all.

And then I graduated high school, left for Boston, and forgot all about that stuff.

*

My sophomore year, at age 20, I came back home for the summer for the first time since I'd started college. The year before, I'd managed to pick up a bunch of temp jobs and stay near school. But the most recent semester had been rough, and I needed a reprieve.

There were a lot of factors. I had no idea what to major in -- the strong feeling I had about my original degree turned out to be hatred. My grades, understandably, suffered. I'd had my first serious girlfriend that year and it was a nightmare relationship, in retrospect. Dysfunctional and disastrous, in almost every respect.

Also, my roommate was a tremendous asshole, my friend group fractured over some dumb drama (not worth going into), and I got a nasty flu in February that lingered till April. In other words, I'd had my annus horribilis. I needed to retreat and regroup.

Home was not my first choice. I got along with my family OK, but we lived in one of those stereotypical small-minded small towns with nothing to do and lots to resent. The few friends I had from high school, that could have made things enjoyable (or at least bearable), were all away on their own adventures.

To give you an idea of how long ago all this happened, I got a job that summer at the local Blockbuster Video. An undersized store in the strip mall across from the A&P, it wasn't a bad setup for the summer. It paid minimum wage, but the hours were good, and I got lots of free movies. Mostly I stayed behind the register, joked around with my coworkers, and watched the summer float by.

And that's how I ran into Krissy again.

I hadn't seen her in at least two years and the time had been kind. She was still thin, but her body had filled out. Krissy was wearing her standard uniform of a white, fuzzy sweater and blue jeans, but on her current body it all curved and swelled in the most scrumptious ways.

Her face had gone from 'pretty' to 'flat-out gorgeous' with a sharp nose and chin, and ice-blue eyes. Her golden blonde hair, pulled back with a hot pink head band, hung poker straight down past her shoulders.

Krissy was in the store by herself, eyeing the new release wall like it had done something rude to her. It was a Thursday afternoon, the sun streamed through the glass storefront, and so it was mostly quiet. There was another woman with her two kids browsing the family section, but that was it for customers.

I stood behind the register and, I'm embarrassed to say, straight up stared at my former crush girl. My co-worker, Steve, was standing next to me and he noticed her as well.

"Who is that hottie?" he asked, elbowing me in the ribs. He was a tall guy, pale, and built like Grimace from the old McDonald's ads. He was constantly sweaty, regardless of the weather, and smelled strangely of baby powder.

"She's my neighbor," I said, doing my best to sound disinterested. "We used to play together as kids."

"I'd like to play family with her right now," he said, and licked his thick, purple lips. I forced out a nervous chuckle. Krissy was going to spit in his face. Although, knowing Steve, that might have been exactly what he was hoping for.

The woman with her kids came over and asked a question, drawing Steve reluctantly away. A few moments later, Krissy came up front to the register. I don't think she recognized me at first. But then I saw her azure eyes round into recognition.

"Hello Jacob," she said, and smiled slightly.

It took me a moment to process that she was talking to me. I'd been 'Jake' for over a decade by that point and (I'm aware of how dumb this is) I didn't realize right away that Jacob equaled me. Krissy was seen as one of the 'smart kids' and while I wasn't so bad myself, I knew she'd always seen me as a lunkhead. My current behavior couldn't have been helping with that image. Finally, I was able to gather my wits and say hi back.

"You're at school now?" I asked. I assumed that, since Krissy was a year younger than me, she'd have just finished her freshman year.

"Yes, at Messiah," Krissy said.

I knew that was a Christian college out in Pennsylvania, but that was about it.

"It's nice," she said. A slightly more genuine grin played on her lips. Like she was remembering a private joke.

When I reached to scan her movies, I noticed that Krissy had chosen two romance films -- both famous for having particularly steamy sex scenes. That didn't seem very Krissy-like at all. I had to assume that she wasn't aware of the content, but there was no way I could think of to warn her without coming off as a perv, myself.

"Oh, Legends of the Fall!" Steve exclaimed. He'd come back over from helping the other customer and apparently saw no problem with breaking in on my conversation. "Wait till you see the scene with Brad Pitt and Julia Ormond. Holy fuck, I had to change my underwear twice after that one."

Krissy's jaw hit the counter. Her eyes went wide. I spun on Steve and glared at him, aghast.

"Dude, that is not cool," I said.

"What? It's a really good scene," Steve said, "The cinematography is excellent."

"I'm sorry about that," I said, holding my eyes to Krissy.

"It's OK," Krissy said. She gave me an actual smile that time.

The one benefit of Steve's outburst was that he'd managed to warn Krissy what she was in for. Yet, to my surprise, she continued to pay for both movies and left.

As soon as the door jingled closed behind her, Steve slapped me, hard, on the shoulder.

"Dude, she's going to go home and rub her sweet, golden pussy right off," he said, then guffawed.

I told him that was extremely unlikely. I doubted a girl like Krissy even knew that she had a vagina, let alone how to make it sing. Steve shook his head at me, disdainful at how naive I was, and went into the back to take his lunch break.

I spent the rest of the day feeling oddly down. I didn't even like Krissy; she wasn't a nice person, and I didn't enjoy her company. Yet I had this sensation of loss, like I'd missed some huge opportunity by letting her walk out the door. And, silly me, I was convinced that I wouldn't see her again all summer.

*

On Monday morning, Krissy came back into the Blockbuster. This time, I was doing an opening shift and Steve wasn't there. Instead, I was working with a tiny, Asian girl named Mei who'd gasp and hide in the back any time a customer came in. You can imagine how much fun she was to work with on a Friday night. Still, she made the shelves look immaculate.

Most people would leave their returned movies in the drop box outside the store, but Krissy came inside and placed the two blue/white VHS boxes on the counter. I was busy with another customer (a weirdly hectic Monday morning), but Krissy stood there and waited for me.

When I was done, I walked over to the other side of the counter, and she handed me the tapes. Krissy had the usual sweater (green this time) and jeans on. But her hair was up in a ponytail, and she was wearing glasses, black with thick rims. I knew this was her dressing down, but I thought she looked extra cute that way.

"Did you enjoy the movies?" I asked, on autopilot.

I didn't even think about what I was implying until Krissy's whole body flushed pink. Eventually, she managed to squeak something out.

"They were OK," she said.

"Happy to hear it," I said, still in store-guy mode.

Once Krissy realized that I wasn't messing with her, and really meant to be polite, she was able to move on and wander around the store. I did my best to give her space, but I won't lie, I tracked the beautiful blonde girl like she was an enemy submarine. No need to make any observations about my burgeoning torpedo.

Right then -- pretending to scan returned movies while I spied on my former neighbor -- I came to a decision. I don't know why I did it, honestly. I guess Krissy represented some lost opportunity in my fertile imagination. Or maybe, with everything else going on in my life, I felt like I had nothing to lose. So, when Krissy brought her movies up to pay, I pounced.

"Oh, Romeo + Juliet," I said, looking at her selections, "I wanted to watch this one." I did not. But I was making my play.

Krissy looked around the store then back at me. Her implication was obvious. I worked at a video store. I could watch whatever, whenever I wanted.

"It's always out when I have time to see it," I said, displaying a mental dexterity even I didn't realize I had. "And now you have the only copy."

"Oh," Krissy said, "Well, I guess you could take it once I bring it back."

"Sure," I said, "Or, maybe I could watch it with you?"

Krissy stuttered at that. She paused halfway through reaching into her purse to pay. Like my question had caused her OS to crash. Finally, she met my eyes with hers. I could tell she was trying to find a way to say 'no' but it wasn't coming.

Instead, meekly, she looked down at the counter and said, "OK."

"Maybe this afternoon?" I asked, "My shift ends at one."

I almost suggested lunch beforehand, but I decided not to push it. Krissy was struggling enough already. But she managed to squeak out a "sure" before she grabbed her movie and strutted out of the store. So fast, she must have thought I might chase her.

I spent the next few hours soaking in a happy, dopey stew of endorphins.

*

I had no trouble finding Krissy's house, obviously. I simply parked at my parents' place and walked right over. I rang her doorbell, and it made a happy little chime. I expected to see a nervous Krissy answer the door. Or maybe an angry one.

Instead, the pretty blonde looked legitimately pleased to see me. Krissy let me in and led me to the basement. I could have found my way blindfolded. Despite the fact that it had been nearly a decade since I'd been in that house, I found it mapped into my mind. Every shape and smell. Like it had been embalmed, waiting for me, all those years.

We passed by the kitchen on the way to the basement and there, as if she too was waiting, was Krissy's mom. Mrs. Thompson was short and slight, with red hair cut to just below her ears. Her whole body was covered in freckles, like she'd fallen in a vat of them as a child. She was wearing a polo-ish shirt and a pair of Mom jeans. She gave me her usual sour look as I walked by.

"Remember to leave the door open," she told her daughter.

My last girlfriend had serious mom-issues (in truth, she had serious everything issues, but that's a different 120,000 word story I won't be posting anytime soon), and I was used to hearing snippy retorts when a mom made such a controlling request. Actually, I was used to that with every woman I'd dated.

It's not that I chose relationships with broken people, it's just that we were adults. Was Mrs. Thompson driving out to Harrisburg every day to make sure Krissy was leaving enough space for the Holy Ghost between her and whatever boy she brought home? No, she was not.

Krissy was 19. I was 20. If we wanted to host orgies in her basement, I didn't see what Krissy's mom could say about it. But she talked to her daughter like she was some high school kid. And Krissy seemed more than OK with that.

"Sure thing!" Krissy said, cheerfully, then bopped down the stairs with me trailing behind.

I turned back to give Mrs. Thompson a smile and a wave, but she made a face like I'd shoved a lemon down her throat.

Krissy, however, was still grinning when we got downstairs. The room was exactly how I remembered it. Even the toys were left in the same places. But there was one major difference: someone had installed a big screen (for those days, anyway) TV, a nice sound system, and the best VCR that money could buy.

I sat on the plush couch (it even made the same squish noise I remembered), and Krissy knelt down to futz with the TV. Seeing her squatting forward, that perfect ass pointing out in her too tight jeans, I remembered exactly why I'd gambled on getting an afternoon with her. If I could get those pants off, I didn't care how mean she was most of the time.

Krissy went back to the couch and sat down, leaving a full cushion between us. She looked over at me, a kind of non-verbal warning, then pushed play. She rested her hands, primly, in her lap.

Have you ever had a cat stalk you? They do this thing where they inch closer every time you're not looking. So, first glance: 12 feet away. Next glance, 10. Third look, 7. Till suddenly they're right on top of you.

That's how I made my move on Krissy. As she got engrossed in the movie, I slid ever closer. Till she was within reach. I could smell the coconut shampoo of her hair. The banal sweetness of her perfume. I noticed a little freckle where her neck met her jaw, barely visible.

We reached the scene with Leo and Kate in the pool. To this point, Krissy had seemed mildly engaged in the movie -- enough to let me sneak up on her -- but not totally entranced. Now, she leaned forward. Eyes focused on the screen. She let out a little gasp as the onscreen couple kissed. I noticed Krissy's thighs slowly rubbing against each other.

I made the final journey to be right next to Krissy as she watched that scene. I think I could have turned into a boa constrictor, and she wouldn't have noticed. But nothing happened. The couple broke apart and the scene changed.

Krissy sat back in the couch cushions. She let out a little pout.

"Aw," she said, letting her disappointment show.

"Not what you were hoping for?" I asked.

Krissy looked at me like she'd forgotten I was even there.

"They were supposed to... You know," she said.

And that's when it occurred to me. My golden girl wasn't watching these movies despite the sex scenes. She wanted to watch because of them.

It was a shocking revelation, and it only turned me on even more. The perfect, religious girl who was too good for anyone had come home from college horny. Holy fuck did that make me hot.

I went from hoping at a chance with her to needing one. We watched a little more of the movie. I put my arm around Krissy's shoulders. I leaned my head forward. And when her eyes caught mine for whatever random reason, I leapt right in and kissed her.

I felt Krissy jump back, instinctive, but I was able to hold her close and soon she fell into it. Little gasps and mewls as our lips smacked. Some distant part of me wondered if Mrs. Thompson could hear the sounds of our make-out session upstairs. The rest of me couldn't care less.

We kept kissing. Krissy rested her lithe little hand on my chest. Her unicorn-pink nails clashed against the plaid of my flannel. I saw the little blonde hairs on her wrists were standing up. I wondered how far up her arm her light fur went, but I didn't dare reach for her sweater at that stage.

I pulled away for a breath. The moment of truth. Krissy gave me a wicked little grin and started kissing me again. I ran my tongue against her thin, coral lips and she let them part. Oh YES! My tongue entwined with hers. Her breath was minty and sweet.

Finally, we realized the credits were playing and we broke apart. Rather than call it an afternoon, Krissy rewound the movie and started it again. We watched Romeo + Juliet three times that afternoon. I don't remember a damn thing about the movie.


Prissy Krissy Pt. 02

The next morning, I was back at Blockbuster, walking around in a daze. Like Krissy had chloroformed me, rather than kissed me. We hadn't gone any further than that (OK, I'd sucked her earlobe and kissed her neck), but it still felt monumental. My lips were chapped from all that making out. My balls ached like I'd been hitting them with a hammer.

About an hour into my shift, Krissy, herself, showed up. Her hair was up in another headband, but the glasses were gone. I figured she'd put in her contacts that morning. Still the same general clothes: yellow sweater and jeans. I imagined she had a closet full of those outfits, like some kind of superhero.

Krissy beamed at me giddily as she returned the movie we'd watched. Like she was giving me something stolen, she secreted it over the counter. Then she grabbed my hand and pulled me to the shelves.

The store was empty. Again, weekday morning. So, we were able to wander around, holding hands, like this was romantic. Krissy didn't try to kiss me, and I didn't want to push, so instead we tried to pick out our next film. The implication was obvious: we would be sharing another afternoon in her basement, exploring each other's bodies, while a semi-dirty movie played in the background and Krissy's mom did mom things up in the kitchen.

In that context, our choice of what to watch hardly seemed to matter. It's not like we would be paying attention to the thing. But now that I had an idea of what Krissy had been up to, I had a better idea.

You have to remember what year this was. There was no porn on the Internet because, mostly, there was no Internet (OK, technically there was some, but you try jerking off to a nude pic as it slowly loads up over a three-hour period). Finding anything erotic was an accomplishment. You could buy a magazine with an ID while an entire store stared at you (good luck). There were erotic literature books at the store in the mall, but they were more like weird Victorian curios than anything actually arousing.

And yes, there were porn videos. But Blockbuster didn't carry them. We would have had to go to the shady video store on the other side of the street with a hidden back room behind a black curtain. I'd have had better luck trying to get Krissy to go into a tiger's cage. So, while what we were looking for seems tame compared to what you can get today (and it is), at the time this was truly illicit stuff!

I knew I needed to find just the thing to help get Krissy in the mood for more than kissing. I went to the one movie I knew would help: Sliver.

Sliver is not a good film, but I knew it had Sharon Stone in a hot sex scene with William Baldwin fairly early on (my parents got HBO when we were teens, God bless them). The only issue was convincing Krissy to rent an erotic thriller. There was no way that chaste woman was going to agree to it without some serious cajoling.

The uptight blonde took one look at the cover I showed her. The smile on her face grew so wide, it almost swallowed her. She practically ran it up to the front so I could rent it to her.

Well, OK then.

Krissy was already raring to go, but I was stuck in the store for another few hours. To my surprise, rather than head home, she stayed there and kept me company. It was sweet. Sort of.

I don't want to give you the wrong impression. This was still Krissy I was dealing with. Resting bitch face was something that she could reasonably claim to have invented, and she wore it well. She stood by the wall, arms crossed under her breasts, and ticked away the minutes, glaring at the customers like their presence was personally insulting.

Finally, when my shift was over, we hurried out. This time, we did stop for lunch on the way home. We both got sandwiches at a nearby cafe, sitting across from each other under an umbrella at a table overlooking the expanse of suburban traffic and cracked sidewalk that surrounded the strip mall.

We probably looked like a couple, but we didn't act like one. Krissy didn't hold my hand or even glance my way through the whole meal. I couldn't shake the thought that she was epically pissed at me for some reason (it was a common reaction to spending time with her).

We did talk a bit -- or tried to, anyway. It was mostly the usual standard student stuff. College majors and the like.

"I'm studying to be a teacher," Krissy said, matter-of-factly. Like there was no other possible career she might consider.

"You like kids?" I asked.

"No," Krissy said. Again, so matter-of-fact. "You?"

"I'm OK with them, I guess," I said. The beautiful blonde gave me a withering look. "Oh, my major. Right. Journalism."

She nodded and went back to eating. For some reason, though, I felt the need to continue. "Or at least, that's what I thought I'd do. Now I'm not sure."

Krissy tilted her head at me, slightly. I realized this was her way of encouraging me to go on.

"It's just, I don't know, not what I expected," I said.

Krissy frowned at me. "It seems like a pretty straightforward job, Jacob."

"Sure," I said, "Of course. I guess I expected myself to love it and I don't. And it's the kind of thing where, it seems, that if you don't truly love it, the work isn't all that rewarding. If that makes sense."

"Not really."

"For someone who wants to make a living with words, I guess I should be better at explaining this, huh?"

Krissy nodded her head in agreement. We finished our lunch in silence. Finally, we paid the check and drove back, following the same plan as the day before.

I parked at my house and walked over to Krissy's. Her mom laid down the open-door law. Krissy dropped the VHS tape into the machine, and we settled into the couch. The only difference this time was that the blonde girl started out sitting right next to me.

But we didn't kiss. Not right away. At first, I thought maybe our tepid lunch date had killed the mood. Or maybe Krissy needed to get warmed up again. Then I realized: she was completely focused on the film in front of us. Krissy was anxiously awaiting the moment that the picture on the front of the box had promised.

After what felt like an eternity, we finally reached the key scene. Sharon Stone entered William Baldwin's apartment. They started making out on the couch.

Krissy leaned forward. Blue eyes wide. Mouth slightly agape. Legs slightly rolling against each other. I noticed she'd trapped her right hand between her thighs. Her fingers were both closer than she wanted and yet also achingly far away, I imagined.

Krissy watched the whole scene, frozen solid. When it was over, she blinked, like coming awake from a heavy dream. A trickle of sweat ran down her pink cheek. She turned to look at me, then tackled me to the cushions. Once again, I missed the rest of the movie. Once again, I caught the best show going.

Krissy kissed me hungrily, sloppily. Like she couldn't control her own body. Or, more accurately, like her body was completely in charge but had no idea what to do. She lay on top of me, instinctively grinding her crotch against my thigh. We bumped noses. Knocked teeth. But all we did in response was to giggle and keep going.

This time, Krissy was the aggressor. She kissed her way to my ears and neck, mimicking what I'd done to her the day before. Her perfect ass undulated up and down. I ran my hands down her back, her fuzzy sweater tickling at my palms. I needed to strip it off her something awful.

When Krissy gave me a moment to breathe, I reached down for the bottom of her top. I expected her to protest, but instead she raised her arms to make things easier for me.

I pulled the sweater over her head. She sat up, giving me a good look at what I'd uncovered. Her skin was pale and pink. As I'd thought, a thin layer of light blonde hairs ran from her wrists to her elbows, all standing on end like she'd been shocked. Her stomach wasn't toned but it was flat. Her breasts, covered by a hot pink bra, looked fuller than I'd imagined.

She had on a thin, gold string necklace with a tiny cross pendant. It winked at me from between her breasts, teasing, in the fluorescent light. I realized that, even with my crush, I'd greatly underestimated how sexy Krissy was.

I was treated to that sight of a lifetime for about a second and a half. Then Krissy dove back over me and resumed trying to kiss me to death. It would have been a great way to go.

Now I was tracing my hands up and down the warm, soft skin of her back. My fingers tripped over her bra strap, but I didn't dare try to unsnap it. Too many unknown factors played against my favor.

Instead, I grabbed Krissy's shoulders and flipped her over on the couch. She let out a little squeal as I did so. I could only hope the open door was further away than I remembered. Thankfully, no one came to investigate.

I kissed Krissy's cheeks and chin. Found that little freckle where her neck met her jawline and licked her there. The whole time, she kept arching her back, like trying to force my mouth to go lower.

I felt her hands at my waist and realized that she was trying to even things out. I sat up and pulled off my blue, Blockbuster-standard dress shirt. I don't know what Krissy was hoping for. I know I wasn't William Baldwin under there. I was broad chested, with brown hair on my pecs and stomach. I was a normally built, twenty-year-old male who didn't exercise all that much but didn't look like crap, either. Still, I thought that a girl like Krissy would demand something better than what I had.

But she took a good look, grinned, then pulled me down for more make out time. She ran her pink-tipped fingers through my chest hair and kissed me harder. Her bare skin felt amazing against mine.

Even better, she kept trying to hint at me to go further, and I guess I finally figured it out. I kissed down her chest to the valley between her bra-covered breasts. Lying on her back, her tits were a little less prominent, but no less impressive.

I skipped over the bra itself and went down to her tummy. I stopped at her waist and licked at where the top of her jeans met bare skin. Teasing my tongue under the elastic of her pink underwear. Goddamn, there was something about the way her clothes hugged her flesh; I couldn't wait to rip them off.

Again, though, I cautioned myself. Making out with Krissy was like working with a bomb. One wrong step and she would go off, and not in the good way. If I pushed her too far, too fast, she'd end everything forever. I needed to let her feel like she was leading the way. So, I did my best to stick with what I knew she wanted and not trip any wires.

Soon (far too soon), we heard the front door open, announcing that Krissy's father had come home from work. We jumped apart and quickly threw our shirts back on. Both of us were disheveled. Krissy couldn't keep the smile from her face. I kept touching her cheeks, running my fingers through her hair. We'd both tumbled into this thing, and it felt so inescapable. Yet also fragile. I kept waiting for my clumsy self to break it.

"Stay for dinner?" Krissy asked.

"I don't think your mom would be too happy about that," I said.

Krissy nodded. She knew it, of course. "I'll call you tonight," she said.

*

As part of my bar mitzvah gift seven years before, my parents had gotten me my own phone line. I used it mostly for dial-up in those days, but it also meant I didn't have to worry about disturbing anyone when my phone rang at 9pm that night. I lay down in bed, thankful to have the luxury of a cordless phone (it was massive, grey, and heavy as hell), and answered the call.

Krissy said hello, then paused for a moment. Listening.

"Get off the line, Mother!" Krissy said. It was the first time I'd ever heard her snap at her mom.

There was a long pause, then a distant click. I hadn't even heard the breathing, but Krissy had known to listen for it, I guess.

Krissy let out an exasperated shriek. "Sorry about that," she said.

For a moment, it was awkward. We tried to make the conversation happen, but it wasn't coming. We'd gotten good at using our mouths in other ways but talking wasn't one of our core competencies.

Finally, I said, "Today was a lot of fun."

"Totally!" Krissy said, and I could tell we'd finally found a subject she was interested in. "That movie was great."

Like we'd watched any of it. I chuckled to myself. It was cute to hear the aloof girl let herself go. Like seeing a bunny enjoy a big, juicy steak. Similarly disturbing, as well. But then, that was part of the turn-on for me, I think. The idea that I was doing something really, truly wrong to her in some way.

"I'm glad you liked the movie," I said, "I wasn't sure you would. You know, with the, umm, the one scene."

I swear, I could hear the guilty grin Krissy was growing on the other side of the phone.

"Oh, that was the best part," Krissy said.

"Really?"

"Oh yeah," Krissy said, "It made me feel all fluttery. You know?"

"Can I be honest? I'm kind of surprised to hear that."

Krissy's voice went hard. "Cause I'm an ice princess?"

"What? No! Who told you that?"

"My freshman roommate," Krissy said, "My first boyfriend. Probably our entire high school."

"I don't see you that way at all," I said, "You're a little quiet sometimes. But I like that about you."

"Prissy Krissy. That's what they used to call me. I'm sure you heard them saying it."

"I never heard it," I said, "Honestly." Which was true. Not that I'd ever been in a position to catch someone saying it either. Like I said, Krissy and I ran in different circles.

"When I went to college, I thought it would be different," Krissy said, "That I would be different. Instead, it was worse. Girls giggling behind my back like I couldn't hear them. Guys calling me a bitch or, like, some closeted slut."

"I'm sorry," I said, "No one deserves to be treated that way."

"My roommate had a serious boyfriend and I'd come in and find them kissing, half-naked," Krissy said, "A bunch of times I had to sleep on the common room couch because they were going at it. I started to wonder what I was missing out on."

"So, you rented the movies," I said.

"Well, I got romance novels from the library first" Krissy said. I had the sense she was blushing. "But then the movies, yes. It's neat. Different. Watching those scenes makes me feel, like, jittery. Nervous and scared. I get all tingly in my tummy and my hoo-hoo."

"Your what-what?!"

"My hoo-hoo. My flower," Krissy said, "You know. My thing."

Holy fuck. I didn't think there was a 19-year-old woman on Earth who would use that word. Actually, I wasn't sure there was a 9-year-old who would. And yet, here I was talking to a grown woman who said 'hoo-hoo' like that was the proper medical term for it. Krissy was such a strange tangle. Yet, clearly, I was more than happy to let her tie me up.

"I like sharing all that stuff with you," I said.

"Me too," Krissy said, "It's fun. Do you think maybe we could, umm, rent another movie tomorrow?"

"Actually, I have off," I said. I liked to avoid the movie store when I wasn't working there. My life revolved around it enough as is.

"Oh," Krissy said, and I could hear the disappointment in her voice.

I thought about the lunch we'd had earlier that day. We were a couple -- couple-ish anyway -- but we still needed a catalyst. Spending the day together out and about wasn't exactly what Krissy had in mind.

"I'll go in first thing, grab a bunch of movies, and we can watch them all day," I said.

"Oh!" Krissy said, "Yes, that sounds great!"


Prissy Krissy Pt. 03

I rolled up right as the Blockbuster was set to open. I wanted to run in, run out, and rush back to my oddly indifferent, curiously horny, new girlfriend as soon as possible.

Wait.

Was Krissy my girlfriend?! What we had didn't feel like dating, exactly. More like fooling around. Like a song that was all chorus but no verses. It was broken and strange, but also kind of awesome.

Did I even want a relationship with Krissy? That was a whole other question. I lusted after her; had since the moment I started liking girls. But I didn't truly like her. She was rude to everyone, even me when we weren't fooling around. She wasn't just mean, either. She acted almost analytical about it -- like the idea of someone else's misery intrigued her to no end.

But Krissy was blonde, and hot, and willing to put out with me. Even in a somewhat limited way. And again: crush. I felt like I'd found some secret, hidden treasure and that's a hard thing to let go of. Even if it turns out the riches are cursed.

Truthfully, I wasn't examining my feelings much at all at that point. My penis had taken the wheel. For the record, dicks are terrible drivers -- they only have that one eye, after all. It messes with their depth perception.

As soon as I stepped into the Blockbuster, I knew that Steve was working because Moonraker was playing on the TV screens. This was before the days of the special store feed and so we were allowed to put whatever movies we wanted on the screens, so long as they weren't rated R.

Steve was a Bond buff, so Connery, Lazenby, Moore, et al would all be featured in that day's entertainment. I just had to hope my bottom-heavy co-worker wasn't working the register. I knew he'd give me misery if he saw what I was renting.

I ran into the back and raced through the options. For a moment, I thought about grabbing The Red Shoe Diaries, but I decided that was a step beyond where Krissy would be comfortable. Instead, I picked a couple more erotic thriller type movies that I'd seen on HBO and knew would be good enough.

When I got back up front, I saw, to my dismay, that Steve was at the register. He raised his eyebrow at me as I handed him the movies.

"You're out of freebies for this week," he told me. Employees got five movies each week, which seems like a massive motherlode until you start working at a movie place.

"I'll pay," I said, reaching for my wallet.

Steve scanned the videos. He looked at me. Then he looked back at the boxes.

"Oh shit," he said, "Really?!"

"What?"

"Come on, man," Steve said, "Don't play dumb with me."

"I don't know what you're talking about," I said.

"It's her, isn't it?"

"Just give me my movies," I said. I felt the heat start to swell up the collar of my t-shirt.

"It's her. The one from the other day," Steve said, "The Girl with the Golden Pussy. You snuck into her secret lair, didn't you?"

"Seriously, I have no idea what you mean," I said.

"Bullshit, you do! Fuckin'-A, man. Good for you!"

"Whatever," I said, "Can I go now?"

I pushed my money at him, but he waved it off. "Movies are on me," Steve said, "Anyone who can accomplish that deserves some kind of reward."

I wanted to be pissed, but all I could do was grin as I stuffed the bills back in my pocket.

"You're gonna need an ice pick to get at that pussy, though," Steve said, like he was thinking it through. "Still dude, I'm proud of you. Go get her!"

He slapped me on the back, hard, as he handed me my movies. Like a football coach sending me out onto the field.

I ran back to my car, feeling embarrassed and honored all at once.

*

As it turned out, I could have rented Elmo Learns His ABCs and it wouldn't have mattered. Krissy and I ignored the television completely. We didn't even bother to drop in the tape. Instead, I spent the morning engaged in a tactical tete-a-tete trying to figure out how far Krissy was willing to go and how I might manage to take her there.

Everything started out so well. Krissy stripped off her sweater on her own accord in the first ten minutes of our make out session. I took my own t-shirt off, as well, and lay back on the couch.

Krissy dragged her lips over my neck and chest. Her breasts looked oh so suckable under her basic, white-and-blue-striped bra. That little cross around her neck tickled, cold, against my pecs. For a moment, I imagined it leaving little scorch marks on my skin and I almost laughed out loud.

The seemingly eager blonde was doing that weird back-arching thing again every time I kissed her. Trying to encourage me to go for more. So, I reached back for her bra strap. But she stopped me.

"No," Krissy said, "Not here."

That was a confusing response. What exactly did geography have to do with any of this? I understood 'not now' and I was familiar with 'not with you' but 'not here' was a new one.

Plus, it was so open ended. Not on the couch? Not in the basement? What about Timbuktu -- would that be an appropriate locale for Krissy to take her titties out?

I got that her mom was right upstairs, aggressively vacuuming the living room. The basement door was open. The chances of getting caught were actually pretty good.

The line between no shirt and no bra seemed awfully thin, though. Like, if Mrs. Thompson did come downstairs, was that little bit of lace and latex truly going to be the difference between a forgiven dalliance and a total disaster?

Krissy had the same response, a little while later, when I tried to slide off my shorts. I wasn't even 'making a move' at that point. I mean, that was part of it, sure. But in truth, the way the blonde girl was humping against my leg was starting to chafe. It got to be uncomfortable after a while, you know?

But again, as I reached for my belt, Krissy said, "Not here."

Again, I wondered how to respond. Was she legitimately drawing a line, or was I supposed to be solving this problem? Accepting her boundaries or providing an alternate way over the wall?

Not knowing what to do, I stayed with what I knew. I kissed Krissy's ears and neck. Licked up her stomach and between her breasts. The blonde girl did the same; mimicking my movements. Tentatively exploring at what she could do and feel. All the while, grinding her so-called 'hoo-hoo' into my thigh-thigh.

Finally, though, I gave up on being nice. I don't know what pushed me over the edge. I'm not sure what suddenly gave me the guts (my people would call it chutzpah, a word that Krissy certainly wouldn't know) to even try what I did. Instincts or, I don't know, some heretofore unknown insight. Maybe Jesus, crucified on the wood paneling of the far wall, whispered it in my ear.

I put my hands on Krissy's skinny, pink shoulder and pushed her back. She eyed me nervous and confused. Those blue-sky eyes searching me.

"Take off your bra," I said.

Krissy's eyes flashed, narrowed. For a moment, I thought I'd finally pushed too far. Then she let out a little sigh and reached behind her back. The striped undergarment eagerly popped open. Krissy shrugged the straps off her shoulders. Her breasts, finally bare, came free.

Like the rest of her body, Krissy's boobs were amazing. A revelation. I'd been with other girls (three others, but who's counting?). None of them could match up. Krissy's tits were on the small side, but her taut globes looked full to bursting like ripe peaches. She had light nipples, with tight areolae that came to cute, coral points.

As you might imagine, my body reacted immediately to that incredible sight. My cock, already stiff, tried to rip right through my shorts. My hands, of their own accord, reached forward to grab hold. I started to salivate.

My stomach grumbled, loudly.

OK, so maybe arousal wasn't the only thing I was feeling in the moment. I looked over at the clock and saw, somehow, it was 1pm. We'd made out right through lunch and my body had picked the absolute worst time to warn me.

Krissy gave me a disdainful glare when my tummy rumbled. Like, if I was a better person, I'd be able to control such biological reactions. For a second, again, I braced for her complaint.

Instead, though, she reached for her bra and sweater and pulled them on. I followed her lead, then followed her upstairs to the kitchen.

The room was exactly as I remembered: a small space with tiny windows and brown tile floors. The houses in our neighborhood had been built around the same time, in the early 1950s, so they all had the same basic layout.

Over time, naturally, people had upgraded their homes. The Thompsons had the finished basement, which we did not. But we'd redone the kitchen with large windows and modern appliances, while they'd kept the older space with the Formica counter tops and a small, double oven built into the wall.

Mrs. Thompson was standing behind the counter, expectantly. I noticed she had the same pointy chin and nose as her daughter, but she was shorter than Krissy and didn't have any of the curves. The look on her face made me wonder if maybe she knew exactly what was going on down there. Mrs. Thompson didn't seem the type to let her daughter fool around with the neighborhood Heeb while she just listened in. But she also didn't say a word about it to us.

The redheaded woman made us ham sandwiches on wonder bread with yellow mustard and plastic American cheese, like we were back in the fourth grade. She kept her already thin lips tightly pursed as she put down the plates.

I didn't keep kosher, but I didn't like ham; it wasn't the sort of thing my mom would put on the table. I consumed it anyway. We didn't say a word the whole time. Krissy didn't even look my way. I didn't feel like an invited guest.

And yet, despite feeling terribly unwelcome and horribly ignored, at no point did I consider calling it a day and heading home. Like a cliffhanger ending to a hit show before summer break, Krissy's boob-reveal had me hanging on the edge of my seat. I'd have eaten a sandwich of broken glass if I thought it would get me back to that spot in the basement.

When we were finished eating, Krissy took my plate and put it in the sink.

"We're going up to my bedroom," she announced to her mother, hands on her hips.

Mrs. Thompson stared back at her daughter. For a moment, they both shared the same scornful glare.

"Keep the door open," the redheaded woman said, finally. She didn't even move her mouth.

"Yup!" Krissy said. She grabbed my hand and pulled me, like I was an obstinate dog on a leash.

*

Up the white, carpeted staircase. Past the rows of wholesome family pictures. The third-grade portrait. The road trip to the Grand Canyon. Down the hallway we went, the house smelling ever stronger of dried lavender and cloves, so heady it left me feeling slightly sick. A bathroom to the right. A closed bedroom door to the left.

Deeper into the inner sanctum. Further than I'd ever been taken. Krissy's door. A floral, gilded "K" hanging in the middle of the white-painted wood. The blonde girl cracked it open with a creak.

Krissy's bedroom was what I'd expected. It still managed to overwhelm me. A bright pink carpet with white, wood furniture. Her twin bed, the headboard in the shape of a heart -- layered with so many pillows and stuffies I couldn't find the actual mattress.

Krissy shoved the crowd of bears, ponies, and puppies onto the floor, then hopped on. She pulled me in, kissing me. My t-shirt joined her discarded friends on the ground soon after.

I'd wondered what it would take to get Krissy to remove her bra again. It wasn't a worry. We'd only barely started kissing before Krissy was back to bare chested. Like we'd only left things on pause. Her sweet, succulent breasts returned like they'd never left.

I reached for them immediately, impulse control blown to hell. Krissy let out a little squeak as I closed my fingers around her tits. Fuck, they felt even better than they looked.

Krissy laid back on her little pink and white bed. My lips on her sweet, strawberry nipples. Her groin ground up against my thigh. Her thin fingers running through my brown, curly hair. Both of us too lost in our urges to worry about ever being found.

The door was open, sure, but this was different. We might as well have been in a separate wing of the princess' castle. All the way upstairs, down the dark hallway, we would have time if Krissy's mom decided to interrupt. We'd hear her footsteps on the stairs and be able to quickly compose ourselves. Or, at least, that was what I told myself.

Krissy was arching her back again. I knew that meant I was supposed to kiss lower. I planted my lips on her cute, pale tummy. Ran my tongue under the waistband of her panties. Krissy groaned and arched her back again.

Lower? Even I wasn't sure that was a smart idea. Not that I was going to argue. I felt like I'd already been waiting for eons to slide those skin-tight jeans off of her.

I unsnapped the metal button and started to slip the denim down Krissy's skinny thighs. She squeezed her hand on mine as the fabric got halfway down her hips. That was far enough.

I could see Krissy's yellow, bikini-cut panties from top to bottom. White lace around the edges. A little bow at the center of the waistband. A bit of a dark spot at the gusset, promising something spectacular underneath.

Krissy looked at me expectantly, though I didn't know what I was supposed to do. What I wanted, and what she was willing for -- I knew those were two different things. Again, I kissed along her waist. Slipped my tongue under the band. Krissy gasped. I felt the tickle of her pubic hair at my tongue. There was something tantalizing about that, in and of itself.

Krissy pulled me up for a kiss. I lay on top of her. Her bare breasts pressed into my skin, hot. My achingly hard dick landed in the exact right spot. Both of us pressed into the other and we let out a shared, needy groan.

I reached down for my belt and this time Krissy let me undo it. I unsnapped my shorts and started to slowly lower them down. But when my pants reached the bottom of my boxers, Krissy stopped me again. Like for like. We could pull our bottoms back up, if needed.

I lay down again. My dick ground into Krissy's furrow. Through our underwear was so much more. I swore I could feel the heat of the blonde girl's pussy through the thin cloth.

We rubbed against each other, staring beyond ourselves. Like pretending the other person wasn't there, while very much taking advantage of the fact that they were.

We built towards something, but not at any great pace. Whenever things seemed to push forward, Krissy held them back. I could almost see the argument going on behind her eyes. Wanting this and very much not wanting it at the same time. Searching desperately for satiation, yet also very much afraid of it. Of abandoning herself to something so desperately desired.

But Krissy couldn't hold back my body. I felt my peak racing forward and couldn't bear to stop. I pressed down hard, one last time and let out a groan. I squeezed Krissy tight as my orgasm overcame me. Warm liquid shot into my boxers.

Krissy held me as I shuddered. Her breath hot in my ear. My orgasm felt tight. Compressed. But it was no less wonderful to finally reach my release after all that anticipation.

When I was done, I expected Krissy to be angry. But, instead, she gave me a little smile and a pat on the cheek. Like I was a well-behaved puppy.

I rolled off her, my boxers sticky and dark with my spend. Krissy looked down at her crotch, searching for spillage. Whatever liquid was on her yellow panties seemed to only have come from herself. We lay back in her bed for a while, staring up at the ceiling. A weird combination of both warmly comfortable and increasingly awkward.

"I should probably go," I said, rolling off the bed.

"OK," Krissy said. I pulled up my shorts and buckled them. I found my t-shirt under a Care Bear and put it on. When I turned back, Krissy was fully dressed. The only sign that she'd been disheveled was her hair, a few golden strands sticking out to the side.

Krissy looked past me, without a hint of emotion, and for a moment I wondered if that was it. I'd finally pushed too far and now it would be over. The relief that flooded me when Krissy suggested we meet up the next day, it was overwhelming. Almost embarrassing, if I'm being honest.

"I'll come by after work," I said.

"Yes, please," Krissy said. Her eagerness was so adorable.

That settled, I turned to leave the bedroom. But Krissy grabbed my hand and pulled me back. I thought maybe she wanted one last kiss, but instead she eyed me.

"I don't do this stuff," Krissy said, "Usually. I never do this stuff."

I didn't know what I was supposed to say so I nodded.

"I want you to know," Krissy said, "I'm not, you know, like this. Normally."

"You said you had a boyfriend," I said, "Before."

Krissy nodded. She tucked her hair behind her ear.

"Brad," she said, "We dated for a few months. He was tall and handsome. Always well dressed. We'd hold hands in the park. Go to church together. Proper. Nothing like this."

"Understood," I said.

Krissy must have noticed my tone because she squeezed my hand tighter for a moment.

Then she let it go.
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As soon as I reached Krissy's stoop, my stomach twisted. I'd spent all day at work anticipating this moment. Now, something about that dark green door, the brass knocker, it all seemed to warn of what was inside.

It was hard to square that trepidation with my excitement for what was certain to come. I'd gotten to actual orgasm with Krissy Thompson and it seemed likely that I might again. Not to mention the near-certain reappearance of Krissy's tremendous two-some. Maybe this time we could even take our pants off completely.

But that was also the problem. Everything was so hurried; ridden with anxiety and fear. Excitement twinned with risk could be fun, but at that moment it felt more desperate than desirous. Just the thought of Mrs. Thompson's scrutinizing gaze made me feel ill instead of aroused.

So, when Krissy opened the door, I didn't jump through the threshold with the enthusiasm of man granted access to something excellent and exclusive. It felt more like the crossing of the condemned.

"Let's go back to my place," I said, suddenly. Again, I don't know where these words came from. Only that they seemed to show up at the most opportune moments.

Krissy froze. She eyed me like I'd asked her to take her tits out in front of the entire neighborhood. I could practically see the 'no' forming on her lips.

"We can shut the doors there," I said, "Not that it matters, because no one's home."

Krissy's face shifted as sure as a sunbeam breaking through a storm. A little smirk formed on her pink lips.

"Mom, I'm going over to Jacob's!" she yelled out. We left before anyone could respond.

We raced across the lawns, holding hands like we were in some pre-teen, PG romance movie. I unlocked the front door, and we tumbled inside. At that hour, with the house completely quiet, it had a strange, almost austere quality.

Krissy stopped in the living room, taking it in. I saw my home through her eyes. The modern art on the walls, the collection of little glass frogs on the mantel. The tan couches, elegant coffee table, and green, Persian rug.

All the time we'd spent together as kids, I realized, Krissy had never come over to our house. We'd only ever gone to hers. She eyed my Jesus-free walls nervously, like they might collapse on her at any second.

I decided to take her mind off things with a kiss. It was the right call. Krissy let herself melt into me. We slowly made out as we made our way up the stairs. Back to my bedroom. I made a show of closing the door behind me, clicking it shut.

Krissy sat down on my bed, expectantly. Hands folded in her lap. Blue eyes flitting around the room. Again, absorbing this strange place.

I had a very 'boy' room, an almost exact antithesis to Krissy's. My furniture was black, my carpet grey. My sheets were white with silver stripes. My walls adorned with posters of Don Mattingly and Phil Simms. I had a big sound system in the corner (a high school graduation gift) and I put in the tape for Chicago's Greatest Hits -- my go to make-out album from college.

Krissy was clearly, still, uncomfortable. I used the one tool I had to distract her. I kissed her lips and reached for her sweater. Krissy limply raised her arms and let me extricate her from the green top. Her bra was black, and I snapped it off. She seemed surprised I could accomplish such a dexterous feat.

Her cute, pink peaches popped free. The girl might have been nervous, but her body was clearly eager. Her little nipples were almost scarlet with arousal.

I returned to kissing her and, this time, Krissy responded. She unbuttoned my light blue work shirt and pulled it off. Then she reached down and, to my surprise, unbuckled my khaki slacks. I found myself standing in front of her in only my navy-blue boxers. They tented out lewdly. The blonde girl stared at my protuberance for a moment, her face featureless.

We fell back onto my bed. It was a platform and so not all that forgiving. But we bumped and bounced against each other as well as we could. I suckled at Krissy's sweet titties. She ran her hands over my back and legs.

Again, though, I focused on what was covered instead of enjoying what I'd already exposed. I reached for Krissy's jeans and pushed them down her legs. She whimpered but didn't stop me as I dumped her denim onto my bedroom floor.

I'd fantasized so much about getting her out of those tight pants. Of watching the fabric stretch around her thighs, over her knees, past her pink, painted toes. It didn't disappoint. Krissy's butt, even in her forest green panties, looked amazing. Far rounder and fuller than she should have been able to achieve. Her pink thighs and skinny calves were equally entrancing.

And even better, the thought of what was hiding underneath her underwear. Krissy's panties were too dark to show a wet spot, but I swore I could smell the tang of her arousal. Could feel the heat of her sex radiating from under that thin cloth.

We fell into each other. I ground down on Krissy's crotch. She spread her legs, welcoming. Settling into the rhythm of the day before like we'd been rehearsing for decades.

But I didn't want to blow just yet. I stopped and kissed my way down Krissy's body. There was yet another layer of clothes that could come off. I reached down for the waistband of her underwear. Her hand shot out and held me.

"No," she said, not unkindly. Firm but not cruel. Almost pleading, if I'm honest.

"I want to make you feel good," I said.

Krissy thought about it for a moment. "OK."

I reached my hand for her underwear again. Krissy kept her hand on mine. I slipped my fingers under her panties but didn't pull them down. She let me do it without complaint.

I felt the fur of her pussy, then heat and wetness. Slippery, wanting flesh. Using only my hand was hard, but I felt my way through.

My ex might have been insane, but I'd learned from her. I knew what to do with my digits. What spots to hit and when. Every woman is her own puzzle, but I'd learned how to search out the solution.

Krissy squirmed, nervous, as I felt at her folds. It occurred to me that she'd never been touched there. I took my time, gently teasing, letting her get used to the sensations. With the underwear trapping my hand, it was hard to be nimble, but I did my best.

Finally, I felt Krissy's body tense in a different, more exciting way. I slowly rubbed the pad of my finger around till I felt the nub of her pleasure. She let out a little gasp. A squeak. I took my time, applying different approaches, till I found the combination of pressure, speed, and motion that made Krissy crumble.

Her hand gripped my forearm so tight, it hurt. Her blue eyes wide and searching. Her legs snapped up, tight. Arching, rising. Pink toes squeezed tight. Her breath came in short, desperate gasps. Her skin shone with sweat.

"Wha... what're you...?" Krissy's words were nonsense, but she wasn't stopping me.

I slipped the crook of my finger into Krissy's snatch. She sucked in her breath hard, like she had been underwater for hours. Her face contorted -- her lips curling up in an odd, pre-orgasmic sneer. Nostrils flared. Her neck muscles went tight. Her head dropped back.

I plunged with my pointer while I rubbed Krissy's clit with my thumb. Her gasps got desperate. Those perfect breasts shook with every sharp, short gulp. She froze. Her back arched. Krissy's eyes rolled back in her head. Shook. Shuddered.

"Oh my God," the words escaped her lips. Her gorgeous, innocent face froze in a crooked, half-grin. Everything about her went taut. Krissy grabbed my wrist and held me in place.

Then she released. Like sinking into liquid, Krissy's whole body unwound. She lay back, panting. The flush of her body slowly rolled back to neutral. After a moment, she carefully extricated my hand from her pussy. I pulled it back, sticky with her essence. The urge to smell, to lick, was overwhelming. But I held back, not knowing how she'd react.

Finally, Krissy's eyes fluttered open, and she gave me a weak smile.

"Wow," she said.

"Yeah?" I asked.

Krissy pulled me to her, roughly, and kissed me. It wasn't clumsy or desperate like usual. Instead, it was suffused with confidence. Passion. Krissy kissed me like she actually liked me. With a want, a desire, I'd never thought she was capable of.

"Oh yeah," Krissy said. For a second, I thought she was about to curse, but she didn't.

We lay on my bed in silence for a while. Both of us breathing hard. It felt oddly comfortable to be together like this.

I heard the rumble of the garage door under us. Someone had come home.

"Jessica," I said to Krissy. The blonde woman nodded. She remembered my younger sister, her former friend from the old days, of course.

Though there was no way Jess would knock on my door, let alone interrupt us, Krissy hurried to get dressed. It was cute, watching her stumble as she pulled on her pants. She broke into little giggly grins whenever she caught me glancing her way.

"Stop it," Krissy said, playful.

"Stop what?"

"Stop looking at me that way," Krissy said.

"OK," I said, and gave her googly eyes instead.

Since Krissy was putting on her clothes, I assumed she wanted me to do the same. My dick was so hard, tucking it back into my khakis was almost impossible, but I did my best. Once we were both decent (or as decent as we were going to be, anyway) we went downstairs.

We found Jessica in the kitchen. My sister was eating a plum from the fridge, the open door resting on her elbow. Her green eyes goggled when she saw Krissy come into the room.

"Hi," Krissy said, shyly.

Jessica was short, barely five one, with light brown hair and a round face. She had on a dark t-shirt and mesh shorts. Her skin was reddish-brown from a day spent in the sun. She was eighteen and about to start college in the fall. Yet my sister still seemed so young to me.

I offered Krissy something to eat, but she shook her head.

"I should be heading home," Krissy said.

I walked her to the door. I swear, I could feel my little sister's eyes on my back the entire time. I gave Krissy a short peck on the lips.

"Tomorrow?" Krissy asked. That one word so pregnant with possibility.

"It's Friday so I'm working four to close. I could come by early in the day," I said.

Krissy's lips twisted. I think she was hoping to keep our regular schedule.

"It's the same thing on Saturday," I said, "Sunday?"

"I have church," Krissy said, "I volunteer after. You could come with me?"

I gave her a look that made it clear I would not be spending my time (and one of my precious days off) in the presence of the Lord. Let alone under the withering glare of Krissy's parents.

"Monday," I said, "I'll come to your house after my morning shift."

Krissy nodded. She made the 'phone' sign with her hand to her ear, letting me know we'd talk in between. We shared another quick, chaste kiss, then broke apart.

"Holy shit," Jessica said, as I closed the door. I hadn't even noticed my sister come up behind me. "How'd you pull that off?"

"It's... I don't know what it is," I said, "It's weird."

"I'd imagine she's the kind of girl that likes to twist your balls really hard," Jessica said. I goggled at my little sister. I wasn't used to her speaking so explicitly.

"Nothing like that," I said, "She's actually kind of sweet."

"I find that hard to believe," Jessica said. She ran her fingers through her short, wavy hair, thoughtfully. "Still though. Prissy Krissy. I gotta say, I'm kind of impressed."

"Thanks?" I said.

My sister shrugged and went off to her room, shaking her head. Like I'd just shown her the leprechaun I'd caught in our backyard.
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Like I said, I grew up in a tiny town.

On its own, that was a recipe for boredom. But our little borough was particularly bad thanks to some self-inflicted wounds. It was a de facto dry town; no liquor licenses were given out to anyone. Arcade machines and comic book sales were banned. When I told one of my college friends about where I grew up, he said it sounded like 'the real-life town from Footloose' and he wasn't wrong.

The only things to do were go to church (Yes, we were the only Jewish family in town. No, I don't know what the hell my parents were thinking), get your hair done, or rent a movie. Thus, my Blockbuster Video was the hottest place to be. In a town with a population of a little over ten thousand, we led the entire country in store earnings per square foot.

Working the front on a Friday night was like standing under a typhoon with nothing between me and destruction except a scanner gun. At the end of the day, the entire system would be broken down -- candy strewn everywhere, shelves almost sideways, returns piling behind the counter till they threatened to avalanche over us. Closing the store often took hours just to make the place look like we hadn't been hosting a rave. Or the apocalypse.

I was so busy -- scanning movies, helping customers, doing returns, fighting for air -- I didn't have time to think about my relationship with Krissy. My mind didn't wander to her because there was never a moment for it to escape.

When the evening was over, I was so exhausted I could barely see. I stumbled out of the store. It was one in the morning. The downtown strip mall was completely quiet; dark except for a few flickering streetlights in the distance.

But to my surprise, standing there in the parking lot and waiting for me by my car, was Krissy herself. The blonde girl looked like a beacon in a storm. Her golden hair seemed to glow with its own, internal luminescence.

She was wearing her usual jeans, but she had on a white t-shirt (Camp for Christ, with a crude sketch of a tent and a crucifix) and a light coat. Apparently, it had started to drizzle while I was inside. Krissy gave me a short, shy wave. My other coworkers filed past her, grunting out tired goodbyes. Fortunately, the only person who would have made a big deal of Krissy, Steve, wasn't working that night.

"Hey!" I called out and raced over to Krissy, embarrassingly happy she was there. "Everything OK?"

Like I said, I wasn't expecting to see Krissy after work, or for the entire weekend. For her to be standing there in a deserted parking lot after midnight, she was either epically horny or truly upset.

Krissy shook her head, then gave me a game smile.

"Want to go for a drive?"

Krissy nodded. I unlocked my car, and we climbed in. I drove a used Saturn, a little cranberry sedan with tan seats and those seatbelts that would try to strangle you when you closed the door.

I fired up the engine and drove off. I switched on the radio and set it to 95.5 (I was more of a K-ROCK guy, but I figured Krissy would prefer PLJ). The rain got heavier, and we watched the water drip down the windshield. There was nowhere to go, really. Nothing to do. Even the town diner closed at 11pm. So, I meandered aimlessly.

Eventually, the storm settled and dried. I turned us down a quiet road that had a park at the end of it. Mostly, it was just a clearing surrounded by a thicket of tall trees. But it was at the end of an empty street, almost forgotten. My high school friends and I had used it a few times to smoke weed. It seemed like as good a place as any.

Krissy and I got out of the car and found a dryish picnic table near the back of the park, by the towering pine trees. I lay back on the table and Krissy joined me. Our shoulders touched as we stared up at the greyish sky.

"My parents got me a job at some dumb Christian camp," Krissy said, talking up to the darkness. She pointed at her own t-shirt. "Weekdays from six to two dealing with a bunch of snotty little kids."

"That doesn't sound too bad," I said. Krissy gave me a withering look.

"It's supposed to be good for my character," she said, "Whatever that means. They're punishing me, I swear."

"I'm sorry," I said.

I have to admit, I was impressed with Krissy's parents' solution. All this time I'd thought there was nothing they could do about my relationship with Krissy and so I'd discounted them. I'd clearly made a massive tactical error. Getting her a job was a masterstroke.

"I'm sorry too," Krissy said.

She kissed my cheek and it occurred to me that the aloof blonde wasn't confiding in me -- she was dumping me. After all, what was our relationship without afternoon make out sessions? I felt my heart sink far harder than I'd expected it to. I didn't know what this was, what we were, but I realized I didn't want it to end.

It's not like I actually liked Krissy. Or enjoyed her company. No more than in the basic biological sense that moving towards mating with a beautiful woman is always enjoyable. I guess some part of me knew that once Krissy was gone, that meant I had to start addressing my actual life. And I didn't have a lot of solutions for that. Wasn't it easier to fool around with this strange, serious girl and pretend that tomorrow would always stay one day away?

"It's not fair!" Krissy slapped her leg. "I always have to be so good, but it's never good enough. My grades. My chores. My 'behavior.' I do whatever they ask with a pretty little smile. It's like they want me to be a nun."

Again, it was so surprising to hear her get frustrated at her family. I won't lie, some part of me started to wonder if I was doing something wrong to Krissy. Breaking her in some way. She'd been a little frustrated when she'd been in Blockbuster that first time, but she'd been happy. Loving and loved. She had a clear path and the people to help support her on it. Now, it seemed that her central relationship was splitting at the seams. I couldn't help but feel responsible. Bad enough that I was already broken, was I ripping this poor girl apart along with me?

"I don't care anymore," Krissy said, "I really don't. They can't watch me every second, especially once I'm back at school in September. I'm a grown woman. I'll do what I want."

"We could still hang out," I said, "For now. If you want. It doesn't have to be serious. Just fun."

"Just fun," Krissy repeated.

"Right," I said, "I mean, if you don't want to upset your parents, I understand."

A little, wicked grin formed on Krissy's face. I'd said the magic words.

"Camp ends early enough," Krissy said, "I could go to your place after."

"Definitely," I said.

"We'll have to figure it out. I'll have to hide where I'm going but..." Krissy's eyes glassed over. I could tell she was thinking of the previous afternoon, in my bedroom. Picturing the peak I'd brought her to. "Yeah. That works."

I rolled to my side and kissed Krissy, tenderly. My fingers at her chin. We made out on the table for a while. It was weirdly electric. Our illicit plan, being outdoors, all of it.

I let my hand drift lower down Krissy's shirt, but she stopped me. The trance was broken. Apparently, that was as far as Krissy was willing to go in public. Instead, we rolled off the table and limped back to my car.

*

So, we started meeting up in secret. I changed my work schedule to maximize my time with Krissy. It wasn't perfect -- opting out of Fridays and Saturdays wasn't an option for me, and Krissy's Sundays were spoken for -- but that gave us four solid afternoons a week to do what we wished.

We didn't always fool around. Sometimes it was safer to go out and do other things. Plus, I guess we felt like we'd committed to some kind of relationship, so we tried to act like one existed. It was awkward, like putting on a performance only for each other, but we did it anyway.

We went to the Short Hills Mall and walked around, holding hands. I tried like crazy to get Krissy into Victoria's Secret, but she wouldn't even stop by the windows, let alone look inside. We got a sundae at the Friendly's instead and shared it like something out of Archie Comics.

I took her to the multiplex off Route 22 and we watched a couple middling movies. We sat in the back and kissed, kind of like being back in Krissy's basement. But unlike then, Krissy had strict boundaries about what she was willing to do, and it stopped at lips and tongue.

We tried playing tennis once. There were courts at a park walking distance from the Blockbuster. Krissy had the whole setup -- the fancy racket, the special shoes, all of it. She brought me stuff to borrow, I'm pretty sure it was her dad's.

At first it was fun. Watching the gorgeous blonde was enough on its own. The way her amazing body filled that all-white tennis dress. The easy flow of her pink legs as she ran across the court. Her arms flexing with every ground stroke.

Then I made the mistake of advancing on net and slapping one past her (I'd taken tennis at summer camp as a kid. I wasn't good, but I carried a couple moves). Krissy stormed right off the court. Eventually she forgave me, but it took a couple days.

Mostly, though, Krissy and I spent the afternoons in my bedroom getting hot and heavy. It was what we were best at. All the awkwardness of our other engagements was overwhelmed by how well we made things work there.

We'd strip down to our underwear and make out till our lips hurt. I'd heft and suckle her breasts. She'd tickle and tease at my chest. Eventually, I'd work my way under Krissy's panties and rub her off. She came so beautifully. Her pretty face distended with illicit pleasure.

Then, we'd break apart.

*

"Rub yourself for me," I said.

Krissy gaped, her face a mix of anger and shock.

"I want to watch," I said.

Once again, some divine inspiration had grabbed hold of me. I don't know where these ideas originated, how the courage came through. But I kept finding myself making these bold demands to Krissy.

It was a Thursday afternoon, and we were back in my bedroom. The house was empty. We were in the middle of our usual session, about at the point where I'd be slipping my fingers into Krissy's underwear. And for some reason, this idea popped into my head. It was out in the world before I could stop it.

Krissy sat back on my bed, looking at me like I'd betrayed her.

"I don't do that," she said, biting her lip. "You know. With myself."

"So?" My detailed, dialectic was clearly at its most convincing.

Again, I waited for Krissy to push back. She was not a demure woman. She would say 'no' and I would let it go. But somehow that didn't happen. Something about being with me in the bedroom turned her strangely submissive.

Krissy didn't say anything, but she lowered her lids, and I knew that she'd agreed. My heart raced, pounding with surprise and anticipation. The beautiful blonde woman leaned back against my pillows and spread her thin, lovely legs.

Krissy dipped her fingers under the waistband of her canary yellow panties. Pink fingernails perfectly complimented by the color of her underwear. She stared down at herself, like she couldn't bear to look at me. As if she could simply wish me away.

I knew Krissy's digits had reached the magical spot when her mouth twisted slightly.

"Take them off," I said.

Krissy's eyes flashed up at me again. Damn, she did angry so well. But she pulled her hand off her pussy and slid her underwear down her pinstick thighs.

And there it was. I'd waited all this time to see Krissy completely naked. The build-up had all been worth it.

Krissy's pussy was amazing. Plump and pursed with a thin opening for her inner lips. It was different than I'd seen on other women -- a trim tulip where I was used to seeing more of a blossoming rose. But the thing that struck me hardest (and, being honest, turned me on the most) was how hairy Krissy's sex was.

I'd felt her pubes before, of course. But seeing them was something different altogether. Krissy had thick blonde curls that covered not only her pubis but sprouted fully all the way down to her vaginal lips and even further. It was wild. Unkempt. There was something so wonderfully primal about that massive patch of hair.

Krissy saw me staring at her vagina and blushed so hard, I thought she might pop. She went red from the top of her chest all the way up to her cheeks. Almost more like hives.

"Gorgeous," I said. She dipped her head, but I saw that one word had made her settle.

"It's OK?" Krissy asked.

I wasn't used to her being so self-conscious about her body. Even when she'd bared herself before, she'd done it with an assured certainty, like she knew what she had was amazing. Now, though, Krissy squirmed under my attention. As if the idea that she even had a vagina was embarrassing to her -- like she was revealing some long-guarded, disgraceful secret.

"Way more than OK," I said, "You're fucking beautiful."

Krissy did this weird thing where she flinched at the curse word while smiling at the compliment. She knew I'd had other girlfriends, had seen their naked bodies. I guess, as far as she was concerned, I was the expert on all things vagina. If I said hers was amazing (and fuck me, it really was) then that was seal of approval enough. The blonde woman was still blushing, but it was more of a flush of pride than shame.

For the first time, my crush girl was completely exposed. Her chin buried in her neck. Legs crossed almost defiantly.

Krissy.

On my bed. In my bedroom. Like an extraplanetary being, a fantasy formed true, and appearing oh-so-casually in my banal reality. Bare and fucking beautiful. I'd have sworn I was dreaming except for the driving, throbbing ache in my balls.

"Go ahead," I said.

Krissy tried to glare at me, but I watched it fall apart the moment she tried to put it together. Instead, she dutifully spread her legs, and dragged her hand down to her sex.

She started slow. I know it sounds weird, but I think Krissy was doing what I'd taught her, rather than following any ritual she'd established for herself. I believed her when she said she'd never truly touched herself. That just made this all the more exciting.

Krissy lowered her eyelids about halfway. She let her mouth fall open. She swallowed; a little gulp. She began exploring herself, deliberately. I could tell she was literally feeling her way. Blonde hair splayed back on my pillow.

She glanced down at herself, then looked away. Staring off into the distance. Eyes empty. She let out a little gasp. Another. Mouth now gaping open. A little sigh escaped her lips. Her fingers probed, rubbing slowly at her clit. Little wet sounds as she stroked herself.

Krissy's eyes fluttered and, for a moment, focused on mine. I can't exactly describe her expression. There was shame for sure. But also desire. Wonder. Even a bit of confusion. Like she couldn't exactly figure out why she was suddenly feeling so good.

Her grip tightened. Fingers faster. Eyes hung half shut again, staring past me. Eyebrows slightly arching. Breaths coming in short, sharp pants. For a moment, she risked looking down at herself. She let out a sigh and leaned back.

Breaths coming even fast now. Krissy's nostrils flared. As her chest rose and fell, her breasts shook wonderfully. Slight little shakes -- still fantastic. Her pink nipples so sharp, they looked painful. I couldn't help but notice that simple, gold cross in the hollow of her throat trembling slightly as well.

I couldn't control myself anymore. I reached under the waistband of my boxers and grabbed my cock. It felt huge in my hands. I stroked myself as wantonly as I dared. Krissy caught what I was doing, and her eyes widened. But then she lowered her lids again.

Krissy was rubbing herself hard now. Her cute, pink fingernails a blur on her clit. I could see only the whites of her eyes under her lids. Pupils pressed back into her head, hard.

Her breaths turned into little sighs. "Oh. Oh. Oh." Krissy's eyes snapped open. She stared right at me. At my eyes. At my hand on my cock.

"Take it out," Krissy said. Her words surprisingly clear. "I want to see him."

I was so shocked by her request, by the naked need of it, I didn't even pause. Rather than pull of my boxers, I simply pulled the one leg of cloth up, exposing my dick. It stood up straight and hard, flushed and full. Towering. I'd never felt bigger than in that moment. My cock throbbing, angry, with my heartbeat.

I don't know what reaction I expected. Krissy had seemed so nervous about my dick till now, never even touching it through my underwear. I guess I thought maybe she was disgusted by the idea of it.

The look on her face now though was nothing but full-on, flat-out desire. Her tongue tasted at her lips. Her sapphire pupils went so wide, I thought they were about to pop out of her head. Her fingers only redoubled at her efforts.

"Oh my God," Krissy said.

Her eyebrows arched again. Nostrils flared wider. Breath came in hard, fast gulps. Each its own, pleading sigh. My dick waved at the sight of her. I didn't know what I was supposed to do, but biology took over. I gripped my dick and stroked it up and down. Krissy's expression only grew more desirous.

Krissy kept stroking her clit, but now she dipped a finger into her pussy. A second. She hissed, like pain, for a second. Then settled. Eyes lolled shut. Mouth hung open. Her gasps grew higher in pitch. The sounds of her rubbing, of moisture on skin, loud and totally lewd.

Finally, her eyebrows raised. Her face took on a look that I can only describe as surprise. Her upper lip went up in that perfect, signature sneer.

"Oh. OH!" Krissy cried out. "YES! Oh... Oh yes!"

She let out a series of sharp, gasping sobs. Her shoulders rose and fell. Her whole body tremored. Her face went straight to purple. Her toes curled back. Krissy keened, an almost mournful "Ohhhhhhhhhh..."

Krissy fell back to the bed. Her body splayed out like I'd shot her. Eyes closed. A strange, peaceful look on her face. A bit of a smile still playing on her lips.

I was right on the edge of cumming with her, but I stopped myself. Somehow, I knew that she needed that barrier. Instead, I took a deep breath. I squeezed my dick hard as I could to hold the orgasm back. If I'd thought my nuts hurt before, this took the pain to whole new place. My testicles felt like overfilled balloons.

By the time Krissy's eyes popped open again, my dick was safely tucked away in my underwear. She looked at me, shyly. She couldn't stop herself from grinning, she was so awash in endorphins.

Then she seemed to realize what she'd done, and she looked away.

"That was beautiful," I said, "You're beautiful."

Krissy nodded. I saw her eyes wet and, for a moment, I thought she was about to cry. I reached over and grabbed her hand, squeezing it tight. She sat up and hugged me. Buried her head in the crook of my neck, though careful to keep her pink legs closed.

"OK?" I asked, once she let go.

Krissy gave me a quick nod. A shy smile.

"OK," she said.

*

I thought we'd made some amazing breakthrough, that Thursday afternoon. I spent the following weekend sure that we were going to do something amazing as soon as we could get back together. But when we met again on Monday, Krissy seemed as demure as ever.

We kissed on my bed, so familiar. She took off her sweater and bra. I took the risk of suckling on her tits, and she let me. Her sweet little strawberries stiffened wonderfully under my tongue.

But when I reached for her panties, Krissy shuffled back. She shook her head.

"Nuh-uh," she said.

I'm sure my face showed my disappointment. My exasperation. I tried to be respectful of Krissy's boundaries, but I was still a horny college boy with a hot blonde in his bedroom (and a serious case of blue balls). Self-control was clearly not coming along for the ride.



"Show me," Krissy said. A playful smirk danced across her face.

At that moment, I realized that Krissy had spent the whole weekend anticipating something as well. Just maybe a different idea than the one I'd been obsessing over.

I bet Krissy thought she was pushing me, but I had no problem with it. I nodded and took off my boxers. I sat there, naked, in front of Krissy. My dick as hard as ever. A column between my legs.

Again, Krissy's reaction surprised me. She giggled and clapped, like her favorite cartoon character had just popped up, instead of my tumescent penis.

Then her face grew serious. She eyed my dick, calculating.

"Show me," Krissy said again. I knew what she wanted, but I decided to tease her a bit.

"I am showing you," I said.

"You know," Krissy said. Her body flushed again, and it was hot as hell. "Do the thing."

"What thing?" I asked.

Krissy growled at me, but she was still smiling. "Stroke him," Krissy said. Almost choking. "I want to see."

I reached down for my dick. Honestly, after all the build-up, I'm surprised I didn't erupt right there. Instead, I rubbed myself slowly. I wanted to take my time.

Krissy's eyes widened and her mouth hung open. It was almost the same face as when she'd touched herself. She leaned forward, sitting on her haunches. Watched my fist rise up and back.

"Can I...?" she started, then faltered. "I want to touch him."

I took my hand away, gesturing to Krissy like I was offering a bite of food off my plate.

Eagerly, the blonde woman reached out and touched my cock. Then she ripped her hand back, like it'd been burned. She looked, curiously, at her fingertips where she'd touched me.

She went back for another tentative touch. Gently, I put my hand over hers and closed it over my cock. Krissy let out a little gasp.

"He's so hard," she said, "But soft. And warm."

Again, in those days, pictures of naked people weren't so easily acquired. Krissy had probably seen an illustration of the male organ in a textbook at school, but that was the extent of her experience. She certainly hadn't touched one before. As far as Krissy was concerned, this was an encounter with a magical creature. A myth she'd heard about but never known. She treated it like that. As if my cock was truly something from another world.

I put my hand on Krissy's and lifted it up and back to show her the motion. Her perfect pink nails contrasted sharply with my lurid dick. Carefully, I coached her through. We didn't use words, mostly because I knew Krissy wouldn't say them. But I showed her what I liked, and she followed my lead. Then, when it seemed like she had it, I let go.

Krissy's grip grew tighter. Her movements faster, more pronounced. Her face twisted in concentration, and I swear it was one of the sexiest things I've ever seen in my life. The way her cute, pink tongue buried itself in the corner of her mouth.

But while the friction felt fantastic, it was also starting to hurt a bit. I needed lubrication. I didn't know a safe way to say it, so I just came out with it.

"Like water?" Krissy asked. God, her innocence was so adorable sometimes.

"Wetter than water," I said.

Krissy cocked an eyebrow at me.

"Like spit," I said, "Or... other stuff." I didn't dare mention the lubrication Krissy was no doubt pumping into her underwear in that moment.

"You want me to lick it?" Krissy asked. The look on her face said she wasn't looking forward to that.

"You could," I said, "Or you could wet your hand."

Krissy paused. She sat up, her face lost in thought. It was a strange disparity. She was naked down to her panties, her tits were out, and her hand was on my dick. But the look on her face was so serious and contemplative. The beautiful blonde wet her lips and for a moment, I thought she was going to go for the full thing.

Instead, she licked the palm of her hand, sloppily, then wrapped it around my cock. I groaned as she made contact. My body bucked. Krissy's smile threatened to swallow her face.

She went back to that stroking motion, now making slick sounds with her saliva. She paused when it went dry and rewet her hand. She started moving faster.

"Getting close," I warned her.

I don't know what Krissy expected. Her cums, after all, were certainly momentous. But they lacked a liquid component. Again, we had sex ed class, she had to expect something. But I'm not sure she truly understood what she was working me towards.

"I'm going to cum, Krissy," I said. My eyes met hers.

"He's going to shoot?" Krissy asked.

"Yeah," I said, unable to communicate anything more.

She didn't say a word. But she redoubled her efforts. A moment later, I was too far gone to stop. Weeks of building desire exploded out of me, engulfing my conscious mind.

I grunted. Gasped. A plume of white liquid burst out of my dick, arced and fell onto Krissy's fingers.

"OH!" she cried out as my semen splashed her.

She pumped up and down my cock without pause. A second burst ripped forth. Another. My seed shot out of me, endless gouts till finally it dribbled, harmless, down my dick.

I reached out and grabbed Krissy's hand, holding it in place. The movement now painful. Krissy grinned at me, goofily. I noticed a large amount of cum had pooled on my stomach. Krissy's hands were webbed with it, as well.

She sat back and stared at my dick as it slowly retreated, like she couldn't believe what had happened. What she'd done.

"OK?" she asked, a mirror of the week before.

"Very OK," I said, unable to stop myself from beaming.

Krissy stared at her spermy hand. I expected disgust, but instead her face was a picture of wonder. She smelled it. Her tongue darted out for a little taste, the pulled back. I could tell she was hoping I didn't notice.

I reached back for a tissue to wipe myself up. Krissy was already rubbing her wet hand on her tummy and, idly, into her tit. She seemed lost in her own world. Almost hypnotized. When I handed her the tissue, she eyed it like she couldn't tell what it was.

"Thanks," she said, absently.

"Thank you," I said.

Krissy flushed and looked down at the comforter.

"That was fun," she said.

"I'm glad you liked it," I said.

I leaned over to kiss her, and she let me. But when I drifted my hand down to return the favor, Krissy shied back a bit.

"I'm OK," she said, "I'm fine."

"Are you sure?" I asked.

A strange expression crossed Krissy's face. As you might have surmised, I wasn't always able to read her. But this time, I had an instinctual response.

"Did you already cum?" I asked.

Krissy gasped, but she didn't deny it. "When you, um... When he spit. I kind of went too," she said. Confessed it like a killing.

"That's so fucking sexy," I said.

Again, Krissy winced at my curse word. But that didn't keep her from smiling.

"I have the hottest girlfriend in the world," I said.

Krissy shot me a glare. As if saying the g-word was the filthiest thing I'd done all day. But she let it go. She ran her fingers, crusty with my cum, down her arm.

"I am pretty amazing," she said. Then she laughed at herself.

We kissed, and the ardor of the moment felt nearly as fantastic as the orgasm we'd just shared.


Prissy Krissy Pt. 06

The next few days were the weekend, and so I spent them at work, completely consumed with ideas of what Krissy and I could do together. We'd reached a new level of intimacy and I couldn't wait to explore all the possible permutations. But with everything I was looking forward to, something else showed up that I hadn't been anticipating. Krissy got her period.

In some ways, the timing was perfect. The crimson wave had risen during the Friday before, so after a weekend where we hadn't seen each other at all, we were probably already close to the end. Further, even though I'd kept my cum far away from anyplace unsafe, I won't lie that I was a little relieved that Krissy stayed on schedule. We took Monday off completely, but when Tuesday afternoon came around, we were raring to go. Except our usual activities weren't an option.

I suggested going to a movie or hanging out around the house, but Krissy shot both down. I realized this was one of those times where she had only asked for ideas as a way of pretending to be polite and shut myself up.

"I think we should go to the pool," Krissy said.

See, I lied before: there was one other thing to do in town beyond go to church, get a haircut, or hit up the Blockbuster video. We had a community pool.

Built near the high school grounds, it had a large building for lockers and showers, two large pools (one for adults, one for kids), lots of lounge chairs, a playground, and a snack bar. In other words, it was a pretty impressive facility for such a small town. Most days, it seemed like almost everyone who lived in the area was out lounging in the sun, pausing occasionally to cool off in the water.

By the time I was in college, I'd pretty much outgrown the place. But my sister was working at the snack bar that summer and she told me she could get me in if I wanted. I'd told Krissy it was an option at one point, and I guess it had stuck in her mind.

"Can you do that?" I asked, "Swim while you're, you know?"

"Yes," Krissy said, disdainfully. "It's not a big deal."

Well, OK then.

We parked at the back of a very full lot and walked across the steaming pavement. I could already smell the chlorine wafting over us. Hear the shouts and squeals of little kids as they splashed and stumbled.

We made our way through the front gate and past the kid pool. The place was packed, and walking around avoiding the swarm of running, dripping kids was almost like an Olympic sport. I got the feeling Krissy was ready to punt one if they got too close.

We managed to make our way past the kid pool and up a slight incline to the adult area. Here it was quieter. Mostly elderly people napping in their chairs or doing long, slow laps.

There were a couple of open loungers on the far side, and we set up camp there. Krissy had on a cover-up, a robe that covered her from her wrists to right below her knees. She pulled it off and, I swear, time itself stopped to stare.

Krissy had on a red, one-piece swimsuit. It wasn't revealing in the least. It wouldn't have been considered revealing thirty years before. let alone then. It didn't matter. I stared, dumbfounded, at the beautiful blonde -- her body filling out that suit so perfectly.

Krissy tsked her tongue at me, breaking my thousand-mile stare. I took off my shirt and started rubbing on sunscreen.

"Can you get my back?" Krissy asked.

Oh fuck. I started to salivate just thinking about it.

It wasn't that big a deal, honestly. It was only the top of Krissy's back, and even that was barely exposed. But still, the chance to rub cream into that amazing body, I was enraptured.

"You want me to do your front, too?" I asked after I finished rubbing the sunscreen in.

Krissy turned and gave me a little slap on the shoulder. But then she took the bottle of lotion and did my back for me. I was surprised at how she seemed to luxuriate in running her hands on my body. Almost with the same reverence as I'd done for her.

Like I said before, I had a regular, boring boy body. Nothing to get excited about. My chest was broad and a bit hairy. I didn't have a gut, but I wasn't carrying a six-pack either. I had good legs -- muscular calves and strong thighs -- but who looks at those, really?

Krissy, though, seemed to enjoy me. I was pretty sure the entire pool was watching her do it, too, and wondering what I'd used as blackmail.

"I should have worn the other outfit," Krissy said, pouty. "Everyone's looking at me."

"I don't think the bathing suit is the problem," I said. Krissy gave me another glare, but she let it go.

Finally ready, we stepped into the water. It was cool, the perfect temperature on such a hot day, but it still took a bit to get used to it. After we both got acclimated, we did a few laps back and forth. Then we lazed about in the shallow end. It was cool and comfortable to sit. I barely felt the sun on my shoulders.

Krissy pinched her nose, took a deep breath, and dunked herself in the water. She came up gasping, hair dark with wet. Fuck she was so sexy.

She had been sure to keep things chaste this whole time. Except for the sunscreen, we didn't touch each other at all. But that wasn't something I was going to allow to continue.

When Krissy dunked herself the second time, I went with her. On the third, I reached out and grabbed one of her boobs. I heard her angry hiss through the water.

Once we were back above, I got a firm slap on the wrist and a dirty look. But whatever, it was worth it. Krissy went off to do more laps. I leaned against the wall. I was off in my own world when I felt something grip my dick.

I nearly leapt out of the pool. Then I looked down and saw the red, wriggling mirage of Krissy underwater. She popped up, grinning like a naughty schoolgirl.

"Serves you right," Krissy said. But if she thought that was punishment, then she'd missed the point.

By then, we were getting pretty pruney, so we climbed out to dry off on the loungers. Krissy reached into her purse and pulled out a book, something by John Grisham. I had a Robert Jordan and I did the same. I didn't think Krissy would be too pleased by my choice of swords and sorcery (too juvenile, according to her, as if legal thrillers were the height of maturity) and I hoped she wouldn't look too closely at the title.

I got involved in the book until a shadow crossed my vision. I looked up and saw a tall, broad-shouldered guy. He was well-muscled, his chest hairless. His dark black hair was wet from the pool, his sharp cheekbones dotted with freckles. The epitome of goyishe good looking.

It took me a moment before I realized I was looking at Brad Williams, a kid I'd gone to high school with. He'd been in Krissy's year, a bit of a basketball star (for whatever that was worth in our little town). He stood with his hands on his hips and grinned down at Krissy. He hadn't noticed me, at all.

The beautiful blonde girl shaded her eyes and stared up.

"Oh, hi Brad," she said. She looked back at her book.

For a reason I can't explain, I felt my chest tighten. I'd never gotten along with the jocks, duh, though I wasn't exactly bullied either. Just ostracized. And even then, Brad hadn't been in my class, so I'd never been bothered by him at all.

But there was some basic encoding in that moment that made me feel, I don't know, like I was trespassing. As if I'd been caught with my hand in the cookie jar. I'd managed to sneak my way in with a popular hot blonde girl, and now the jock was here to deliver the comeuppance for my crime.

I didn't say it made sense. But I felt the terror choke me all the same.

"Hey Krissy," Brad said, "It's good to see you. How's it going?"

"I'm fine," Krissy said, dismissive. OK, so that was her usual state with most people. But something about her seemed extra flippant. I wondered why.

Despite all her complaints about name calling at school, Krissy had absolutely been one of the popular girls. You don't look like that and have problems with other kids. Not in high school anyway. Brad would have been part of her usual social group. So why was she treating him like a cockroach she'd found on the floor? I was confused, but that didn't mean I also wasn't enjoying it.

"I'm doing good," Brad said, continuing on like nothing, "I'm starting at point for Hartford this year."

"Is that some kind of baseball thing?" Krissy asked. Goddamn, but it was fun to watch her eviscerate someone.

"Basketball," Brad said, "You look really good, you know? Really good."

He did nothing to hide that he was ogling her, his eyes running from her toes to her fingertips and everywhere in between. Lingering on all the best parts. I couldn't blame him. Krissy would look amazing in a potato sack -- that bathing suit was on another level entirely.

"You look like you," Krissy said, which sounded like nothing, but from her mouth it felt like the worst insult possible.

Brad kept going, though, and I couldn't tell if he was being intentionally stupid or actually. "A bunch of us are going down the shore this weekend. You should come. I bet you'd have a lot of fun."

Krissy didn't even bother to look up from her book. She cocked her eyebrow. "I should introduce you," she said, coolly, "This is Jacob."

I sat up and extended my arm for a handshake. Brad looked me off. I imagined that move worked pretty well on a basketball court. Again, I felt that weird churning in my stomach.

"Brad and I used to date," Krissy said. She let the words 'used to' drag out on her tongue.

I might be thick most of the time, but I caught my cue. And suddenly, all that nervousness dropped away. I don't know where the courage came from, honestly. Maybe it was Krissy's silent goading. But I said something I'd never dreamed I'd actually say. Beyond brash to full-on ballsy.

"Oh, Krissy told me all about you two," I said, "She said you never made her cum? Dude! Let me tell you, Krissy cums. She cums hard."

Krissy turned bright red. I don't think that was the retort she was looking for. But Brad's reaction was even better.

His jaw dropped. A few sounds tried to escape his throat, but they hung there, gurgling, over his tongue. Brad may have been as dumb as a rock, but he realized the problem I'd dropped him in. Whatever he said, his only options were to make me look better or make himself look worse. His smooth stripped down to sandpaper.

Brad stuttered for a second. Regrouped, then started again. Finally, he turned away.

"Fucking bitch," he grumbled.

I turned to look at Krissy. Her face was still redder than her swimsuit. But I could see the mirth sparkling behind her eyes. I gave her a shrug. As far as I was concerned, I'd solved the problem in the best way possible. Krissy might be embarrassed, but she wasn't going to be bothered by Brad again.

Krissy glared at me. I couldn't tell whether she was ready to put me on a pedestal or slam me onto a spike. Finally, she looked down at her book.

"I'm hungry," Krissy said from behind the pages, "Come and buy me an ice cream."

*

Krissy pulled on her cover-up, I put my t-shirt back on, and we made our way over to the snack shop. The building was on the far side of the pool, in a different section of the building that held the lockers.

I'm pretty sure Krissy was ready to move on from reunions at the pool, but she had another one waiting for her. My sister, Jessica, was working the front counter when we got there. Krissy startled as she saw her.

"Oh," Krissy said, "Hi." It was not an enthusiastic greeting.

"Hi Krissy!" Jessica replied, grinning goofily. She went up on her tippy toes and waved my way as well, giving me a wink.

My sister was so short, she looked like just a head with some shoulders behind the window. She was wearing a green, ringer t-shirt. Her brown, wavy hair was under a white ballcap with a bill that matched the shirt.

I got Krissy and I ice cream sandwiches and paid for them. There were tables nearby, so we found an empty one and ate. There's something magical about ice cream post-pool on a hot day. The perfect pairing.

After we were done, Krissy led me back past the tables, behind the playground, to a set of concrete shuffleboard courts. The area was surrounded by trees and completely empty. The condition of the painted numbers made it clear that people hadn't been back there in a while.

"Let's play," Krissy said, clapping her hands excitedly.

I was less enthused, remembering what had happened when we tried tennis a few weeks before. But Krissy wouldn't hear an argument, so I went back to the snack shack so I could rent the supplies. I resolved to tank the game on the way.

Jessica gave me the stuff, a bucket of pucks and two sticks, still grinning at me through the open window.

"Jacob and Krissy sitting in a tree..." she sang.

My sister was in a weird mood. I think days on end of dealing with demented kids and demanding parents was starting to scar her brain.

"Very cute," I said.

"Come on," Jessica said, "You have to admit it's crazy that you two are together."

"Ok, it's weird," I said, "But whatever. Can I go now?"

"Not until I get a high five from my main man," Jessica said. God but my sister was getting stranger by the day.

I brought the discs and poles back over to the shuffleboard area. Krissy was waiting with her arms folded. Clearly, I'd left her waiting for too long, but she didn't say anything about it. Instead, we laid out the equipment and started our game.

As I'd promised myself, I did my best to play poorly. But after a while, I got tired of letting Krissy trounce me. She was having a grand old time, and I guess I wanted to get her back a little. And maybe have some fun, as well. That red bathing suit was taunting me through the diaphanous layer of Krissy's cover-up.

And besides, I was feeling myself from before. Between telling off Brad and seeing my sister treat me like some kind of god for getting Krissy, I think the confidence got to my head. It's amazing how little it takes to feel like king of the world some days.

On my next shot, I knocked one of Krissy's discs out of position. She made an angry little snort when it happened, like a cartoon bull. What I did next only exacerbated the issue.

"Take something off," I told her.

"What?" Krissy said. She glanced around nervously. There was nothing nearby, and no one else was playing. Even the screams from the pool sounded muted. We were about as secluded as we could get.

"You lost the point," I said, "You need to pay." I rolled my wrist and gestured at her outfit.

Krissy's eyes went wide. "No," she said, but I could tell she was cracking.

"Lose a flipflop," I said, "I don't see the big deal."

Krissy grunted again, but she dutifully kicked off one of her sandals. The next round, I did it again. Now she was barefoot.

The blonde woman was actually less naked than she'd been over by the pool, but I could tell I was in her head now. She was marching back and forth, muttering to herself. She got it together for her turn though, and as her disc slid into the top of the triangle to win the set, she cheered. Then she gave me the same gesture to remove something. I nodded, smiled, and kicked off a sandal.

My bonhomie about all this only seemed to set Krissy off more. But she didn't stop playing. And the next time she took a round, she had me take off another sandal. But she glanced around, nervously, every chance she got. Like the foot police might pop over at any moment.

My shirt came off next. Honestly, we were in completely appropriate attire. We were at a pool in bathing suits, what could someone complain about? There was a fifty-year-old woman bronzing back by the pool in a bikini three sizes too small for her. If she was fine, we were more than in the clear.

But when I took the next set and Krissy had to take off her cover-up, I could tell she was anxious as all hell.

"I think we should call it a tie," Krissy said. Her competitive nature was smothered by her natural prudence.

"One more round," I said.

Krissy shuffled her cute feet back and forth. She bit her lip. Both of us were down to one article of clothing. And taking that off would be far more scandalous. But I wasn't going to let Krissy off the hook.

The last game was a pitched battle. Our scores went back and forth. It was pretty dramatic, you know, for a shuffleboard game between two amateurs at the community pool. But still.

On the last shot, I managed to slide my disc into the perfect place for the win. Krissy actually gasped as it stopped.

I did the little hand gesture, but the blonde woman shook her head, vehemently.

"I won't, Jacob," Krissy said.

I responded by repeating the gesture.

"I can't," Krissy said. Her voice a desperate whisper.

"Just one boob," I said.

Krissy took a deep breath. She closed her eyes. She knew she wasn't getting out of this with anything less. She pulled the shoulder strap of her bathing suit down, baring one of her perfectly-shaped tits. In a blink, it was covered again.

"Happy?" Krissy asked.

"Very," I replied.

That night, though, sitting in my bedroom, I felt this odd sense of vulnerability. Who exactly was I? And what the hell was I pretending at?

In the end, Brad did have a retort ready -- he could've punched me in the mouth. The fact that he didn't was more my luck than any great act of verbal wordplay. And pushing Krissy like that behind the pool was stupid. What was I getting out of any of this, honestly?

Again, I wondered at what I was up to. There were times where it truly felt like I was on autopilot. That I wasn't thinking at all. Just doing whatever came to my mind in the moment and then acting like it was my own cleverness when it came out OK. Instead of fantastic fortune.

So I was already in a sullen mood when Krissy called me that night. She seemed to be in the same place. I assumed she was stewing over everything that had happened that day.

"No, it's fine," Krissy said, "The stuff with Brad was hilarious. Watching him squirm. And the shuffleboard thing... It was cute. Kind of."

"So what's wrong?" I asked.

"Nothing," Krissy said far too quickly, "It's just, one of my parents' friends from church saw us by the snack shack and told my mom."

That sounded ominous. We'd been twisting ourselves around quite a bit to not get caught, only to now trip ourselves up.

"That sounds like more than nothing," I said.

"It'll be fine," Krissy said.

But her confidence only made my stomach twist harder.

*

The next day was a Wednesday, so I was off. Krissy told me she was still on her period, but she didn't want to go to the pool again. I wasn't surprised. I think her enthusiasm for that place was pretty much squeezed out of her.

Instead, I convinced Krissy to come to my house after camp, even though she was out of commission. She didn't seem all that enthused on the phone, but I guess something occurred to her on the way over, because she was giddy as a puppy by the time I opened the door.

I found out pretty quickly what had Krissy all in a tizzy. After we stumbled into my room, kissing and stripping in a crazed, horny hurricane, Krissy pushed me back onto the bed. She knelt down in front of me. Wearing only her bra and panties.

"I want to suck him," Krissy told me. Her eyes darted away from mine, like even she couldn't believe she'd said it.

I was too shocked to respond. I won't lie, I'd already spent a significant amount of time conniving to convince Krissy to give me a blowjob. For her to come out and request it was like the best Chanukah ever. And in the middle of June, no less.

But I was also taken aback. Where was the cute, conservative girl talking about her 'hoo-hah?' Apparently, I'd slain her, and a succubus had showed up to take her place. It was kind of wonderful, but also a bit scary. Like everything we did, it seemed.



"I have a friend at camp who told me about doing it with her boyfriend," Krissy said, confessing shyly to the carpet. "She made it sound fun."

"I need to meet this friend," I said.

Krissy rolled her eyes at me. She hooked her long blonde hair behind her ear, shyly. "So, can I?"

I responded by stripping off my shorts right there. Krissy giggled at my boyish enthusiasm. I was down to my boxers. Krissy had on a sheer green bra and panty set that barely exposed her tummy, let alone her more delicious bits. But it hugged her curves terrifically just the same.

"You'll have to tell me what to do," Krissy said. I could see that simply asking about oral had taken most of her courage. Now that I agreed, Krissy was clearly unsure of what she'd offered. "I don't actually blow on him, right?"

Krissy knelt, meekly, between my legs. I stroked her cheek, affectionately. God she was gorgeous. And her eager naivete only made her moreso.

"It's like what you did with your hands," I said, "But using a different part. Also, no teeth."

Krissy nodded. "Right," she said, "That would hurt."

The blonde woman reached into the fly of my boxers. She gripped my dick with the determined excitement of a slut, eyeing it with the innocent curiosity of an ingenue. Her breaths coming in hard. I realized Krissy was psyching herself up. I didn't think it was a good time to push her. Better to let her build her own courage and leap out on her own.

Finally, Krissy leaned forward and gave my cock a little kiss, right on the crown. She giggled.

"It's so weird," Krissy said. She gave the head a tentative lick. I groaned as the tingles of her tongue shot straight up my shaft.

Encouraged, Krissy tried a few more kisses up and down my dick. Wet little smacks. Then she sat back on her haunches. Her blue eyes were so wide and excited, her expression so enthusiastic, it was adorable.

Krissy continued to explore. She reached her hand back and cupped my scrotum, tight to my body and taut with arousal. For a moment, my brain flashed back to my sister's supposition that Krissy was the kind of girl who'd squeeze my balls till it hurt. I flinched at Krissy's fingers. But she held my sack almost reverently.

"Is this OK?" she asked.

"Just be careful," I said.

Krissy nodded. Her eyes focused. "I like these," she said, gingerly searching with her digits. "They feel neat."

She leaned forward again and gave my dickhead another kiss. She seemed unsure of what to do with herself. As if wondering, was this it? I realized it was time for a little tutoring.

"Put it in your mouth," I said, "Like a lollipop."

Krissy frowned for a moment, like she wasn't sure if I was messing with her. I thought that she was about to argue, but she dutifully opened her lips and let the head of my dick slip inside. She ran her tongue around the crown, tasting at it.

"More," I said, barely able to get the words out. "Deeper. Like a popsicle."

"You need to pick a dessert and stick with it, buddy," Krissy said. But she leaned forward and took more of me in, till her lips were wrapped about halfway down my dick. She cinched her mouth tight, then slowly dragged back, till my cock came out with a wet pop.

"Like that?" Krissy asked. I thought I'd see more revulsion, but instead she was grinning. Eager.

"Oh fuck yes," I said, unable to stop from swearing.

Instead of giving me her usual dirty look, Krissy tittered. Like she couldn't be happier that she'd made me curse. Then she did it again.

This time, Krissy pressed her tongue hard against the bottom of my shaft. And she straight up slurped, moving her head up and down. Lewd, wet sucking noises -- little gleeful gulps -- filled the room as my blonde girlfriend went from an inexperienced innocent to giving me the best blowjob I'd ever had in my life.

It's not that Krissy was skilled. It was sloppy. She'd accidentally choke herself every few thrusts, coughing and gasping. One suck would be so tight, I'd swear she was stripping the skin off my dick. The next so loose, I wasn't sure I was even in her mouth anymore.

But oh my God. Seeing that naive blonde's face contort around my cock. That little double chin. The way she tucked her golden hair behind her ear. The look of utter determination in her ice blue eyes.

The sounds she made. The slurps and swallows. Hmms and Unnns. Even the little chokes. Like a symphony of dick sucking.

And for all that Krissy struggled with it, she still made it feel amazing. Despite everything -- the little frowns and occasional disgusted glances -- it was clear that Krissy enjoyed sucking me. Was actually getting into it.

I'd gotten head from other girlfriends. But even the crazy one who'd given me the full sex education, had never acted all that excited about oral. It always felt like more of a chore, something she did for me.

But Krissy licked my dick like it was the greatest thing in the world. I'm not sure what did it for her. Maybe the feeling of being a truly, sexual creature, pleasing her man. Or it was the forbidden nature of the act; good Christian girls definitely didn't do things like this. Perhaps it was the control, the power, she had over me. Submissive or dominant. Angel of pleasure or sexy devil. I don't know why this appealed to Krissy so much. But there was no doubt that it did.

Krissy pulled off my dick with a wet smack. Idly, she stroked my shaft with her hand.

"I don't think I want to swallow it," Krissy said, looking up at me nervously. "Like, your stuff. Is that OK?"

It was a surprisingly submissive request. I got the sense that if I told her she had to, she would. But honestly, I was more than happy to go easy on her.

"That's fine," I told her, lovingly petting her head. "I'll tell you before I go."

Krissy nodded, happy to have the reprieve. She leaned forward and swallowed my dick. I think she got a little deeper this time.

"On your boobs is ok?" I asked.

"Uh huh," Krissy said, her mouth full of meat.

She started using her fist in concert with her mouth to get me off. I got the sense she was getting tired.

"On your face? In your hair?"

"Yes!" Krissy laughed, as if saying, silly boy.

"That feels so good," I told her. We weren't used to talking when we did this stuff. Krissy was way more willing to do things than discuss them. It had been easier to make her cum than to get her to say the word. But I felt like the encouragement was important in this case. "You're so beautiful. Amazing."

Krissy kept sucking me, dutifully. Moving faster. Urgent. Almost like she was the one building towards the big end.

"Oh! Krissy. Kris. You have no idea how good that feels."

"Mmhm."

"I'm going to cum," I told her, "Cum on you."

"Please," Krissy said, "I want it."

The beautiful blonde had her lips around my dick. Was pumping my cock for dear life. Licking and sucking with abandon. But it was that admission that put me over the top.

I grunted. Juddered. I pushed Krissy's head off my cock, right before the ecstasy overwhelmed me.

The first burst of my cum arced out, rising with my pleasure. Krissy flinched as the white, warm glob of slime hit her cheek. It slowly trickled down to the corner of her mouth. The next hit above her eyebrow.

Krissy quickly steered my cock so I was cumming on her chest. I was already too far gone to see it. The orgasm took hold of me and my whole world shrank down to only the bliss pulsing through my body.

When I blinked back to consciousness, Krissy was still kneeling on the floor. My dick in her hand. Her face was dripping with cum. Her chest shined with it. She had a funny smile on her face. Like I'd gotten her with some dumb prank, and she was both entertained and annoyed. She sputtered and a bit of jizz bubbled out from her lips. I guess I'd gotten some in her mouth after all.

"Jacob," Krissy protested, but not meanly. She dragged her fingers through the cum on her face, eyeing the strands suspiciously. "There's so much!"

"That was fucking incredible," I said.

"Jacob!" Krissy said it again. But I could tell she was only pretending to be shocked. "Is there always this much? I didn't think there'd be this much."

I reached for a tissue, but Krissy pushed it away. "I don't think that's going to be nearly enough."

"You could use the shower," I said, "It's right down the hall."

Krissy thought about it, then nodded. She popped up, dripping with my seed, and hurried out of my bedroom. I followed her, of course, but when we got to the bathroom door, she pushed me back.

"Naughty boy," Krissy said.

Well, you can't blame a guy for trying.


Prissy Krissy Pt. 07

Krissy came over the next day, after work, and got right to it. She didn't even wait till we were in my bedroom, she just shoved me back onto the hallway stairs. Krissy fished my dick out of the fly of my khakis and gulped it down, giggling the whole way. Not for the first time, I was very glad the house was empty.

It wasn't exactly comfortable, lying across a flight of steps. My back hurt for days afterward, and I twisted my knee when Krissy tackled me. In the moment, I didn't care. I'd let this new, enthusiastic woman throw me anywhere.

Again, I don't know what it was about oral that got her so excited. Giving me a blowjob was exceptionally lewd; submissive yet also controlling. Sick, dirty, and obnoxiously sexual. OK --actually, maybe I've answered my own question.

Eventually, I managed to bring Krissy back to my bedroom where she finished off my blowjob. I lay down on the itchy, grey carpet while the blonde woman bobbed up and down. Her tongue pressed to the bottom of my cock. Saliva dripping down my balls. Slurp. Slurp. Slurp.

When I felt myself close to cumming, I moved my hands to Krissy's shoulders. I remembered her request from the day before and I didn't want to take advantage.

"Nuh uh," Krissy said. She kept her mouth on my dick.

"I'm getting close," I said, thinking that maybe I wasn't clear.

"Uh huh," Krissy said. She only redoubled her efforts.

A moment later, I was gone. The pleasure grabbed hold of me and squeezed, dumping out an ocean of endorphins while I streamed sperm into Krissy's mouth. My vision went white.

Krissy made a choking noise, but she kept her mouth firmly wrapped around my cock. On the second blast, she began to gulp it all down. As I slowed, she licked slowly around my dick, like trying to suck up every last drop of my spend.

She pulled off with a loud, satisfied sigh. A bit of sperm had managed to escape, giving her a bit of a 'milk' goatee. Krissy looked so sexy, I leaned up to kiss her. But she pushed me back. She licked her lips clean, shaking her head.

I was tingling, num,b with the bliss of what Krissy had done for me. It was beyond the orgasm itself. The whole experience was inescapably wondrous. I knew I needed to give as good as I got (again, my ex had been a terrible girlfriend but a wonderful teacher). I pushed Krissy onto her back.

She was fully clothed -- we really had just fallen into this. I reached for Krissy's jeans and unsnapped them. Still, it felt so incredible to be able to take off that tight denim. Forcing it down to her knees, exposing every inch of once-concealed glory. Krissy was wearing pink panties. We'd reached the point in our relationship where I recognized the pair. I started to pull them down, to lower my head between her legs.

Oh, to taste Krissy's sweet little peach. I couldn't wait. The fact that it was so hairy didn't bother me one bit. In fact, it kind of added to the allure. Probing through her deep forest for the fountain of wonder within. Already I could smell her arousal and I salivated.

Krissy shoved my head back, forcefully. I looked at her, confused.

"I thought your period was finished," I said. She'd told me it was over the night before, when we were talking on the phone. But maybe I'd been mistaken.

Krissy shook her head, like trying to snap it clean off. I started to dive forward, but again she redirected me.

"I want to return the favor," I said, almost pleadingly. "You made me feel so good."

"Don't Jacob," Krissy said. The firmest 'no' she'd ever given me. "It's dirty."

I was too confused to argue. What was the difference between her sucking my dick and me licking her pussy? There was no reasonable reason, but she made it clear she wasn't into it at all. Like a lot of things with my aloof-yet-aroused girlfriend, I figured she'd come around to it eventually. So, instead, I offered her a compromise.

I held up my hand, showing Krissy that I would only use my fingers, and she nodded. I dipped my digits into her warm, dripping sex. She was wetter than I'd ever felt. Maybe cunnilingus icked her out but going down on me sure seemed to work her up.

Also, it had been almost a week since I'd been able to rub Krissy's golden pussy, and all that build-up must have had her seriously on edge. She came almost moments after I touched her. I barely had to even rub. I contacted her little clitty and Krissy went off.

"Oh my GOD!" she shrieked. Her body collapsed around my hand, flushing from feet to fingers. She hugged at my arm, practically in the fetal position, crushing me while her orgasm ground her down.

Finally, she fell back, eyes vacant. At least I'd managed to reward her in some way.

*

The next week, we added all kinds of fun recipes to our menu of afternoon delights. Krissy would get me off with her hands or her mouth, usually using both. Sometimes she'd swallow, others I came on her tits or her face. Krissy seemed to enjoy the aftermath of my orgasm almost as much as getting me there in the first place.

I fingered Krissy till she came, not always as explosive as that one time, but I made sure to get her off. She even stroked herself for me a few times, putting on a little show. I tried to convince her to rub herself on her own, when I wasn't around. Something about the idea of her masturbating at home worked me up like crazy. But she wouldn't do it. Or, if she did, she wouldn't tell me.

Still, this new version of Krissy was incredible. Sure, it was frustrating whenever she put up an arbitrary boundary, but it didn't bother me all that much. Time had a way of changing Krissy's mind for me. This was a girl who, a few weeks after she told me not to take my pants off, had given me an almost predatory blowjob on my family's kitchen floor (Krissy had said she wanted a snack, I misunderstood what she meant).

Krissy wasn't letting me lick her for now. She wouldn't masturbate on her own at the moment. I had no doubt that anything she refused was something she'd come around to eventually. If anything, Krissy saying 'no' to something now was almost a promise for what we would be doing soon after. We'd progressed to this amazing point in such a short amount of time. I could only imagine what we'd be doing by the end of the summer.

*

"We can't have sex, Jacob," Krissy said.

It was the middle of the afternoon and we'd just finished another shared stroking session. Now we were laying back in my bed, post-orgasm stupid and absently tracing each other's bodies. Oddly affectionate.

Krissy was splayed out on top of the comforter, completely naked. It was a rare sight, her exposing herself so easily. Her hand and arm were sticky from my spend. She was panting from the exertion of her own ecstasy. The sight of Krissy's bare body -- her gorgeous face and golden locks; full breasts and hairy pussy -- was enough to get me erect all over again.

I had started kissing my way up her chest, to her face. That led to other things lining up, as well. My dick slid up Krissy's ruddy thighs. I slipped my tongue into her mouth.

But Krissy was already satiated, and she shoved me back. Her pink nails sharp on my chest. Her eyes flashed annoyance. That's when she said it.

"We can't have sex, Jacob," Krissy repeated, to make sure I was listening.

I rolled off her, sitting at her side. We leapt from close cuddling to barely even touching. Once again, I'd accidentally set her off. There were minefields with less hidden explosives than Krissy.

"That's fine," I said. "I wasn't going to. It was just a kiss."

"I'm saving myself," Krissy said, "For my husband. It's important."

I didn't need her to tell me that man wasn't going to be me. The implication was clear even before she'd made it. We weren't building that kind of bond. But in the moment, it still kind of hurt.

My connection with Krissy was so transactional. We were a couple in that we were coupling. Coming along in our relationship in that we kept cumming along.

It bothered me sometimes, the lack of emotional connection between Krissy and me. But when I imagined taking our relationship further; I couldn't picture it. Those sorts of emotions didn't fit in with us. It was only when we got each other's clothes off that we managed to mesh.

"Of course," I said, "There's plenty of stuff we can do."

Krissy let out a long, pained sigh and sat up on my bed. Rested her head in her hands. Pink nails poking out through her blonde tresses. Sharp elbows dug into her stick-thin thighs. I could see the little bumps of her spine running up her back.

She seemed upset but I couldn't see why. In fact, something about Krissy had been off all afternoon. I was used to her being distant, but she'd seemed miles away. Even when we'd gotten off, staring into each other's eyes, I'd struggled to seek her out.

"I'm glad you told me," I said, still backpedaling. "I respect it and I won't make you feel pressured."

Krissy only stiffened further. She wouldn't look me in the eye. Holy crap, how had I gone this wrong? Maybe I'd gotten too comfortable. I remembered back to when I'd barely gotten her bra off. I'd treated Krissy more like a rabid badger than a girl I was trying to get with. It had kept me in her good graces. I needed to go back to the mindset if I didn't want to lose my makeout partner.

Krissy let out another deep sigh, then looked away. "My mom set me up on a date," she said.

"Oh."

"I think the whole pool thing freaked her out," Krissy said, "Or, I don't know. She's making me go to dinner with the son of a friend of hers from church. He goes to Catholic school two towns over."

"You told her no, right?"

"She showed me a picture," Krissy said, "He's tall. Broad shouldered with light eyes. Seems nice."

"You told her no," I said again, "Right?"

"What am I supposed to say?" Krissy asked. She finally turned to look at me. "What can I say? How do I describe... this." She gestured to our naked bodies on the bed.

"You could tell her you already have a boyfriend," I said. But it came out way whinier than I intended.

Krissy shook her head at me and sighed. I knew what she was really asking for. She wanted it both ways. She could date this handsome devil and still fool around with me. Everyone would be happy. And maybe I should have let it go. What claim did I have?

But I wanted it both ways, too. So I played the only card I had left. I stood up and pulled on my underwear. Then I gathered the rest of my clothes and slowly got dressed. I probably looked goofy, but it didn't matter.

"It's just a date," Krissy said, "Nothing's going to happen." She was trying to look stern but doing it naked only made her seem silly.

I responded by pulling on my shirt. Krissy shook her head and started getting dressed, as well. I didn't think someone could violently snap a bra on until I saw Krissy do it. It looked like it hurt, but I guess that was the point.

"I'm a grown woman," Krissy said, once she was clothed again. "I can do what I want."

"Tell your mother that," I said.

"I will!" Krissy shouted.

"Good!" I shouted back.

That was how we left things. Krissy walked out the door and stormed down the street. Not even looking back.

I spent the rest of the day chastising myself. I knew there was no way Krissy would admit to her parents what was going on. I could have been the bigger man. Let her have one lousy dinner, freeze this poor guy out, and have her to myself again. We'd both be mostly happy with that outcome, only slightly miserable, and it would have been fine. Instead, I had to force the issue.

Our relationship worked best when we didn't define it. When it existed as an open secret with no set rules or expectations. By doing what I did, I was making Krissy choose to commit to me. And I knew, in my deepest heart, that she would never do that. Couldn't.

Maybe that's what broke my heart a bit. Was it that I didn't want a relationship with Krissy? Or that I knew I couldn't have one so I didn't bother making the connections? I felt like a kid who'd stolen a Ferrari. Driving the thing as hard as I could since I'd never actually get to own one, myself.

That made sense with a sports car, but with an actual human being it was a terrible way to live. It was like I knew I didn't deserve Krissy. I wasn't tall or handsome. Neither successful nor particularly wealthy. But I wanted her to tell me I was worthy of her anyway. As if I could trick her into it. As if it would be worth something if I did.

The next day came and went, with no word from Krissy. After work, I went home to an empty house. Stared at the TV for a few hours, not even aware of what I was watching. I told myself I was fine, that I wasn't staring out the windows like some lovesick puppy. The blonde woman never showed.

That night, our usual call time came and went. I lay in bed and stared up at the ceiling. I told myself to sleep. To move on. All I could do was soak in my regret, rerunning every moment in my mind. Like that might change something.

Every failure of the past year came roaring back to me. Krissy had been this odd shelter. A bubble I could hide in while the world rolled by. But once my safe space had popped, everything raced back.

At some point, I must have fallen asleep. The next thing I remember was a loud ringing. My room was pitch dark. At first, I thought the sound was my alarm, but I realized it was the phone. I fell out of bed and crawled over to get it.

I picked up, barely conscious. I couldn't imagine who could be calling. I hoped it was Krissy. I desperately prayed it wasn't. You know what every parent tells you: nothing good ever happens after midnight.

I'd barely managed to make out a sleepy hello before Krissy cut me off.

"It's done," she said, "I told my mom."

"What's done?" I asked, "What did you tell her?"

The line was already dead.

*

Once a year, for one weekend in June, Our Lady of Grace hosted a festival in the parking lot behind the church. It was a fairly big affair, especially for our little town, and almost everyone in the area showed up. For one three-day period, even Blockbuster was slow.

I had to work both Friday and Saturday. As usual, Krissy's Sunday morning was reserved for religious affairs. But Sunday afternoon and evening we were both free. Krissy's parents couldn't complain about her going to a church fair, after all. And so, it afforded us the rare opportunity to hang out in public as a 'couple' in relative safety.

Yes, technically Krissy and I were now officially a couple. Though I wasn't sure exactly how she'd described our relationship to her parents and, honestly, I wasn't looking forward to finding out. It was still safer to keep ourselves under wraps for the most part. So going out like this felt like a treat. Sort of.

After all, this was a public place and so we stayed fairly chaste. No major making out or anything like that. For a normal couple, that would be fine. Even expected. But for Krissy and I, that made everything a challenge. We simply weren't good at things that didn't involve getting each other off. The fact that we'd just had our first major fight didn't make conversation any easier, either.

Krissy and I went up in the Ferris Wheel and we did a couple of spinner rides. I bought Krissy an ice cream and we shared a bag of zeppole. Then we got to one of those swinging pirate ship things.

I'm not a fan of the feeling of falling in the first place. And this ride looked rickety as hell. I very much didn't want to go on it. But Krissy forced me.

I felt ill before we even sat down. Those zeppole were not sitting well. As soon as the boat started swinging, I gripped the metal bar like it was a life preserver. It was worse than normal nausea; more like I was about to die.

But when I looked over at Krissy for support, all I got was a scowl. She had her arms raised above her head. Her eyes screamed excitement. She looked down at my own fists, gripping the rail, and shook her head.

"Nervous?" she shouted over the roar of the ride, "Maybe I should have your mommy pick you up after."

"Did you just call me a pussy?!" I asked, flabbergasted.

Krissy shrugged her shoulders. But that wry little grin crept up her face. I let out a deep sigh. I let go of the bar. My stomach lurched but I told it to shut up. I didn't get my hands over my head, but Krissy gave me a little nod of satisfaction anyway.

The ride was a challenge, but it wasn't the real problem. Because the fair was such an event, almost everyone went there. Krissy's parents weren't coming (neither were mine). But the chances of us running into people we both 1. Knew and 2. Didn't want to see, were pretty high. Neither Krissy nor I were looking for any high school reunions, so we both did our best to dodge when we saw someone familiar.

But, of course, we did meet some people we knew. Just not the ones I was expecting or worried about.

First, while waiting in line for the Tilt-A-Whirl, I saw a face I was sure I recognized. He was tall, with a shock of dark curly hair. Sure enough, it was my old friend from Hebrew School, Adam Kaplan.

Like I said, my family were the only Jews in town. We went to a temple about ten miles east where the population was more diverse. That's where I'd met Adam -- one of the few Jewish kids around my age that I knew before going to college.

Adam must have felt me staring because he turned around. I waved hello and he ambled over. Adam was tall and gangly, a string bean of a boy, which was how I saw him at all. He was wearing a Cornell t-shirt and ripped jeans.

It was weird, but I found myself truly, legitimately, happy to see the guy. We hadn't stayed in contact after graduation. But I guess time, and a lack of friends that summer, had softened me up a bit.

I introduced him to Krissy, and he shook her hand before shooting me a look. A blonde, Christian woman on my arm was either a heck of an accomplishment or a massive mistake. His expression encompassed both options at once. It was an impressive achievement.

"Gwen is visiting her aunt up in Connecticut," Adam said, referring to his long-time girlfriend.

Gwen was another temple friend, a cute girl with ruddy cheeks and a nice smile. She and Adam had been together since freshman year of high school. They'd been a package deal for so long, I guess Adam was used to people asking after her when they saw him.

"It's too bad, I'd have liked to meet her," Krissy said. I was surprised, but she sounded genuine.

"We should go out, the four of us," Adam said, "Gwen and I don't have a lot of couple friends. Maybe a movie?"

Again, I found myself thinking that I'd enjoy hanging out with Adam, which suggests a previously unacknowledged level of loneliness. Krissy, oddly, also seemed super enthusiastic about it. So, I gave Adam my number and we agreed to work something out.

Our next encounter was equally enthusiastic and unexpected. Krissy bumped into one of her friends from the summer camp where she worked. They did the standard squeal-greeting-then-hug thing while I stood to the side, trying not to look excessively awkward.

Krissy's friend was short and skinny. She had red hair, tied back tightly in a ponytail, and was wearing a skirt and polo. It looked like she'd just stepped out of Catholic school, and maybe she had. But the most striking thing about her was her chest.

Even through the layers of the uniform, this girl was clearly top heavy. Her breasts looked like they were about to explode off of her. Like she might tip forward at any moment and be stuck there, like a turtle. I tried not to stare, but it was hard to avoid. She was a monument to the oddities of physics and biology all at once (and a vision of a dark future of hellish back pain).

When the girls separated, Krissy's friend turned to look at me and her eyes went wide. I knew, in that moment, that Krissy had told this girl some things. For a moment, I thought she might have been the one who'd suggested the blowjob, but immediately I could tell that wasn't the case. This girl was way too shy. Already, just looking at me, I could tell she was suppressing a nervous giggle.



"Abby, this is Jacob," Krissy said, introducing the two of us.

"Hi," Abby said. Her eyes quickly darted away. "Nice to meet you." Yeah, definitely not the oral girl.

We exchanged pleasantries, then the girls got into it. Even though they'd seen each other that morning at church, there was a lot of summer camp gossip to catch up on. Did Krissy know Emily was angry at Sue for something Caroline said? Apparently, Krissy did not.

The whole time they talked, Abby kept glancing my way. Like she was worried I might go full werewolf at any moment. How much had Krissy shared, exactly? I was starting to guess it was a lot more than I'd have wanted.

Finally, Krissy made some noises about heading home and Abby broke away. The two of them shared a quick hug.

"Nice to meet you, Jacob," Abby said, then finally burst into a fit of giggles.

Krissy sighed and shook her head in disdain. Soon after, as the fair started to shut down for the weekend, we both headed home.

It seemed like nothing. Less than nothing. Two completely inconsequential encounters that would be forgotten in a few hours, at most. Krissy and I didn't do anything sexual that day. It was a banal little outing with little to speak of.

But, looking back, that day had massive consequences. We just didn't realize it till later.


Prissy Krissy Pt. 08

The next Monday, usually my day off, would be July 4th. My manager told me I needed to work that day; it would be super busy, and she needed all hands on deck. But, in return, I was granted my first free-ish weekend of the summer. After I finished work on Thursday, I didn't need to go back till Sunday. I knew I needed to take advantage of the opportunity.

Staying around the house that weekend was a waste. For one thing, my parents would be there for most of it, which meant that Krissy and I couldn't participate in our usual activities. My folks were vaguely aware that I was seeing someone, though I don't think they'd figured out it was the goy next door. Regardless, I couldn't imagine they'd be too enthusiastic about me schtupping away in my bedroom while they were downstairs watching reruns of 60 Minutes.

Doing something local wasn't much of an option, either, as the pool and (to a lesser extent) the carnival had proven. Krissy and I needed to go someplace where we could truly enjoy each other, if you get my meaning. And I had the perfect place: the Jersey Shore.

"I don't know Jacob," Krissy said when I told her my plan, "That's a long drive and I need to be home on Sunday in time for church."

It was a Tuesday afternoon and the two of us were both laying on my bedroom floor, half naked and fully satiated from another epic session of stroking and sucking. The only difference between us and a double-murder scene, was we were covered in each other's cum rather than blood.

"I'll be sure we're back in time," I said, "No problem."

"What do I tell my parents?" Krissy asked. For a moment, I flashed back to our big fight. But I'd learned my lesson about ultimatums. Sure I'd 'won' the last time. But it didn't feel like a victory at the time, and I didn't feel great about my chances to repeat.

"Say you're going to the beach with your camp friend," I said, "The redheaded girl we met at the carnival."

"Abby?" Krissy said, "I guess I could go down the shore with Abby."

"She's not actually invited, you know," I said. Krissy rolled her eyes at me.

Now came the tough part. I knew Krissy wasn't going to like this, but I had to try. The opportunity was too good to let go of. I tried to ease her in slow.

"Sssoooo, I was thinking we would leave Friday morning," I said, "Spend the day down the shore, then drive back up Saturday morning."

"You mean like, stay overnight?" Krissy asked, jumping to the conclusion far too quickly "Like at a hotel?"

I could see the wheels were churning and I knew it wasn't good. I'd gone too far for sure. I started backpedaling as hard as I could.

"It was just an idea," I said, "A chance to spend time together the two of us. In private. Without worrying about parents or whatever. If you wanted to."

Krissy stared at me for a moment, like trying to dissect me with her eyes. But then her face formed a curious smile.

"That sounds like fun," Krissy said.

*

We met up at the crack of dawn, at the parking lot in front of the Blockbuster. Krissy tossed her bag in my trunk (a pink backpack with a rainbow unicorn on it), and we hit the road. At first, it was easy driving. Both of us were too tired to talk, so we listened to the radio and stared as the sun slowly climbed above the horizon.

But once we got on the Parkway, we hit the inevitable Jersey Shore traffic and stopped dead. We crawled forward, as the air conditioning in my poor Saturn strained to keep us comfortable. Even the music seemed to drag along.

With nothing else to do, I glanced over at my girlfriend. I was used to the usual Krissy uniform of jeans and a sweater. But, for the first time since I'd known her, the blonde woman was wearing a different outfit. She had on a kind of dress. It was black and somewhat sheer, with a zip that ran right up the center and a hem that stopped above Krissy's knees.

"It's a cover-up," Krissy said, noticing my gaze. "I have my suit on under it, so I don't have to change at the shore."

I nodded, smiling. Now that I knew to look I could see the straps of her bathing suit, an appropriately aqua one, underneath her outfit. Krissy had her hair back in a matching green headband. Because we'd be swimming, she was wearing her glasses instead of contacts. She looked like the world's sexiest nerd.

Looking at Krissy -- the thought of where we were headed, of our plans -- had me boiling with, um, let's call it anticipation. And we were sitting in traffic with nothing much to do but inch forward. And so, it occurred to me that I had a golden opportunity.

Cautiously, I snuck my fingers past the emergency brake lever and over to Krissy's side of the car. She was staring out the window, lost in her own thoughts. I played my digits over her bare arms, tickling at her sexy, blonde fur. Krissy glared at me, then looked away.

I moved my hand further. Down to her bare leg. Slowly so as not to startle. And when I sensed the moment was right, I dipped under her skirt.

"Jacob!" Krissy said. She gave me a shocked look.

I hadn't done that much, just sort of stroked at her center over the fabric of her bathing suit. Krissy shifted, trying to keep herself safe.

"Focus on the road," Krissy said.

"I am," I said. I went back to running my finger up and down her nylon-covered slit.

Krissy gave me that standard pleading look. The one that begged me to stop, while also encouraging me to keep going. It was her base plausible deniability expression: the one she liked to use when she didn't feel like she could say yes, but had no intention of saying no.

I pulled the gusset of Krissy's bottoms over and started to rub her bare, hairy pussy. Krissy gasped. Again, she tried to escape my fingers. But I had her pinned.

"Please don't," Krissy said, "Seriously."

"Why not?"

"It's embarrassing," Krissy said. She looked pointedly out the window. "We're in public."

"No one can see," I said. A lie, but still.

"It doesn't feel right," Krissy said.

Now it was my turn to roll my eyes at her. I got more dedicated with my digits. Krissy gasped and squirmed. She snapped her legs around my hand.

"Jacob, please," Krissy said. Then her voice got very quiet. "I have to pee."

"OK," I said, "We'll pull over at the next rest area." But I didn't stop fingering her.

Krissy gave me a desperate look. Her eyes wide with worry. She kept glancing at my hand between her legs and at my face, like she couldn't decide what was more important to watch. Her mouth opened and shut like a fish on land.

Finally, it got to be too much, and she shoved my hand away.

"Please don't," Krissy said, "I feel all squiggly. Like I'm going to pee."

I didn't even look her way. I can't explain why I kept going. For some reason, Krissy's threat only encouraged me onward. We were mashed into the Parkway, barely even moving -- but I had us careening towards the precipice all the same. I don't say this to justify my behavior, or even explain it. More to acknowledge that, yes, I know I was taking things too far.

I put my fingers back where I wanted them. For all of Krissy's complaints, she felt sopping wet. I found her clit and started to rub it the way I knew she liked. Little circles round and round. Her face flushed.

Krissy grabbed my wrist and held it in place. She formed the most submissive face I'd ever seen. She didn't need to say the words.

"For someone who isn't enjoying this, you sure seem to be enjoying it," I said.

"It's embarrassing," Krissy said, "I don't want to wet myself."

"That sounds fun," I said, "We could start calling you Pissy Krissy."

Krissy let out an angry growl. I smirked back at her, teasing. But I didn't stop stroking her. Krissy held my hand in place, a futile protest. But she didn't push me away.

After a minute of me attacking her clit. Krissy's face distorted. Her nostrils flared and her lips curled in that strange, orgasmic sneer. Her blue eyes went wide.

"Oh," she said, "Oh my God."

Krissy dug her nails into my wrist. Her eyes rolled back. A short gasp escaped her lips. I felt something warm hit my hand. I looked down and saw Krissy's skirt darken with liquid. The acrid smell of her piss hit my nose, not unwelcome. A little yellow pool sloshed out onto the seat.

Krissy writhed and wriggled on my seat. She keened as the ecstasy overtook her. A hissing whine of miserable bliss. She finished with a little choking sob. Finally, her body let go of her and she fell slack.

Krissy's eyes fluttered. She looked down at herself; although I think she already knew what had happened. As soon as she saw it, her fears confirmed, Krissy's face went bright red. Her blue eyes hardened. She looked ready to hit the roof.

Before she could scream, I said, "That has to be the hottest, sexiest thing I've ever seen."

There was a pause. A moment. Where everything was about to go straight to hell. When I was sure that Krissy was about to leap out of the car and run for the hills, but not before stabbing me in the chest with my own car keys.

Instead, oddly, her beautiful face softened.

"I'm so ashamed," Krissy said, "I told you that was going to happen."

"There's nothing to be embarrassed about," I said, "I loved it."

"You're weird," Krissy said. She shook her head at me, disdainfully. But I noticed she was trying to hide a smile. She liked the idea that she'd turned me on, even if she didn't understand it.

I had wet wipes and paper towels in the back seat (too many drives with drunk friends had prepared me for potential accidents), so I cleaned off my urine-y hand and soaked up the mess from the cushions while Krissy did her best to wipe up her legs.

We drove along in silence for a while. I turned the radio up and cracked a window. Traffic eased and we were able to move forward at a more reasonable pace.

"It felt strange," Krissy said out of nowhere, "More intense, sort of. Doing it like that."

"Did you like it?" I asked.

Krissy refused to respond, but I knew that the answer was 'yes.'

*

We got to Point Pleasant and parked at a lot near the boardwalk. We gathered our things --towels, folding chairs, and a couple of beach bags -- and made our way onto the sand. Despite the traffic, it was still early, and the beach was nearly empty. The dark green waves roared and crashed, punctuated only by the lonely shrieks of a few seagulls. We picked a space in the middle of the dunes, where we wouldn't get caught up in the rising tide.

While I set up our chairs and spread out the towels, Krissy took off the rest of her cover-up, revealing an ocean-blue, one-piece suit. The cut was slightly less conservative than what she'd worn to the community pool, but it wasn't revealing. Compared to the outfits I saw along the brown, sandy coast, Krissy may as well have been in a habit.

But she stood out on the shoreline. This was Krissy -- golden hair blowing in the wind, curvy body stretching the material of her suit in all the right ways. As we sat out on the sand and the beach filled up with people, I saw multiple men (and not a few women) walk by and stare. I realized that most of them weren't even going into the water, they were just using an excuse to check out my girlfriend.

Eventually, we went into the ocean and jumped the waves. The water was icy, murky green, and heavy with the smell of salt. But we didn't care. It was a summer day, I was enjoying a rare break, and I was with Krissy.

As we bounced up and down with the current, I made a few grabs for my girlfriend. Krissy giggled, but she gave me some leeway, letting me grope at her breasts and bottom. She went for my dick a few times, as well. It was fun. Flirty and playful.

After a while, we got tired and went back to our spot to dry off. The beach had gotten busy, the boardwalk behind us a cacophony of manufactured noise. People were packed towel-to-towel all along the shore. Kids ran around, kicking sand. Nearby, someone had brought a boom box and they were blaring the afternoon Yankee game. A plane buzzed overhead, dragging a message about car insurance behind it.

Krissy glared at it all like it was a personal affront. "I hate people," she said, casually.

"I'm willing to put up with some of them," I said, looking at her pointedly.

She shook her head at me, but I could see a smile trying to sneak through.

When we were dry enough, Krissy put on her cover up (she'd packed an extra that was pee-free) and we headed up to the boardwalk for lunch. We found a place with a robotic, life-sized, singing gorilla and got pizza -- the typical Shore kind where it looks like they sliced off half the pie for you.

When we were done eating, Krissy announced that she needed a break from the beach. We packed up our things and headed to the car. Our hotel was a short drive away, a real stereotypical beach motel with shorebirds painted on the side, more parking spaces than places to sleep, and a generous sprinkling of sand in every corner.

Our room was fine. It wasn't the most immaculate place in the world, but that was to be expected. There was a thin, brown carpet. A couple of sad pieces of furniture. The bed was a queen, with an emaciated mattress and a yellow comforter. I wasn't going to bring a black light in there, but overall, it was nice enough for our purposes.

Krissy dropped her bag on the bed and immediately announced she wanted a shower. Despite our familiarity with each other's bodies, my girlfriend insisted on being demure and headed into the bathroom to get naked.

I heard the squeak of the water turning on. The jangle of a curtain being pulled closed. I stood and waited for my moment. I never even considered the alternative.

As soon as I was sure Krissy had started, I stripped out of my outfit and marched into the bathroom. It was already filled with steam. The green-ish curtains were closed.

Krissy squealed when I climbed in with her. But a moment later she had her arms wrapped around my shoulders. Her lips pressed to mine.

The hot water ran over us as our tongues wrestled around each other. My cock, stiff as I could ever remember, buried itself against Krissy's warm, fuzzy furrow. Even in the water, I could feel her special slipperiness.

Krissy moaned as we ground against each other. Till now, every moment we had taken together felt stolen. Sneaked away. Even in my house, completely alone, there was always the sense that we were on borrowed time. That someone might show up at any minute.

In the shower, for the first time, we were able to relax. To luxuriate in each other without any worry. The clock was still ticking. This wasn't forever. But these few moments were fully ours.

Eventually, we broke apart, panting. Krissy grabbed a bar of hotel soap. But when she started to suds herself, I stopped her. She let me take the little bar from her hands and I ran it up and around her body.

Again, this unlimited access was new. Krissy had never allowed me full access to her body. Not like this. For the first time I was allowed to touch, to trace, every part of her. To examine and prod at ever exciting bit.

Krissy might have resented me at the time for what I made her do in the car (frankly, I was still coming to terms with my own behavior), but I could see now that it had granted her a kind of freedom. I'd seen Krissy at her most vulnerable and had showed her nothing but support. It gave her a new confidence, I think.

I took my time soaping Krissy. I didn't just go for the good stuff. I appreciated her skinny shoulders. Her ruddy thighs. Adorably cute toes and lithe, feminine fingers. But yes, I also spent a tremendous amount of time hefting and squeezing her soap-slippery breasts.

And her butt. To quote my girlfriend, oh my God. Her ass was something else. Krissy had never let me near that part of her before, beyond random grabbing during other things. Now though, I was able to fully feel those firm, rounded cheeks. I even ran a slippery finger through her crack. Krissy gasped when I did it, then waved an admonishing finger in my face. But she let me continue to worship her.

The only part I left alone was her pussy. I wasn't sure soaping it would be safe, so I stayed away. I did the surface, but otherwise I didn't go inside. I didn't want to risk causing any problems.

Krissy was surprisingly patient with me, but eventually she told me it was time to move on.

"I need a little more time with your boobs," I told her, "We have to make sure they're extra clean."

Krissy rolled her eyes at me. "I want my turn," she said, almost whining. And, suddenly, I was very happy to give up the soap.

My aloof girlfriend, again, followed my lead. She cleaned my body with the same care, taking time to explore every bit of me. I've never seen myself as good looking, really. But I felt like a total stud under Krissy's attentions.

It wasn't only that she spent so much time on my body. It was the little sounds she made as she did it. Cute little coos and musical, sharp giggles. Krissy was having fun. I didn't understand it, but she seemed to enjoy my body as much I'd appreciated hers.

I could tell the parts she liked the most because she lingered on them. My broad shoulders and my hairy pecs. My thick calves and strong thighs. Krissy soaped my butt, of course. I was expecting that. She even dipped her finger in my crack, cackling as she did. She gave as good as she got.

But, of course, Krissy spent the most time on my prick. She soaped my cock up so good, it could have entered an operating room and performed aseptic surgery.

Krissy also spent a particular amount of time on my balls. Again, proving my sister wrong, the blonde woman was remarkably gentle as she cupped my sack. Feeling my testicles and gently rolling them.

The experience was completely amazing. It was total torture. Remember, I was already amped to 11 after the drive that morning. When Krissy was finished soaping me up, my dick was throbbing. My whole body was thrumming. I was aching with need so bad, I worried I was about to vibrate into another dimension entirely.

We searched each other for a moment. There was desire there, that was undeniable. But at the same time, there was something new. I want to call it appreciation. Though I know that's not exactly the right word. We enjoyed each other; admired our partner in a way we'd never taken the time to before.

Now that my dick was assuredly clean, Krissy got it all dirty again. She rinsed me off, dropped to her knees, and inhaled my cock. She made loud, lewd sucking noises as she worked my dick with abandon. When I was close, she sat back and stroked me off onto her face and tits. It was fantastic.

As I leaned back against the shower wall, my breath racing to recover from reaching my peak, I had a sudden inspiration. Krissy was standing under the flow of the shower, her body completely sodden. My seed slowly washed down her face and chest, dripping harmlessly to the drain.

I went down to my knees. Wrapped my arms around Krissy's waist. I held her close. Despite epic amounts of soap and the still-present scent of the sea air, I swore I could smell Krissy's golden pussy. I moved downward. Her pubic hair tickled at my cheek.

Some part of me knew it was now or never. In the shower, we were both as clean as we ever would be. I desperately wanted to take this chance. If Krissy shoved me away, so be it.

Gently, I nudged at Krissy's folds with my lips. The blonde girl gasped. Her hands went to the back of my head. I could practically hear the timer ticking down.

I lapped up the slit of her sex. For the first time, I tasted Krissy's true essence on my tongue, right from the source. She was sweet and tangy. Way less pungent than I'd come to expect with other women. I wanted to spend forever buried in that magical place. I knew I was already pushing my luck. But if I could work her up, get her off, she might let me return.



I hurried to slurp up Krissy's little clit. I'd become an expert at finding that magic bundle of nerves, so I knew right where to go. As I made contact, Krissy sucked in her breath like she'd been scalded.

For a moment, I felt her body tense and not in the bad way. And I thought, finally, that I'd done it. I suckled at Krissy's pussy with abandon. Like taking a big, juicy slurp of a peach. Full, messy, and wondrous.

"Jacob."

Krissy's fingers tightened on the back of my head. She didn't need to say the 'no.' I already heard it. This wasn't the kind of stop sign Krissy put up where you could pause and keep going. This was full-on "Do Not Enter" and I knew that she'd revoke my license to her body if I broke that rule.

I pulled away from Krissy immediately. I looked up and gave her a wistful smile. "I want to make you feel good," I said.

"I know," Krissy said, "But I don't like it. It makes me feel icky."

I sighed, but I stood up. I held Krissy close. I wanted her to know that I wasn't upset, just disappointed.

After the water washed away Krissy's juices from my face, she let me kiss her. I sucked on her ear and neck (two known magic spots), then I drifted my hand down to her sex. I fingered my way into her folds, gently rubbing in all the right places.

Krissy gripped my back. She mouthed my shoulder. She came soon after; a sharp, gasping thing that seemed to punch her in the gut.

"Oh my God," Krissy said as she toppled into me.

I realized in that moment that when Krissy said 'Oh my God' it wasn't how other people do it, as an exclamation. Krissy really meant it. Like uttering a little prayer. A personal plea to her deity. Oh my God.

I held Krissy close as she shuddered and panted. The orgasm slithered its way through her body -- from the core of her pussy up through her chest and straight out the top of her head. Finally, it let her go and Krissy released me. Her eyes were vacant.

Her fingers were pruned.


Prissy Krissy Pt. 09

We got out of the shower and dressed. This time, Krissy didn't bother with privacy, she bounced around our hotel room completely naked like it was nothing. Seeing her so casually nude was almost as arousing as exploring every inch of her in the shower had been.

I put on a pair of jeans and a black, NIN t-shirt. Very nineties. I guess Krissy was feeling more formal, however, because she put on a long dress -- the first I'd ever seen her in. It was royal blue with silver stitching down the chest and sleeves. It looked like the kind of thing she could have worn to a Renaissance Faire, not that Krissy would have ever allowed herself to be seen anywhere near such a place.

After we were dressed, we walked the few blocks back down to the boardwalk. The sun hung low above the horizon. The wind whipped at Krissy's dress, and it flowed behind her like a sail. Krissy looked like a princess. A magical being. Something about the orange light; she even seemed to glow.

We walked around the boardwalk enjoying the gradually cooling, salty, sea air. Past blaring carnival games festooned with massive stuffies. An arcade, flashing bright lights behind glass doors. T-shirt shops hawking t-shirts with sayings like 'Don't Fuck with Jerzy." Even a tiny waterpark, kids laughing and scrambling up and down the slides.

There was something oddly about the cacophony. Echoey. Like we were visitors from another dimension, only halfway connected to the reality around us. People were out on their own adventures. Krissy and I stayed in our bubble.

When we got hungry, I bought us a a cheesesteak with fresh cut fries. We found a stone bench over by the edge of the boardwalk where we could see the sand. As the day cooled, the beach began to empty out. We shared our meal, listening to the roar and crash of the waves. Seagulls catcalling us in the distance.

"What do you think will happen when the summer's over?" Krissy asked, letting out a sigh

"I don't want to talk about that," I said, meaning it.

"No, I mean like, you'll go back to school, right? What will you do?"

"I don't know. Go to class. Hang out with friends. The usual stuff."

Krissy gave me a knowing look. She'd developed a sense for when I was avoiding the subject.

"I guess I've been hoping that's a problem for future me to solve," I said, "It's not the kind of think I can answer right now. So, I guess I'll just have to hope something shows up.

Krissy's mouth quirked, and I could tell there was a judgment coming.

"And you're so sure of your future?" I asked, feeling defensive.

"I told you," Krissy said, "I'm going to be a teacher."

I blew the air out of my mouth before I could stop my reaction.

"What?"

"You're smart Krissy," I said.

"Teachers can be smart."

"And you hate kids."

"I don't hate them," Krissy said, but she caught the look in my eye, and she blushed. "They're OK sometimes. I need a job I can do so I can be there for my husband. I can't go out and have a career. Someone has to take care of the family."

"That's your mom talking," I said, pointing a drooping fry at Krissy.

She scowled at me.

"Look, Krissy, you're intelligent. And you work hard. You can have anything you want. Should have anything you want. Truly."

"That is what I want," Krissy said.

"I'm just saying that it's OK to want more," I said.

"I could say the same thing to you," Krissy said, pointing another fry my way. Mirroring me.

We finished eating, then she took my hand and led me away from the bench. Back up the boardwalk. It was getting dark by now, and the nearby popcorn lights gave everything a mystical glow. Krissy pulled me close, putting a little hop in her step.

*

We got Kohr's creamsicles and walked up and down the boardwalk some more. We'd spent the day acting at being about more than just fooling around. But it was clear that our fuse had burned down.

As soon as we got back to our hotel room, as the door clicked behind us, our true selves slipped back out. There was no pretense. No pretend. We both had a plan and a destination. And we both got straight to the point.

Piece by piece, we pulled each other apart. Krissy kicked off her white Keds and pink, pom-pom socks. I reached up and pulled off her headband. She tossed her hair free. I took off her glasses. Krissy' blue eyes flashed at me.

I turned her around and zipped down her dress. Krissy shrugged it off her shoulders and let it pool on the floor. She was wearing a black, sheer bra and panties. It might have been the sexiest thing I'd seen her in, and for a moment I wondered if maybe she'd snuck back to Victoria's Secret when I wasn't around.

Krissy lifted my t-shirt off, then unbuckled my jeans. She shoved them down my thighs, leaving me only in my navy-blue boxers. Both of us were down to our underwear, panting like we'd run back to the bedroom.

Krissy gulped. She reached back to undo her own bra. Her fantastic, full breasts spilled out. Her little pink nipples were sharp as I'd seen them. She pushed down her panties, now completely naked. I did the same with my boxers. My cock jumped out.

Finally, fully undressed, we embraced. The soft warmth of Krissy's body surrounded me. The fleshy swells of her chest and the slight scratch of her pubic hair. Arms, grasping. Breath hot on my cheek.

Krissy kissed me, gradually shifting us to the bed. I let her drag me there, unwilling to break our connection. Krissy rolled me onto my back. Working from the foot of the mattress, she slowly kissed her way up my legs. She grabbed hold of my cock, possessive. It looked so red and angry in her hands. Like she was taming a monster.

"You have a big one," Krissy said, eyeing my dick as she waved it slightly back and forth.

"I have what?" I sat up, surprised.

"Your thing," Krissy reiterated, "He's big."

"Where is this coming from?" I asked.

"I told some of the other girls at camp about him," Krissy said, "About us. You know. They said you have a large, um, penis."

"What are you doing at this camp?!" I nearly popped right off the bed.

Krissy shook her head at me, like I was the one being ridiculous. As if this was obvious behavior that I should have suspected rather than a surprising turn of events. They talked about cocks at Catholic camp? I'd have been less surprised if she told me they performed live human sacrifices.

"It's girl stuff," Krissy said, shrugging. "We always talk. Don't boys?"

"Not like that," I said, "I don't tell my friends about your awesome breasts or your fantastic pussy."

Krissy flushed when I described her, especially with such frank words. But she continued to casually dandle my cock in her hands.

"I mean, I'm not that specific," Krissy said, "I was just telling them how we do, um, stuff. Like, how I hold it or whatever. And the girls all said that you must have a big one."

"I find it hard to picture Abby talking about dicks," I said.

"No, not Abby," Krissy said, shaking her head. "But some of the other girls. Sometimes, I swear, the only thing they want to talk about is sex."

"I have to meet these coworkers of yours," I said.

Krissy raised an eyebrow in response, then turned her attention back to my cock. I thought I was about to get one of her patented, messy blowjobs. But, instead, Krissy gave my dick a couple loving strokes before she started mouthing her way up my stomach and chest. She settled her body on top of mine, and we started kissing. I rolled her over. Felt her thighs spread, instinctive, around me.

I know what you're thinking, that the next step was obvious. We were at a motel down the shore, with no parents or other potential chaperones. We were both completely naked with an entire evening in front of us and nothing but a bed.

I swear, it never occurred to me. I took Krissy's 'no sex' policy very seriously. I knew that she meant it. Despite what you might assume based on my earlier actions, I had no intention of pressuring Krissy into penetrative sex. It was the line she drew, and I respected that. As proof, despite the fact that I was on a weekend beach trip with my horny girlfriend, I hadn't packed a single condom. It would have been like bringing a unicorn saddle -- I knew I would never need it.

What did I think was going to happen? I imagined that Krissy and I were going to go through our usual motions. I'd rub her pussy till she screamed, then she'd suck me off. My big plan, the thing I intended to push for that night? I was hoping that, if I got Krissy off enough, I might be able to convince her to sixty-nine. Seriously. That was my deepest hope. I was fantasizing about licking my girlfriend's snatch while she sucked my dick. I was fantasizing about cumming in her mouth while she dripped into mine.

Krissy, apparently, had other ideas.

The aloof blonde leaned forward and whispered in my ear, her tongue tickling in a way that sent sparks straight down to my dick.

"Do you remember that time when we were up in my bedroom?" Krissy asked.

I don't know why she was being so quiet. I don't think she was worried about being heard. Maybe it was old habit, we were so used to sneaking around. Or maybe, what Krissy was about to say felt so lewd to her, so exposed, that she couldn't bear to say the words at a normal volume.

"We were on my bed," Krissy continued, "We had our, um, pants off?"

"Yeah?"

"And you, well. You rubbed? Like, on me?"

I thought back to what Krissy was describing. We'd ground into each other on her bed, till I squirted in my boxers. At the time, it had seemed like such a momentous event. A huge step in our sexual experimentation. Now, the memory was almost quaint. It had been a month ago. It felt like decades.

"Do you think we could do that?" Krissy asked, "But, you know. Like this?"

My innocent girlfriend wanted to dry hump. It's funny that the idea hadn't occurred to me till that moment. I was the one who'd introduced her to it, after all. But I guess after all the other stuff, I kind of forgot about our earlier fumbling.

But it had clearly stuck with Krissy. Her eyes were alight, just remembering it. Her voice held a little tremble. Like even the memories were getting her off.

I nodded my agreement. Without another word, I shifted myself around, making sure my penis was slotted in the right place. When I hit the spot, Krissy gave me a little nod of acknowledgement.

"Be careful," she said. I knew what she meant.

I ground down, pressing into Krissy. Her warm thighs squeezed against my sides. Thin fingers on my flanks. Her seeping snatch arched upwards to match my movements.

Oh DAMN. This felt fantastic. It's not like I'd never dry humped with a girl before. But I'd forgotten how much more immediate that feeling was when it was skin on skin. And with Krissy pushed against me, surrounded by her amazing body, it felt like so much more. All the intimacy of sex without the danger of it. Why the hell weren't we doing this more often?

Krissy giggled. "It's nice," she agreed, though I knew she was unhappy that I'd said 'hell.'

"Seriously, you're a genius," I said.

Krissy kissed me and I got the message: less talking, more humping. So, I did as I was told and ground down on Krissy's cunt. She made all sorts of wonderful noises as I did it. Nothing prim or proper escaped her lips. It was lovely.

Krissy's bright blue eyes aligned to my dark green. My olive skin contrasted with her pale, pink. Krissy thin, blonde, and perfect. Me dark, hairy, and wild.

Krissy's breath caught. I was sure she was about to cum. I wanted to match her, to meet her there at the peak. I redoubled my efforts. Got myself closer to the top.

This was amazing. As near to intercourse as we would ever get. Both of us sharing in this moment, our bodies so close they seemed knotted together. I couldn't wait for our ecstasy to tie us together in that same way. One merged, incredible orgasm pulsing through the both of us.

Krissy grabbed my ass with a trembling hand.

"W-wait," Krissy said.

I slowed. I couldn't hide my frustration. We were so close to finishing together. But I wanted to respect Krissy's wishes. I lifted my groin to separate us.

"I want to feel him," Krissy said, "A little bit."

What!?

"I mean, inside," Krissy said, "It's OK."

A thousand questions raced through my brain. So many interjections were sent to my mouth that they logjammed somewhere over my esophagus and all I could get out was a little puff of air.

"Not all the way," Krissy said.

She didn't wait for my response. The blonde girl reached between us and grabbed my dick, steering it so that the head was kissing at her entrance. Krissy was wet. As slippery as I'd ever experienced. Her pussy was pumped so full of blood, it was almost inflated like a balloon. It left her labia wide open. Her forbidden entrance completely exposed.

"Are you sure?" I asked.

Krissy responded by slotting me in. She shimmied her butt, sliding me forwards. With an amazing ease, I slipped inside Krissy.

As if she was mimicking her pussy, Krissy's mouth dropped open. "Oh. OH!" she said as she felt a foreign member enter her for the first time. But this was a first for me, as well.

I wasn't a virgin; I'd had sex plenty of times. But I'd never been bare in a woman before. We'd always used condoms. Even the crazy ex, that was one thing she'd never been willing to budge on. Which, let's be fair, was probably for the best.

Krissy's body betrayed her further. Shoving me in past my cockhead. Till I was about halfway. Krissy was panting like crazy. Her eyes wide, yet strangely focused. Her mouth still forming that perfect oh-shape.

I could already tell that Krissy was tight. Her pussy impossibly grasping. And hungry, hungry, hungry for cock. Oh GOD I wanted to slam my dick as deep as it could go. But somehow, I managed to hold myself in place. The dripping warmth of Krissy's pussy clasped me close.

"You OK?" I asked. I was legitimately concerned. There was a lot loaded into this moment. The potential for physical pain obviously, not to mention the possibility of aching, miserable regret over what Krissy had committed. I could see her tipping into any of it.

"Yuh-yeah," Krissy said, "A little more. Deeper."

But I hadn't foreseen that.

I let myself surge further into Krissy's slippery sex. Her cunt clasped at my shaft. Not just squeezing like I expected, but practically twisting around me. Like getting coiled up by a constrictor. It was like nothing I'd ever experienced.

"Ohh," Krissy moaned, and this time I recognized it as a sound of pain.

"I'm stopping," I said.

"It's... so much," Krissy said, "Feel it filling me. Like splitting me in half."

I tried to withdraw, but Krissy wouldn't let me. Not only with her legs and arms. I mean her pussy, literally, clamped down and wouldn't let me go. Holy fucking fuck.

"Deeper," Krissy said again, "It's OK. I'm OK."

Krissy's body didn't give me any other option. I felt her vagina urging me forward, like the world's warmest, most wonderful conveyer belt. I put my hands on the mattress and drove into her. The last of my dick slipped into that incredible place. My balls settled against her body. I held there.

"Is that...? Did I get all of him?" Krissy asked.

"You want more?" I asked back, stifling a laugh.

"No, that's enough," Krissy said, "Too much."

She lifted her head up and I did my best to move so she could see our connection. My cock completely swallowed in her pussy. Her virginity totally gone.

But there was time to preserve the idea of it, if not the fact. Krissy wanted to feel me inside her, well she'd felt it. I could pull out now -- stroke myself with her slippery juices. Rub her off with my fingers. She could argue in some sense that nothing was lost. Certainly, we'd be risking a lot less.

Don't think I'd forgotten for an instant that I was unprotected in Krissy's cunt. The sweet, soft grip of her dripping pussy walls wouldn't let me overlook it. I knew she wasn't on the pill, either. We were very much risking something far more permanent than a bit of penetration, and way less easy to hide from everyone else.

Krissy leaned up, looking for a kiss and I met her. The movement made my cock shove slightly deeper. Krissy grunted as it did.

"Fuck, Krissy, you feel so good," I said.

"Oh yeah," Krissy said.

"You're amazing," I said, and brushed her cheek.

She smiled at me, genuinely. Had I ever seen Krissy truly smile? I wondered at it now. Her cheeks and chest were pink. Her face dripped with sweat; hair stuck out like crazy. She was so gorgeous I couldn't get over it.

I knew I should pull out. I couldn't bear the thought of it. We stayed like that, in place, as one. Like both of us daring the other to end it.

Finally, the better part of my conscience took over.

"We should stop," I said, "Before this goes too far. It's incredible. But we need to be careful."

Krissy nodded.

"You're not safe," I said, "We could do something really bad."

"Uh-huh," Krissy said. But she didn't look worried. In fact, her face communicated a far different emotion: excitement.

"If you want, you know, to keep going, I can get condoms," I said, "I didn't bring any. It was stupid. But I can go get some down the street, I think. We can start again."

"It's OK," Krissy said, and I thought that she was being understanding.

"Alright," I said, "I'll stop."

I started to pull back, but Krissy grabbed my arm tightly. She looked up at me with pleading eyes.

"Let's try it a little," Krissy said. "One in and out. Just to feel it."

I raised my eyebrow at her, a perfect mirror of the doubting gaze she'd given me so many times. I knew where this was headed, believe me. But I lacked the willpower to stop it. Oh, I had plenty of determination, but it was all pushing in the opposite direction.

I drew back, slowly, then drove forward. Cherished every inch of Krissy's tight snatch as it hugged my dick snugly. Again, my cock head nestled against the back of Krissy's pussy. My balls bounced lightly against her bottom. Krissy bit her lip as I slid home.

"Feels so good," she said, almost to herself.

Krissy arched her hips and back. She wasn't able to make much happen, but she made what she wanted clear.

"Again," Krissy said.

I started moving in her. I didn't pause this time. This was it. We weren't trying things anymore or feeling it out. We were full on fucking. We weren't going to stop.

I started slowly, but that wasn't enough for Krissy. She kept urging me onwards with her hips. Her hands pulled at my thighs. The only thing she let me stop to do was squeeze her breasts. But even that was only for a moment.

Any innocence or modesty was lost. I drove into Krissy, hard. The bed squeaked. The headboard slammed. I felt bad for our neighbors, though that didn't make me hold back.

I pumped Krissy with abandon, and she gave just as good right back. Again, it wasn't skill or ability. Just straight up desire. Our bodies made wet slurping sounds. Hard smacks. Krissy, once so demure, didn't care.

"Oh-Oh-Oh," she gasped out with every thrust. "So-oh-good."

I was beyond words. Seeing that perfect golden girl beneath me, supplicant to my cock, it was more than I could process. The way she hung onto me for dear life. How her pussy squeezed and writhed. It was beyond any fantasy I could imagine.

But I didn't want it to be the one time. I knew I needed Krissy to get off, or I wasn't going to get anywhere this close to her again. I reached down to her clit. Instead of thrusting, I held my cock in place and rubbed Krissy's eager little button. She looked down at what I was doing, wanton and wanting.

It wasn't long before the sounds coming out of her got sharper. Her body's movements more pronounced.

"Uhhhhh... UHN! Oh," Krissy said, "Close... Getting close."



Krissy pushed my fingers off her and started rubbing herself with abandon. I'd gotten Krissy to jill herself for me, but never like this. It was total, utter need overtaking her. Any thoughts of being exposed were long gone.

"You're gonna cum?" I asked.

"Yuh. Yuh-huh."

"Cum for me, baby," I said, "It's OK. You're so beautiful. So gorgeous when you cum. Let it go."

Krissy nodded her head. Her face strained. Her neck pulled taut. She raised her chest. Her fingers froze on her pussy. I thrust as deep as I could go and held.

"Oh... OH!" Krissy's eyes rolled back into her head. Her face formed that lewd, orgasmic sneer. "ffffffffFUCK!"

I startled.

I'd never heard Krissy curse before. Not even a 'damn' or a 'hell.' I wasn't sure if she could. That eff-bomb, bursting out as loud and cataclysmic as her cum, may as well have been a nuclear explosion.

Krissy fell back to the bed. She held there, stilled.

One second. Two. A lifetime passed in a blink, as I watched Krissy immerse in her ecstasy.

Krissy's eyes popped open, as intensely azure as anything I'd ever seen. She sucked in a massive, ragged breath. Then she let out a short, strangled sob.

"That was..." Krissy said, "Oh my GOD!"

"You OK?" I asked. I couldn't keep the silly grin from my face.

"Oh yes," Krissy said, "Feeling you inside me. I went waaaaay over the top."

"Good," I said. I leaned down and kissed Krissy's cheeks and forehead. She was so sweaty, my lips nearly slipped off.

I started to pull out. I'd blown Krissy's brain once. That was enough.

"Did you cum?" Krissy asked. I couldn't read the look on her face.

"No," I said. I flexed my dick to show her I was still hard. Krissy made a little 'eep' noise when I did it. Honestly, I was pretty proud of myself for lasting this long.

"Well then don't stop, silly," Krissy said. She grabbed my butt to shove me back inside her.

Her body started undulating under me. I started to move with her. Sliding my dick up and down that wonderful, grasping channel. Now that I'd made Krissy cum, I knew I could work towards my own pleasure.

I focused on it, getting there. Krissy's pussy had only gotten tighter post-orgasm. Her legs were sticky around me. It took all my willpower not to finish inside her.

But I kept control. Right before I reached my peak, I ripped my dick out of Krissy. Three short, slippery strokes with my fist, and I was spurting over her. Warm, white globs splattered her chest and stomach. Fuck, it felt so good. Everything so amazing, building up to that moment.

When I regained myself, I saw that Krissy was giving me an ugly look. I was confused. She normally had no problem with getting covered in my cum. Honestly, after all this time, I'd convinced myself that she liked it.

I assumed that reality was coming home; she was regretting the sex.

"You OK?" I asked, "I didn't hurt you, did I?"

Krissy's face softened and she beamed. "That was amazing," she said.

I got her a hand towel from the bathroom and Krissy wiped herself down. We cuddled up, naked, next to each other. I assumed there would be more discussion, though I don't know why. Krissy and I never talked about what we did, not even something so momentous.

Instead, I buried my nose in Krissy's coconutty hair and wrapped my arms around her thin, bare tummy. She sighed and we slipped away to sleep. Sticky with each other's juices.
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Sharing Dirty Stories With Sister

While I don't mention any stories by title here, I'm sure the astute reader will be able to ascertain what I'm alluding to. Anything I do reference is, of course, only with the utmost respect and admiration.

As always, all characters contained within are 18 or older.

"Jennifer can't stay with me this summer," I said.

"You have that whole place to yourself," Mom said, "You can't make room for your sister?" Even one hundred miles away, her voice was so loud that I had to hold the cellphone a foot from my ear to protect the integrity of my skull.

"Mom, it's a New York apartment," I said, "When I sit to use the toilet, my feet are in the shower."

"So, don't use the bathroom together," Mom said, as if she'd solved everything.

A one-bedroom apartment is a palace in Manhattan, but it's a broom closet anyplace else. My kitchen was in my living room. I slept in a double bed, like a college kid, because it was the only mattress that fit in my bedroom. The fact that I was proud to be able to afford this place, that my friends were all jealous of where I lived, is proof that city living is stupid.

"Matthew," Mom said, regaining my attention, "I know you're picturing your sister as some little kid, but she's a twenty-two-year-old woman who can take care of herself. Besides, you can't tell me you aren't lonely. Are you even seeing anyone?"

"I have work," I said, "That keeps me occupied enough."

"You are going to help out your sister, Matthew," Mom said. I recognized that tone of voice and some instinctual part of my brain began wetting itself. "After your divorce, when you had no place to live, do you remember what happened?"

If I had any doubt that I was in deep trouble, the mention of my disastrous marriage from five years before made it clear.

"You called me, crying," Mom said, answering her own question. "And what did I do?"

"You gave me rent money," I said.

"Did your father and I have five-thousand dollars lying around? No, we did not. But we gave it to you anyway because we knew you had no other options. Do you see what I'm saying to you right now, Matthew?"

Realizing that I had no other choice in the matter, I agreed to let my little sister stay with me for the summer, then hung up the phone. I flopped down on the couch, already feeling squeezed by my tiny apartment, and wondered how much worse it was about to get.

*

"It's Jennifer!"

Two weeks after my mother had browbeaten me into submission, my little sister buzzed my intercom. I hadn't seen Jennifer in a long time. In some ways, I'd never truly seen her.

I was fifteen when Jennifer was born. She was an admitted accident. My parents weren't trying for kids, but one showed up. Jennifer was three when I left for college. At nine, she acted as the flower girl for my wedding. She was a cute, brown-haired moppet with big green eyes and a goofy smile, her nose a little too big for her face. I felt more like a distant uncle than an older brother.

I guess, when I opened my apartment door, I was still expecting that doofy little kid. What I saw, however, was a gorgeous, twenty-two-year-old woman. Jennifer was only a couple inches shorter than me. Her thick, brown hair ran in rivulets down over her shoulders. She had an oval face, with full, red lips and apple-pink cheeks. Her eyes were massive and verdant. Her nose was still a bit too big, but somehow it just made her cuter.

As soon as she saw me, my little sister wrapped her arms around my neck like we were old friends.

"Thank you so much, Matt," she said. She smelled sweet, like fresh strawberries. Her grip so tight I thought I might tip over.

Jennifer stepped back and let me look at her again. She had on a tight t-shirt and blue jeans. Not voluptuous, but definitely feminine.

Despite our age difference, I realized we looked a lot alike. We had the same hair (though mine was shorn close) and the same eyes (though hers were emerald to my jade). Jennifer was a bit shorter than me and had a lot more curves, but still. It was like looking at the Instagram filter that switches your gender.

My sister saw me staring and quirked a nervous smile. I quickly looked down and saw the suitcase at her side.

"Let me get that for you," I said, and dragged the bag into the apartment. Jennifer stayed at the threshold like she was stuck there.

"Come on, come in," I said, "There aren't any bear traps or poisoned darts. At least not in the living room."

Jennifer chuckled, like trying to build her courage, and walked into my apartment. The door led right into the kitchen, basically a stovetop on a counter. That spilled into the living room. There was a small hallway behind there leading to the little bedroom and the teacup bathroom. Jennifer took it all in like she was expecting it to swallow her whole.

"I warned Mom it was tiny," I said, "But she wouldn't take 'no' for an answer."

"No, it's OK," Jennifer said, "It's more than OK. It's amazing. This is walking distance from work and the subway is right down the block."

"There's, like, ten amazing places to eat all within five minutes," I said.

"It's New York," Jennifer said, "Your apartment could be a dumpster and it would be incredible."

"Honestly, there's probably more room in a dumpster," I said.

"Seriously, I can't thank you enough, Matt," Jennifer said, "I know Mom forced you into this and I'm sorry. I swear, if I had any other option."

"It's fine," I said, "It'll be fun. I'm looking forward to spending some time with my sister. Getting to know you."

"I'd like that," Jennifer said, and for the first time I caught the beginnings of a genuine grin. She gave me another hug, and I told my body to ignore how nice she felt pressed against me. Sister. She's your sister. Please stop perving on your sister. My dick didn't care. I stepped back before it became obvious.

"So, ummm, listen, I don't have a bedroom for you," I said, "Or, like, a bed." I gestured down at the couch. After Mom had made her case, I'd bought a tiny, twin futon. But it wasn't much to sleep on.

"I'm working a lot of the time so it shouldn't be too bad," I said.

"I'll be at my internship mostly," Jennifer said.

"Exactly," I said, "It'll be easy. Or at least, not as hard as you're probably thinking. And, hey, maybe you'll meet a guy in a couple weeks and end up crashing at his place most of the summer."

Jennifer gave me an odd look, but she didn't respond. It was to be expected -- everything between us was awkward. She was my sibling; genetically as close as it comes. But relationship-wise we were barely even acquaintances.

Like I said, my sister was a decade and a half younger than me. We probably hadn't shared a close moment since I bandaged the boo-boo on her knee when she fell off the swing set at age 6. I knew more about the building superintendent (an older, Lithuanian gentleman who only spoke Russian and smelled like old potatoes) than I did about my own flesh and blood sister.

It made the first few days hard. The small apartment made everything harder. Whatever moments we had together were filled with awkward accidents and uncomfortable incidents. I swear, sometimes it seemed like the only thing we ever said to each other in the beginning was 'sorry.'

Jennifer caught me naked first. I was in the shower after my morning run and my sister, still waking up, opened the bathroom door.

"Oh shit," she said, jumping back. The shower had a clear curtain, and she could see everything. Her cheeks, already a healthy pink, went bright red.

"It's OK," I said, "It was bound to happen eventually." I waited for her to walk back out, but she stayed in the doorway, staring. "Jennifer?"

"Sorry. Um, I really have to pee?"

"Give me one sec," I said. I was pretty much done, anyway, so I turned off the water, grabbed my towel and wrapped myself up. For a moment, I wondered if I should have told her to go while I was in there. Checking out my little sister. I know. At least I didn't act on those urges.

In any case, I got my turn to see my sister naked a few days later. I was in my bedroom, taking a work call. When it was over, I opened my door and there was Jennifer, in all her glory, getting changed into pajamas.

"Oh shit," I said, mirroring my sibling from before. She was half bent over, lifting her panties off her ankle. Her breasts were bigger than I'd realized. Her stomach perfectly flat. She had a full, brown bush. A cute little butt. I was seeing all of her. Snapshots flashing in my mind.

"Getting changed here," Jennifer said.

"I know. I'm sorry." I slowly backed away into my bedroom, like stepping away from a gunfight.

After that we had a talk. I had a little fold-out card table I used for meals, so I brought that out. We both sat there staring at our hands.

"I'm sorry about before," I said, "But I think we need some ground rules. You've got to let me know when you're changing like that."

"I didn't want to interrupt your call," Jennifer said.

I knew she was right. Damn. "Maybe I should knock first?"

"You're going to knock every time you leave your own bedroom?" Jennifer said, "That seems silly."

"I don't know what else to do. I feel bad about seeing you," I said.

"My body isn't that terrible," Jennifer said, looking away.

"Your body's amazing." Did I just tell my sister her body was amazing? I winced, waiting for an epic tongue lashing. Instead, Jennifer looked at me with something like affection.

"You're not bad either," she said, a silly grin slipping across her face, "You're trim. You have a nice broad chest. Good legs."

"Siblings shouldn't say those about each other," I said.

"No, but here we are," Jennifer said, "Look, living like this is going to lead to things happening. It's not a big deal. I know we're practically strangers, but you are my brother. We'll make it work."

I was surprised at how mature my little sister was being about all this. Most women, even those my age, would be having a fit right now. Any human, really, was going to be guarding their personal space. But Jennifer took it all in stride.

"From now on, it'll be easier if we accept that these things are going to happen," Jennifer said.

"So, I can bust in on you whenever?" I asked.

"Something tells me I don't have to worry about you perving on your sister," Jennifer said. Oh, if she only knew.

*

After that conversation, we settled into an easy routine. We caught each other on occasion, but it stopped being a big deal. Our inner similarities overcame our unfamiliarity, I guess. It helped that my job asked for 70 hours a week most of the time. And Jennifer's internship worked her into the ground. If we saw each other for five hours during a week, total, then that was a lot.

Our common contact was mostly chaste, anyway. It came down to more typical things, like how the little couch basically forced us to cuddle if we wanted to watch TV together. We sat so close at the table for dinner that we were practically in each other's laps. It was nice, in a way, having the comforts of a companion without any of the complications.

Then Jennifer caught me masturbating.

I was lying back in bed, iPad in one hand, cock in the other. I was getting pretty close to a tipping point when my door flew open.

"Matt, I was just thinking about making... Oh!" Jennifer stood in my doorway. Jaw agape.

I dropped my dick like it was on fire.

"Oh, Matt, I'm so sorry," she said. But she didn't leave the doorway.

"Jennifer?"

"Right. Sorry. I was about to start a movie and I thought you'd want to join me, so I came back here and I..."

"Jennifer!"

"Damn it. Right. Sorry." My sister shut the door behind her. I lay back in bed for a while. My hard-on wasn't returning anytime soon. I found my sister attractive, yes, but getting caught like that was the opposite of alluring. All I could think about was my sister in the next room, freaking out or worse.

Finally, I pulled on my clothes and came out. Jennifer was sitting on the couch. She was staring at the TV, but it wasn't on.

"Matt, I..."

"It's fine," I said, "Like we said, these things are going to happen. I'm sorry you had to see me. See that. You know what I mean."

"I'm the one who's sorry," Jennifer said.

I sat down next to her and put my arm around her shoulders. I don't know why, she just seemed to need comforting. As soon as I touched her, she started to cry.

"I'm ruining everything for you," she sobbed, "You can't even do, you know, without your dumb, dopey little sister interrupting you."

"It's fine," I said. I stroked her hair soothingly.

"It's really not. I mean, you've had to change your whole life around me. You can't even use the bathroom in private. You're not able to bring home girls. You must hate me so much."

"I wasn't doing that before you got here, either," I said.

"Bringing girls home?"

"Yes," I said. The truth was, after my divorce, I tried dating a bit, but it felt weird. Then I got busy with my career and I stopped caring. I had urges, of course. See Exhibit A of my sister catching me. Sometimes I broke my streak. Went to a bar or hopped onto Tinder. It didn't ever work out. Either the girl wasn't mature enough, or I wasn't dedicated enough, or a thousand other things. I think, at some point, I decided that relationships weren't for me. I figured I'd get a dog at some point and call it a life.

"You're not ruining anything," I told my sister. I cradled her head and, without thinking about it, kissed her forehead. She melted into my arms. "Living with you like this has been hard, yes, but it's also been kind of wonderful? Coming home to another person, I forgot how nice that can be."

"Even if it's your dorky little sister?"

"You're a lot of things, Jennifer, but dorky isn't one of them."

"Tell that to everyone I knew in high school," she said.

"Who cares what those idiots think?" I said, "You're amazing. Don't let anyone tell you different."

"You're only saying that cause you're my brother," Jennifer said into my chest.

"Jennifer, I'm fifteen years older than you. I've spent more time with you in the last two weeks than in your entire lifetime put together. I'm not doing anything 'just because.'"

"That's my point, you barely even know me," Jennifer said.

"That's fair," I said, "But I like what I've seen so far. You're working at a prestigious firm in Manhattan so, clearly, you're smart and driven. You've had to deal with a lot the last two weeks, but you've made it look easy, so obviously you're mature and thoughtful. And yeah, I'm getting to know you better, but you've made me laugh and you've made me think. What more do I need to know?"

"Thanks, Matt," Jennifer said, meeting my eyes. Was it wrong that she looked so cute, post-crying? "I appreciate everything."

"It's fine," I said, "Like usual, I'm sure I'll end up catching you doing the same thing shortly."

Jennifer's face flushed. "I, um. Actually, I don't really do that."

"Wait, seriously?" I was shocked, "Everyone does that. Grandma does that. Sorry for the mental image but it's true."

"No, I know," Jennifer said, "I just never got into it."

"You don't have, like, urges?" I asked. Was my sister asexual? She didn't seem like it, but I knew better than to judge people by how they looked.

"No, definitely sexual," Jennifer said.

"You get horny," I said, cringing at myself for using that word with my little sister.

"Yes," she said.

"You like boys?" I asked, "Or girls?"

"Boys," Jennifer said, "Only boys. I've dated some. I'm not a nun. But with the internship and living with you, I know nothing's happening this summer. I still have desires, though. Seeing you tonight, I guess it makes me feel better to know that you're going through it too."

"There's nothing wrong with rubbing one out," I said.

"No, I know. I want to, sometimes. OK, lots of times. I just feel weird doing it. I'm sorry. I'm not judging you. Honestly, I wish that I could, you know, get off. I lie back and try, but my mind goes all over the place and I start thinking about work or school and I'm touching myself and it just feels weird."

"Have you tried, um, other stimulus?" I asked. I was trying to be clinical about this. I knew my sister was opening up to me in a way that made her very vulnerable. I wanted to help, to be a good brother (I know that's weird but there it was).

"You mean like toys?" Jennifer asked.

"Sure," I said, "Or, you said your mind wanders, have you tried to watch stuff?"

"Porn creeps me out," Jennifer said, "It's so fake and odd."

"There's other things out there besides videos," I said.

"What do you mean?" Jennifer asked, her face the picture of innocence.

"Well," I said. I chose my words very cautiously now. I was about to reveal something huge. Expose a secret part of myself. I guess it felt fair, considering how open she was being with me. Still, it was scary. Like stepping off a ledge into a chasm filled with snakes holding chainsaws. "When you caught me before, I wasn't, um. I wasn't watching porn. Exactly."

I flinched, waiting for Jennifer to freak out. Instead, she just looked at me expectantly.

"See, I don't really like porn either," I said, "Like you said, it's kind of weird to watch. Very fake and staged. So instead I like to, um, read stuff."

"Like Fifty Shades of Grey?" Jennifer asked.

"Sort of?" And then, I did something either incredibly smart or unbelievably stupid. "Here," I said, "I'll show you."

I got off the couch, went back to my bedroom, and grabbed the iPad. I'd long since surfed away from what I'd been reading, so I navigated to the front page of the site and handed it to my sister.

Her eyes went wide. "Erotic literature?"

"It sounds fancier than it is," I said, "It's just dirty stories. Word smut. But it works for me. I guess it kind of gives me the best of both worlds. The stories are hot, but they also engage my imagination. I'm sorry. I hope this isn't creepy. Maybe I shouldn't have shown you this."

"No, it's fine," Jennifer said, "It's actually kind of sweet? Like, sharing this with me had to be so hard for you, but you did it because you care about me. It's maybe the most romantic thing anyone's ever done for me."

"I don't know about romantic," I said, "But thanks."

Jennifer took her phone out of her pocket and copied the website address. Then she handed me back my iPad.

"So, after all that, I think I'm going to go back to bed," I said, standing up from the couch.

"Me too," Jennifer said.

I wanted, desperately, to ask if she was going to find a story to read. But even after everything we'd already shared, it seemed inappropriate. Instead, I gave my sister a light kiss on the cheek and walked away.

"Matt?" Jennifer called after me, "Thanks. Most brothers, after something like tonight... Anyway, I hope you know how lucky and special you make me feel. I know this has been hard, the two of us in this tiny place, but I'm glad it happened."

"Me too," I said, and went to bed. I was still worked up from before, but the only person I could picture in my head that night was my little sister. So, I made myself go to sleep without relief.

*

A couple of days passed, and Jennifer didn't say anything about the website. If she was using it, if she'd been able to get herself off, she didn't tell me. I was busy with work though, so I supposed it was possible she was indulging. Besides, we'd already crossed some dangerous lines that night, I was sure that my sister wasn't eager to keep pushing boundaries.

What did happen, however, is that June turned to July and the city got epically, disastrously hot. If you've never been to NYC in the summer, consider yourself lucky. The city sweats. It's not only the brutal sun, but the buildings all trap the heat, turning everything into a muggy mess.



Further, a lot of the city is built for winter, and most of the older buildings don't have air conditioning. Mine certainly didn't. Some people put in a window A/C, but my apartment had only the one window, in my bedroom, and there wasn't any space for it. The machine would have to rest on my bed. The result? My tiny place turned into a toaster oven. And my sister and I were like two wilted slices of bread.

We didn't make any agreements about it, but we slowly started wearing less clothes around the apartment. Jennifer would get home and go down to a tank top and shorts. I changed into boxers and a t-shirt as soon as work was over. We sat on the couch together, ate together -- we didn't have a choice -- and we both showed a lot more skin.

About a week into the heat wave, ten days after I'd shared my secret, Jennifer broke the silence. We were bingeing some Netflix show and a sexy scene came on. We watched without a word, but I could feel the tension ratcheting up. When the episode ended, I stood up and announced I was going to bed.

"Are you going to go read?' Jennifer asked, seasoning that last word with a saucy smile.

"Are you?" I asked, challenging.

Jennifer blushed. "I looked at a few things," she said, going from teasing to innocent so fast it nearly tipped me over. "Honestly, there's so much. It's hard for me to know what to look at. I felt kind of overwhelmed."

I could understand that. I'd been reading that site for so long it was easy for me to find what I wanted. But, as a newcomer, faced with literally millions of options, I could see feeling out of my depth.

"Well, there's a few ways you can find the popular ones," I said, "Look at stories that have been read a lot or that have high ratings. That kind of thing."

"Could you maybe, um, recommend some?" Jennifer asked. She bit her lower lip, and it was so sexy, it nearly sent me to the moon. But her request was, clearly, out of the question.

"That's a little too private," I said, "Also, I doubt what turns me on would work for you. You know?"

Jennifer gave me a pout. "I know. I wouldn't be, like, judging or anything. I just think it would help me. I mean, I'm not even sure I know what 'good' is."

"If it gets you off, that's good," I said, smiling.

Jennifer shook her head at me. My sister and I were both in little more than our underwear, talking about porn. I was stuck between slightly weirded out and totally turned on. Thus, once again, I found myself trapped.

"I'll find you some stuff," I said, resigned, "You'll have to take it from there, though."

Jennifer clapped and cheered like a little girl. God, she really was a little girl. Barely even in her twenties. Another reason for my raging libido to back off. Like I needed another excuse.

"Thank you so much, Matt. It means a lot to me."

"Just remember," I said, "Reading something doesn't mean doing something. You know?"

Jennifer quirked an eyebrow at me, confused.

"OK, like, if I read something in a story and it turns me on, you know that doesn't mean I want to actually do it. Right?"

"What exactly are you sharing with me?" Jennifer asked, she sat back like she was appalled, but I knew she was still playing around.

"Come on," I said, "You know what I mean."

"If the story is about orangutan sex, that doesn't mean you want to do it with an orangutan," Jennifer said.

"For example," I said, rolling my eyes.

Jennifer's face got serious. She put her hands on mine. "I get what you're sharing with me is private. Secret. You're basically telling me what turns you on. It means a lot to me that you trust me with this. It won't change how I feel about you in any way. I promise, I won't judge."

Mollified, I went back to my room and picked out two of the most vanilla stories I could find. There was other stuff I liked a lot more, but these were solid, and they were safe. I copied the links and texted them to Jennifer.

"Thanks!" she sent back.

Two hours later, I was still wide awake when I got another text.

Jennifer: Those were good. Could you send more?

Something about the fact that it was a text made the request feel less invasive. I guess not looking my sister in the eye took a lot of the pressure off. I wrote back, like this was a casual conversation.

Matt: Anything in particular?

Jennifer: Shrug emoji.

I decided to take a different tack. This time, rather than pick safe, general stories, I chose a bunch of different categories and sent my favorites from each. One was romantic, about a couple falling in love. The next was about a wife who sleeps with another man. Another had a husband bringing in his best friend for a threesome. I chose one that had some bondage (not my thing, but I picked a story that was highly rated). I sent a Lesbian story and a Gay male one (again, I relied on the ratings). I linked a story about watching two people have sex in the woods, and one about a girl riding a sybian for the first time. I skipped two categories: nonconsent and incest. As much as I trusted my sister, I wasn't ready for that level of risk.

After I collected everything, about ten stories in all, I wrote one last text.

Matthew: Standard disclaimers apply.

Jennifer: Understood. Thx!

Despite looking at all those stories, I wasn't in the mood to read them. Instead, I crafted a bunch of work emails, then turned out the light. As my head hit the pillow, I swore I heard something that sounded like a long, low feminine groan.

The next morning, Jennifer was chipper as a cartoon chipmunk. She made me breakfast, pancakes, humming to herself the whole time.

"I guess my texts worked last night?" I asked. I couldn't help it. I knew I should be discrete, but I had to know.

"Like a charm," Jennifer said. She gave me a goofy grin, then kissed me on the cheek.

I had a long day and came home exhausted. We'd ordered dinner at the office, so I went straight to bed, stripping down to my boxers. It was too hot for pajamas. Honestly, it was too hot for boxers, but I knew from past experience I needed to be decent, just in case.

Sure enough, about ten minutes later, Jennifer knocked on my door. She sat down on the end of the bed, eyeing me nervously. I gave her a moment to settle before I asked her what was bothering her.

"The stories you sent last night," she said, "They were really good. Like, really really good. If you get my meaning."

I did, but I didn't think it was appropriate to ask my little sister for more details.

"I was kind of hoping you could send me some more. I'm not, like a freak, am I? A sex fiend or whatever?"

"No, of course not," I said, "You found something you enjoy, that's all."

"Thanks," Jennifer said, "I know I'm asking for a lot."

"It would help if you told me what was, um, working for you," I said. I waited for my sister to stop the whole conversation, or at least pause. Instead, she rolled right into it.

"The ones about the couples were cute, but I couldn't get into them. I thought I'd be into the Gay one, but it didn't do it for me. The bondage thing was a turnoff, though I liked the idea of being forced, maybe? Just not the pain part. The threesome one was OK. Watching the couple having sex in the forest was hot. The cheating one was good too. I guess I kind of like it when the people are doing something wrong, you know? Where it's not just sex. It's like, animal. Out of control."

"I think I can find you more of those," I said. Jennifer watched, though she couldn't see my screen, as I went through and picked a few more stories. Based on what she'd told me, her tastes weren't that dissimilar from mine. That made it easier, picking stories that I already knew I liked. Also, because she'd mentioned it, I risked sending her a non-con.

"Thanks!" Jennifer said after I texted her the last title.

"Standard discl..."

"Standard disclaimer applies," Jennifer said, "Yes, I know. Have a good night!"

Again, despite looking at porn stories for the past half hour, I didn't feel like using one. Maybe it was because the only face I could picture, the only body I could imagine, belonged to my sister.

The next morning, again, I was greeted by a bouncy Jennifer. She'd made me eggs and bacon for breakfast, and this time she sat at the table to join me.

"Last night's were really good," she said.

"You read all of them?" I asked.

Jennifer blushed but she nodded her head. "Multiples," she said, "You could say I read 'multiple' stories last night."

"You're going to read me out of house and home," I said.

"Can I ask you something?" Jennifer asked, "That one you sent me, where the wife goes back to college and can't control herself. That was hot. But I'm kind of surprised you liked it?"

"Standard disclaimers," I said, simply.

"No, I know," Jennifer said, "I just figured that would be kind of a trigger for you. After everything with Beth and all."

"Yes, sometimes those stories bother me," I said, "But I don't know. A lot of times, I don't see myself as the husband, but the guy she's cheating with. I guess it's cathartic in some way. And, I don't know, sometimes I like the stories that make me uncomfortable. Like, that almost makes it hotter."

"I get that," Jennifer said, "Like you said, just because you enjoy it in a story doesn't mean you want it in real life."

"Exactly."

That day at work was way better and I got home at a decent time. I brought home Indian food and we ate over the table, both of us staring at our phones. After we were done eating, we stayed in that position. Hypnotized by our screens as the sun slunk below the horizon.

Then I heard Jennifer make a low moan. I looked and saw her hand had drifted down between her legs. She wasn't touching anything, but it was hanging there, like she was getting ready.

"Are you reading a story right now?" I asked.

"Maybe," Jennifer said. She winked at me over her phone screen.

"One I sent you?" I asked.

"I found this one on my own," she said, "It's pretty hot."

My phone buzzed and I saw that she'd sent me a link. I clicked it and the story she'd been reading was now on my own screen. I'd read this one before -- honestly, there were times where I felt like I'd seen every erotic story in existence -- but it had been a while, so I reread it.

Without verbal agreement, my sister and I both moved to the living room. Both of us still staring at the story. We leaned against the sides of the couch, our legs touching. Despite the fact that the sun had gone down, it was super-hot, and both of us were in our standard outfits. Jennifer was wearing a thin, baby blue tank top and green mesh shorts. I was in navy boxers and a white undershirt.

"Did you get there?" Jennifer asked. She was still dandling her free hand lazily between her legs.

"I think you would have noticed," I said, waggling my eyebrows. Of course, she couldn't miss my erection. In my tiny boxers, it stood up as large and looming as the Empire State Building.

"Did you finish the story, yet, I mean," Jennifer asked.

"Oh," I said, "Yes."

"You want to pick the next one?"

"Sure," I said. I scrolled around for something similar and sent it to her.

"Oooh, I can tell this one will be good," she said, "I like it when they get knocked up. Or there's the risk of it."

"Like you said, it's more fun when there's a little danger," I said.

"Exactly," Jennifer said. I wasn't expecting my sister to have an impregnation fetish. Immediately, I started thinking of all my favorites that I could share with her.

When she was done reading my selection, Jennifer passed me one back. It was another preg risk story, but this one also had non-consent.

"Standard disclaimers apply," she said.

We spent the next couple hours that way, sending each other stories. The urge to touch myself was uncontrollable, but I managed to hold off. I wondered if Jennifer was experiencing the same thing. Was that a wet spot I saw in her shorts or just a shadow? Did she know her nipples were pointing through her tank? Did she notice my erection? Did I want her to notice it?

I put my phone down. I needed to stop, or things would really go over the edge.

"I think I'm going to go to bed," I said.

"OK," Jennifer said, simply.

I stripped down as soon as my door was shut. All I could see was my beautiful sister while I stroked myself. I didn't care. I pictured her face, twisting in pleasure. Her pert, full breasts pressed against my chest. Her ass bouncing up and down on my dick. I came gobs. I came buckets. I soaked myself so bad, I thought about getting up to shower.

And all I could think about, as my breathing slowed, was that maybe my sister had gotten off at the same exact time.

The guilt showed up the next morning. I told myself that I didn't really want Jennifer. She was my sister. And fifteen years younger than me, besides. It was the close quarters, the revealing clothes, and the, um, content.

My discomfort didn't stop me from sharing more stories with my sister, though, and she sent just as many back. I'd only include links, but Jennifer would add little descriptions to her suggestions:

"She takes it in the ass in this one."

"Strip poker. Kinda hot."

"Threesome. Pregnant. LOVE."

"Strip Scrabble?!"

"Do you think the gf will cheat? Is it wrong that I want her to cheat?"

Most evenings, we ended up on the couch together, trading our favorite porn stories like they were Pokemon cards. We talked about them too. Our dirty, sibling-only, book club.

When I did feel the need rub one out, though, I always went back to my room. A couple times, Jennifer straight up asked me to leave so she could do the same. We were sharing these intimate, sexual moments. But we, ourselves, were staying quite chaste.

*

"So, there's one I found that I really like," Jennifer said, "But I'm not sure if I should share it with you."

It was after work and the two of us were hanging out in the living room. It was too hot to sit together, so Jennifer lazed on the couch while I reclined in one of the folding chairs by the table. We were in our usual outfits, something very much like underwear but not quite.

"We talked about this," I said, "Fantasies aren't reality. Standard disclaimer and all that."

"No, I know," Jennifer said, "I just don't want you to think I'm into it. I mean, I'm into it. I just. Look, the story's fucking hot and I want to share it with you, OK?"

"Go for it," I said.

My phone beeped a minute later. I looked down. I don't know why I was so surprised. It was an incest story. A brother-sister incest story. The siblings get abandoned by their dates and end up having sex. The sister, of course, gets pregnant at the end.

"Hot, right?" Jennifer said when I finally looked up from my phone.

"Yes, um, not bad," I said. My sister gave me a knowing look. "OK, fine, it was amazing."

"I know! Oh my God, the sex scenes were so hot. It's like, what they're doing is so wrong. I mean, so so wrong and yet..."

"I get it," I said, "Like we've said. When what they're doing is forbidden, it makes the story even better."

"Right," Jennifer said. She was already engrossed in another story. My phone buzzed a moment later. Another brother/sister tale. For a moment, I paused. Was this really appropriate? Had we crossed the line? Five minutes later, I was too busy reading the story to care.

*

So now we were sharing sibling incest stories. We tried some others in the category, too. But the mom/son, dad/daughter ones creeped both of us out. We did OK with cousins. But for us, clearly, brother/sister incest was best. In story form, anyway. Especially the ones where the sister got pregnant at the end. We shared other stories, but more and more I was seeing a steady diet of sibcest.

Better (worse), I'd become accustomed to all of it. Like slipping into the pool step-by-step, by the time I was underwater I was used to the temperature. I don't think either of us realized the danger we were putting ourselves in.

In my rare moments of clarity, usually about five seconds after I'd finished jerking myself off, I did worry that we were going too far. Our casual conversations about sex. The way we both, even from a distance, were getting each other off. She's my sister. Half my age.

I'd tell myself that, this time, I would stop the whole thing. Then, a moment later -- as the post-orgasm rationality faded -- I would conveniently forget my promise.

*

"I think all these stories are starting to mess with my mind," Jennifer said.

It was late, but the summer sun was hanging around the horizon and we'd decided to go on a post-dinner stroll around the block. The sidewalks were a weird mixture of businesspeople heading home after a long day and young people heading out for an extended evening.

"In what way?" I asked.

"Yesterday I was out running errands and I saw a couple of teenagers making out against the side of the Gristedes," Jennifer said, "They looked kind of alike? Same hair, same nose. I thought, 'they're brother and sister.' Like, I know that's not true. But then I thought, well, maybe?"

"I know what you mean," I said, "I was talking to a coworker a couple of days ago and she was telling me about a party she'd gone to with her husband."

"Swingers party?"

"I mean, I know it wasn't," I said, "But some part of me thought that it maybe could be?"

"Do you think there are people doing those things?" Jennifer asked. We stopped at the corner, waiting for the traffic to clear the way so we could cross the street.

"I mean, there are billions of people on Earth," I said, "I have to think that somewhere, someone is doing something like what we're reading about."

"Do you think someone we know is doing those things?" Jennifer asked.

"Going to swingers parties? Hitting up gloryholes? Engaging in wild orgies in the backseat of the car?"

"Having brother-sister sex," Jennifer added as she started to cross the street.

"Right," I said dodging a cab and then jogging to catch up, "Can't forget that. It all seems so unlikely, doesn't it?

"That we know someone who's secretly doing that? Or that we don't know anyone?"

"Both," I said.

Jennifer looked at me oddly, like she was trying to interrogate my expression for some added information.

"Let's head home," I said.

My sister nodded seriously.

*

"What are you reading?" Jennifer asked.

Two days later, we were back on the couch. Legs resting against each other. Covered in sweat and not much else.

"That one you sent me last night," I said, "with the siblings in the shed."

"Oooo, where'd you get?" Jennifer leaned forward. Her long brown hair hung loose, tickling my bare legs.

"I'm on page three, I think?"

"Well, you're clearly enjoying it," Jennifer said. She looked pointedly down to where my boxers were pointing.

"Sorry," I said, then adjusted myself. I tucked my hard-on so it was trapped by the leg of my underwear.

Jennifer looked again and giggled. Solving one problem had created another: my purple cockhead was now poking out into the open, pressed against my thigh.

"You must really like this one," Jennifer said.

I grunted and shifted again. But my dick wasn't going anywhere. There was no hiding the fact that I was horny as hell. I rolled off the couch and stood up.

"Where are you going?" Jennifer asked.

I rolled my eyes at my sister.

"Don't leave," Jennifer said, "Please. I'm enjoying your company. And I don't care about 'that.' It happens all the time and it never bothers me. I like seeing him, honestly. It means I chose a good story for you."

I shook my head and sat back down on the couch. My dick stuck up proudly, like it knew it had been complimented. I tried to ignore it.

"Trust me, I'm plenty worked up too," Jennifer said, "You just can't see it as well." She moved her legs slightly and, for a moment, I thought she was about to show me exactly how aroused she was. Fortunately, though she was only stretching her legs.



"What are you reading?" I asked. As if that was changing the subject.

"It's OK so far," Jennifer said, "I'll send it to you later tonight. Though I doubt you'll need it."

"What do you mean?"

"I mean moby dick down there looks like he's going to blow any second," Jennifer said, "When's the last time you went?"

"Jennifer, I don't know if I should be talking about this with you," I said.

"I did it a couple of hours ago," Jennifer said, "Right before you got back from work. You'd think that would be enough, but it seems like I need it every few hours now."

I looked down at my phone, but my sister was still staring at me. Dammit.

"Couple of days, I think," I said.

"You don't remember?" Jennifer asked.

"Fine. It was last Saturday. Happy?"

"You've gone five whole days without? Fuck, I can barely make it through five hours!"

"I like to, um, edge it a little," I said. I felt my face grow hot. Unbearable in this heat.

"You mean, like, you work yourself up with the stories and then stop?" Jennifer asked, "And you do this for days? Sounds painful."

"It can be," I said, "But after building up like that? When I go? It's on a whole other level."

"You feel the pleasure of it more?"

"Everything is more," I said, "It feels great, yes, but it also lasts way longer, and I produce more, um, stuff. Fuck, I can't believe I'm having this conversation with my little sister."

Well, that was it. I was telling Jennifer about my masturbation habits. We'd gone well beyond what could be considered acceptable. Then she pushed things even further.

"I want to see it," Jennifer said.

WHAT?!

"What you described, it sounds so intense," Jennifer continued, "I want to see what it's like."

"Jennifer, I don't know."

"It's been five days. Is that enough time to make it, like, big?"

I stared at my sister in shock. "No. No way," I said.

"I can see from here that you're primed," Jennifer said, "That story you're reading? When you get to page six it's going to put you over the top. I promise you. You might not even need to touch yourself. So, it's going to happen anyway."

"If it does" I said, "It'll happen in the privacy of my own room like always."

"Why?" Jennifer asked. She gave me a coy smile, her green eyes wide. Innocent with just a bit of naughtiness.

"It's not right," I said, "Brothers and sisters shouldn't..."

"Shouldn't see each other naked?" Jennifer asked, "Share dirty stories with each other? Talk about how they jerk off? And siblings definitely shouldn't cum together, right? But Matt, every night we read these stories, go off to our separate bedrooms, and get off. Tell me you don't think about it sometimes. How I'm right in the other room, cumming the same time you do."

I couldn't say no because that would be a lie. But I couldn't say yes, either.

"See," Jennifer said, "So it's the same as before. Only we actually get to see it. Share it."

I don't know what I was thinking. Actually, I'm pretty sure I wasn't thinking at all. My horny hardness had taken control. Because the next words out of my mouth were, "You'll do it, too?"

"Are you kidding? If that cock goes off half as good as you say it does, I won't be able to stop myself."

I took a deep breath. Like this was actually something I could rationally consider. I didn't realize how far I'd left rational behind until I tried looking. It was so far back it was barely a blip. Well before we'd started sharing stories -- maybe as far back as me agreeing to host my sister in my little apartment -- I'd thrown sensible to the side. It was well beyond my reach now.

Still, I pretended like I had self-control.

"Clothes stay on," I said.

"Of course," Jennifer said.

"I'll just reach into my shorts."

"Same."

"I'm going to need some tissues," I said.

"I'll go get them," Jennifer said, "You keep reading."

I settled into the story. Sank into the couch. If I thought about what I was about to do, I got nervous. Instead, I drew myself into the story and let my surroundings slip away. At one point, I felt my sister climb back onto the couch. Her bare leg brushed mine. I didn't dare look up.

I became very aware of my dick, sticking up as straight as I'd ever felt it. Without even making the conscious decision, I had my hand around my cock. Began stroking up and down. Moving along with the pace of the story. It got to the point where the brother was about to enter his sister. I slicked my hand, then wrapped it back around my dick. As interactive as I could get.

I looked over at Jennifer. She was staring straight at me. She'd slipped her shorts and panties to the side. Her little hands were buried in her crotch. Rubbing in time with my strokes. I swear I could smell her arousal. Like I needed even more stimulation.

I lost track of where I was in the story. I looked at my sister while I worked my cock. She gazed right back at me.

"Good?" She asked, barely a whisper.

I nodded. "G-good?" I asked back.

"Yes," she said, "You close?"

I nodded again. Went to lick my hand again, but Jennifer stopped me.

She leaned forward, just enough, and let her spit drip down over my dick. I looked at her with awe and anxiety. My gorgeous sister drooling on my cock. Still stroking her own sex. I couldn't see around her underwear, but it looked like she had a couple fingers buried inside herself. The other hand tickled at her clit.

I spread my sister's saliva over my dick and began stroking again. I wasn't far along now.

"Tell me," Jennifer said. She wasn't hiding it anymore. Breathing hard. Cheeks flushed. Eyes wide. "Tell me when you're going to cum."

"Close," I said.

"Do it," Jennifer said, dragging that last word out. Making it even dirtier than before. "Cum for me."

"AH!" I gasped. The pleasure arced through my cock and exploded across my body. My vision thinned. All I could see was my sister's eyes, practically popping as my first stream of sperm burst forth.

The orgasm was overwhelming. More than I could have anticipated. Better than any edging had ever brought me. I felt my dick pumping in my hands. Warm spatters splashing everywhere. My hips shook. My arms trembled.

Faintly, I heard my sister gulp out, "Oh God." Distant, I could feel her own, thin legs bumping against mine. Then the ecstasy washed over me, and everything went blank.

Finally, I felt my cock go soft. The last of my ejaculate spilled onto my fist. I opened my eyes. Jennifer was looking at me with a mix of satisfaction and indignation. Unintentionally, I'd covered my sister in my sperm. Big cummy stains on her shirt. I'd even managed to hit her face; a trail of clear-ish white dripped down her cheek.

Jennifer saw me staring and laughed. Using the tissues I'd told her to get, she wiped my semen from her face. For a second it looked like she was about to put some in her mouth, but she stopped herself. "Fuck, that was incredible," she said.

"Yours or mine?" I asked. I was leaning back on the couch, blown. Even taking my hand off my flaccid dick felt like too much effort.

"Both!" Jennifer said, as if her answer were obvious, "I've never seen a guy cum so much. That was epic."

"You've seen a lot of guys do that, then?" I asked.

"None of your business," Jennifer said. I raised an eyebrow at her. At this point, could she truly claim that anything was inappropriate for me to ask? "Fine. Twice. You were the third. You?"

"Beth didn't do those things," I said, "Or if she did, she didn't want me to watch. Honestly, though, I was so worked up by what I was doing, I didn't really get to see you."

"Well, I guess we'll just have to do it again, then," Jennifer said.

I thought she was joking. Being playful. Flirty. But not three hours later, when I'd turned into bed -- haunted by the usual naughty older brother remorse -- there was a knock on my door.

Jennifer walked in without even waiting for me to answer. She strutted into the room, wearing a silky robe that was a bit like a sexy kimono. As soon as she saw me looking, she peeled it off. My sister was completely naked. Her body was amazing. I thought I'd gotten a good look before. I had no idea.

The room was dark, but I saw plenty by the moonlight. Her broad shoulders tapered down to a tiny bubble butt. Slim hips and long legs. Her breasts, full and perky like only a twenty-year-old's could be, were topped by small, coral nipples that pointed to daylight. Her bush was trimmer than I'd seen before, covering what looked to be a nice, tidy pussy.

Jennifer didn't wait to see my reaction. She climbed onto my bed and lewdly spread her legs. A moment later, she dipped her hands into her sex and started stroking. First just playing lightly with her labia. I sat up to get a better view. There was something almost artful in it. My naked sister recumbent in the bluish light of the city, stroking herself.

Jennifer found her clit and started rubbing faster. Little gasps escaped her lips. She dipped her lithe fingers into her pussy. One. Then two. Pumping and rubbing at the same time.

The most erotic thing, though, wasn't the abandon with which my sister rubbed herself off. Nor was it the jiggling of her breasts or the increasingly louder grunts that slipped out of her mouth. It was her eyes. Big and emerald and staring right at me.

This wasn't a shy exposition. It wasn't a tentative act. My sister wasn't pretending to be somewhere else, watched by another man. She was masturbating for her brother; it was inescapable.

Jennifer's eyes crossed slightly. Her strokes stuttered. She made a long, low growl followed by a short, hard intake of breath. She dropped to her back.

"AH!" Jennifer exclaimed. Her body went completely stiff. Adorably, her little toes were the only part of her body that moved. A cute, little tremble. Then she went limp. "Ahhhhhh."

A moment later, she rolled off the bed, grabbing her silk robe off the floor.

"Good?" I asked.

"Amazing," Jennifer said. Then she left my bedroom, shutting the door behind her.

*

I spent the whole next day at work rehearsing the speech I would give my sister when I got home. About appropriate behavior and self-control.

As soon as I opened the door to my apartment, it all went out the window.

Jennifer was sitting on the couch completely naked. Engrossed in a story. She patted the far cushion, like inviting me for tea. I stripped down to nothing and joined her. She briefly appraised my body, then gave me an approving smile.

"You read the ones I sent this morning?" Jennifer asked. I'd been so wrapped up in what I was supposed to say, I hadn't even noticed.

"Not yet," I said.

"Awesome," Jennifer said, "We'll do one together."

What she meant by 'do one' is that we both started the story at the same time. Within minutes, Jennifer's hand was between her legs. My hand was around my dick. We raced forward together.

My sister reached her climax first. She gasped and threw her head back. I was about to follow her over the edge when her hand shot out and grabbed my dick.

"Oh fuck. Jen!"

"Don't," she said, squeezing a bit too hard, "Not yet."

I gave her a dubious look. My sister had just orgasmed on my couch and now had her soft, feminine hand on my cock. Asking me to hold back seemed a bit unfair.

"Edge," she said, "Like always."

I let out a deep sigh of either resignation or exasperation. Probably both. When my muscles relaxed, Jennifer took her hand off my dick. It flagged sightly, like trying to wave her back down. An anxious puppy, wondering where his treat went.

"That was awesome," Jennifer said.

"The, um, the orgasm?" How was it that I could have the thing, yet not be able to talk about it?

"No, silly," Jennifer said, little sister frisky, "I mean, yes. It was nice. But holding that awesome big brother dick was downright fantastic."

My face flashed red, but it didn't stop my sister.

"And I do mean big brother," Jennifer said, "You are packing."

"You've been reading too many of those stories," I said.

"And who's fault is that?" Jennifer asked, vamping.

I shook my head and got up to make dinner. After we ate, Jennifer and I shared another story. She got off but, again, didn't let me. This time, I was able to stop on my own.

"How long does it take to have another big one?" she asked as I panted. I was holding my dick like I was squeezing the release on a grenade. Which, considering the chances of explosion, wasn't too far off.

"Usually, I like to go at least three days," I said, "But the way we're doing things? I mean, I'm probably primed right now."

Jennifer's eyes went eager. "OK, day after tomorrow," she said, "Promise."

The next day at work, I was so distracted I almost spilled coffee on myself twice. I was so amped up, I snapped at three people. As soon as I could, I hurried home.

"Oh, big brother, I didn't even see you come in," Jennifer said, grinning mischievously as I opened the door to my apartment. "Very naughty sneaking in on your sister like that."

She was wearing the robe again, but it was wide open. She had on a pair of very girly yellow panties with a teddy bear on the front. She pulled them to the side and began plunging her fingers into her pussy.

"You're not. Not supposed to see your little sister. Stroking herself."

"I couldn't help myself sis," I said, getting onto the part, "I wanted you so bad."

"God, that's hot," Jennifer said. I couldn't tell if it was really her or if she was still in her naughty sister persona. "I'm getting off just thinking about you. Your big brother cock. Oh bro, I want it in my pussy so bad. Would it be so wrong? If you stuck that awesome dick in your sister's sloppy pussy?"

"Jennifer..."

"Play. Please."

"No," I said, and her face went ashen. "I mean yes. It would be OK. We'd just slip it in. See how it feels."

"Right," Jennifer said, making her way back to the couch. She sat down on the edge, keeping her legs spread. The whole time, she stroked herself so fast, I could barely see her fingers. "It wouldn't be sex. We'd just be -- uhn -- playing. Would you like that? Do you want to put your cock inside your sister?"

"Yes," I said. My hand was down around my dick. Squeezing through my dress pants.

"Oh please," Jennifer said, "Oh please put that brother cock in me."

She was so into it, I couldn't tell where the game ended and reality began.

"I don't care that I'm not protected. I want it inside. You'll pull out in time, right? You won't put a baby in your baby sister, will you?"

"Never," I said, "I just want to feel. Inside of you. Make you cum."

"Oh, I would cum so hard on your cock," Jennifer said, "Oh! Oh bro. I can it feel it you're gonna... AH!"

Jennifer's whole body stiffened, except for those trembling toes again. Her chest and face flushed. Then she sank, liquid, into the cushions.

I started to undo my belt. I couldn't stop myself.

"Please Matt," Jennifer said, holding up her hand. "One more day."

That night, when I was about to go to sleep, my door cracked open. Jennifer came in, wearing a surprisingly unsexy pair of heavy flannel pajamas. She sat on the end of the bed. I was expecting another show. Instead, she sat there looking pouty.

"What I said tonight," Jennifer said, "You know I'm just, like, pretending, right?"

"I know," I said, as if I really did, "Standard disclaimer."

"It's neat to share it with you," Jennifer said, "But I know it's wrong. I don't want you to, you know, expect things."

"It's fine," I said, "I get it. It's fun to play around like that."

"Agreed," Jennifer said, "We haven't touched each other yet and I think it should stay that way."

"You already touched me," I said, "Remember? You grabbed my dick."

"Oh yes," she said, suddenly looking dreamy as she remembered the moment, "That didn't count."

"Sure," I said, "We won't touch anymore."

"Right," Jennifer said, "But watching. Talking dirty. That's alright. Right?"

Honestly, we both knew we were lying to each other. But the truth was something neither of us was ready to say. So, we told ourselves these falsehoods, shared them with each other for strength, as if that would somehow make them real.

"It's fine," I said, "Just a bit of fun."

"Exactly," Jennifer said, "But if you don't feel good about tomorrow. You know, the um, big blowout? We can skip it."

"Do you?" I asked. "Want to stop it?"

"No way," Jennifer said, "But if you feel like things are going too far?"

"Maybe we should," I said, "Slow things down. A little. To be safe."

"Right," Jennifer said, "Maybe that'll be for the best."

"Let's decide in the morning," I said, "See how we feel."

"After work, if you still want to," Jennifer said.

"Even better," I said, "It'll be good to get a break."

*

The next morning, I called in sick to work. For the first time in my whole career, over a decade, I faked a cough and told them I couldn't come in. I heard Jennifer doing the same right next to me. She could barely get through it without giggling.

When we hung up, my sister looked at me like I'd just told her I was taking her to Disney World. Whatever trepidation we'd had the night before had been burned off in the morning sunrise. I started to take off my pajamas, but again, she stopped me.

"Let's let it build all day," Jennifer said.

I groaned, but I couldn't say no to my little sister. Instead, I got up and showered while she made me breakfast. Then we sat down, picked out some new stories, and started to read. I knew I wasn't supposed to touch myself. But again and again, I found myself feeling my dick through my shorts, as if my hand had headed there of its own accord.

Jennifer, for her part, stayed mostly behaved. At first. She treated the day like one long stripping game. At breakfast, she was fully dressed in a t-shirt and shorts. Her long, brown hair tied up in a tight ponytail.

By lunch, she was down to just the shirt and a pair of scarlet, boyshorts panties. After we ate, she took off her t-shirt to reveal the racy, matching bra. By evening, we'd each read about ten stories each. My sister was completely naked, hair tickling at the tips of her breasts.

Jennifer started to strip me as well, undoing my belt while I was calling for Chinese delivery. When the food arrived, we both ate it naked. Chopsticks plus bare skin isn't exactly cleanly, but we made it work.

"Where do you want to do this?" Jennifer asked, "The grand finale."

"Bedroom?"

"Yes," she said, the hunger in her eyes was inescapable.

We rushed back and jumped on my bed. We started, as usual, with a story. This one was about siblings who played a silly card game that turned sexual. I felt my naked cock stiffen against my leg. Soon it was in my hand. I lightly stroked, not wanting to go over the top too soon. My body was like kindling, ready to spark off at any second.

Jennifer pushed the iPad out of my face. She was sitting across from me, stunning. She had her hands in her crotch. Her breasts shook with every strum. She smiled at me, then looked straight at my cock.

We watched each other as we went off. It was getting harder and harder to pace myself.

"Oh, but brother, we can't," Jennifer said, her voice nearly a whisper "Mom and Dad are both outside. They'll hear us."

"Then be quieter," I said.

"Can't help it," Jennifer said, "Feels too good."

I smirked. My sister and her stories.

"Wait, don't..."

I froze.

"Don't put it in me," Jennifer said, smirking, "Please. Brother, it's way too big. It won't fit."

She stared at me expectantly.

"Um, I mean, just try it," I said, "A little bit. I know you'll like it."

"You can't go in me, I'm not on birth control," Jennifer said.

"I'll pull out," I said, "I promise."

"Do you like it?" Jennifer asked, intentionally shaking her breasts, "My body?"



"You're incredible," I said, meaning it.

"Do you...? Do you wish that was your cock in my pussy? Instead of my fingers?"

"Yes," I said.

"Oh God, that would be so bad," Jennifer said, "But I bet it would feel so good."

"So wrong," I said.

"So right," Jennifer said. Suddenly her eyes went wide. "Are you getting close?"

"Yes," I said.

"I'm almost. Almost there," Jennifer said, "I want -- uhn -- I want to see you cum. I want to feel it. On my tits. On my face. Will you do that for me? Will you shower your little sister with your seed?"

I didn't even think about it. I just nodded.

"Oh God," Jennifer said. Her body cinched. Her toes twitched. But rather than fall back, like always, her body jerked, and another orgasm rolled through her. Then another.

"Can't stop," she said, her eyes wide, "Can't stop cumming."

"So hot," I said.

"Ah AH! Look at... what you've done... to me."

"Look at what you've done to me," I retorted. I was completely naked, stroking my cock like a maniac.

"H-here, let me help you," Jennifer said. Before I could process what she'd said, my sister reached over and grabbed my cock.

"Oh Jen!"

Her hand felt amazing. She stroked me once. Twice. That was all it took. My cock exploded in her hand. She pointed it right at her breasts. A rope of white splashed onto them. Another. I painted my baby sister's tits with my sperm, shaking in her soft grip.

When the pleasure subsided, I looked at my sister. She was covered in cum. Like a bukkake film that had, somehow, only featured a single man.

"God, you cum a lot," Jennifer said. She fell back, giggling. She was so silly and simple post-orgasm.

"Edging," I said, "It makes all the difference. You should try it, too."

"You know?" Jennifer said, "I think I will."

*

We spent the next week rubbing ourselves like crazy but never orgasming. Sometimes, we didn't even bother with the stories. Just watched each other wank. Again, though, we didn't touch each other. Jennifer's grab of my cock was forgotten. Like it had never happened.

After three days, both of us were beside ourselves. Crazed by the need to cum. We'd promised each other we'd wait till the weekend. We didn't make it past Thursday night.

We were sitting on the couch. Both of us idly stroking. Then Jen started her dirty talk.

"They're going to catch us, you know," she said, "Mom and Dad."

I thought she was serious. I should have known better.

"I think we'll be OK," I said.

"They're right in the next room," Jennifer said, "I see the way Mom looks at me. I think she can tell I'm getting regular doses of big brother dick."

"Well, she's bound to find out," I said, "Once your tummy starts showing."

Jennifer gasped. She started rubbing herself faster.

"I told you not to cum in me," she said.

"I couldn't help it," I said, "You felt so good."

"Well since we can't make things worse," Jennifer said, "Why don't you put it in me again?"

Now it was my turn to gasp. I was working myself pretty fast now. I think both of us were ready to reach our peak.

"Do you want that big brother? Do you want to fuck your innocent, baby sister? You know I've never done that. Had sex. No one's cock has ever been in my perfect little pussy. Do you want to be my first? Make your little sister a real woman?"

I didn't know what to say. Was this a game or serious? I should have found out. Instead, I let Jennifer keep talking.

"Oh God, last week, when you came on my breasts? That was the hottest thing I've ever done," Jennifer said. "Your hot, hard cock in my hands. Feeling your cum rise up the shaft. Seeing it shoot. God, I don't think you know what it did to me. Did you like it? Letting your little sister stroke you off?"

"It felt amazing," I said, "You're amazing, Jen."

"Did you want to touch me, too?"

"Oh God yes."

"Feel my tits? Rub my slippery pussy?"

"Desperately."

I leaned forward. My sister's eyes got wide. Scared and hungry. I pushed her hands away from her cunt. Replaced them with my rough fingers.

She reached and grabbed my dick. Both of us got each other off. Jennifer pumped my cock, possessed. I rubbed her cunt, crazed. This time, I went off first. We were in such a tangle on the couch, there was no aiming anything. I came everywhere, like a leaky firehose. On my sister, on myself, on the couch. A sticky, spermy mess.

I fought through the pleasure, desperate to bring my sister the same.

"Oh God," Jennifer said, "OH GOD!" Her body bucked. Her legs clamped down. Her eyes rolled back in her head. This time, instead of just her toes, her whole body quivered. I'd seen little, short, singular orgasms. Rolling fast multiples. Nothing like this.

My sister came for what felt like minutes. Her body wracked with pleasure. It seemed more like something she endured than enjoyed. Finally, her body stilled. Her eyes opened. She broke into peals of laughter.

"Oh wow. That was intense!" Another cum ripped through her like a shiver. "Fucking hell."

"Edging," I said, smiling. I reached out and stroked my sister's hair. For some reason, that felt more intimate than touching her pussy. She turned her head and kissed my hand.

"I mean, wow," she said, rambling, "I've never cum like that." She got up, examining herself. "Seemed like you came pretty hard, too."

"Oh yes," I said.

"Seriously, we've got to lay down towels or something," Jennifer said, "This is getting out of control."

That night, again, my sister slunk into my bedroom. She was completely naked, but the look on her face told me she wasn't there for sexy stuff.

"The touching," she said.

"We went a little overboard," I said.

"It's OK. I mean, I liked it. A lot."

"Me too," I said.

"So, it's OK right?" Jennifer asked in her little girl voice, "To keep going?"

"I think so," I said.

"Just no farther," Jennifer said.

I agreed.

*

We started the edging all over again the next day. It was like doing a cleanse -- we hated going through it, but we couldn't stop loving the results. During the lulls, we almost managed to act appropriately. We read stories, sure, but we stayed clothed (for the most part) and didn't touch each other (though we often touched ourselves). It almost felt like a normal, competitive sibling relationship. You know. Sort of.

We found we could go about three days before we went cum crazy. Jennifer started calling them 'O-days,' the days where we were finally granted relief from edging ourselves off the walls. Our next O-day was set for Sunday. Again, I told myself we'd reached our limit in what we would do with each other. Again, I was an idiot.

I was still asleep when Jennifer came into my room on a lazy Saturday morning. She pounced on my bed and prowled up to my head. Her face inches from mine. I blinked awake.

"Hi," she said, very affectionate.

"Good morning?"

"I want to try something different," she said.

"OK, sis, but we're going to need a lot of lube for anal," I said.

Jennifer shook her head, like I was the least funny brother a girl could have.

"Read this," she said, and handed me my iPad. Ordinarily, her touching my electronics without my permission would be a serious breach of privacy. But with Jennifer I felt like I had nothing to hide. I took the tablet and turned it around. She'd already selected a dirty story, one we'd read a few times and both enjoyed.

"Reading porn isn't really different," I said.

"You'll see," Jennifer said.

We sat on my bed, the sun sneaking into my window, turning the whole room overbright. Me lying back, wearing just a pair of boxers. My sister in her robe and (I assumed) nothing underneath, perched by my side, watching me intently as I read.

"What are they doing?" she asked.

"You want me to read it to you?"

"No. Just tell me what part of the story you're at."

"They just got naked in the pool," I said.

"So, get naked," Jennifer said, as if this was obvious. I stripped off my boxer shorts. My penis pointed out, pendulous. My sister peeled off her robe. Her bare body looked incredible, as always. I couldn't take my eyes off her. "Keep reading," she said, chuckling.

I read a little more, but it was hard to focus on the words while my sexy naked sister was sitting right there.

"Now what?" she asked.

"They got out of the pool," I said, "He's, um, feeling his sister's breasts."

"Go for it," Jennifer said. She leaned forward, practically placing her perfect boob on my fingertips. Full -- just a bit more than fit in my palm -- and firm. They felt incredible. I hefted my sister's tit in my hand, then I reached up and tweaked the nipple. She gave me the other one and I did the same. "Good?" she asked.

"Great," I said.

"Better than Beth's?" she asked.

I quirked an eyebrow. In all our dirty talk, Jennifer had never mentioned my ex-wife before. I think she knew it was a sore spot for me. But she'd talked about her ex-boyfriends before, so I guess I had to do the same.

"It's not even a comparison," I said, "These are magnificent."

Jennifer blushed. She jutted her chin, telling me to keep reading. "What are they doing now?"

"She's, um, stroking his cock."

Jennifer reached down and gripped my dick. I was already so worked up, I'm surprised I didn't cum right then. Three straight days of edging plus this morning's tease was already too much for me.

My sister squeezed my shlong. Gently stroked up and down. Teasing. Tantalizing.

"She's leaning down," I said, "Putting her mouth around her brother's... oh GOD."

My sister slurped my cock straight into her mouth. Remember, I hadn't had so much as a hand job in nearly five years. Now I was ensconced in my sister's warm wet mouth. It felt amazing. I'd had blowjobs before, but nothing like this. My ex-wife had treated my dick like a necessary evil. Jennifer wrapped her lips and tongue around me in a way that was so desirous, I can't even express it.

My sister licked and sucked on my cock slow, languid. Like savoring it. She held it tight in her mouth like it was precious. Her eyes wide and wanting. Wondrous. I couldn't look away.

"Keep reading," she said, her words adorably muffled by my dick.

"She's, um -- fuck that's good -- bobbing up and down on her brother's cock."

"Am I better than Beth?" Jennifer asked. Again with my ex.

"Not even in the same universe," I said, "You literally blow her away."

Jennifer rolled her eyes at me, but she kept sucking.

"His sister takes her mouth off him" I said, reluctantly. Jennifer let me go with a pop. "She's stroking him up and down." My sister started working me. A wanton look in her viridescent eyes.

I was so close. I doubted I was going to survive for much longer. Then I read the next few words and my heart stopped.

"She moves her body up," I said, "Straddles her brother with her legs." Jennifer did the same, mirroring the story. "She takes her brother's cock, aims it upwards, then, um... She puts it in her pussy."

We both froze. I don't know what Jennifer had been thinking to that point. Maybe she didn't read that far or didn't remember the story that well. Perhaps she thought that I would have cum already. Honestly, I'm not sure how I didn't. Or maybe, maybe, she told herself that when the time came, she would actually do it.

We both stared at each other. Jennifer's sex poised right above mine. Her breasts hanging over my chest. Her hand still wrapped around my cock. She looked right at me. Searching.

"I'm sorry, Matt," Jennifer said, "This has been fun and I don't regret one bit of it."

"Me neither," I said.

"But this... It would be actual incest, you know? There's a difference between pretend wrong and real wrong and I just can't get there."

I think she was expecting me to argue otherwise, but I didn't. I squeezed her hand and said, "You're right. But this was great. A really nice idea. Thank you."

Jennifer cocked her head at me, then suddenly her eyes went bright.

"Hang on," she said. My little sister leapt off me and ran into the living room. Watching her tits fly as she went, her taut little butt, it was almost as good as everything else I'd experienced that morning.

My sister came back holding a little bottle of hand lotion.

"Lay back," she told me, "Close your eyes."

I heard the 'squirt' noise of her using the bottle. I felt something warm and slippery slide down my cock. I grinned. My clever sister had covered her hands in lotion, then stacked them on top of each other. Slowly now, she slid them down my cock.

It clearly wasn't a vagina, but at the same time, it was close enough for the fantasy to work.

"Oh, brother, you feel so good in my pussy," Jen moaned. I could hear a little bit of a laugh trying to sneak its way up, but she forced it down.

"God, sis, so tight," I said.

Jennifer slowly slid her slick hands up and down my dick. "Do you like your little sister's tiny cunt?"

"You feel so good," I said.

"I love having you in me," she said. She started to move faster. For a pair of hands, she was doing a pretty good job of simulating sex.

"I love my brother's cock," Jennifer said.

"I love my sister's pussy," I said.

"I'm glad we're not using the condom," she said, "It feels so much better this way. Just tell me before you cum, OK?"

"Yes," I said, "I will."

"I don't want any of those naughty brother spermies finding their way into my unprotected pussy," Jennifer said.

"Fuck, sis."

"I know," she whined, "I can feel it, you're getting close."

She started to slow on me.

"No, not yet," I said.

"Don't lie to me," Jennifer said, "I know you. Think you're going to trick me. But I can feel when you're about to cum."

She was right, of course. I was close. I reached out and put my hand on hers, trying to make her go faster.

"Keep going, sis," I said.

"You're sure?"

I put my hands on her wrists, starting to jack up and down. Like I was holding her hips.

"You feel so good," I said, "I don't want to stop."

"You -- oh! -- but you have to," Jennifer said, "You can't make me pregnant."

"I don't care," I said, "I want you. Need you."

"No, brother, please don't... OH FUCK!"

My sperm shot upward like a geyser. The pleasure burst inside me with similar force. Jennifer held my dick tight, dragging the orgasm out of me.

"Oh, you're cumming in me," Jennifer said, "Making me pregnant. Oh, brother it feels so good."

As my orgasm finally started to weaken, I couldn't help myself and laughed. "OK, that was amazing," I said.

Jennifer gave me a wicked smile. She spread her arms and showed me -- I'd showered my sister in sperm. Her breasts were dripping with it. Her cute little belly button looked like a pearly, white lake.

"I came," Jennifer said. At first, I thought she was making a joke, but then she looked at me sheepishly. "I didn't even touch myself, but when you started pumping, I went off a little. Nothing massive, but... Wow. I didn't think that could happen."

"So, you're saying I can't return the favor?" I asked.

"You could," Jennifer said, "But I think I want to save it for the next O-day."

*

It all went wrong from the start.

I woke up the morning of our next O-day and started reading a story, like I always did. About halfway through, with my hand stroking my cock, I went over the top. I hadn't intended to, then suddenly I was covered in my own cum. The story wasn't even that good. My orgasm had been nice, sure, but it felt wasted.

It was going to be Jennifer's day anyway, I told myself in the shower.

Later, at work, I overheard two girls complaining about their love lives. About how hard it was to find a good partner, that kind of thing. As I listened, I thought to myself, I'm so happy I don't have that problem anymore. And I realized that I was thinking about Jennifer and myself.

My satisfaction quickly turned to remorse. Then guilt. I didn't have a girlfriend or a wife. I had a sister. One who I was doing dirty things with. That wasn't a relationship, but the fact that my mind had defaulted to that setting told me a lot more than I wanted to hear.

I spent the rest of the day in a fog, lost in my own thoughts. I had to stop this before it got too serious. It was already too late. I didn't know what to do. The woman I desperately needed to speak to and the girl I couldn't say a word to were the same person. I stayed late at the office that night, even though I didn't need to. I was afraid to go home.

Finally, I trudged to the subway and went back to my apartment. Jennifer was waiting for me, but as soon as she saw the look on my face, her own smile dropped.

"Did you eat yet?" she asked.

I told her that I hadn't. "I thought we could do dinner before we, you know, do the thing."

"The thing," she said, now straight up eyeing me. Trying to find the seam where the alien had slipped under my skin. I tried to force myself back to where I'd been the day before, but I couldn't find the right spot.

So, we ate dinner in silence and then, afterwards, Jennifer curled up on the couch with her phone. The problem with edging is the same as any othermind-altering experience -- drinking or drugs or whatever. Rational, calm Jennifer would have been able to put her disappointment aside with ease. Worked up, agitated Jennifer was not.

After her third loud sigh, I surrendered. "I'll meet you in the bedroom," I said.

"Finally," Jennifer said. She popped off the couch and raced down the hallway.

I took a deep breath. I could push through this. After she came down, we could talk about things normally. I cued up my selected story and walked into the bedroom.

Jennifer was in her tank top and underwear, lying back on my bed. She gave me a short smile when I entered. I handed her my iPad, then started to slowly take off my work clothes. Everything felt off. Like a song where the beat's just a bit too slow.

When I was down to my undershirt and boxers, I sat down on the side of the bed. Slowly, I traced my sister's arm. Her eyes drifted toward mine.

"Where are you at?" I asked.

"They just got to the hotel," she said. I'd chosen one where two siblings go on a summer vacation and end up having to share a room. Standard stuff. But it was well written, and it had the scenes I was looking for.

"Take your time," I said, and started to smooth Jennifer's hair. She kept scrolling as I looked over her shoulder. When she got to the part where the siblings got naked, I took off the rest of my clothes. Jennifer followed suit.

God, her body really was incredible. It wasn't just that she was twenty-two years old, although that certainly helped. She was so well-formed. Every curve looked like it had been sculpted. Her broad chest and tiny butt. Full breasts, even lying back, and feminine hips. Despite everything that day, I saw my sister naked and got hard as a rock.

Jennifer noticed my erection. For the first time since I got home, she genuinely grinned at me. I leaned down and kissed her forehead. It felt so natural in the moment. My sister went back to reading.

The story siblings were now trying to sleep, tossing and turning. The brother started stroking himself off, so I began to do the same. A slow tease. Jennifer looked down at me, then back at the screen, her eyes flitting back and forth like a cat watching a ping-pong match.

Jennifer reached down with her free hand and explored at her folds. She was a bit ahead of the sister in the story, but I wasn't about to argue. Instead, I watched, entranced, as my beautiful sibling began to get herself off.

I knew what came next. I pushed Jennifer's hand away and put my own digits on her pussy. She reached for my cock, but I stopped her.

"Read the story," I said. Jennifer groaned. "What's happening?" I asked.

"He's playing with his sister's snatch," Jennifer said.



"Good," I said, "Let me know when they go further."

"He's kissing her breasts," Jennifer said.

I leaned forward. Took a coral pink nipple into my mouth and lightly suckled. I switched back and forth between my sister's boobs. Tickled at each stiff nipple with my tongue. She arched her back slightly and kicked out her legs. A little pre-sex stretch.

"He's moving his mouth lower," Jennifer said.

I kissed down her tummy to her twat. I opened my sister's legs as far as I could and buried my tongue in her center. Any awkwardness, any feelings of 'wrong,' had been shoved away. I lapped slowly at my sister's snatch, gradually working my tongue towards her clit.

I wish I could say that I performed incredible cunnilingus on Jennifer. That I had her screaming in ecstasy with every lick. In truth, my ex had never been big on oral (giving or receiving) and it wasn't something I'd ever gotten good at.

I hope I was at least serviceable. Jennifer moaned and shifted. I could tell I wasn't exactly blowing my sister's mind. I pressed my tongue flat on her clit and rubbed back and forth. I curled my tongue and slipped it inside.

She tasted good. Musky and not too strong. Mostly, I just liked being this intimate with her. Jennifer's legs around my head. Her pussy in my mouth. Her most private place, now completely exposed.

"He's kissing back up her stomach," Jennifer said, maybe a bit sooner than I'd hoped she'd want to. "He's reaching down, grabbing his cock.

I smiled to myself. This was my big surprise. I reached down for my dick. Quickly covered it in lube. Then brought it up where Jennifer couldn't see it.

"He's centering it over her pussy," Jennifer said, "Pressing the head against her... OH!"

I'd placed the head at her opening. My sister's eyes went wide, afraid. For a moment, she thought I'd actually done it. Then she looked down and saw the truth: I was holding a dildo in my hands.

She laughed. "That's very clever," she said, beaming.

I'd picked it up on the way home from work a few days before. Finding a sex toy shop in NYC is about as easy as getting good pizza. There's a place in every neighborhood. Or at least it feels that way sometimes.

I know it's silly, but I'd looked for one that I thought was at least reminiscent of my own protuberance. Pink with good-sized balls at the end. Neither ridiculously tiny nor straight up ridiculous. After, I'd purchased the rubber penis, I brought it home and washed it thoroughly. Finally, I hid it under the bed, waiting for this exact moment.

"Let's try this again," Jennifer said. My big reveal had, ironically, messed with the mood a little. She repeated the last few lines. I kissed my way up her stomach again. I put more lube on the dildo, just in case. This time, my sister knew to expect my rubber replacement.

I kissed the head at her opening, then slowly slid forward into her opening. Jennifer's breath quickened. She gasped.

"Wait," she said. She put her hand on my chest, pushing me back.

I looked back at her, worried and surprised.

"Is everything OK?" I asked.

"It's fine," Jennifer said, "I just..." She seemed to be making a decision. "I'm not in the mood for it right now."

"Oh," I said, "OK." I tried to hide my disappointment. The fact that my sister was setting a boundary was a good thing. "Did I mess up?"

"Oh God no. That was such a good idea, Matt. With the toy. I mean, in the moment I really thought you were about to. You know?"

"I thought you'd like it," I said.

"You put a lot of thought into it," Jennifer said, "That's what means so much to me."

"But not for tonight," I said, "Do you want me to do other things?"

"No, it's OK," Jennifer said, "Just come here. Hold me for a moment."

I tossed the dildo to the side and scooched next to my sister. Wrapped my arm around her arms and pulled her close. Her naked body pressed against mine. Jennifer let her head rest on my shoulder. She let out a big, satisfied sigh.

"This is nice," she said as I stroked her hair. I kissed the top of her head.

"Very," I said. I hated to keep comparing, but with my ex we almost never lay down together like this. It was always too hot or awkward. Our arms feeling extra, like they were locked in the wrong spot.

With Jennifer, it was like we fit together. She just slid into her spot. I could have stayed that way for hours. Even in the epic heat, her body felt comfortable next to mine. Like it was meant to be there. She played her fingers through my chest hair. We didn't say a word. Our heartbeats slowly matched.

"Hey Matt?" Jennifer looked up at me. Our faces were so close. We leaned forward.

Our lips touched.

It was like electricity. Like sharing souls. We kissed and, for a moment, we combined into one ecstatic, incredible being.

Then Jennifer jumped out of the bed.

"OhshitI'msorry," she said. One long frantic word. My sister didn't even bother with her clothing, just fled from my room, slamming the door behind her.

I got out of bed and went after her.

"Jennifer?"

She was in the living room. Her suitcase was open, and she was stuffing it full while throwing on clothes.

"I have to go," she said.

"It's OK," I said.

"No, it's not," Jennifer said. She pulled her shirt over her head. Shimmied her pants up her legs.

"Let's talk about this," I said, "Please."

"Let's not," she said.

"Where will you go?" I asked.

"I have a friend from work. I'll text her on the way. I'm sure she'll let me crash."

"Jen, I..."

The door was already shut.

My sister was gone.

*

Jennifer came back two days later, looking bedraggled and wan. I'd been texting her like crazy, but she only responded twice. Once to tell me she was alive, another to say she was coming back to the apartment.

But, as soon as I saw her, I knew it was never going to be the same. Jennifer unpacked her things like she was unloading a coffin.

"I'm glad you're home," I told her, standing off to the side. I feared if I came any closer, she'd scamper.

"I'm heading out for work in a minute," she replied. It was a Saturday. But as soon as her things were unpacked, Jennifer fled the apartment.

We reached an unspoken agreement. Like the sun and the moon, we lived in the same place, but we never shared the sky. At first, I kept up my steady diet of texts, but after a few days I realized I was only making things worse. I wrote her a long email missive, apologizing for everything and begging for her forgiveness. She never wrote me back.

We settled into our respective lives, keeping them as separate as possible. I stayed long hours at the office. It did wonders for my career ("Matt's really got his nose to the grindstone," I overheard my boss tell someone), but it broke me. I slept at home, fitful, then slipped out at first light.

I could only assume Jennifer was doing the same. I saw the evidence that she still lived with me. The mussed sheets on the futon. A used coffee mug in the sink. A couple of times, we crossed paths for a moment. We just grunted at each other, like even one word would be too much to say.

Over time, the wounds didn't heal, but they stopped festering. We didn't get any kinder to each other, but we didn't get mean, either. We settled into what I would say was a perfectly appropriate, shared living situation for two siblings. It wasn't pleasant, but it was probably for the best.

So, of course, my Mom had to go and mess it up.

*

It's your cousin Izzy's bar mitzvah," Mom said, "You have to be there."

Jennifer and I stood on opposite sides of the room, staring at the iPhone like it might detonate at any second. Arms crossed.

"I didn't even know I had a Cousin Izzy," Jennifer said, cagily.

"He's your father's sister's daughter's kid," Mom said. The speakerphone made her voice even more nasal than usual -- a feat that I'd previously thought was impossible.

"He's like, barely related to us, Mom," I said.

"I don't care," Mom said, "You were invited so you're going. Besides, it'll be good for both of you to get out of that smelly city for a while."

I looked over at Jennifer and we shared an eyeroll. My mother's best arguments were irrational, that was how she kept you from arguing back.

"Good," Mom said, taking our silence to mean acceptance, "Your father and I will pick you up Saturday morning."

*

We took turns in the shower. Got dressed in our separate rooms.

"Ready to go?" I asked, as I stepped into the living room. I was wearing a grey sport coat with a light blue dress shirt and no tie. Jennifer had on a short black dress, tight to her body. She looked amazing, of course. I made myself gaze away.

"Go downstairs," Jennifer said, "I'll join you in a sec."

That's how distant we'd become. We couldn't even share an elevator together.

We stood on the curb, silent, scanning the traffic for my parent's car like lions eyeing a passing herd of antelope.

"You look nice," Jennifer said, not looking at me.

"You, too."

"Let's just get through this and then we can get back to our lives, OK?" Jennifer said.

"Fine," I said. It was more like a hostage negotiation than a conversation.

My Dad's silver Mercedes pulled up to the curb and we climbed into the back. We said a quick hello to my parents, then stared out our respective windows.

"So, how are things?" Mom asked, turning back to look at the both of us.

"Fine," I said.

"Fine," Jennifer said.

Mom turned back around. My Dad turned up the music. We went up through the Bronx and into Yonkers. Slowly, the city ebbed away. We drove down quiet, forested streets. We were twenty miles north of Manhattan, at most. It looked like another world.

We didn't say a word the entire way. You'd think we were going to a funeral. At one point, I accidentally touched my sister's hand. She glared at me like I'd grabbed her boob.

Finally, my father turned off the main road and pulled up to what looked like a classic, massive mansion. We got out of the car and a valet took the keys. Inside, it was clearly someone's home that had been turned into an event space. According to my Dad, it used to be owned by Mark Twain, but I was dubious.

A host led us to a grand, glass-walled room with stone tile floors where they were having a cocktail hour. Warm music tinkled in the background. A waitress handed us glasses of white wine. Jennifer downed hers like she was taking a shot.

It didn't take long for the room to fill up with family. I recognized a few of the faces, but I did my best to maintain my distance. I hadn't seen most of these people in years and I would have been more than happy to keep it that way.

Unfortunately, my Aunt Cassie managed to corner me. "Matthew! I haven't seen you in ages!" she declared, advancing on me like a brigade thrusting at a weak spot in the enemy's lines.

"Hi," I said, bringing out my best fake smile.

"Where's Beth?" Aunt Cassie asked.

"We're separated," I said.

"Oh, I'm so sorry to hear that," Aunt Cassie said, "She was such a nice girl."

I did my best to slip away, but it was only the beginning. The rest of the afternoon, anytime I found a free moment, someone grabbed my arm and asked about my ex-wife. Had my parents seriously not told anyone about the divorce?

Between the alcohol and the constant questioning, I started to get a bit rowdy. Finally, I was standing in the corner when I was accosted by my Cousin Betsy. She used her broad body to wedge me into a corner. I was overpowered by the smell of old flowers.

"So, how's Beth?" she asked immediately. Not even a hello.

"We're divorced," I said.

"Oh, that's a shame," Betsy said, "She's so beautiful and worldly. You could tell she was going places, you know?"

"I suppose," I said.

"Did you have any kids?" Betsy asked. She fixed her oversized glasses on her nose. Smiled at me with yellowing teeth.

"None," I said.

"With how successful she is, I bet Beth didn't want kids to keep her back."

"Oh, she wanted kids," I replied, harshly, "She just wanted them with the dude who lives down the street."

Betsy gasped, putting her hand on her chest. I braced myself for the next barrage. Then I felt a sharp tug on my elbow.

"Sorry, he's had way too much to drink."

I looked back and saw Jennifer standing behind me. She pulled at my arm even harder. "Come on, Matt, let's leave the nice people alone."

My sister strongarmed me out of the room, through a pair of glass doors and out to a stone patio. Even in my anger, I noticed that the view was stunning. Rolling green hills flanked by the wide, sparkling Hudson River. The day had gotten warm, but with the breeze, it was actually comfortable. A few other people were out there, too, crowded around small tables. They didn't even look up as my sister dragged me along.

Finally, Jennifer let go of my arm and stared at me, arms crossed around her chest.

"So," she said. I winced, waiting for her to unload on me like everyone else. "How's Beth doing?" Then she burst out laughing.

My jaw dropped. Her mirth overwhelmed my anger and I started to laugh, too. "You see it right?" I said, "Do they really not know or are they being rude on purpose?"

"You think you have it bad?" Jennifer asked, "All day in there. When are you getting married? When are you having kids? I'm twenty-two for fucks sake."

"Sorry," I said.

"Fucking family," Jennifer said. She took a big swig of her drink.

We stood out there and stared out at the view, silent. We'd had a moment, yes, but the tension between us was still there. I focused on the view -- it was the kind of thing you saw in paintings, but never experienced in real life. Easy to forget that the city loomed behind us, cacophonous and chaotic.

After a while, we were called in for dinner. They opened up a gorgeous, grand ballroom in some other part of the house and we went inside. My Dad gave me a grim smile when he saw me. I wondered if he was aware of what I was going through that day.

A table at the front of the ballroom had cards with seat assignments on them. My parents were placed with my Dad's siblings, but they split Jennifer and I by age. My sister ended up with the younger, college crowd. Meanwhile, I found myself sitting with a bunch of couples in their forties. All they wanted to talk about was the Jets or their kids. I couldn't care less about either.

Again, I was reminded of the age difference between Jennifer and me. I was at an 'adult' table, surrounded by people with thinning hairlines and growing bellies. Parents and executives. My sister was sitting with, well, college kids. They all looked so young -- gawky and giggling, coming into themselves. If I felt too young for my table, my sister seemed too mature for hers. Both of us meeting somewhere in the middle.

After dinner, a DJ came out and started playing music. The kids all ran out and the place turned into the world's dorkiest nightclub. I don't think I ever even saw the bar mitzvah boy. I just sat back in my chair, alone, and stared at my phone.

I felt a tap on my shoulder and looked up. Jennifer smiled down at me. She took the seat next to me with a loud sigh.

"I think Uncle Dave is fucking his daughter," she said.

I looked up. I hadn't noticed it, but the music had slowed down. There were only couples on the dance floor. Sure enough, Uncle Dave and Cousin Sarah were standing close as anyone, rocking slowly to the music. My uncle's hand rested in a spot on his daughter's bare back that I wouldn't dare reach for on a first date.

"I caught Cousin Debbie getting a little close with her brother before," I said.

"Uncle Chaim pinched my ass," Jennifer said.

"Seriously?"

"Can't make stuff like that up," Jennifer said, "Oh, and did you notice how Uncle Paul and Aunt Cassie spent the whole evening glued to Uncle Abe and Aunt Patrice?"

"They're totally swapping," I said, "There's no doubt."

It wasn't all that funny, but Jennifer laughed so hard her face went red and tears rolled down her cheeks. Like letting out weeks of tension all at once. She put her hand over mine and gave it a little squeeze.

"I wonder if incest runs in families," I said, idly.

"It would explain a good many things," Jennifer said.

We spent the rest of the night, sitting at the table together. At one point, we even got up and danced. Unlike our randy relatives, though, we stayed like proper siblings, giving plenty of distance. Playfully sniping at each other as we spun around on the parquet floors.

"Is it weird that I kind of enjoyed today?" Jennifer said, as we moved to the music.

"I guess it was OK," I said.

"I hate it when Mom is right," Jennifer said.

"It was only fun because you were here," I said. As soon as the words slipped past my lips, I regretted them.

But instead of freaking out as I feared she would, my sister simply leaned in and kissed my cheek. "Same."

*

Dad got the car from the valet and we all piled in. He eased out of the circular driveway and out onto the dark roads. Nothing was well lit out here. It felt like we'd travelled to an alternate dimension or gone backward in time.

"You should take off your sport coat," Jennifer said to me, "It's too hot for that in here."

I gave her an odd look but obeyed her request. I wrestled my way out of my jacket. With nowhere to put it, I left it on my lap. Jennifer reached over and smoothed the cloth till it covered my legs like a blanket.

Once she was satisfied, Jennifer slipped her hand under the coat and, in one swift movement, reached right for my crotch. I gasped.

"You two OK back there?" Dad asked.

"Fine," I croaked out.

Jennifer didn't even respond. She just started slowly dragging down my zipper. I hadn't been hard when I got in the car -- I was pretty whiskey-dicked to be honest -- but it didn't matter. As soon as my sister went for my cock it was hard as a rock. Jennifer wrapped her cool fingers around my dick and started to rub me.

I made another strangled sound. Like a choked-out groan.

"Hey Dad, how about some music?" Jennifer asked.

My father went to reach for the radio, but Mom stopped him.

"Actually," she said, "I want to talk to both of you." She turned around slightly in her seat. Jennifer didn't slow her stroking even a little bit. If anything, she gripped my dick even tighter. Thank God for sport coats and dark streets.

"I can tell you two aren't getting along," Mom said.

"Honestly we're..."

"Arguing all the time," Mom continued, "As if I didn't raise you two to get along. I know there's an age difference but you're brother and sister. You're supposed to be friends."

We were way more than that, based on how my sister was getting me off in the backseat of my parents' car.

"I know being on top of each other can be hard," Mom said.

"Very hard," Jennifer said.

"I know that your sister makes for a tight fit," Mom said.

"Very tight," Jennifer said.

"But you two have to work together to reach your goals. Give and take. Matthew?"

"Yes Mom," I said, my voice as throttled as if Jennifer had her hand around my neck rather than my penis.

"Your little sister is soft and sensitive," Mom said, "You can't just plow into her. You have to build her up slowly. She can be playful, yes, but you need to remember she's a young girl who's looking to her big brother to help her along. Jennifer?"

"Yes Mom?" Jennifer said.

"You need to trust your big brother. I know you like to be in control. But Matthew has a lot more experience than you and that means, sometimes, laying back and letting him take charge. Just hang on and enjoy the ride. OK?"

She eyed us both very seriously, awaiting our response.

"Understood," Jennifer said.

"Got it," I said.

Finally, my mother turned around. My Dad turned on the music. But my sister didn't speed her stroking. Instead, she kept a nice steady pace. Working my dick up and down. What started out as pure bliss became something a lot like torture. Boys are simple. We want to cum. Anything in between is nice, but we like to get to the grand finale.



Instead, the one time Jennifer could feel me getting close, she reached down and squeezed the base of my shaft till the sensation went away. Once she was sure I was settled, she went back to languidly working my cock.

Finally, when I was almost ready to shout at my sister from all the frustration, the car slowed. I hadn't even realized we were coming up on our apartment.

"Remember what I told you both," Mom said as we climbed out of the car. "Together, the two of you can do amazing things."

As soon as my Dad pulled away, Jennifer started laughing hysterically.

"Jeez, does Mom even listen to herself?" she asked, "She had me going way harder than the handjob."

"What was that about, anyway?" I asked.

"I thought you liked to edge," Jennifer said, a teasing smirk played upon her lips. "And I want a massive load for tonight."

"Oh, is it O-Day already?" I asked. I had so many questions, but I couldn't bear to break the spell. I put my arm in my sisters' and walked her up to my apartment building.

"I believe it is O o'clock," Jennifer said.

As soon as we got on the elevator, Jennifer began undressing. She stepped out of her shoes, then turned around to let me unzip her. She was down to her underwear, white cotton panties and a thin white bra, by the time we got to our floor.

I lifted my sister up in my arms and carried her to the door.

"We were at a bar mitzvah, not a wedding," she said, giggling.

"I'm improvising," I said.

Holding a half-naked woman while also digging for your keys and trying to open your apartment and not alert the neighbors all at once is a challenge worthy of its own reality show. Finally, I set Jennifer down and reached into my pockets.

"Speaking of bar mitzvahs," Jennifer said, giving me a naughty grin, "In the spirit of the day, I'd like you to make me a woman."

I dropped the keys on the ground. I didn't bend down to pick them up. I just stared at my beautiful sister, standing in the hallway in her underwear, and tried to figure out what she was up to.

Jennifer reached down for my keys and unlocked the door. She led me inside, like I'd become some sort of invalid.

"I can never tell if you're messing around," I told my sister.

Jennifer sat me down gently on the couch. She began unbuttoning my shirt.

"I like to fantasize," Jennifer said, "I know, sometimes I get carried away."

"We need a safe word or something," I said, "So I know when it's pretend."

"How about watermelon," Jennifer said, "I doubt that will ever come up."

"But what if I want to compliment your massive watermelons," I said, looking pointedly at Jennifer's chest.

"I don't have watermelons," Jennifer said, laughing, "These are cantaloupes at best."

"Fine, how about strawberries," I said, "I'm sure we'll never need to say that."

Jennifer had my shirt completely undone. She pushed it off my shoulders. Traced her fingers down my naked chest. Reached down for my belt.

"So yes, in case I wasn't clear before, I'm a virgin," Jennifer said, "No strawberries about it."

"What about all those boys you told me about?"

"All those...? There were two boys, Matt. One. Two. And it was just handjobs. Maybe a little oral. That was it, though."

"So before, with the toy?"

"I got a little freaked out. It was the first thing going in me besides my fingers and, in the moment, it felt weird to have my first time to be with that ridiculous rubber dick."

"And the kiss?" I asked. OK, I guess I was taking all the risks now.

Jennifer undid my belt and tossed it aside. She unsnapped my pants and let me slip out of them. Both of us sat on that little couch in our underwear.

Jennifer mumbled something I couldn't understand.

"I'm sorry?" I asked.

"I got scared," Jennifer said it again.

"I understand," I said, "I was afraid too. Of what we'd done and what we were doing. What we would do."

"That kiss was amazing," Jennifer said, "And suddenly it was like everything that had happened the last few weeks came crashing over me and I couldn't stand it any longer. What we were doing? I mean, it's literally illegal. I got so lost in the fantasy until that kiss. And then it was all very, very real."

"It's my fault," I said, "I'm the older sibling. I should have stopped things before they got out of control."

"I think I love you, Matt," Jennifer said, "How can you stop that?"

"I think I love you, too," I said. I leaned forward. To whomever has ever complained about kissing their sister, they clearly never did it. Because this was incredible. Beyond anything I'd ever experienced. That little brush of our lips the week before had been magical. This was so much more.

We stayed there, lips pressed for as long as we could stand it. We broke apart, gasping.

"Bedroom?" Jennifer asked.

"Oh yes," I said.

We ran back to my room, trailing underwear as we went. By the time we tumbled onto the bed, we were both completely naked.

My sister toppled me over and started kissing me again. Her naked breasts trailed through my chest hair. Her warm, wet sex pressed down on my steel hard dick. I wrapped my arms around her and held her close, reminding myself she was real.

"You've got a hot young woman in your bed," Jennifer said, kissing me, "Practically half your age."

"You're rubbing your naked body on your brother," I said, "You're getting off on your sibling's dick."

Jennifer sat up. Reached down for my cock and started slowly stroking. Perched over me like she was about to pounce.

"This is wrong," Jennifer said, but there was a smile on her face, "It's incest."

"I know," I said with a sigh.

"But we're not stopping," Jennifer said, "Are we?"

"I don't think I can," I said.

Jennifer gave me a naughty grin, then shifted her body so my penis was pointing right at her opening. "Oh brother, you're so big. I don't think it's all going to fit in here."

I recognized Jennifer's fantasy voice kicking in. I knew I needed to play along.

"That's where it's meant to go," I said, "Your tiny sister snatch was made for big brother's massive dick."

"Promise me you'll go slow," Jennifer said.

"Promise me you'll be quiet," I said, "Mom and Dad are in the next room."

"I don't care. I want them to hear. I want the world to know. I love my older brother with all my heart."

Jennifer's warm nether lips wrapped around my cockhead. Already, I had to resist the urge to shove myself all the way in. I made myself lie back, let my sister slowly gorge her hungry pussy on my dick.

The head was all the way in. Jennifer's face cinched with wonder and discomfort. Down to my shaft. About halfway. My sister's mouth and eyes wide open. A little gasp and groan. Almost to the bottom. Our pubic hair tangling. Now both of us completely connected.

Jennifer stilled. She put her hands on my stomach. Eyes tightly shut.

"You OK?" I asked.

"Just. Getting used," she said.

"You feel amazing," I said, "So warm and tight."

Jennifer's eyes popped open. "I'm not on birth control," she said.

I waited for the 's-word' to tell me if this was real. She didn't say it. The worry in her eyes looked real enough though.

"I can go get condoms," I said, "The Rite Aid is 24-hours."

"No, I want to feel this," Jennifer said, "Feel you."

"I'll pull out," I said.

"You'd better," Jennifer said. I still wasn't sure if she was playing around. Oh God, how had we gotten ourselves in this situation again?

I wasn't able to think about it any longer though, because my sister started to roll her hips on my dick. I put my hands on her thighs, but I let her control the motion. Her mouth hung open. She started to breathe heavily.

"You're fucking your own sibling," I told her, "Bareback with your brother."

"I know, so good," Jennifer said.

"It's incest," I said, dragging out the word, "It's wrong."

Jennifer only moved faster. She dipped her hand into her crotch and rubbed her clit.

"You gave your virginity to your brother," I said, "What kind of girl does that?"

"Yours," Jennifer answered, "Your girl."

"That's right," I said, "You're mine now. Forever. I own you."

"Please," Jennifer said. She was full on thrusting now. Bouncing up and down on my dick. Tits flying everywhere. Grunting and mewling like an animal. Like a girl gone out of control.

I grabbed my sister's ass -- those cute, rounded buns -- and began pumping into her. Our rhythms matched like we'd been lovers our whole lives.

Jennifer's eyes popped wide. She sucked in her breath. Her whole body went taut and I watched, rapturous, as my sister orgasmed on my cock. I looked down to see. Sure enough, her toes were trembling.

My sister fell forward, gasping for breath.

"Holy fuck," she said, "I mean... holy fucking fuck."

"Good?" I asked.

"Amazing," she said, then kissed me hard on the mouth. "You didn't..."

"I told you I'd pull out," I said.

"Right," Jennifer said, "I guess I didn't edge you enough."

"Just enjoy it," I said.

Jennifer began to sit up, then collapsed forward again. Her whole body limp. I wrapped my arms around her and rolled over. Somehow, we stayed connected.

"Are you going to fuck me now, brother?"

"I've been fucking you this whole time," I said.

"That was different," Jennifer said.

I shrugged my shoulders. I didn't really get it, but I wasn't about to argue with the woman whose cunt was wrapped around my cock.

I drew back and then slid into my sister. Kept my hands on her ass as I pumped. My rhythm got faster. Our flesh slapped together. I pummeled her into the bed.

"See," Jennifer said, gasping out each word, "This. Is. Fucking. Me."

I responded by going at her even harder. My balls bounced off her bottom. Our bodies both soaked in sweat. The bed cried out in pain with every thrust. My sister groaned and gasped.

I wanted it to last forever. I could feel the end racing forward. I hadn't had intercourse in years. I hadn't had release in weeks. My sister had teased me the whole drive home. Whatever was coming, it was going to be massive.

"Getting close," I warned my sister.

She grabbed my head, stared into my eyes. "Cum in me," she said. Whined. "Please."

"Are you sure?" I asked. Waiting for that one magic word. She never said it.

"I need it so bad," Jennifer said, "I want it inside."

"But you're..."

"Fill your sister. Stuff her up."

I really wasn't sure what my sister wanted. But I didn't stop fucking her. If anything, my speed only increased.

"Put your baby in my belly. Knock me up," Jennifer said, "It's OK. I want it. Want you. Show the world what a slut your sister is."

"Jennifer," I said. It was my last warning.

"Cum in ME!" My sister cried.

I buried my dick as deep as I could. A moment later, an absolute geyser of sperm burst out of me. Pump after pump of precious fluid in a stream that was more like a tidal wave. An unending font of fertility that filled my sister so fast I could already feel the warmth of it dripping back out of her.

Jennifer's eyes went wider than I'd ever seen, then rolled back in her head. Her legs wrapped around mine. Then my orgasm overtook me, and I couldn't see anything. Only revel in the bliss as it blasted through me.

I was vaguely aware of my sister, shaking and screaming under me. Distantly, I felt every endless ejaculation of potent sperm I put inside her. Mostly, I just roiled in the intense pleasure that came from connecting in a primal way with the woman I loved.

"OHHHHHhhhhhhhh!" I wasn't sure if it was me or my sister who shouted it. Maybe we both did. I lost all sense of separation from my sister. We were one. Whole. My orgasm dumping into her. Her pleasure only accentuating mine. The both of us locked in an incestuous, impassioned, embrace.

When consciousness returned, I was still shooting the last of my seed into my fertile sister. Jennifer saw me come back and started to giggle. She kissed me hard.

"How was that?" I asked.

"You weren't supposed to actually cum in me, you jerk," Jennifer said. My heart stopped.

"You were supposed to say the word," I said.

"Yes, like I was really going to remember 'honeydew' or whatever while you were fucking my brains out," Jennifer said.

I was still buried in my sister. My dick distantly dripping the last of my seed into her sacred space. My heart broke as I looked at Jennifer and realized I'd made a terrible mistake.

"Jen," I said, "Oh Jennifer. I'm so sorry. I'll go out right now and get something. I swear it'll be OK."

Jennifer slowly extricated herself from me. She reached over to the nightstand for a tissue and lightly patted her dripping sex.

"Wow, you cum a lot," she said.

"You edged me, remember? You said you wanted a big load. Oh fuck. I really did it. I put my baby in my sister."

"I mean, probably?" Jennifer said. Then a huge smile crept across her face. "Still, we should do it again. You know, just to make sure."

My sister rolled over and kissed me so hard, I thought I might pass out.

*

At the end of the summer, with Jennifer's internship over, we called our parents and told them that she was moving out. Actually, we both were. My sister's new job paid her enough that we could afford an actual, two-bedroom apartment on the Upper East Side.

"That's wonderful," Mom said, "Are you sure you'll be OK living together?"

"I think we've got it," Jennifer said. She kissed me. Thankfully Mom didn't see that part through the phone.

We didn't tell my parents the other news, that the new apartment wasn't for two, but three. We figured we had time to drop that bomb, though. We still weren't sure if we were going to tell them the truth about the baby. No matter what we decided, we figured it would work out OK.

Both of us had great careers, good lives, and most importantly, each other. There were a lot of challenges ahead, lots of obstacles to overcome, but I knew that we'd be doing it together. That made up for a lot of other issues.

After we said goodbye to Mom, I picked up my phone and went back into my bedroom. I had some work stuff to get done before we went to sleep for the night.

About an hour later, I was climbing into bed when I got a text from my sister. It was a link to a new story. One I hadn't seen yet.

Jennifer: They fall in love in this one.

I couldn't wait to read it.






Sibling Swap by Spector_Dugan



Category: Incest/Taboo


Published: 2018-09-26


Updated: 2018-09-26


Packaged: 2023-12-03 09:28:16


Chapters: 1


Words: 32,106


Publisher: literotica.com


Summary: Fucking my sister's friend was just the beginning.


Erotica Tags: Blowjob, Cunnilingus, First Time, Impregnation, Incest, Masturbation, Oral, Reluctance, Sister


Average Rating: 4.69






Sibling Swap

This is the most personal thing I've ever written for Lit. None of this actually happened. But some of it could have.

I could have broken the story into parts, but I felt like leaving it as an epic. So be aware. Also, quick warning, this one dips dangerously close to non-consent. Everyone is over 18 years of age.

*****

The whole idea was to keep us out of trouble.

1996 marked my parents' 25th anniversary. They wanted to take a week-long trip to celebrate, but they didn't want us kids along with them. That was fine. But my parents didn't want to leave my younger sister and I alone in the house, either. I was 19 at the time and Rachel was 18. Did we really need 24-hour supervision?

Our parents thought we did, so they arranged for us to spend the week with family friends. We'd known the Callahans pretty much from birth. We lived in the same tiny town and attended the same church. Our lives ran in the same little circles. Enough to make you dizzy with it. My younger sister, Rachel, was best friends with their daughter - a girl the same age as her, named Lindsay. Lindsay's older brother, Nick, was the same age as me, too. Nick and I got along fine, I guess.

Four teenagers - two girls and two boys. Cooped up together in the middle of summer with nothing to do. In a tiny house where we'd have to share bedrooms. Where the parents, both of whom worked long hours, were almost never home.

All this in the name of avoiding trouble.

*

My parents dropped us off at the Callahan's house with a wave and a few words. Don't cause any trouble. Andrew, take care of your sister. See you in a week. That sort of thing. Then Rachel and I dragged our bags up the driveway to the house.

The Callahan's home was built into the side of a steep hill with a driveway that was famous around town for being impossible to park in, let alone to shovel when it snowed. We tromped up, dragging our suitcases behind us like they were body bags.

I looked up at the house, expecting someone to come out and help, but no one did. Especially galling, I saw Lindsay and Nick were watching us from one of the bedroom windows as we struggled up to the front door. I couldn't help but keep my eyes on Lindsay. It's fair to say I had a bit of a crush on her.

Lindsay had light blonde hair, straight and thin, that she grew down to the middle of her back. She had an angular face with lips like pink lines, usually curled into a smile. Her body was just as skinny with breasts and a butt that looked like they'd been left behind when she'd hit puberty.

It was funny to me that my sister and Lindsay were best friends, because Rachel was almost the exact opposite of her blonde best friend. Rachel had brown, wavy hair that hung just past her shoulders. Long dark lashes and emerald eyes. But those weren't the things that most people noticed about her.

I hope I don't sound like a bad brother when I say that Rachel's body was the thing boy's dreams are made of. My sister had curves that seemed made for sex, especially her massive breasts. It was like the titty fairy had gone to Rachel's bedroom first, gotten tired, and decided that instead of going to Lindsay's she'd just hit Rachel double and call it good enough.

Not that I ever noticed such things on my sister. Certainly not.

Mr. and Mrs. Callahan were waiting for us at the doorway. They had similar close-cropped haircuts, dark hair with silver threaded through. Both wore blue sweaters and tan slacks. To me, they always seemed a little androgynous.

Very much the opposite of their children, I thought, as the siblings tromped down the stairs to greet us. Despite her lack of prominent features, Lindsay was an apex woman, with deep blue eyes and a face so beautiful it stunned most boys our age to silence. Her brother, Nick, was tall with tight brown curly hair. I knew a lot of the girls at school thought he was, like, to die for.

We'd been in their house plenty of times, but the whole Callahan family still showed us around like we were strangers. We finished the tour by going upstairs. Lindsay led Rachel to her bedroom while Nick took me next door to show me where I'd be sleeping in his.

The rooms were small and similar. They each had thick carpets, dark wood dressers, and little twin beds. What I noticed first, however, was what the rooms were missing: doors.

"We took them out," Mrs. Callahan said carefully.

"The doors," I said, feeling a bit stupid.

"Yes," Mr. Callahan said. I looked at both parents, waiting for an explanation, but no one said anything.

Finally Lindsay, using a voice that I believe was meant to be an imitation of her Mother's, said, "If we can see what you're up to, you can't get into trouble."

Well that made a certain amount of sense, I supposed. Though how any teenager could properly get along with so little privacy, I hadn't the slightest idea.

I went into Nick's room and started to unpack. I unrolled my sleeping bag on the floor near his bed. Carefully hung my clothes in his closet. As I did all this, I noticed another consequence of the missing doors: I could hear Rachel and Lindsay talking. I couldn't understand what they were saying, but still. It was like sitting across the room from them, rather than being in two separate ones.

"Walls are thin," Nick explained, then shrugged. Real talkative guy, that Nick. Explained why we had so little to say to each other.

*

We sat down to a dinner of overcooked noodles and canned tomato sauce. Nick, as expected, was nearly silent the whole time. Rachel and Lindsay seemed to be in on some secret and would only whisper to each other.

So, the Callahan parents lead most of the conversation. Pedantically - with small words and measured voices - they explained the ground rules for the week. Both parents would be working most of the time, so the four of us were left to our own devices for entertainment during the day. There was a TV room down the hall and we were free to use it if we liked. We could also play in the backyard - a space so tiny there was barely enough room to have a catch. They left money for us to order lunch. That was all.

Looking back, it seems odd to me that we ever listened. It's not like the Callahans could check on us while they were at work. We could have left in the morning, looted and pillaged every house in the neighborhood and - as long as we were back in the house by the time the parents returned from work - no one would have been the wiser.

I guess that says a lot about us at the time. Rachel and I had strict parents and we were used to obeying everything to the letter. It never occurred to us to do otherwise.

*

After dinner we all sat around the kitchen table and played Scrabble. I noticed Lindsay kept looking in my direction and smiling, nervously. I didn't mind it. Like I said, I kind of had a thing for my sister's friend. I didn't have a lot of experience with women. Mostly I just watched them from afar which, I know, does not endear you to them. Quite the opposite, sadly.

It was easier for me with Lindsay, probably because I'd known her for so long. She was almost like a sister to me - a sister I could plausibly fuck. So, unlike with Rachel, it was OK for me to fantasize about being with Lindsay. Not that I thought anything would actually ever happen outside the confines of my imagination.

Despite perving on my sister's friend, I still managed to eradicate everyone in Scrabble (I've always been good with words. My vocabulary is both voluminous and multifarious). My dominating victory won me a great honor: I got to put the game away while everyone else loped off to bed. As the family left, I noticed Rachel giving Lindsay a stern look. The tiny blonde nodded slowly, then stayed behind to help. That was my sister: always standing up for me.

We started packing up the game together. So close, I could smell Lindsay's strawberry shampoo. I got so distracted, I dumped a bunch of tiles on the ground. When I stood back up, letters in hand, Lindsay reached over and touched my bicep.

"Wow, you're looking really good, Andy," she said, "The girls must be all over you."

"Not really," I said. I had grown into my body more over the past year - filled out. Not that anyone except my sister had noticed until that moment. It was a sore spot and definitely something I didn't want to discuss with one of the girls I wanted to be all over me.

"Why not?" Lindsay asked, pouting a bit playfully.

"I, um. Well I kind of have trouble talking to girls," I said.

"You seem to be doing OK right now," Lindsay said. She smiled and squeezed my arm again.

"You're different," I said, meaning that in every way possible, "You're my sister's best friend. It's like I've known you forever."

"Does that mean you don't think I'm attractive?" Lindsay said. I noticed the way her blonde hair swung as she moved the tiles back into the box. How her little chest jiggled a bit with every sway.

"Oh no," I said, perhaps too eagerly, "You're... I mean. I think you're kind of amazing, Lindsay."

She smiled at me and tossed her hair. "And your sister, Rachel. What do you think of her? I mean, I know you guys are super close. Kind of like me and Nicky."

"Oh," I said, "I mean. Rachel's cute. I guess. She's my sister so I don't really think about it."

"That's too bad," Lindsay said and winked at me. Then she folded up the Scrabble board with a loud snap.

*

There was one bathroom for all four kids (Mr. and Mrs. Callahan had a private bathroom attached to the master bedroom, but we weren't allowed to even look in there), so we all took turns getting ready for bed. While I was brushing my teeth, my sister came in and started to wash up.

"Is this OK?" she asked, "I don't want to interrupt or anything."

"Of course, Rach, it's fine. No different than we do at home."

There were double sinks, so we were able to do our evening ablutions at the same time. I watched surreptitiously as my sister washed her hands. Brushed out her thick, brown hair. My sister really was gorgeous. I could admit that to myself, at least. Oh, Lindsay made me hot as hell, but my sister was a knockout with a heart shaped face, thick lips and large, expressive eyes. I knew I should keep my imagination in check about my sister, so instead I let it run wild with Lindsay. It seemed safer at the time.

"You settling in OK, Andrew?" Rachel asked, "I know you and Nick aren't best friends."

"I'm OK with Nick," I said.

"Good," Rachel said, "I know you get nervous with social stuff sometimes."

"Thanks for the advice, Ms. Outgoing," I said.

"It's different for me," Rachel said, "I know Lindsay. I trust her. I don't want things to be weird for you this week, that's all."

"Why would they be weird?"

Rachel started to speak, but then shrugged. She leaned over, kissed me on the cheek, then left the bathroom.

*

Nick and I went to bed with little more than a shared goodnight grunt. His parents glided by the open entryway, and then the house went dark.

I felt tired. My body told me I was exhausted. My legs ached for sleep. But the floor was hard - the sleeping bag felt thin and cold - and Nick made weird snorting noises in his sleep. I found myself staring at the ceiling, watching the hours roll by. Then I heard voices coming from the girls' room. As before, I could hear them talking, but understanding what they said was another story.

Careful to stay quiet, I rolled out of my sleeping bag and then crawled out to the hallway. I stayed low to the floor, imagining I was somehow more silent on all fours. The hallway was dark. The carpet scratched at my knees. I tilted my head toward the open doorway.

"... no, never..." That was my sister talking. I still couldn't make much out. I crawled out a bit further. Stood up and leaned back like I was some super spy in a tuxedo instead of a kid in his plaid pj pants. I couldn't see anything, but now I could hear quite clearly.

"I don't care what you think," Lindsay said, clearing her throat, "Your brother is soooooo hot."

Holy fuck! My breath caught in my throat while my cock nearly rocketed right out of my pants. I thought about busting in right then. I could only stand frozen in the hallway.

"He's my brother," Rachel said, "I don't get to have an opinion."

I pictured the both of them in sexy, see-through nighties, sitting on the floor and lightly touching each other while they talked. It was ludicrous - I knew Rachel's pajamas were heavy and all-covering and Lindsay's were similarly conservative - but I wasn't going to let that get in the way of a fun fantasy. The benefit of not being able to see: I could imagine whatever I wished.

"You can't tell me you don't notice," Lindsay said, "You're his sister, you're not blind. I mean, take Nick. You think he's cute, right?"

"Oh yes," Rachel said, "Everyone at school says so."

"You think I don't think about him sometimes? I mean, he's so tall and strong. And those big brown eyes. My big brother is definitely do-able. Don't you feel the same way about Andy?"

"I mean, Andrew's super cute. But 'do-able?' I don't know."

"Well I do know and I'm telling you, he is. What's his dick like? Is it awesome? I bet it's awesome."

"Lindsay! I don't... I've never looked or anything. Come on! Are you saying you've seen Nick's?"

"Hell yes I have. Like when he's getting dressed for school or whatever. This whole open door thing has its benefits."

I smiled to myself out in the hallway. It definitely did.

"And? What was it like?" I could hear the anticipation leaking into Rachel's voice. Sneaking out despite her best intentions.

"Well I don't have anything to compare it to," Lindsay said. "But it looked pretty nice. All purple and long with a big circumcised head. I bet Andy's is even better."

"I wouldn't know," Rachel said, primly, "Wait. The open door thing. Does that mean Nick's seen you..."

"Pfffffft. Like I've got anything to look at."

"Oh come on, Lindsay that's not true."

They started giving each other compliments. You're beautiful, no you're beautiful. That kind of thing. The urge to bust in and scream 'You're both beautiful!' It was almost too much for me. The conversation got more boring from there. Once I was no longer the lead topic, I wasn't all that interested. Eventually the girls got bored, as well, and settled down for sleep.

With nothing left to listen to, I decided I should try to do the same. I climbed into my sleeping bag but their whole conversation kept racing through my head and, worse, my erection was still pushing down my pant leg. If anything, it had somehow stiffened more since I got back to the bedroom. It was keeping me up and I didn't know exactly what to do about it.

Ordinarily I'd have just rubbed one out. But I wasn't alone. I was in the same room as Nick and if he so much as suspected I might be doing such a thing... The thought was almost enough to make my penis go back to flaccid.

So I forced myself to endure and, eventually, I guess I fell asleep.

*

When I woke up in the morning, Lindsay and Nick's parents were already gone. We got dressed and then had cereal downstairs in the kitchen. I kept looking over at Lindsay. Knowing what she'd said the night before, I couldn't help but be entranced.

But all the skinny blonde did was give me a dirty look and then go back to her cereal. Like I said, I didn't really get girls. I just figured that maybe she'd changed her mind. Or that it had all been idle chatter that meant nothing in reality. I don't know what I thought, honestly. My dick was harder than ever and there was my dream girl sitting across from me and I just knew my congenital shyness was going to screw me out of screwing around with her.

After we ate, we found ourselves staring at each other around the kitchen table, blankly. We had a week to kill and already, on the very first day, we'd run out of things to do.

"Let's watch a movie," Nick said.

We all decamped from the kitchen and walked back to the Callahan's family room. It was a new addition to the house, fairly obvious from the cleaner carpets and updated furniture. Against the far wall sat the biggest TV I'd ever seen in my life. A whole 42 inches - a big deal in those days.

My parents and the Callahans were pretty similar. That's why they were good friends. But there was one major difference between the two families: my father didn't like movies and hated TV. A good book was all my father ever asked for from life. Preferably something non-fiction about a war that occurred right before human beings invented the spear.

Mr. Callahan, on the other hand, was a movie fanatic. The family room was wall-to-wall films, all carefully organized and alphabetized. He had a few DVDs, but mostly it was still VHS. Video tapes. There were titles on the wall that I'd watched with Rachel and my family before, plus probably hundreds more I'd never even heard of. Suddenly, the next week became very clear and not at all undesirable. I was going to watch every movie I could for as long as possible. This was going to be awesome!

Rachel found a Disney movie she liked and suggested we watch that, but she was quickly overruled by the rest of us. Instead, Nick suggested we christen our newfound media freedom with something much racier: Terminator. I'd never seen it, but the bad-ass dude on the box was enough to convince me.

Nick started setting up the room for the movie - adjusting the television settings, powering up the sound system, etc. I went to sit down and I realized that the Callahans' movie room had one other odd quirk.

Rather than set up the seats so they faced the TV, the Callahans had two couches that ran lengthwise on either side of the room, so that you could lie down and face the television. Apparently, this was Mr. Callahan's preferred way of viewing his movies - recumbent with only his feet to block his view of the screen.

This was fine, I suppose, if you only had two people watching TV at a time. But it made for an awkward seating arrangement for the four of us.

"How do you do it?" I asked.

"Usually Dad watches these things by himself," Lindsay said and shrugged, "Mom doesn't really like movies. When Nick and I watch, we each take a couch."

"Andrew and I can sit on the floor, I guess," Rachel said.

"Nonsense," Lindsay said, "We can all sit next to each other on the couches."

"I'm not cuddling with Andrew," Nick said, face still buried in the VCR. Apparently setting up a movie in their house was only slightly less complicated than travelling through time.

"OK," Lindsay said, "Well each boy will get their own couch and we girls can lie next to our brothers." She said this with a kind of finality, like it was the only option, and we were fools to even consider anything else.

Lindsay went over and drew the blinds, making the room almost totally dark despite the bright summer sun outside. Nick finished with the system, grabbed the remotes, and flopped down on the left side couch. I lay back on the right. The sofa wasn't really all that wide, so Rachel was forced to sort of spoon against my side. I saw Lindsay doing the same over on Nick, with far less complaint.

"Comfortable?" I asked Rachel.

"Not really," she said. I felt bad. Tried to move around. But it really wasn't good. The best we could manage had my sister resting her head on my shoulder, her hands on my stomach, and her legs wrapped around mine. Almost like a lover's.

I looked over at Lindsay and Nick. They were almost in the same exact position, but they made it look comfortable. Nick held out the remote and started the film. I felt my heart thump in my chest. The movie on the screen, the beautiful woman pressed against me. Her massive tits pressed warm and soft into my side. I couldn't tell my body that it was my sister, it just responded. I felt my dick grow harder. Amazing, considering where it had already been before we lay down. I hoped to God that my sister didn't look at my crotch. She probably could have used my dong to tell time.



"This isn't working," Rachel said.

"I'm sorry," I said, meaning it, "I can sit on the floor."

"Why don't you try this," Lindsay said, "Andy lie back like you're doing, but then open your legs. Rachel you can sit back against his chest. Like you're going together on a water slide or whatever."

Before I could argue, Rachel shifted and slid back, pressing her bum against my crotch. I prayed for my erection to go down, but prayer is apparently ineffective on penises. I braced myself for the scream of disgust. But my sister's butt nestled against my cock like it was nothing. The pressure, ironically, did make me shrink a bit (just from the needs of physics - two objects in the same place and all that). But there was no way she didn't feel my cock battering at her butt crack. How could she not?

But Rachel didn't say a word.

*

With killer robots and time travel and awesome action, Terminator was the coolest thing I'd ever seen. It was almost enough to make me forget my sister smooshed up against my cock.

Then we came to that scene. You know the one I mean. The camera panned over and Linda Hamilton was lying on the bed. Suddenly the actress was wrapped around Michael Biehn. And my whole world shattered. It was so unexpected. I'd seen a few, chaste, sex scenes in movies. Stolen a brief look at a couple of porno mags. But never anything like this. And certainly never when my sister was sitting in my lap, her ample ass pressed into my erection. The fact that it was so casually on the TV, the four of us watching, made it feel so much hotter than if I'd only found it all by myself.

My cock felt like it was going to rip right through my shorts. This was sex. Kissing. Writhing. Her breasts in his hands.

Then I heard Nick make a little grunt. I looked over. The room was really dark except for the movie and so I could mostly only make out the shadows. Nick grunted again and Lindsay shushed him.

I realized that the guttural noise kind of reminded me of the sounds I made when... rubbing myself. At first, I thought I was crazy. That my eternally aroused state was making everything sexual. How would Nick be doing that with his sister right there? Wouldn't she notice?

I heard Lindsay shush her brother again. A long low "shhhhhhh" like calming a baby. It looked to me like she was stroking his hair with one hand. I couldn't see the other. Nick's leg kicked against the couch. He whimpered and his whole body went stiff. Then very slowly he relaxed, like drifting down to sleep.

"Sorry," he said, almost panting, "Banged... banged my leg there."

"Hey guys, Lindsay said, "Let's pause the movie. I need to use the bathroom."

Lindsay leapt up and scampered out of the room, arms straight at her sides. Rachel got up after her, leaving me and Nick behind.

"You liking the movie so far?" Nick asked. He seemed to be sinking into the couch. His voice slow and distant.

"Yeah, I mean, I've never seen anything like it."

"Yeah it's greeeeeaaaat."

*

I got up to use the bathroom. Another door that the Callahans had ensured could not be closed. I mean, seriously? How was anyone supposed to use the toilet?

It worked to my purposes in that moment, though. I could hear the two girls were in there. I assumed my same position: flat against the wall, head tilted. Sure enough, I could hear everything.

"...it's fine," Rachel said, "It's just weird."

"What? Lindsay said, "Since when is cuddling with your brother weird? You said you guys do it all the time."

That was true, mostly. At home, when watching TV with our parents, Rachel and I would always sit next to each other. Sometimes she'd even rest her head on my chest a little. My sister was really the only person I had in the world and I guess it made us close.

"It's just..." Rachel said, "I can feel his, you know, his thing. Poking me the whole time."

"Is it awesome?"

"Lindsay! No. I mean, OK it's kind of neat. It feels huge and hard and I don't know how it would ever... But that's my point! That's my brother's thingy."

"You can say penis. I mean you should really say dick or cock or shlong but penis is at least a start."

"Fine. I feel my brother's penis and it's making me think about dirty stuff. Especially after that last scene. I'm pretty sure he could feel me soaking the seat cushions. I don't know whether to be horrified that he thinks I pissed myself or hope to hell that's the only thing he thinks it is."

Now that Rachel mentioned it, I did remember the couch feeling a bit damp. I had assumed it was sweat, but now... Wow.

"Isn't it fun?" Lindsay said, "Watching that sexy stuff with him pressed against your parts?"

"Come on Lindsay. You wouldn't want to feel that way about your brother."

There was a long pause. Then Lindsay sighed.

"Fine," she said, "I don't want you to feel weird. We can switch spots. Does that work?"

I heard them start to leave the bathroom and I quickly jumped back. The two girls turned the corner and stared back at me. Did they know I'd been listening? I tried to say something, but my tongue lay dead in my mouth.

I managed to squeak out the word "bathroom" and that seemed to break the spell. Lindsay and Rachel walked off, looking at each other almost knowingly.

*

When I came back to the TV room, Nick was still lying in the same place I'd left him. I got into my spot. Then, without saying anything, Lindsay walked over and sat at the far end of my couch. She leaned back, so I could see most of the TV. My feet had to rest on her legs, but otherwise it was fine.

My sister sat on the couch across from us the same way. Nick was even taller than me, as I said, but his feet still fit right over my sister's lap.

"We ready to go?" Nick asked, and then started the movie.

Well, this was much more comfortable. My erection even went down a little. But I have to admit, I was a little sad that I was no longer sitting with my sister. Like there'd been this moment - I couldn't say what, exactly - and now I was regretting the lost opportunity.

I glanced over and saw Rachel shifting a little in the light of the TV. Twisting to see the screen. Her hands rested idly on Nick's feet. I felt Lindsay do the same to my own tootsies like they were little hand rests. Casual contact.

Then I felt Lindsay's hands tighten on my feet. They weren't just resting now, they were pushing. My heels dug down into Lindsay's lap and I knew immediately - through my socks and her shorts - that she was pressing me into her place. Her sex. She moved her bottom upward to meet my feet. Slid back and forth ever so slightly. Her whole body strained.

"Ahhhhhhh."

Lindsay settled back into the couch. Her skin slightly pinkish and slick. The slight blonde smiled at me. But she held my feet in that same spot.

*

After the credits rolled, Lindsay declared it was time for lunch and ordered pizza. She paid with her parents' money and we sat around the kitchen table, eating off paper plates. It was nothing, but it felt like such freedom. To watch movies and eat pizza. And do other things.

It seemed like there was so much to say. But apparently whatever had happened during the movie wasn't worth mentioning. Less than a forgettable moment, it seemed to have simply been wiped away. Surely Lindsay would say something about what she'd done. Surely my sister would have noticed and spoken up. And what about Nick? What had happened before with him?

We stayed silent.

After lunch, Lindsay and Nick sent Rachel and I to find another movie while they stayed back to clean up. We picked something that Rachel wanted, a romantic comedy we'd watched together probably a hundred times. Then I walked through the dining room and back to the kitchen to tell the Callahan siblings what we'd chosen. As I stepped into the room, I heard the siblings arguing.

"Yes, you do," Lindsay said, "It's the only way to get what you want, Nicky. Trust me." She looked up and saw me staring at the both of them.

"You will," Lindsay said to her brother. Then she smiled at me. "Nicky's going to make popcorn. Like a good brother."

As if that explained everything.

*

Nick set up the next movie and then we assumed our same positions. But this time Lindsay came up to the front of the couch.

"Sitting up there hurts my neck," the tiny blonde said, "And I could barely see the screen."

I opened my legs and she climbed in, resting her back on my chest. Her cool, golden tresses fell back on my chest. Lunch had let me soften slightly, but not nearly enough. Once again, I was left to wonder how a gorgeous girl could not say anything about my member, so obviously straining against her backside.

Nick spread his legs open and gestured for Rachel to sit like Lindsay was. My beautiful, busty sister looked back at us, almost wistfully, then sat down as Nick had directed her.

Then he pressed play.

*

I wasn't into the movie, mostly because we'd seen it so many times. I'd only agreed to it for my sister's sake. So, I spent more time kind of half paying attention to the movie and more focusing on the fact that Lindsay - incredible, hopefully gettable Lindsay who'd said I was hot the night before and had clearly gotten off on my foot - was resting her butt right against my impossibly hard cock. That her whole body, in fact, was up against mine.

I heard some rustling from the far couch and looked over. Like I said, the Callahans kept their movie room pretty dark, so I couldn't make out much. But it seemed like my sister and Nick were shifting around a lot.

They were still clearly seated in the same position, but it looked like maybe Nick's hands were resting on my sister's legs instead of at his sides. Lindsay looked over at the noise, as well, and shushed them both.

Then she reached for my hands and put them right on her own bare legs. Lindsay was wearing shorts, it was hot despite the A/C, and I felt the exciting intimacy of my skin on hers. Lindsay had skinny little legs, like the rest of her, yet holding them was almost more than I could handle. I wondered how Rachel felt with Nick's hands on her the same way. She had as little experience as me, I knew, and I wondered if she was glorifying in Lindsay's brother's touch as much as I was in grabbing Lindsay.

I heard more shuffling on the far side, and then a little gasp. Before I could look over, Lindsay grabbed my left palm and placed it right on her sex. Now it was my turn to gasp and her turn to shush me.

Lindsay didn't say anything. She leaned back and stared at the screen like, of course, where else would my hand be? I couldn't feel much. Mostly just the khaki of her clothes. It was more the knowledge of where my hand was than anything. And yet... She did feel a bit warm and damp.

"mmmHMMMMPH." My sister squeaked. She stretched back, then shot forward. Her hair askew. It looked like she was trying to catch her breath. Her hands were at her sides, tracing her bare legs. Nick's hands were... somewhere else. I couldn't exactly tell.

Then my sister looked over at me. Her eyes met mine, then suddenly skittered downward. Ashamed.

Without really thinking about it, I squeezed my hand over Lindsay's crotch. I couldn't really feel anything, just more cloth, but knowing I was touching Lindsay's pussy was more than enough. My cock jumped in response, which, I mean I didn't think it could even get this erect. My balls had started to ache, as well. Throb. I'd never felt anything like this and it was a little scary. Was this a medical emergency? How in the hell could I ever explain this to anyone?

Lindsay shifted out of her spot between my legs. Oh crap. Had I gone too far? I'd gone too far and now she was pissed. Crap. She lifted herself up, then squeezed over to my side against the cushions in the semi-spooning position.

"Sorry," she said, "That's more comfortable."

"Oh. OK." I was sure she could hear the disappointment in my voice. I'd had my hands right at the entrance to heaven on a woman I thought was an absolute angel and just like that she was gone. If that missed opportunity with Rachel had been a letdown, this felt catastrophic.

I looked up at the movie and realized it was probably halfway gone without me even noticing. People were talking. I guess this scene was supposed to be cute or funny? I don't know. I was about to look back over at my sister when I felt something warm touch my leg.

Lindsay. Lindsay's little pink hand was resting on my bare thigh. Lightly twisting through my leg hair. I looked up at her, confused, but the tiny blonde just smiled back at me. She slid her hand up under my shorts. Around my underwear. I searched Lindsay's face, desperate, but she stayed impassive as if focused only on the job at hand.

Her fingertips brushed against my erection. Bare skin to bare skin. I'm sure I gasped in that moment. Probably shouted. No one noticed. Lindsay's hand felt warm, yet foreign. The sensation was incredible. She wasn't doing anything, barely even touching my cock. Yet it was already the most amazing thing I'd ever felt in my life.

Then Lindsay, in a way that I hadn't even dared fantasize about, slid her hand up and lightly ran it down the length of my shaft. She allowed herself a little smile.

"Awesome," she mouthed the word at me, then released my dick. Lindsay put her finger over her mouth, then reached over and pulled at the button of my shorts. Almost painfully slowly, she pulled down my fly, tooth by tooth, so it made hardly a sound. After what felt like ages, my pants were open. My hardness bending upwards in my boxers.

Lindsay reached into the fly and pulled my penis free. The cold air was a shock, but Lindsay's little hand on me was even more amazing.

I couldn't help it. Instinct took over. I looked over at the other couch, afraid. Both Nick and Rachel were staring straight at the screen. Then Lindsay gave my penis a squeeze and she had my full and unwavering attention.

Lindsay was just playing with my dick, really. Moving the loose skin up and down. Pinching at my purple head. Exploring. Her thin fingers barely wrapped around my cock and something about that seemed oh so sexy.

She slid her hand down to the root, then back up to the top. Slowly. Experimenting with tightness and speed. I felt her free hand sort of dance against my chest, over my shirt. For a moment, I thought that maybe I should do something back to her, but my hands were locked at my side.

Lindsay worked her fist up and down my shaft. Faster. Almost exactly how I would stroke myself. Her arm pumped. Her face cinched in concentration, her eyes locked completely on my penis as she pumped it.

She had me. Completely. And all I could do was lay back, amazed at how she could have complete control of my entire body with only that one little hand. I felt the pressure building in my balls. Begging to blast up my shaft. A low groan started to build in my belly. A shout.

Lindsay's free hand went up to my head and started stroking my hair.

"Shhhhh," she whispered in my ear, "It's OK, baby."

"Sssssooooo goood," I gasped.

"I know. It's OK. Whenever you want."

I nodded. Eyes wide. Lindsay smiled at me. Still rubbing my hair, my face. My whole body suddenly stiffened.

"Now?" she whispered, then she pressed her lips to mine. I felt the pleasure explode out my cock and radiate across my entire body. My shout swallowed in Lindsay's little mouth.

Her hand quickly covered my cockhead as it shook. This. It was like nothing I'd ever felt before. I'd brought myself to this place in this exact way and yet it seemed like I was at another destination entirely.

Another convulsion. Another. It felt like I had an endless stream of sperm running right into Lindsay's waiting hand. Then, finally, it slowed and stopped.

When she was sure it was safe, Lindsay lifted her lips off mine. She smiled, then showed me her hand, covered in thick white strands like she'd just taken on Spider-Man. Lindsay looked at it herself.

"Oh wow," she whispered, "That's a lot. I mean way more than... That's a lot a lot."

I saw her slip her hand down and sort of rub it on her shorts, on the inside of the couch. The room was dark enough, I guess, that no one noticed. I settled back into the couch, barely able to stay awake. Lindsay giggled and rested her head on my shoulder

*

After the movie was over, we decided to take a break. We still had another three hours before Lindsay and Nick's parents came home. Plenty of time for another movie. But everyone agreed we wanted to do something else. At least for a little bit.

Lindsay and Rachel went into Lindsay's room and I followed Nick into his. I'd long ago buttoned up my pants and if he noticed any spatters on my shorts, Nick didn't mention it. We heard the girls talking, of course, but not what they said. And I couldn't exactly sneak into the hallway with Nick watching.

So instead, we both grabbed books from his shelf and started reading. He had something about the '92 Mets and I decided to dig into that. A few minutes later, Nick announced he had to use the bathroom. Before he was even gone, I raced over to the wall. I couldn't risk the hallway, but I could hear things pretty clearly anyway because the girls had gotten loud.

"But I don't want to," I heard Rachel say.

"Well that's not exactly fair, is it?" Lindsay said.

"I mean, I don't even know what to do," Rachel said. She sounded really upset. Frantic.

"Oh, that's easy," Lindsay said. The blonde was clearly calm. Maybe a bit frustrated but nothing more. "Here, I'll show you. Hang on."

There was some rustling. It sounded like Lindsay was digging through her closet. Finally, the noises stopped. I looked over at our open bedroom door. How could it take Nick this long just to use the bathroom?

"What is that?" I heard Rachel ask.

"Don't worry about it," Lindsay said, "It's not like I need to use it hardly ever anymore."

"What does that mean?"

"Well. You know. Look, do you want to learn this or not?"

"Do I even have a choice?" Rachel asked, resigned.

"I did it for Andy," Lindsay said, "Nick did it for you."

"I didn't ask for either of those things."

"I didn't see you complaining, either. Let me help you with this. Trust me, it's awesome. You said you thought Nicky was cute, right? So pretend this is him. Grab it at the base and slowly slide your hand up the shaft till..."

"Hey man, what's up?" Nick had walked back into the room without me noticing.

I jumped back from the wall, but what I was doing had been obvious. "Just, ummm. Nothing," I said.

"Those two sluts are really something, huh?" Nick said, gesturing toward his sister's room with his head. I wasn't sure if I was more surprised that he called his own sister a slut or angry that he'd called my little sis the same thing. "I think I'm going to have to get Lindsay neutered or something before she fucks the whole neighborhood. I mean, seriously, it's like she's in heat. If your Rachel is half as..."

I turned to Nick and glared. "Half as what?" I asked. When had the tall boy started talking so much? And where was the goddamn mute button?

"Jeez, man. Chill out," Nick said, arms raised in surrender, "I was just joking around. Rachel's really hot, that's all. You can't tell me you never noticed."

"So's Lindsay," I said in response.

"Oh, I've definitely noticed that," he said. He started to sit down on the bed, then stood. "Fuck it. Reading sucks. Let's go watch another movie."

We went over to tell the girls, but both of them were already standing in the hallway. As if they'd been listening in on our conversation. Rachel looked at Nick and then stared down at her shoes. Lindsay gave me a strange little smile. The four of us went downstairs.



*

"I think that last movie gave me diabetes," Nick said as he started going through his Dad's collection. "We need to amp things up."

"I don't want to watch anything scary," Rachel said, "Or with too many explosions. Let's choose something romantic. Or sweet."

Nick rolled his eyes at me.

"I have an idea," Lindsay said, "It's totally romantic but I bet you boys will like it too. Let's go into Dad's secret collection."

A mischievous smile grew across Nick's face. "Yes," he said, "We should totally do that."

"What secret collection?" Rachel asked warily. They couldn't mean what I thought they meant. Mr. Callahan was so... generic. Almost gender-less. Him and his wife. I'd always assumed Nick and Lindsay had been adopted. Or grown in a test tube. How could a man like that possibly have...

"Porn!" Lindsay said, triumphantly. She reached behind a false wall in the shelving and, sure enough, there was a whole stack of dirty movies waiting there for us. The collection wasn't nearly as exhaustive as the regular movies Mr. Callahan had displayed on his walls, but there was plenty more than I'd ever imagined him owning.

"The motherlode," Nick said.

"I'm not sure this is romantic..." Rachel said, but her protests were weak and she knew it. She sat down on the couch and waited for us to choose one. There were a surprising number of options here - Mr. Callahan clearly had eclectic tastes. There was girl-on-girl stuff, interracial, gang bangs. College girls with older men. Anal. Everything. A veritable smorgasbord of sexual perversion. This level of easily accessible porn went way beyond anything I'd ever imagined, let alone seen. Even the local video rental place offered far less than Mr. Callahan's private collection.

"See, now this is a vacation right here," Nick said. Lindsay smiled up at him almost beatifically. Like he'd found the golden idol and she couldn't wait to worship. It suddenly occurred to me -the two siblings seemed to know exactly where to look to find their father's collection. They'd watched these before, and not alone, either.

This wasn't some secret they'd snuck past each other, the way I imagined siblings would. Waiting till the house was empty and then watching - volume down low, just in case. This was something the two of them had clearly shared. I started to wonder what else they'd done together. The thought of Lindsay lying back on the couch and rubbing herself off while her brother was beside her tugging on his...

"Oooh, how about this one?" Nick said, holding up one with two women doing a sixty-nine on the cover. His hand was covering the title, so I couldn't see it, but I could easily guess at the content.

"Let's start with something more basic," Lindsay said, "Don't want to shock our poor friends right from the start."

"Fine, fine," Nick said. I wondered if he'd been hoping the video would convince our respective sisters to experiment. "How about this one?"

"Oh yes," Lindsay said, "It's got a little bit of everything."

It was your standard 'girl meets a bunch of guys and fucks all of them' video. I can't remember what it was called, but it was everything I'd been given to understand about porn. The bad acting, the worse music. Impossibly large dicks and lots of big-boobed bimbos.

Again, we resumed our places on the couches. I lay on my back with Lindsay between my legs while Nick and my sister did the same. After Lindsay's hand job, I thought my dick might calm down. Instead, I was already stiff from everything I'd seen and heard. My rock-hard cock pushed right up against Lindsay's tight little ass.

Unlike before, however, I didn't really worry about her feeling my dick. She'd already stroked me off, after all. Held my hard-on in her bare hands. And now we were watching porn together. So, if anything, I wanted her to feel me pressing into her private places. Hoped that maybe it would encourage her to get me off again, at the least.

Sure enough, as the movie started, Lindsay pushed her backside up against my cock. Then she slid back a bit more, making it so my erection was centered right at her pussy. We were both wearing clothes, it was just a bit of rubbing, but still it felt incredible.

The TV groaned. A woman was lying prone over a desk in an office, getting fucked from behind. We'd already gotten to the good stuff and I'd hardly noticed. Instead I looked over at the other couch, where another, somehow even more interesting show was about to begin.

Rachel was sitting between Nick's legs the same as Lindsay was between mine. I was sure his dick was just as insistent against my sister's bottom as mine was on her best friend's. They didn't seem to be humping the way Lindsay and I were. Instead, I watched as Nick slid his hands up Rachel's sides and then grabbed right at my sister's massive boobs.

I couldn't help but feel jealous, but I couldn't say of what exactly. It wasn't just that Nick was getting a feel while I wasn't. It was that he was feeling my sister. As if, for some reason, I guess I thought she should be mine.

My envy made me bold. I tried to reach my hands around to Lindsay's tits, but she just pushed my hands back. The tiny blonde kept slowly rocking on my cock, but that was all. It takes a lot of gall to have a girl bouncing up and down on my dick yet be mad that I couldn't touch her tits - only over her shirt no less - but there I was.

Then, worse, Lindsay slowly stopped rubbing herself on me. Great - I'd aggravated her right out of my action. The tiny blonde looked over at Rachel and Nick. Tried to grab my sister's attention and made little gestures with her head.

"Get on with it," she hissed between closed teeth. Rachel sort of lowered her head, resigned. She turned around, unzipped Nick's pants and took his dick out right there on the couch. She gasped as his pinkish pole popped out. Nick groaned. Lindsay giggled.

To this point we'd been fooling around in a way that could at least be somewhat denied. Always in the dark, subtly, as if no one would notice. This was right out in the open and it took things to a whole new level.

Rachel wrapped her hand around Nick's dick. It was smaller than mine - almost as long but definitely thinner with a slight downward curve. My sister started stroking it up and down. Slowly. Not being teasing - she just seemed to be struggling to get much of a rhythm. Not that Nick seemed to mind, his head lolled back on the couch. Eyes squeezed closed.

Again, the jealousy grew in my stomach. It made me really upset, seeing this. Like Nick's own sister wasn't still rubbing her shorts-covered pussy up and down my cock in that same moment. Because as soon as Rachel had started on Nick, Lindsay had returned to her own pleasure.

I just felt possessive. Over my own sister. As if the only dick she should be touching was her brother's. It didn't make sense. But I felt sick about it all the same. It didn't help that Rachel looked so hot doing it. Focused on his dick, tongue sticking out of the corner of her mouth in concentration. Her thick brown hair hanging over her hands. The way her massive tits jiggled as she worked him. Still hidden in her shirt, but still.

Maybe Lindsay sensed my discomfort because she suddenly slid off of me and spun around. Everything was out in the open now, so she went right for it - pulled my pants and boxers down in one shot till they were pooled around my ankles. My cock leapt free. Hard and purple and ever so happy to be out in the cold air of the Callahan's living room.

But he wasn't out for long. Lindsay dove down and swallowed my cock whole.

"Oh GOD!" I said. I couldn't help it. Her mouth was so warm and wet. I looked over and saw my sister staring back at me. At her best friend sucking off her brother. And, for a moment, I swear I recognized that same jealousy in her eyes.

But then Lindsay began sucking my cock with abandon and the only thing I could focus on was between my legs. Her silky, golden hair teasing at my bare skin. Tickling my balls. Her little pink mouth stretched wide around my thick, dark shaft. She grabbed the base of my dick with her hand and started jacking me into her mouth.

"Oh Lindsay. So good," I said.

"Mmhm," Lindsay said, as if agreeing with me that her mouth was pretty much the best thing in the entire universe. The little blonde wasn't interested in taking her time. She worked me like there was a timer going off behind her. Like, if I didn't cum in the next minute, she'd lose the million-dollar prize.

She had nothing to worry about. It was the first blowjob I'd ever had, my first time even near a woman's mouth. I wouldn't have lasted if she was the worst cocksucker on the planet. But Lindsay was like a cum-milking machine and my dick couldn't even handle the lowest setting.

"Lindsay," I said, trying to warn her, "I'm going to..."

"MmHM," she said it again. So casual. And then my pleasure rocketed up my shaft and right into Lindsay's mouth. I think I screamed as I did it. I don't really know because the ecstasy grabbed hold and everything went blank for a moment.

When I opened my eyes again, as my cock slowly deflated in Lindsay's hungry little mouth, I saw her gulp gulp gulp my sperm down her throat. A bit had dribbled out of the side of her mouth and she lapped that up as well. She carefully let my dick fall out of her mouth. She gave it a little pat and then smiled at me.

"You really do cum a lot," she said with a smile, "Such a good boy."

I fell back into the couch cushions and looked over. My kid sister was still slowly stroking Lindsay's big brother.

"Jeez, you're still working him?" Lindsay asked, "You're really bad at this." Rachel looked down, her cheeks red. "Alright let me help you with him."

Lindsay hopped off the couch and went over. She pulled Nick's cock from Rachel's hands and started stroking him up and down, hard. "Like this," Lindsay said, "That's how he likes it."

Lindsay was rubbing off her own brother and he wasn't saying a word. In fact, Nick looked quite content with this turn of events. And not only were the brother and sister sharing something that no siblings were supposed to do, they were acting like this was something totally normal. This is what he likes, Lindsay said, as if she knew it quite well. Familiar, in the strangest sense of that word.

Lindsay took Rachel's hand and put it on Nick's cock. The two of them now worked him up and down, in rhythm. Nick groaned lightly and arched his back.

"Going to cum," he told the girls, as if that wasn't already quite clear. His sister and my sister both started stroking faster. I saw Rachel had a little smile on her face now.

"In your mouth," Lindsay told my sister, "Just like I did for Andy."

Rachel's stroking slowed. She looked nervous again, but she shifted her body upward. Tentatively, she opened her mouth and wrapped it around Nick's dick. Nick bucked as my sister's thick, dark lips closed around his cock.

"Oh FUCK!" he cried.

Lindsay raced up to the other side of the couch and held Nick's head. Stroked his hair. "It's OK, baby," she told him, "It's OK. I've got you."

My sister started sliding her hand up and down Nick's cock, like coaxing his spend into her mouth. Nick trembled. He shook. His leg kicked out hard and Rachel made a loud, "Hmph!"

She choked and coughed, but she stayed on Nick's dick. His little sister comforted him the whole way through like he was a sick patient wracked with fever. As Nick's shaking stopped, Lindsay slowed her petting motion. Rachel sat up. Cum dribbled down her chin. Nick's dick gave one last shot and it splattered on her shirt. Right on her gigantic tit.

Rachel looked over at me and her smile sort of melted back. I couldn't help but think that she looked a little sad. Remorseful. She gulped down what was in her mouth and then she wiped her face with her sleeve. Her eyes on me the whole time. As if saying, 'I'm sorry.'

"Yay!" Lindsay said and clapped her hands. "Good job!"

The woman on the TV screen moaned loudly. We'd gotten so involved, I'd forgotten she was even there.

*

We sat around the table, eating breaded chicken and boiled vegetables with Mr. and Mrs. Callahan like it was nothing. Like their little girl hadn't been sucking my dick an hour before. As if my baby sister hadn't just swallowed their son's load.

It was so odd. Like it was all a dream. Only I couldn't figure out which was the reality. The crazed fucking around while we watched movies or this, the genteel dinner around the kitchen table.

Almost right after we'd finished each other off in front of the movie, the Callahan parents had texted that they would be getting out of work at a good time and would be home to make dinner. We quickly cleaned up, put away all of Mr. Callahan's porn, and sat down like good children in front of the TV before Mr. and Mrs. Callahan came home.

No one had much to say while we ate. I did my best to eat my rubbery chicken and hoped that no one would ask about how we spent our time. I wasn't sure I could answer with a straight face. After dinner, Mr. Callahan went into the TV room to watch a movie (something from his public collection, I assumed) and we were all shuttled off to bed. An 8:30 bedtime seemed ridiculous for a bunch of 19- and 18-year-old kids, but apparently that's how it went.

Once again, Rachel and I both brushed our teeth in the bathroom. Rachel would barely meet my eyes while we did it.

"Are you OK?" I finally asked her. She really did seem upset and it worried me. I couldn't bear it if my little sister was feeling bad, even if I'd been feeling good for the same reasons. Like I said, we were close. We had a few friends at school, but mostly it was just Rachel and me. Most of the other kids teased us for it. I knew there was a rumor that we were fooling around. At the time, I'd thought those kids were being gross. Now? Now I was starting to wonder if it was me who was wrong all along.

"I'm alright," Rachel said, "How about you?"

"I'm great," I said, "I mean. How could I not be?"

"Right," Rachel said, "Of course."

"Did you not want to...? I mean, if Nick forced you to."

"No, he didn't force me," Rachel said, "I wanted to make him feel good. I just... I'm glad you had a good time. That's all." Then she got real quiet.

Back in the bedroom, the evening sunlight leaked through the blinds while Nick softly snored, and I stared up at the ceiling. Why was Rachel so upset? When she said she wanted to do those things, I believed her. If anything, it seemed more like she was unhappy about what I had been doing with Lindsay. That didn't make a ton of sense to me either. Yes, seeing my sister fool around with Nick had made me envious. But just because I was broken that way didn't mean my sister was. Couldn't.

Nick snorted and mumbled in his sleep. Apparently, going to bed before the sun was down was just fine with him. I was wide awake. The events of the day still holding me hostage.

I couldn't believe Lindsay, the girl I'd been fantasizing about forever, had sucked my cock. Right out in the open like that, too. And then my little sister had done the same for Nick. Then the Callahans had called and... I put it together. I knew why my sister had seemed so upset.

I rolled out of bed and made my way into the hallway, quietly. I could hear Mrs. Callahan washing dishes. The dramatic music of Mr. Callahan's movie. And, distantly, I could hear Rachel and Lindsay talking again.

"... was OK," Rachel said.

"Just OK?" Lindsay asked, "Well I can tell you. Your brother? It was amazing. We just have to get you more practice, that's all."

This time, I didn't hide. I didn't listen, hoping to not be heard. Instead I walked right up to the open bedroom door. Stupidly, I knocked on the frame, like they couldn't see me standing there.

Both girls were sitting on the floor of Lindsay's room in their pajamas. Lindsay was wearing a floral, sleeveless top with ruffles on the shoulders and matching pajama pants. Rachel had on a long t-shirt with Tweety Bird on it that ran down past her knees. Both girls looked more adorable than fuckable. Though that just made me want to fuck them more.

They both looked up at me at the same time with the same shared look of surprise.

"Is it OK if I come in?" I asked. Lindsay gestured for me to enter. The whole 'no doors' thing didn't really give her much of a choice.

"I was thinking about this afternoon," I said. Lindsay gave me a wicked smile. Rachel blushed a bit and stared down at the carpet. It was purple with a big white unicorn in the center. The busty brunette traced her fingers up and down the horn.

"It was awesome, right?" Lindsay said, giving Rachel a little playful shove.

"Yes. Totally," I said, "But I realized I never got the chance to, you know, return the favor."

Both girls looked at me, eyes wide. Not with fear or anger. Something else. Excitement? Lindsay definitely looked like she was ready to burst.

"Really?" Rachel asked. Her voice oddly hopeful.

"Well yes," I said, "I mean, like, it seems only fair."

"I told you your brother was awesome," Lindsay said, "Let me guess - big, stupid Nick's already passed out, huh?"

"Yes, but, I was thinking. I mean, I wouldn't mind..."

"We'll need to be extra super quiet," Lindsay said, looking knowingly at the door, "But I'm not turning down an offer like that." Without another word, the tiny blonde shucked her floral pj pants right off. Then she took off her panties, as well and - Wow. There it was.

Lindsay's nether lips were gaping and dark purple. A thin layer of light blonde hair was on the top of her mound. So wispy it was barely there. She sat back on her elbows and spread her legs.

I looked over at my sister, expecting her to do the same, but she just blushed again.

"Do me first," Lindsay said, "Then we can deal with her." We. Oh boy oh boy oh boy.

I got down on all fours and went between little Lindsay's thin, pink legs. I could smell her scent, heady. I was raring to go. Then I froze. I'd never seen a pussy before. Not like this. What was I supposed to do?

"Start with your fingers," Lindsay said, "Feel around. Gently. I'll tell you what to do from there."

So I ran my fingers up her thick outer lips. It didn't take long for me to find her dripping, wanting hole. Right where my cock would go, I thought to myself.

"Put your finger in there," Lindsay said. I slid it into her with ease. Her little mouth almost sucked it in, I swear. Well, I could figure things out from there. After all, if my pointer was a penis it would just go in and out, in and out... So that's what I did. She felt pretty open and so I slid another finger inside. The walls of Lindsay's little pussy hugged my digits tight.

"There you go," Lindsay said, "You're a natural. Took so much longer with... Anyway, keep doing that. But now put your head down lower."

I did so. What had been a whiff of Lindsay's sex was now strong. Almost overwhelming. I did what came naturally and gave her pussy a big long lick. From the top of my fingers still buried in her hole all the way up to the bottom of her pubic bone. The beautiful blonde shivered and gasped.

"Oh fuck," she said, "Yes. OK. Use your other... Other hand. You should feel a little bump at the... fffffUCK. That's it. Yeah. Try to... To lick there. Oh. OH FUCK."

"Remember to be quiet," Rachel said, shushing her friend.

"You be fucking quiet when he's fucking... Fucking. FUCK!" Lindsay bit down hard on her lip. Her face went cherry red. She made a loud squeak. Then another.

"Hmph. HMPH!"

I kept pressing at her little nub with my tongue. Jammed my two fingers in and out of her seeping snatch. Suddenly the little blonde's whole body bucked. Her chest thrust upward. Froze. Then she fell back to the ground panting. Gasping for air.



Lindsay's hands shot down and pushed me away. "Oh God. Too good. Too much. Can't... Fuck." She fell back to the ground like she'd been shot. Her face slowly drifted from red back down to pinkish.

Rachel and I watched as the beautiful blonde slowly recovered. Lindsay's eyes slowly focused and she looked over at my sister.

"Your turn," Lindsay said.

"Um, I don't know," Rachel said, nervously shifting her legs back and forth.

"Oh, come on," Lindsay said. The tiny blonde stretched out long and languid like a lazy cat. "You were just saying before how worked up you are. And you saw for yourself how good it's going to be."

"Yes, but... My brother," Rachel looked over at me shyly.

"So?" Lindsay asked, "It's a working, warm set of fingers and a tongue. Who cares who it's attached to. No offense Andy."

I just nodded. To be fair, I had been feeling a bit... objectified. Though only in the best of ways.

"Unless..." Lindsay paused, as if thinking, "You'd like me to do it?"

"Oh," Rachel looked back down at the carpet, "I mean. Not that I wouldn't, I just... I don't know. Are you sure I have to do this? I'm sure it'll be fine in a little bit."

"Those are your options," Lindsay said, "Him or me."

"I came here to... I wanted to take care of you," I said, "Let me help."

Rachel nodded shyly. She seemed to be thinking about it. Caught between incest and a lesbian.

"Andrew," Rachel said. Choked it out, like my name got caught in her throat. "I trust you." Her voice still quiet but now clear. "I trust my big brother to take care of me. Always."

Lindsay made a noise that sounded disappointed, but when I looked the little blonde was grinning from ear to ear. I nodded at Rachel solemnly.

"I'm happy to do it for you, sis," I said, meaning it.

Rachel nodded back at me. Then she lifted her long pajama shirt up over her head. She wasn't wearing a bra, and suddenly my sister's incredible, bare breasts were exposed to both of us.

I sat - stared - dumbfounded. If anything, my sister's tits were even better than I'd imagined. If little Lindsay had plums then Rachel was holding honeydews. Maybe more. Yet they sat high on her chest as if they were so magnificent the laws of physics simply did not apply. My sister's peachy nipples pointed outward, shouting her arousal for anyone to see.

Rachel was down to a pair of baby blue panties. I noticed a massive dark spot in their center, almost like she'd peed herself. Rachel paused her strip tease. Stared down at the floor.

"Holy fuck, sis," I said, "Your body's fucking incredible."

"You think so?" Rachel asked, her voice almost too quiet for me to hear.

"Yes, it's goddamn amazing," Lindsay said, clearly meaning it, "Now take the rest off so he can see the whole thing."

Rachel reached down and slid off her little, blue panties. Unlike her best friend, my sister had a large patch of thick, dark curly hair that went from the top of her pussy to almost an inch below her belly button. It made her look wild. Wanton. Ironically, Rachel's puss was smaller than Lindsay's, tidier, with taut lips that seemed almost demure.

My little sister sat in front of me, completely naked for the first time. She smiled, shyly, then stared back down at the carpet unicorn. She looked so innocent in that moment. So afraid. Something about that should have made me protective, instead it only made me want her more. Almost predatory.

I climbed between Rachel's legs and pushed her thighs wide. I crawled up to my sister's sex. Her smell was different than Lindsay's - subtler. Without a pause, I slipped my pointer inside my sister.

Rachel's breath caught as I entered, and I couldn't tell if it was pleasure or pain. Unlike Lindsay - who'd taken two fingers and felt like she easily could have held more - my single digit already felt too big for Rachel's tiny quim. Her pussy clamped down on my finger. Like even this invasion was already far too much.

Carefully, I started to slide my pointer in and out of my little sister's little pussy. She squealed, then dropped onto her back.

"Shhhh," Lindsay said, her eyes were wide. "They're going to hear you." She reached down and held her best friend's arm.

"Uh huh," Rachel said, not even noticing the contact.

As Rachel's pussy flowered, her magic button grew outward like its own little erection. No need to search this time. I bent down and latched my mouth on to her clit.

"MMMmmmmmm," Rachel gasped. Lindsay shushed her again. I didn't think my sister was being as loud as the little blonde had been before, but Lindsay now seemed to think that the slightest sound would bring a premature end to our performance. I didn't want that to happen. Not before I got my sister where she needed to go.

Still, I figured faster was probably better, so I started lapping at my sister with abandon. She tasted so good, so feminine. Rachel's legs popped up and wrapped around my head. She kept mumbling, "Oh God. Oh God. Oh God."

Lindsay let go of my little sister's arm and reached over to lightly cradle her head. "Shhh. I've got you. Almost there."

I saw an opportunity and I couldn't stop myself. I ran my free hand up Rachel's flat stomach and grabbed hold of her humongous right breast. Like you would do any different. I gave it a good squeeze. Her hard nipple scratched at my palm. God it was amazing. Like holding heaven in my hand.

I moved my finger in time with my tongue. Rachel's legs went taut. Her pussy, impossibly, got tighter. Her cries louder. And then she started this long rambling monologue, her words getting faster and faster until they all crashed together. "Fuck. I mean. I don't think I've ever. OhMyGod. Never. Oh fuck. Ohfuck. OHFUCK!"

My little sister kicked her legs out straight. Threw her head back. Rachel's jaw dropped open and a little high-pitched eeeeeeee escaped. Just as her hissing breath was about to become a shout, Lindsay dropped down and gave my sister a hard, deep kiss.

Goosebumps ran up and down Rachel's arms and legs. She was locked in place, her whole body shaking. Screaming into Lindsay's open mouth. The sexy blonde stroked Rachel's thick brown hair. Finally, I felt my sister's body relax. Her muscles unclenched.

Lindsay gave my sister one final little kiss and then let Rachel breathe. The buxom brunette took a deep, ragged gasp, like coming up for air. Then she bore down, gritted her teeth, as another orgasm ripped through her. Rachel's eyes rolled back in her head. She clenched again. Squeezing the orgasms out of herself. Drop by drop.

Finally, Rachel flopped back onto the carpet, arms and legs outward. I slowly slid my finger out of my little sister. I heard a little sob and looked up. Huge tears were running down Rachel's face.

"Oh my God,' I said, "Oh God I'm so sorry."

"It's OK," Rachel said, choking through her tears, "I'm OK. I guess this is a thing I do? After I cum? I don't know. I mean, never. Not like that. Holy fuck."

Lindsay was still holding Rachel's head, lovingly. Then she looked over at me and her eyes went wide as saucers. "Holy fuck, Andy."

I saw where she was looking. While our attention was elsewhere, my cock had managed to slip out the fly of my pj pants. It pointed out like a steel bar, as hard as I'd ever felt it. I'd been so involved in the girls' pleasure, I'd forgotten my own.

"That thing is huge," Lindsay said, "I mean, look at it. Seriously Rachel, look at your big brother's big... Fuck."

"It's not like you didn't see it before," Rachel said. Her tears had stopped and now she was sitting up, smiling goofily. "I mean, it was in your mouth and everything."

"I know," Lindsay said, "It's just... I didn't get a really good look until now."

"It is pretty awesome," Rachel said.

"See?" Lindsay said, "I told you. OK Andy, don't worry. We'll take good care of you."

Rachel looked over at her best friend, confused.

"Boys aren't like us," Lindsay said, "You can't let them get all worked up and leave them like that. We have to take care of him or he'll go crazy."

I wasn't going to argue with that. I mean, sure I'd come in to make up for the previous favor. You know, all selfless and stuff. But in the moment my dick was so hard it hurt and I certainly wasn't going to turn down pretty Lindsay's generosity.

"Here, we'll do it together," Lindsay said. She grabbed Rachel's hand and pulled her forward like they were getting on the Ferris Wheel.

Lindsay didn't bother with my pants, she just reached out and grabbed my cock where it was sticking out. Then she took my little sister's hand and put it right on my shaft, above her own. The two girls made one long fist together. Pumping me.

"Oh Fuck," I said. My head lolled back. Lindsay shushed me. Then she let go of my dick, leaving Rachel to keep going. Lindsay leaned down till her mouth was right over my aching cockhead.

"Oh, aren't you such a big boy," Lindsay cooed to my cock. My penis shuddered in response, dripping out a huge glob of pre-cum. "Ohhh you want to be in a pussy so badly, don't you baby? Don't worry, I'll take care of you."

Rachel kept working me up and down. Her massive tits shook with every stroke. Lindsay opened her mouth and sucked my head inside. Her best friend, my baby sister, was jerking me off right into her waiting mouth.

"Oh God," I said.

"I think he's close," Rachel said.

"Mmhm," Lindsay said.

Lindsay licked around the ridge of my cock head and then right up the slit. That was all I needed. My whole body cinched and, just like that, my cock exploded down the little blonde's throat. She didn't say a word, just reached over to slow Rachel's hand.

One huge burst. Another. I looked up at my sister and she smiled at me almost proud as my body surrendered to the ecstasy she'd helped provide. As much as I'd cum before, I had plenty to feed into Lindsay's hungry mouth. Eventually it was too much for the little blonde and my spend started seeping out of the corners of her lips. After cumming more than I could ever have expected, my penis finally went soft. The blaze of my pleasure smoldered down to a dull glow.

Lindsay sat back with a silly smile on her face, then swallowed it all with one huge gulp. She reached up to her face, where some of my sperm had escaped, and picked it up with her finger. Then the little blonde held it out in front of my sister.

"Here try some," Lindsay said, "It's super awesome."

I thought Rachel would shy away, but instead she opened her mouth and sucked my spend right off Lindsay's finger. Then the buxom brunette stuck out her tongue at both of us to show she'd eaten it all.

"Kind of salty," Rachel said.

We heard some banging downstairs. Rachel and I both looked at Lindsay, but she seemed calm.

"I think we're OK," the blonde said, "But we should probably clean up real quick to be sure."

I hurriedly tucked my dick - now quite pliant and happy after his time in Lindsay's mouth and Rachel's hand - back into my pajamas. Lindsay found her pants and pulled them up while Rachel got her shirt back on. I have to admit feeling a little sad to see such beautiful femininity be put away.

Once we were dressed, Lindsay gave me a little shove on the shoulder and told me to get out. I started to leave, but then Rachel grabbed my hand. She gave me a kiss on the cheek, then whispered into my ear. "Thanks. You're a good brother."

I was about to say that this didn't seem like the kind of thing that good brothers do, but Lindsay started frantically shooing me out.

"Yes, you're the best," the blonde said, "Now get the fuck out of here."

I quickly scampered back to my own bedroom. The Callahan parents were still downstairs, I could hear them. Nick was snoring, maybe even louder than before. Everything that had just happened, the entire day, I was blown. I wanted to recount it all to myself. To remember it moment by moment.

I passed out almost immediately.

*

When I got up the next morning, I was alone. Nick had woken up at some point earlier and slipped out without me waking. I quickly dressed in a t-shirt and shorts and made my way downstairs.

Mr. and Mrs. Callahan had already left for the day. Lindsay, Rachel, and Nick all sat around the table with empty plates in front of them. Breakfast already finished. Nick was wearing the standard t-shirt and shorts - we had essentially the same wardrobe, I reflected. The girls were both wearing short jean shorts and cami tops. Lindsay's blue one covered her tits so completely she looked almost flat chested, while Rachel's red one made it look like her boobs were about to bust right out of it.

"Way to wake up," Nick said. I was learning to prefer his awkward silences over his confident exclamations.

"It's OK, Andy," Lindsay said, "We know you had a long, hard night." The blonde got up and gave me what had been left over from their meal - some overly crispy eggs, two cold pieces of bacon, and dry toast. I devoured it all like it was a royal feast. All that work had worked up my appetite.

As soon as I was finished, Nick jumped out of his seat and clapped. "Movie time!" he said and practically sprinted back to the TV room.

"Someone woke up excited," I said.

"Someone missed his midnight treat," Lindsay said. She rubbed the top of my head affectionately and then padded after her brother.

I looked over at Rachel, but she just shrugged and stood, following the sexy siblings out of the room. As good as yesterday had been, I knew that today would be even better.

*

"Swapping Sexy Couples Part Six."

The words were emblazoned across the VHS tape box in massive silver lightning bolt letters. Nick was holding it up in the air triumphantly, like he'd won it in a tournament.

"Oh, that's one of my favorites," Lindsay said. She jumped onto the couch so hard I heard the springs creak as they bounced her up and down.

Nick looked at me and Rachel with a dirty grin. "It's going to be tough for you two to catch up on the plot cause you haven't seen the first five parts," Nick said, "But I think you'll be able to figure it out." He snickered to himself at his joke. Then he bent over and began messing with the VCR.

I turned to Rachel again. I kept expecting her to say something. But instead she just blushed a bit and sat on the couch, waiting for Nick to join her. I sat down on the opposite side and Lindsay cuddled up next to me. She put her long, thin arms around my neck and gave me a little kiss on the cheek. "Never got a chance to thank you for last night," she whispered.

"It was nothing," I said.

"If that was nothing, I can't wait until you give me something," Lindsay said. She reached down and squeezed my cock through my shorts. Holy fucking fuck.

Nick stepped back from the TV, as if examining his masterwork. Then he lay back on the couch next to my little sister. He grabbed the remote and pressed play. We four all settled back into our standard positions: Rachel laying between Nick's legs. Lindsay resting between mine. My dick, already rock hard, also assumed the standard position - driving itself into the crack of the little blonde's nearly non-existent bottom.

The movie didn't waste any time with exposition. It started straight off with two couples both making out separately on opposite sides of a couch. On one side was a bald dude, muscular, with lots of tattoos. He was kissing a cute, chubby brunette. On the other side was a skinny guy with a thick, dark mustache. He was making out with a tall girl with short, blonde, curly hair.

Neither of the women was really all that attractive, though I guess the brunette was kind of OK. Still, it was people getting ready to have sex - it's not like I was looking away in horror. Unlike what we'd seen yesterday (or, to be fair, what we'd mostly not-seen), this didn't feel like a big movie production. They seemed more like real couples who'd made this themselves. It felt rougher, dirtier, and that made the whole experience feel oddly intrusive. Like we were looking in on real people's lives.

Almost as soon as the movie started, Lindsay jumped off the couch. She went over to Nick, grabbed the remote from him, and paused the show. We'd been watching for five minutes, tops. The onscreen couples were still fully clothed.

"I have an idea," Lindsay said, holding the remote like it was her laser pointer and this was a serious presentation, "Let's play Mirrors."

"Oh yes," Nick said, "That's awesome. With all of us, we could really do it properly for once."

Lindsay nodded enthusiastically in agreement. "Exactly!"

"What's 'Mirrors?'" Rachel asked.

"Oh, you're going to love it," Lindsay said, "It's really simple. We match whatever they're doing on screen. So, like, if the couple is kissing, you kiss. If they take off their shirt, same thing. See? Easy."

"We'll each pick a couple," Nick said, "We usually, ummm... I mean, me and Rachel will take the ones on the left." He meant the skinny, Luigi-looking guy and his frizzy girlfriend.

"Perfect," Lindsay said.

"So, we just... start kissing?" Rachel asked.

"For starters," Lindsay said, "When they go, we go."

"I don't know," Rachel said. She started glancing around the room, like she was looking for an escape route.

"Rach, it's fine," Lindsay said. She went over and squeezed my sister's hand, "Seriously. No one's doing anything different than before. Think of it like pretend. We're pretending to be the people in the video - you're not doing anything at all."

Rachel took a deep breath, then nodded.

"Good. You and Nicky are on the left," Lindsay said, "Me and Andy are on the right. In three, two, one..." She pressed play.

The couples started making out again. Lindsay sat next to me on the couch. Our mirror couple, conveniently, was right across from us. I glanced over and saw that Nick had leaned in and started kissing Rachel. Lindsay turned my head to her and pressed her lips to mine.

My first real kiss with a real live girl. The beautiful, little blonde I'd had a crush on since I could remember. Fuck yes. Her lips were thin, but soft. I did my best to pay attention to everything going on around us. All I wanted to focus on was kissing Lindsay.

The brunette had her hand on the bald guy's cheek, so Lindsay put her hand on my cheek. I couldn't see where the guy had his hand - it was somewhere around the back of the girl - so I took advantage and reached down to cup Lindsay's tiny butt. She jumped a little as I grabbed her shorts-covered bottom. Instead of complaining, however, the tiny blonde snuck her sexy, pink tongue into my mouth, making our kiss - somehow - even more engaging.

Lindsay took hold of my shoulders and steered us to the side so we could both watch the TV. It meant that I couldn't really see Rachel and Nick, but I could still hear the wet noises of kissing nearby and I assumed they were continuing the same way. It was almost too much to keep track of: the two couples on TV and the four of us in the family room.

I didn't need to worry about following the plot, though. Lindsay had clearly seen this movie before and so she did all of the steering for both of us. The chubby brunette took off the bald dude's shirt. Lindsay reached over and did the same. Started tracing her fingers over my bare chest.

Both TV guys were now bare-chested. The kissing was nice, no doubt, but I was starting to wish that my avatar would do something more. My cock was straining against my shorts something awful. Lindsay grabbed my hands and pulled them down to the hem of her shirt. Yes! The bald dude had finally started undressing his girl.

I pulled Lindsay's cami right off. She wasn't wearing a bra and I gasped, delighted. Lindsay's little titties shook a bit as they were released from her shirt. The little blonde was basically boobless compared to my sister, but there was something super-sexy about that, too.



Lindsay had stopped kissing me, so I could see that my mirror was now sucking on the brunette's boobs. Well, I didn't need any more of an invitation. I bent my head down and took Lindsay's right nipple right into my mouth. She gasped and grabbed the back of my head. I heard Rachel's breath catch too, and I imagined it was for the very same reason.

"Holy fuck your tits are fucking awesome," Nick said, his voice muffled by my sister's tit flesh.

"Your guy didn't say that so you can't, either," Lindsay said. She was clearly not happy hearing her brother compliment my little sister's giant gazoogas.

I redoubled my effort on Lindsay's tiny titties. Sucking on the one while stroking on the other. It probably wasn't exactly what the guy on screen was doing, but I didn't care. Lindsay's nipples seemed to be super sensitive and every time I latched on to one her whole body trembled.

I let her nip slide out of my mouth and looked up. The guy was taking off his girl's pants now. Both couples were doing it at the same time. Almost choreographed. I tried not to think about Nick ripping off Rachel's shorts, but I could hear her squeal as he did it. I let myself be distracted by Lindsay, instead. I reached down and popped open the sexy blonde's bottoms, then slid them down her pin-stick legs. She kicked them off to the side and giggled.

The couples went back to kissing so I did the same. I danced my fingers across Lindsay's tiny tits.

"These are fucking amazing," I told her. She gave me a dubious look. "I love them. I really truly do."

"There's nothing there to love," Lindsay said, pouting.

I kissed her on the lips. "Your little" kiss "boobs" kiss "are the sexiest things" kiss "I've ever seen."

"Hey!" Nick called out, "If I can't talk then you can't talk."

I shrugged and kissed Lindsay again - on the lips this time. She smiled back at me, practically glowing. I felt her push her chest out - now proudly offering me her breasts - and I happily held on.

On screen, the chubby brunette pulled off her partner's pants. The more I saw of this girl, the more I thought she was kind of hot. I found myself wishing she'd get totally naked soon. And yes - I was making out with a girl with my half-naked sister nearby and I was perving on a third girl on the TV. What can I say? I'm an overachiever.

Lindsay quickly got my attention back. She pulled down my shorts, letting them fall to the floor. We were both down to our underwear. I glanced over and saw that Nick and Rachel were in a similar state of undress. Though, Nick seemed to only have eyes for my sister's massive mounds. He barely blinked as he stared at them.

The four of us were breathing heavily. The A/C was blasting but we were covered in sweat. All of us, only one more piece of clothing away from total nudity and... who knows? I mean, it was porn, right? So, I had a pretty good idea of where things were going. But how long would we stick with the script? Was there a point where we would stop? At oral? At more? I couldn't imagine losing my virginity - right there in the Callahan's living room - to my crush girl while my sister lay next to me losing hers at the exact same moment. But then, I suddenly couldn't bear the thought of not doing that, too.

The moment was so heavy with possibility. I could be licking Lindsay's snatch. She could be sucking my dick. We could be... fucking. Anything could happen and it seemed like I was buried by every option.

"Switch!" Lindsay said. The whole world seemed to stop. I thought I'd pictured everything. But that one had never occurred to me. Holy fuck.

I looked up and, sure enough, the Luigi-looking guy was now making out with the chubby brunette while my bald, muscular mirror was fondling Ms. Frizzy. I looked at Rachel, both of us frozen in mid-make out.

"Come on guys," Lindsay said, "Switch switch switch."

"But," Rachel said, "My brother."

"He's not your brother," Lindsay said, "He's the guy on screen, remember? It's pretend." Before my little sister could argue further, Lindsay marched over to Nick and started kissing him. She rolled her hand at Rachel as if to say, 'go on, get on with it.'

Rachel slowly slinked across the room to me. I wrapped my arms around her waist. Looked down into those loving green eyes. And just like that I kissed my sister the way no brother ever should. I'd licked her sex the night before, but this felt incredibly more intimate. Wrong in a way that was far too right. Rachel's lips were thick and soft. Her mouth wet and inviting. I pulled her close to me, felt her tremendous tits press against my bare chest. The hardness of my cock ground into her warm, spongy pussy. Still covered by our underwear, but still.

My little sister hummed in my mouth, a low satisfied groan. Any complaints she could have had seemed to slip away. Neither of us were really looking at the screen. So lost in each other. Kissing Lindsay had been amazing. Sexy. Kissing Rachel - fuck - this was so much more. My little sister seemed to feel it, too and she squeezed her body up to mine like she was trying to merge us into one uber-sibling.

I kissed down her neck to her chest. Gently suckled on her immense breasts.

"Ohh, that's nice," Rachel said. Her breasts looked a little distressed, and I wondered if Nick had been too rough with my sissy's titties. I did my best to just touch, not grope. Suck rather than bite. Rachel's body responded. She had her pussy right against my cock now and she was pressing into it urgently. Groaning and gasping.

We fell back to the couch. Rachel lying on top of me. I could see the TV again - we had fallen behind. Both couples were totally naked. I looked over and saw that Nick and Lindsay were right there, too. The little blonde was bare from her wispy pubes to her itty-bitty breasts. She had her thin fingers wrapped around her brother's cock and she was slowly stroking it while they kissed. This was not tentative. They weren't pretending for the sake of the game.

But then, Rachel and I were no better. I excitedly reached down and slid off my sister's panties. She didn't say a word, just grabbed the top of my boxers and pulled those down, too. We gasped, simultaneously, as her bare pussy landed on top of my uncovered cock. Skin to skin. Holy fucking yes. Her thick dark pubes tickled at my shaft. We went back to kissing, even more passionately than before. I felt my sister grind her sex down on mine and I started to...

"Come on guys, try to keep up," Lindsay said. I looked over and saw she was kneeling in front of her brother - cock in hand - matching the couple on the left. The two on the right were doing the opposite: the girl was down on the couch, her legs spread, with the bald guy's head between them.

Well, don't mind if I do! Rachel smiled at me, a little shyly. She seemed excited by this turn of events, as well. We shifted and my sister matched the woman on screen. She sat back and held her legs as open as far she could, exposing her hairy little pussy to me. Her nether lips so perfectly pouty.

I dove down, tongue first, to taste my sister. Oh fuck, I'd forgotten how much I loved her nectar. Her smell. The way she writhed under my ministrations. One lick and she was no longer her own. Mine.

"Wow, looks like I definitely chose the right couple," Nick said, "Seriously, man, better you than me."

I heard a slapping noise and saw that Lindsay had hit her brother, hard, on his bare butt cheek. But she kept his cock in her mouth. She sucked back and forth with abandon, humming and groaning. Her hand was between her legs.

I turned back to my happy little sister. I didn't care what Nick thought - if anything I felt like he was the one who was missing out. I lapped Rachel from top to bottom then slid my finger into her open puss. I thought she'd be a bit more open - after all she'd had a finger in her the night before and she was obviously really aroused. If anything, though, my little sister's little snatch was even tighter now. It barely let my pointer in past the knuckle.

I was starting to think I should try switching to a pinkie when my sister suddenly sucked in all her breath and straightened. Her legs kicked out.

"aaaaaaahhhhhhhhhHAAAAAAAA!" Rachel screamed. She beat her fists into the couch. Arched her back. Then slowly settled back down into the cushions. She didn't sob this time, but I saw a little tear escape the corner of her eye.

Tenderly, I wiped it away with my thumb.

"OK?" I asked.

"Uh huh," Rachel said. She reached down to grab my cock.

"Switch!" Lindsay shouted. The couples had gone back to their original partners. I saw that Nick's dick was still sticking out, purple. He had a pained expression on his face. His sister had left him out to dry. But then, the dude onscreen hadn't blown his load either. So, I guess we were still following the film.

Nick grabbed my sister's hand and tried to steer her head to his cock, but Rachel pointed to the screen. The couples had gone back to kissing again. Nick groaned in frustration. Our couple was doing the same, but Lindsay just smiled at me.

"Don't worry, I won't make you kiss my cockmouth," she said, "Although if you wanted to give me what you gave to Rachel..."

I looked up and saw that, sure enough, my guy was between the brunette's legs now. Apparently, I had the cunnilingus dude.

"Ha ha," Nick said. But his girl wasn't sucking his cock either. She was just stroking him with her hand. Not that Nick was complaining, I'm sure, as my little sister reached for his dick.

"Remember, he doesn't cum so you don't either," Lindsay told her brother. She sat down on the couch and held her legs apart.

Nick nodded confidently, but then my sister grabbed his dick, gave it one strong stroke, and he shook like he'd been shocked.

"Ah. Oh fuck. FUCK!" Nick cried. He bent at the waist and his chest ran red. Just like his sister, I thought. A huge glob of his cum shot out and hit my little sister's shoulder. Another. Nick was clearly aiming for Rachel's tits or her face, but my sister wasn't working with him, so he ended up all over the place. Slowly he slumped down to the ground.

"Dammit, Nicky," Lindsay said.

"I'm sorry, sis," Nick said, gasping, "It was just... Too good."

"Yeah, I'll bet," Lindsay said. She looked over at her brother and my sister with disdain. She still had her legs open, hoping we could continue, I guess. As much as I was sad that no one had even touched my cock yet, I also felt relieved (and maybe a bit proud) that I didn't blow my load before it was time. After all, there were far better (and wetter) battles on the horizon for those who could hold their weapon without it exploding in their hands.

"Give me a moment," Nick said, "It'll come back. Always does."

"Uh huh," Lindsay said.

My sister sat back on her heels. Thin white streams of Nick's sperm ran down her chest. She eyed it oddly, then got up to get a tissue and wipe it off. Whatever happiness I had slipped away, seeing my little sis spattered in another dude's semen.

"It's OK," Lindsay said. I couldn't tell who she was comforting. Me? Nick? Maybe all of us? The little blonde sat up, clearly giving up on getting her turn under my tongue. "Let's take a break. All this action has me hungry for lunch."

*

We all got dressed again and ordered Chinese delivery. There was something off-putting about eating naked, especially things like noodles, and so it just made sense. Again, I mourned a little as the two beautiful girls covered up their bare bodies. But I was also comforted by the fact that they'd almost certainly be naked again soon enough.

After lunch, Nick announced that he needed a nap and stomped upstairs. Ironically, reaching the heights of his pleasure had dropped him into a foul mood. Lindsay, too, seemed snippy. Fidgety. Of course, I couldn't exactly be calm either. My balls were aching, and my cock hadn't shrunk even a centimeter.

Yet I had to agree that we could probably use a little time away from each other. I went up to Nick's room. He was already passed out when I got there. I lay back on the sleeping bag on the floor, but I was so worked up I couldn't even close my eyes.

"...help me out."

Lindsay. I could hear her clearly. I got up off the floor and snuck out Nick's open bedroom door. Stood in the hallway in my now standard position.

"Yes, you can," Lindsay said. Both girls were in her room. I wanted to steal a glance, but I couldn't risk getting caught. I imagined they were still in their jean shorts and camis. Probably sitting on the floor, cross-legged, like they usually were when I walked by.

"I don't even know how," Rachel said.

"Sure you do," Lindsay said, "It's practically the same parts."

"Yes, but I mean. I've never even done it with myself. You know?"

"Wait seriously?" Lindsay asked, she tutted her tongue, "So you mean the first time you ever... Was with your brother last night?"

"I mean, not exactly?" Rachel said, "I kind of, like, stand under the shower head a little? When I'm like really, um, worked up. But never like that."

"Come on Rachel, it's not fair," Lindsay said. "You got to go, and I didn't."

"I bet Andrew would come in here and help you," Rachel said.

"He's in my brother's room and I don't want to risk waking up Nick. Besides, you're the one that got to cum so you have to give me one back. It's only fair."

I heard nothing, just heavy breathing for a moment. Then I heard a tiny, feminine squeal. I couldn't help myself, I had to look. I dropped down to all fours - I don't know why, I guess I thought I was sneakier down on the ground? - and crawled over to Lindsay's open door.

The tiny blonde was lying on her back. Her shorts and panties stretched around her ankles like they'd tripped her. My little sister was kneeling between Lindsay's legs. The voluptuous brunette was sitting up, but her hands were down at Lindsay's sex. Like performing an operation. Only the best kind I could imagine.

"No, not like. Ugh," Lindsay said, "Slowly slide the one finger in me. Yeah. Now another. Oh! There you go."

Rachel was facing the other way. There was no way she could see me. But Lindsay twisted her head, opened her eyes, and saw me kneeling there. Somehow, she had sensed me staring at her. The old predator's instinct. I thought she would scream or worse. Instead the sexy blonde winked at me and smiled.

"That's a good girl," Lindsay said, "Good job, sweetie. Now take your other hand and put your thumb right on my... OH! Oh yes! That's right. Rub it back and... Back and forth fuck! You're doing such a good job. Yes, Andy's little sister is going to... Going to make me CUM! Yes, she is."

Lindsay looked right at me as she said my name. Then her eyes rolled back. Her head flopped down and her back arched up. "Ha AH!" she cried, then giggled. Her body collapsed down to the ground.

"That's good," Lindsay said. She pushed my sister's hands back out of her snatch.

"That's enough. For now. That'll hold me for now."

"That was OK?" Rachel said.

"That was fine," Lindsay said, "We should probably go sneak by the boy's room though. Make sure they didn't hear anything."

I took Lindsay's warning well and hurried back to the safety of Nick's room. I lay down on my sleeping bag and squeezed my eyes shut, hard. A few minutes later I heard footsteps and guilty, girlish giggles.

Once I thought it was safe, I risked cracking one eye open. Both little sisters were gone.

*

Nick woke up a little while later and we both stumbled back downstairs. The girls were sitting at the table, eating potato chips like everything was normal.

"Next movie?" Lindsay asked. She eyed her brother pointedly - specifically his crotch.

"Cute, sis," Nick said, "Yes, I'm ready to go. Told you he'd come back."

Only took two hours, I thought, but I didn't say anything. I knew that insulting Nick would only upset his sister. I wanted, needed, a happy Lindsay. I could keep my smart remarks to myself. As the girls walked past me, Lindsay gave me a wink, but Rachel looked down at the ground. Embarrassed. Did she know that I knew? Or was this just the general bashfulness that came with our continuing escapades?

We went into the TV room. Nick started digging behind the shelves again, but Lindsay shoved him out of the way. She clearly had something specific in mind. Like Yoda ripping through Luke's supplies in Empire, the little blonde grunted as she looked at each title, tossing it behind her.

"It has to be in here somewhere," Lindsay said, "Ah ha!"

She jumped up, triumphant. The box was all black, like it was the most illicit thing amongst all the illicit things. The most poisonous of the poisons.

"Oh YES!" Nick said, "Good call!" He sounded more excited by the movie than he had when he came all over my sister.

"What is it?" Rachel asked, nervous.

"Oh, you're going to love it," Lindsay said, "This is perfect for the next part of our Mirror game."

Lindsay slid the tape out of its sleeve and into her palm. The cassette was no more labeled than its box had been.

"This is only two people this time," Lindsay said as she popped the VHS tape into the machine. It hummed gratefully for its next meal. "So, both couples will have to mirror the one on screen. But the situation - it's so much better. So much more... appropriate."

I couldn't imagine what she meant. Was this movie about people watching a movie and making out? Maybe they were on couches in a suburban living room or something? Or wait, I knew. The two people in the movie probably looked like Lindsay and Nick. Or me and Rachel. That had to be it.

None of us went to our respective couches. All of us stood in the middle of the room, legs rooted to the ground. We stared at the TV, like it had told us it was about to do a magic trick. Lindsay pointed the remote and pressed play.

Nothing. Black screen. Then the title popped up. Rachel gasped. My stomach did flip flops while my tongue went totally still. Lifeless. I couldn't even get a grunt out.

"Sibling Love," the screen said.

Holy fuck. I'd figured out by then that Mr. Callahan was hiding quite the pervert under his sexless exterior. But this... This was beyond what I could have imagined. I couldn't believe something like this even existed. It was there, on screen, but my mind denied the reality. So far from the world I thought I knew.

The title faded back and showed two kids sitting on a bed. The boy was wearing only his boxer shorts. The girl was in her underwear as well: little pink panties and a thin, white bra. They were both young and cute, but not in a porn way at all. The bedroom didn't look like a set - it looked like a bedroom. This looked... Real.

The siblings were probably in their early twenties and they really did look alike. The boy's short brown, bowl cut hair was the same color as his sister's shoulder-length locks. Their faces had similar shapes - nose and mouth and eyes. The sister was really pretty in an innocent sort of way. I could tell she had tiny little titties under her bra, like Lindsay. The way she kept looking over at her brother then back at the camera, though. Nervous yet wanting. It reminded me of Rachel.

"Come on, what are you waiting for?" Lindsay said. Just like that, she took off her shirt and shorts, matching the girl. Nick smiled at his sister, hungrily, then got down to his boxers. The Callahan siblings joined each other on the far couch. Rachel and I both stood rooted in the center of the room, speechless.

The siblings on screen were still sitting on their bed. Staring outwards. Like they were waiting for us to be ready before they could begin.

"I don't know," Rachel said. She kept looking at the TV and then back at me.



"Don't know about what?" Lindsay asked.

"The whole brother-sister thing. I just..."

Lindsay rolled her eyes and groaned. "Hang on," Lindsay said. She reached up and paused the movie. Then she grabbed Rachel's hand and dragged her out of the room. It sounded like they'd gone back to the kitchen.

I could hear Lindsay talking to my sister, sternly. Like I said, no closed doors. Still, I couldn't make out exactly what they were saying. Nick grinned at me and nodded his head for me to follow. Quietly, we stepped out of the TV room and tip-toed over to where we could hear the whole thing.

"...so, yes, you do," Lindsay said.

"I'm just not sure I feel comfortable," Rachel said.

"You seemed plenty comfy last night," Lindsay said. Nick shot me a querying look, but I just shrugged at him. Hopefully looking innocent. "And this morning, too."

"No, I know. It's just..."

"Just nothing. Otherwise it isn't fair."

"Come on Lindsay, he's my brother. I shouldn't be doing that stuff with my brother."

Nick gave me a dark look. Competitive. As if to say, 'see, my sister is way better than yours.' I didn't say anything. Rachel was right, of course. One-hundred percent. Siblings were not supposed to do these things. But it didn't stop my heart from breaking a little as she said it.

"Fine," Lindsay said, clearly exasperated. Then she started whispering. I don't know whether she knew we were listening or only suspected. Or maybe she wanted to make Rachel feel intimate and safe. Either way I couldn't hear a thing.

Then Rachel said, clearly, "Yes. I can do that. Thank you, Lindsay. For understanding."

"Of course," Lindsay said, "I'm your best friend. I'll do anything to make you happy. Now let's go back to the TV room and tell the boys."

Nick and I ran back from the kitchen door and sat down on the couches, like we'd been there the whole time. Lindsay sauntered in soon after, Rachel in tow. My big-chested little sister looked bashfully down at her feet. She was still fully dressed in shorts and a cami. Lindsay, though, was down to a light blue bra with matching panties. They looked so good on her, I couldn't wait for her to take them off.

"Thanks for waiting patiently in here, boys," Lindsay said, "Rachel and I have come to a solution we can all be happy with. Right Rach?"

My sister nodded. Her face was still pinkish.

"We're going to play Mirrors, like before," Lindsay said, "But like before, we're going to pretend."

"I don't understand," Nick said. Lindsay rolled her eyes at her brother.

"No kidding, numb-nuts," Lindsay said, "You didn't even let me explain. We'll just pretend to be siblings this time."

"So, you'll be with Andrew," Nick said, "And I get to be with Rachel?" He didn't sound too unhappy about that. Especially the him and Rachel part.

"Exactly," Lindsay said, "But because we're doing Mirrors you'll act like she's your little sister and I'll get to play that Andy's my big brother."

Huh. That sounded kind of hot, actually. All of the danger and none of the consequences. I had to admit, I was impressed with Lindsay's ingenuity. I wondered if people could get college scholarships for sex. If that was the case, the little blonde deserved a full ride to Harvard. Actually, as I thought about it, I remembered that Lindsay really did have a full ride to Harvard. So, there you go.

"Everyone OK now?" Lindsay asked. Nick bobbed his head up and down like he was a giveaway at a baseball game.

I nodded more demurely. Like I said, I was impressed by Lindsay's solution. But I couldn't help but be a little disappointed, too. It worked. It really did. And anything that encouraged Rachel to keep going should have been enough for me. Besides, only a crazy person would be upset about losing their little sister when they had the lovely Lindsay waiting for them. Too bad I was certifiably insane.

Lindsay walked over to me, still in her underwear, and held my hand.

"You're looking a little overdressed there, big bro," she said.

I smiled. The way she said it, I mean, whatever my erection had lost from before, it shot right back hearing her say those words. Clearly the sibling thing got me going. Even if it wasn't my actual sibling.

"Right you are, little sis," I said. I pulled my shirt over my head. As I got undressed, I did my best to get my mind in the right mood. I pictured Lindsay, younger, living in my house with me. Saw her at my birthdays. Going to the mall together. All that stuff. But, of course, it wasn't hard to imagine at all because Lindsay had done all those things. As my little sister's best friend.

But now I switched the narrative in my brain and said, no, she was your sister at your birthday party. She was your sister when you went to the mall. All the other things that Rachel had done, I just swapped in Lindsay instead. Lindsay bandaged my knee when I fell off my bike. Lindsay hugged me tight and let me sleep in her room the day Dad yelled at me for breaking the coffee urn.

I dropped my pants to the floor and smiled. "Better, little sis?" I asked.

"Oh yes," Lindsay said, eyeing me up and down, "Much better."

I looked over and saw that, like us, Nick and Rachel were now down to their underwear. I didn't know if either of them had done the same mental exercise. In that moment, I didn't care. I was going to have my cake and eat it, too. I was going to get to be sexy with my sister without committing incest at all. Perfect world in pretend.

Lindsay picked the remote up from the couch and hit play. The TV siblings were still sitting on the bed, looking at each other longingly. Lindsay and I mirrored them on the couch. I didn't look over at Rachel. I made myself stay focused.

Then TV brother leaned over and kissed TV sister on the mouth. Tentative and soft. As soon as they made contact, they jumped back like they'd been sparked. Then TV sister nodded, and her brother kissed her again. This time more passionately.

I looked over at Lindsay and we did the same. First the quick kiss. Then the long, loving one.

"It's OK to talk," Lindsay said to the room, "If it, you know, helps. With the pretending."

Then we went back to kissing. Lindsay pulled back a bit so she could speak. "It feels so good kissing you big brother. I've wanted to do this for a long time."

"Me too," I said. Everything I understood tore and rewove itself in a pattern I could no longer recognize. Lindsay spoke like she really meant it. But was she saying it for Nick, as his sister? Or was she telling me? Or maybe she was pretending to be Rachel and saying something that she knew was true for my little sister. And then, what did my response mean? Because all of those things were also sort of true for me and also not. Fuck. It was all too much and so I let the fantasy envelope me before I thought myself right out of it.

The couple onscreen were still kissing. More passionately now. Tongues in each other's mouths. All sense of control clearly lost.

Lindsay kissed me the same way, like putting our lips together was far more important than breathing.

"I love my big brother's strong arms," she said.

"I love my little sister's tiny tits," I said.

"So, do something about it," Lindsay said. I looked up and saw, sure enough, that TV brother had lifted off TV sister's bra and was now gently rubbing her breasts. I tried to undo Lindsay's bra strap but I made a mess of it. Finally, she sighed and reached back, freeing her boobs for me.

Matching my on-screen mirror, I tentatively traced Lindsay's tits. I heard my sister - my real sister, Rachel - gasp and I looked over. Nick was taking the video as merely a suggestion and had started mauling my sister's massive mammaries. Rachel looked a little uncomfortable, she kept shifting slightly, but she didn't step away.

"I love your tits, sis," Nick said. I swear, I heard Lindsay grunt a little when he said it. I turned my attention back to my own pair.

"He doesn't know what he's missing," I whispered in Lindsay's ear. "I know I'm the luckiest brother there is. My little sister was made for me."

Lindsay kissed my lightly on the cheek and leaned forward to let me get a better grip. Then she reached down for my boxer shorts. The girl on screen was doing the same. Lindsay clearly had this timed to perfection. I might have thought about it more - was this something she'd watched on her own? With Nick? Had they, too, played the Mirrors game this way? - except there was a gorgeous blonde, you know, grabbing for my cock.

Lindsay slid my boxers under my bottom and my dick leapt out. Clearly, he knew to pay respects to his golden goddess. Lindsay oohed and clapped as my cock appeared. She reached out and grabbed it with far more excitement than the hesitant touching TV sister was giving to TV brother.

Not that I was complaining.

"My big brother has a biiiiig cock," Lindsay said.

"Oh. Me too," Rachel said. I looked over and saw that Nick was giving his pretend little sister a death stare, waiting for her to return the favor. "I'm a lucky little sister," Rachel continued. She said it in a way that was not very believable. I'd seen daytime cable movies with better acting. But Nick seemed perfectly pleased and he smiled at both me and Lindsay like he'd won the big prize.

Lindsay daintily traced her fingers up and down my cock, much in the same way that I had lightly touched her boobs. It wasn't exactly the same nervous fondling the TV siblings shared, but the result was the same. Lots of teasing with little result. I kept my eyes focused on the TV screen, waiting for the inevitable next step.

Sure enough, TV brother reached over and pulled down TV sister's panties. I did the same to Lindsay, exposing her little blonde bush.

"Geez, Rach - I mean, sis - you're really hairy down there," Nick said, "You ever think about shaving it or something?" Rachel blushed deeply and looked away. Maybe talking wasn't such a good idea after all, if this was all he could think of to say.

"You're not being a very good big brother," Lindsay said, "You're supposed to support your little sister."

"Oh, sorry," Nick said, "Don't worry little sis, I'll help shave your cooch for you."

Lindsay rolled her eyes and sighed. I reached over and found her pussy. Teased at it with my fingers. Both TV siblings had their hands in each other's sexes and so the two pretend sibling couples were doing the same on the couches in real life. Lindsay lightly stroked my cock while I played with her parts. Rachel clumsily pulled on Nick's penis while he jabbed at her cunt.

"That feels... really good. Big bro," Lindsay said. If she was acting, it was a hell of a job. Her eyelids half shut, hair tossed back. Her cock rubs were becoming more and more erratic. I heard a wet, slurping noise come from the TV.

"Finally!" Nick said. He let go of Rachel's snatch and lay back. He grabbed his cock and sort of wiggled it at his pretend sister.

The on-screen siblings had, indeed, progressed to sucking. TV little sister took her brother's cock in her mouth and she licked it top to bottom, looking up at him the whole time like in supplication. Is this good? Her eyes seemed to be asking.

Lindsay pushed me onto my back and then took my cock into her mouth. One big slurp and I was completely contained, her tongue pressed tightly to the underside of my cock. I could hear my sister making little choking noises to my left, but I simply couldn't pay attention while little Lindsay licked me. God, I'd been in her mouth several times now, but I still couldn't get used to how amazing it felt.

Lindsay reached down and cupped my balls. Used her fist to work my cock. I didn't know if this was how TV sister was doing it and, frankly, I didn't care.

"My little sister is sucking my cock so good," I said.

"Mmhm," Lindsay said, happily. She pulled off my dick for a moment, "I love my big brother's big dick." She gave me a couple of corkscrew strokes and then dipped her head back down.

I could feel my orgasm getting close and I wasn't sure what to do. I didn't think TV brother was about to cum, but at the same time I didn't want to miss my opportunity to blow my load if I could. Lindsay knew the video by heart it seemed - if it was my time to cum, would she tell me?

Then, just as I was about to let it go and, you know, let go, Lindsay sat up. I saw on the screen that TV sister had done the same. Nick didn't give Rachel the same courtesy. My dark-haired sister was still sucking him up and down. Her hand on his shaft. It was clearly pretty sloppy. Rachel wanted to please, I think, she just lacked the experience. I was obviously the recipient of a far better oral performance. Yet I couldn't help but be envious - wishing it was my cock in my actual sister's mouth.

Lindsay cleared her throat loudly, "You can stop now," she said. Rachel looked up and saw the TV screen. She gave Nick a dirty look, but he smiled and raised his shoulders as if to say, 'who me?'

TV brother now reached over to TV sister and pushed her onto her back. Well, I knew this was coming. Time to return the favor. But he didn't put his head between her legs. At least, not the head I was expecting.

Instead, TV brother climbed between his sister's legs so that his penis pressed against her pussy. He leaned forward and kissed his sister on the lips, holding his cock in one hand and lightly stroking it against her sex.

Then the onscreen sister's eyes went wide as her brother slid his shaft right into her steaming snatch. Both siblings kissed again. They were connected as closely as they ever could be. As siblings never should. TV brother slowly pulled back and then rocked forward.

"Come on, big brother," Lindsay said, "Give it to me. Give that big brother cock to your little sister's pussy. She needs it so bad." The little blonde was lying back on the couch, legs spread. She had her hand over her snatch, lightly stroking it. She looked at my dick. Up at me. Grinned.

I took my cock in my hand and aimed it at Lindsay's pussy. This moment I'd dreamed about with the girl I'd dreamed of doing it with. Oh my God. I didn't even think about the fact that Lindsay's brother was about to do the same thing to my little sister. Then suddenly the image on the screen froze.

I looked over. Rachel was holding the remote in her hand, standing there. Nick lay on the ground looking a bit dazed. Lindsay groaned. She kicked her legs out.

"I'm not ready for that," Rachel said. She looked resolute. If Rachel didn't want to fuck that was fine. Better than fine, honestly. Ideal. But I was about to get laid here, sis! Help a brother out! I waited for Lindsay to make her unbeatable argument like always.

But Lindsay didn't make any argument. She didn't drag my sister off or tell her she had no choice. Instead the little blonde girl ran her hand through her hair and smiled, kindly.

"Let's just pretend," Lindsay said, "We're pretending to be siblings, we can pretend we're having sex. That's easy." She didn't even seem upset.

"I don't," Rachel said, "I mean. How do we pretend?"

"Well, it's like you told me before. About the shower head," Lindsay said. Rachel gasped, embarrassed, but Lindsay kept going. "Only, instead of using the water, you're rubbing it on a cock. Here, we'll show you."

Lindsay lay back with her legs spread again. She motioned for me to lie down on top of her. As I did, she reached up and pushed my cock down so it was resting right in her nest. I could feel the warmth of her sex. The slickness. I wasn't inside her. My cock was right on top of her pussy though and it felt great. I had the urge to grind down, instinctual. I did and my mind almost went blank. This felt... amazing. I mean, it wasn't sex but...

"Oh God," I said.

"That's a good boy," Lindsay said. She pushed her pussy up into me at the same time. We both trembled for a moment, then stopped. "Just keep doing it. Like that."

Nick lay down on his back and Rachel climbed on top of him, like she was about to mount him. Then she pushed his penis down and dragged her pussy over it. She lay forward, like I had done, and I could see her pressing. Her little bum wiggled. Her arms and legs outstretched. She shook a bit, then she let her head droop.

"Ahhhhh," Rachel said.

"Right?" Lindsay said, "Don't forget to pretend." I ground down into Lindsay again. "Oh my big brother is fucking me so good!"

"Your pussy," I said, "Feels amazing."

"My brother," Rachel said, "My brother's fucking me."

"How about it, Nick?" Lindsay asked, "You like fucking your little sister?"

"Yes, it's awesome," Nick said, flatly.

Lindsay and I were getting into a bit of a rhythm. I pushed down with my penis and she arced her back to respond. I guess my cock was right on her clit because it really seemed to do something for her. It certainly did something for me. I felt like I was only a few pushes away.

"Oh," Rachel said, "Oh." Her face was really red from the exertion. Sweat slid down her cheeks. She pushed down hard and her body started to really shake and then "AhhhHA!" she cried. Her back arched a bit and then she fell forwards.

"You cum?" Nick asked.

"Little bit," Rachel said.

"Good," Nick said. He slid out from under my sister. "Good."

I pressed my whole body into Lindsay one last time. The pleasure exploded out of me. I felt a warm spurt hit my leg. Another.

"Oh!" Lindsay said, her chest flushed, eyelids fluttering. "My brother. My brother's cumming in me. Oh, big bro you shouldn't but... It's OK. Give it to me. Ohhhh, so good."

It was an odd release. Stilted. Still so nice. Lindsay giggled and hugged me tight. She reached up and patted my head as the last of my pleasure leaked out onto the couch.

"Thanks big brother," she said and kissed me on the forehead, "You did such a good job fucking me. Filling my pussy with your sibling spermies."

When I felt like I could move again, I rolled off Lindsay. Looking down, I saw her thin pink legs were spattered with my spend. I worried that I might have gotten some on her pussy - all pretending aside I didn't think she was protected - but I was pretty sure I'd missed her target. Lindsay stood up and got some tissues. She wiped off her legs and then cleaned my splooge off the couch.

Nick stood and watched, his penis pointing at his little blonde sister. Almost accusatory. He grabbed the remote and stopped the movie. The siblings were still fucking. The sister on top of her brother. Her face twisted in pleasure.

I looked down and saw Rachel, still sitting on the floor. She was crying. I assumed it was her post-orgasm response, as always. She stood up, grabbed her clothes, and stomped out of the room.

Lindsay frowned at me and then went after my sister. She didn't even bother to dress and her little tits jiggled back and forth as she left. Without a word, Nick left the room, as well. Naked as his sister. I heard him tromping up the stairs and assumed he was going up to his bedroom.

It was just me, then, sitting on the couch by myself. Clothing all over the floor like a linen grenade had gone off. I started to get dressed again. For a moment, I considered putting the movie back on. I wanted to know how it ended, like there was going to be some big twist instead of, you know, the expected. Still, I wondered if the brother filled his sister with his cum or if he pulled out and covered her in it. I couldn't decide what would be hotter.

Certainly, jizzing all over his sister, marking her - on her cute face and little titties - that was sexy as fuck. But then I thought, I bet she's not on the pill. He wasn't wearing a condom. If he came inside her and knocked her up... I don't know why that turned me on so much, but it did. Siblings together was so wrong on its own. The idea of him making a baby in her...



Lindsay walked into the room. She was naked, but she still managed to seem serious, somehow. "Rachel just wants a break," Lindsay said.

"Everything OK?" I asked,

"She's fine. A little self-conscious maybe? It's a lot to take in all at once. Pretending isn't the same as 'not real,' you know?"

I told her I did know. That I could understand being overwhelmed. I didn't say that I felt the same way with a lot of this. I didn't have to.

"She said she was going to take a walk around the neighborhood," Lindsay said, "I think it would help a lot if you went with her."

"What do I say?" I asked.

"Tell her you love her," Lindsay said, "How pretty you think she is. You know, make sure she feels good. Or say nothing at all. Just being there for her will be more than enough, I bet."

I nodded and finished dressing.

"Thanks Lindsay," I said, "You're a good friend. A good little sister." I winked.

Lindsay smiled and shooed me off.

*

I found Rachel sitting on the top step, right outside the front door. She had her head in her arms. Her knees pulled up into her chest. I wondered how she could fit them there, her boobs took up so much space. Then I realized maybe this wasn't the best time for pervy thoughts about my sister's tremendous titties.

Her sitting there, head buried, it reminded me of a song I'd heard on the Muppet Show once. Kermit's cousin Robin sang it, about sitting on the middle steps. Neither up nor down. It had always struck me as strangely sad for such a silly show.

I sat down next to my sister and reached for her hand. I had to pull it out of a mass of knees, chin, and dark hair - but I got it. I started to speak, but there were no words. So, I just sat there.

It was mid-afternoon and the sun was high and bright. The street was quiet: people still at work or summer camp or whatever. It felt sort of strange to be the only ones home. Like we were doing something wrong. I'd been having that guilty feeling a lot that week.

Rachel sniffled. I doubted this was still post-cum sobbing. "I'm OK," she said, "I just needed a break."

"You're not angry? Upset?" I asked.

"Why should I be?"

"I don't know. It seems like you are."

"Well, I'm not," Rachel said. She picked her head up and looked me right in the eyes. Her green irises shimmering with tears. "I'm fine. I just need a break, OK?"

"Yes, sis. Of course." I started to stand up.

"I'm going to go take a walk," Rachel said, standing with me, "Just around the block."

"You want me to come along?" I asked. I reached over to hold her hand, but she pulled it away.

"I told you, Andrew. I'm fine," Rachel said. She skipped down the stairs. I watched while she went down the driveway. Headed up the street. Well, there was no point in standing there. If anything, I thought, waiting for my sister could only get me in worse trouble. Instead I turned around and went back in the house.

As I closed the door behind me, I heard a long, low groan. A couple of short, little gasps. "Ah! Ah!" At first, I thought someone had turned the movie back on. I went over to the family room, but it was empty. The TV screen was blank. The sounds of fucking, though, they were louder. More frequent.

I was pretty sure it was Lindsay's voice, making those noises. I thought she might be masturbating. That was something I wanted to see. As quickly as I could while still being quiet, I went up the stairs. Nick's room was empty. Lindsay's though, was not.

The open-door policy paid off once again. Lindsay was on her back, legs spread. Head lolled back. And on top of her, drilling her for all he was worth, was her older brother. Nick.

I'm surprised at how surprised I was, to be honest. I mean, in retrospect it all seems really obvious. Of course, the two of them had fucked before. Were fucking. How did I think that they weren't? But somehow - naive me - I really was shocked by the scene in front of me.

Lindsay's tiny body bounced as her brother thrust into her. The siblings strained. Rutted themselves into Lindsay's unicorn carpeting. I did my best to stay back. See everything without being seen. The way the two of them were going at it, I doubt they'd have noticed an alien spaceship shooting by

"God. Needed this so bad," Lindsay said.

"I know," Nick said, "So good."

"Yes?" Lindsay said, "You like your little sister's slick little pussy?"

"As much as you love your big brother's big cock," Nick said.

"Oh. Oh God Nicky. I'm getting really close."

"Yeah?" Nick asked, "You going to cum little sis?"

"Uh huh."

"Then say it for me. Tell me."

"Oh God," Lindsay said. Nick's thrusting slowed.

"Come on," Nick said, "Say it. Tell me or you don't get to cum. Promise."

"Nicky, I don't..."

The couple had almost completely ceased. Lindsay bucked her hips but to no avail. She groaned in frustration as her body strained. Nick hung over her. Threatening.

"You love me," he said, "Need me."

"More than anything," Lindsay said.

"Then show me," Nick said, "You made your promise now prove it. Tell me what you're going to do so you can cum."

"Rachel," Lindsay said, almost a whisper, "I'm going to get you Rachel."

I felt my heart twist in my chest. All this time I'd thought Lindsay had been driving this. That the horny blonde was having fun with all of us. But this. This was something far more insidious. Dangerous.

"Tell me sis," Nick said. He started to slowly slide back and forth again.

"Those big tits. That hairy pussy. It's yours," Lindsay said, "I promise she'll be yours. My brother's. Only for you, Nicky. I promise."

"Yesssss," Nick said, then suddenly he froze. He jumped back like Lindsay's pussy had bit him. "Ffffffffuck!" He shook. Great white spurts exploded out of his cock and covered Lindsay's chest.

"Dammit, Nicky!" Lindsay said, "Come on! You know I was almost there."

Nick gasped. He fell forward. "So good... Too good."

"Fucking hell," Lindsay said. She slid out from under her brother. I quickly jumped away from the door.

"What can I say, little sis? You've got an amazing pussy. When I'm inside you I just... Just can't help myself."

"Excuse me if that doesn't make me feel any better right now," Lindsay said, "Fuck! So close..." I could hear her pacing back and forth in the bedroom.

"I mean, if you let me cum inside you..."

"Yes, that's a great idea, Nicky," Lindsay said, "Knock me up. Cause we're not already in enough trouble with Mom and Dad."

"I'm just saying..." Nick said.

"Seems to me you need to work on lasting longer," Lindsay said, "You're going to blow your load before you even get the chance to stick it in your darling Rachel."

"I'm sorry, what was that?" Nick shouted. Holy shit. "You think you can talk to me that way? Shut your little mouth unless it's swallowing my cum. Got it?"

I risked glancing over. I couldn't help it. Nick was standing over Lindsay, hands formed into fists. He wasn't touching her, but she looked scared enough.

"You love my dick don't you," Nick said, "Say it. You're a little sister slut and you couldn't live without it."

"I can't," Lindsay said.

"You want me to stop? You don't like how I cum? Maybe I stop giving it to you."

"No, Nicky," Lindsay said, "Please don't stop. I'm sorry."

"OK then," Nick said, he relaxed his hands, brushed them off on his legs. "Don't forget. You promised me."

"I swear," Lindsay said. She started to reach down for her clothes and I saw her arms were trembling.

I heard the sound of the front door opening and I scampered back towards Nick's bedroom. I assumed it was Rachel, back from her walk. Holy fuck. What was I going to tell her?

*

It wasn't Rachel at the door. It was Mrs. Callahan, home from work to cook dinner. I went downstairs to say hi and cover for the naked siblings upstairs. Although, to be honest, I don't know why I was being so loyal. In the end it was a useless gesture. Nick and Lindsay came downstairs far more quickly than I'd thought they were capable of. I guess they'd had plenty of practice with fire drills like this one.

Rachel came in the house about a minute after Mrs. Callahan did. She went in through the back, so as far as Mrs. Callahan was concerned, we had all been home and waiting for her. Finally, Mr. Callahan came home and we all sat down for dinner. I don't think I've eaten a more uncomfortable meal. Everyone silently chewing. Doing their best not to speak.

Again, after dinner, Mr. Callahan went into the TV room to watch something. He lay down on the right-side couch - right where my semen had spurted a few hours before. Lindsay had done an indifferent job of cleaning in there. I couldn't help but wonder. Didn't he feel it? Didn't the whole room still stink of sex? He turned on the TV like there was nothing wrong.

Mrs. Callahan led us kids upstairs. When it was my turn to use the bathroom, I grabbed Rachel's hand.

"We need to talk," I said, and pulled her with me. There was no door to shut, so I just opened all the taps in the sinks and hoped the sound of rushing water was enough. I had a few false starts, trying to tell my sister what I'd learned. I was used to being tongue tied, but not with my little sis. Now I couldn't say anything, and it freaked me out. Rachel didn't help - she just eyed me oddly and started to brush her teeth. Finally, I got it out.

"After you left," I said, "I saw something."

"OK."

"Lindsay and Nick," I said, "I saw them together."

"That's not exactly big news," Rachel said and shrugged. She was wearing another overlong pj shirt with a cartoon character on it. Flounder from Little Mermaid.

"That's not... Dammit I'm doing such a bad job of this. It's what I heard when they were together. She told Nick he was going to. That she. They were going to make you, ummm, be with Nick."

Rachel shook her head. She reached over and turned off the sinks. "Yes, I know," Rachel said.

"You know?" I practically fell backward. Rachel didn't understand what I'd just said to her. What I meant. There was no way. "What do you mean you know?"

"I've known since the first day we got here," Rachel said, "I want it too. Lindsay told me all about it. I've been trying to tell you this whole time, but you weren't listening."

"I don't think you understand what I'm saying, sis."

"Look, Andrew, I get it OK? It's very sweet that you want to protect me. But I'm a big girl. I'm going off to college. Don't be like Mom and Dad, please. You're the only person I have in the world and if I can't trust you then I don't know what I'll do, OK? I know it's scary, but we have to grow up. Be ourselves. You have to let me be myself."

I nodded. Rachel reached out and squeezed my hand. "Besides, I'm pretty sure you're not going to be alone for long, either. She nodded her head subtly back at Lindsay's bedroom.

I pouted for a moment. But then I nodded. I wasn't going to be Nick - that angry, controlling bastard - I knew that. My sister was an individual and if this was what she wanted, then I would have to let her go.

"Thanks, big brother," Rachel said. She leaned up and kissed me on the cheek. Then she slipped past me and went right into Lindsay's room.

I stared after her for a moment. Then I felt Nick shove past me. "Dude, you take too long in the bathroom. I've got a take a massive dump."

*

That night I didn't hear the girls whispering in their room. I just stared up at the ceiling. Tried to find a rhythm in Nick's snoring. I didn't know what to do. We still had three more days at the Callahan house. I couldn't imagine what would happen.

It was so exciting. Being with Lindsay - the little blonde sucking my cock. I mean, it was beyond a dream. A fantasy I'd had my whole life and she was doing it. Even pretending to fuck her had been so... Powerful.

But then, I thought about Lindsay and her brother. That had been powerful, too, in a whole other way. I didn't think Nick was raping her or anything. Lindsay just liked to be dominated a little, I told myself. It was part of the game for her. Getting girls for her brother to fuck was part of it, too. Submitting to her master's wishes.

That story made sense in my head. But I also couldn't help but be terrified of my little sister joining Nick's harem. She said she knew. That she wanted it. Was it really my place to try and stop her? I couldn't get away from that selfish thought, either: If she did go to him - if he got both girls - where did that leave me?

I never formulated an answer. At some point, I got tired of chasing my tail and fell asleep.

*

I woke up the next morning feeling hungover. Or at least, what I imagined being hungover felt like. I'd never had a drink in my life. But my head throbbed and my eyes hurt and my whole body ached in a way that screamed I'd overdone something. Probably a whole bunch of stuff.

To my surprise, Nick was still in bed. "Big day, today," Nick said. He smiled at me.

"Yes?" I asked.

"Oh yes," Nick said. "Suuuper big day."

I started to say something, but I swallowed my tongue. When I stepped outside our room, I saw Lindsay leaning there against the door frame. My sister was in the bathroom, taking a shower. I could see the curtain waving in the wind over Lindsay's shoulder. It was really odd, this no-door thing. Beneficial sometimes, weird always.

"Can we talk for a sec?" Lindsay asked. She reached down and grabbed my hand.

"Yes, of course," I said. Lindsay raised her hand at Nick, telling him to wait where he was. Then she led me downstairs.

We sat down on 'our' couch in the TV room. Lindsay was wearing a ribbed white top with denim shorts. She had her hair in a braid to one side. She looked really good. But then, Lindsay always looked good.

"Rachel said you saw us last night," Lindsay said, "Me and Nick."

"I'm sorry," I said, "I came back from talking to Rachel and I heard you two upstairs."

"So you saw it. Everything."

I nodded. Lindsay looked down at the floor, almost exactly how my sister always did when she was nervous. I wondered who got it from who, originally.

"Nick and I," Lindsay said, "We started fooling around. A while ago. It started by accident. I swear."

"You don't have to tell me this if you don't want to," I said, "It's none of my business."

"I do," Lindsay said, "I want to. It was, like, maybe a week after my eighteenth birthday party. We were watching TV here in this room. My parents were away. I don't know exactly how it started. OK, that's a lie. I totally do. We were watching this new show called Buffy: The Vampire Slayer."

I knew which one she meant. I'd seen it once or twice. It was like your typical high school teenagers show, except the cute blonde chick fought vampires. As I got older, this kind of TV became more common. At the time, it was unique.

"So Nicky says that the blonde girl, Buffy, would be really hot except she doesn't have any tits," Lindsay said.

"Class act," I said.

"It's just Nicky," Lindsay said, "He likes to say those things to me because he knows it gets me worked up. You never tease your little sister?"

I conceded that I did tease Rachel, though never like that. I wanted Rachel to feel good about herself, her body. I couldn't imagine saying something so openly hurtful.

"Well I shot right back at him," Lindsay said, "And he says, 'No Lindsay, it's different. She has little breasts, but you don't have any at all.' We argued back and forth in the dumb brother/sister way. 'No you don't. Yes I do. Then prove it.' So I did. I lifted my shirt right off and showed Nicky my tits. Like he said, they were hardly there. But the look on his face..."

"I can't blame him," I said, "They are pretty amazing."

"Stop," Lindsay said, but she blushed slightly, "So the next night we're watching something else. X-Files, I think. And Mulder comes on screen. So as a joke I say to Nicky, 'That guy would be hot if his dick wasn't so small.' I guess you can figure out how that ended up."

"Nick showed you his, um. His thing," I said. I don't know why the word wouldn't come to me. I can't imagine how I could still be a prude after everything we'd done.

"He took out his dick," Lindsay said. "Yes. It was hard, too, and he said it was because of me. How much I'd turned him on. He told me I had to take care of it. Be a good little sister. I was super turned on, too. I protested, I guess because I thought I should. Did the whole 'but you're my brother' thing. I think that made us both want it even more. Eventually it became an every day thing. I'd stroke him off."

"But it didn't stop there," I said.

"It never does," Lindsay said, "Because if I was going to rub Nicky, well, I wanted him to rub me, too. And if I was OK using my hand on him, why not my mouth?"

"And his mouth?" I asked. I knew the answer to that one.

"OK, so it wasn't exactly a fair exchange," Lindsay said, "But I was OK with it. Especially after... We were up in my bedroom. The door was shut. Usually we did that stuff after school before my parents came home from work, but we'd gotten greedy and started doing it twice: once in the afternoon, once at night. I had Nicky in my mouth and suddenly he pulled it out and said that he wanted it. Wanted to put it in me. I was so hot I didn't even bother arguing. Just lay back and let him."

"Was it good?" I asked.

"Hell no, it hurt like hell," Lindsay said. She laughed a little. "But yes. After. It got really good."

I could see it all, but in my mind's eye it was me and Rachel. Couldn't we have gone down that same path? Just fooling around, almost innocent. But like an avalanche, what starts out small gets bigger and bigger till no one can stop it. I could definitely see that happening. Hell, half the high school thought we already did it.

"Don't judge," Lindsay said.

"I'm not," I said, "I was just thinking. About how easy it would be for me and Rach. For us to go the same way. If things had gone differently."

"One night, Nick and I were fucking. He was pounding me into the carpet here in my room. I was really close and super into it. I could feel him building, too, and I thought... Well maybe it wouldn't be so bad if I let him cum inside me. Just one time. Then I heard a gasp behind us."

"Oh crap."

"Yes. My Mom was standing in the doorway, staring at us both. We stopped, and she screamed. Dad stormed over. They were both super pissed. I mean, I knew what we were doing was wrong. In my heart. I guess that's also what made it so much fun, but..."

"That's why the doors are gone," I said. The idea suddenly dawned on me.

"That's why the doors are gone," Lindsay echoed, "My Dad got really pissed. I know he seems quiet, but Dad can be... It's really frightening. He practically ripped the doors right off their hinges that night. Everything but their own bedroom."

"That must have been terrifying," I said.

"It was awful," Lindsay said, "They started coming home early from work, taking turns in shifts. Watching us all the time. The only reason they stopped was because you guys are here. They thought Nicky and I wouldn't do stuff in front of our friends."

"Well you sure showed them," I said. Lindsay smiled.

"Yes," she said, "Not exactly well planned. We... I mean even when they're around Nicky and I have managed... A few times. But, yes, this is much better. Almost as good as before."

"So, all of this really was just pretend," I said, "To get us involved so you and Nick could..."

"No!" Lindsay said, "No. It was more than that. I swear. And even if it wasn't, I mean, the stuff you do with your tongue and that massive tool of yours would have... I really do like you, Andy. Maybe I shouldn't say this, give you the wrong ideas, but I've had a crush on you for almost forever. I guess everything with Nick just gave me the courage to do something about it."



"Speak of which, what about Nick?" I asked, "He feels the same way about my... About Rachel?"

"You were there. You heard him," Lindsay said, "He has a thing for your sister, too. We weren't using you guys, I swear. At least, not in the way you were thinking."

"What about what he said?" I asked, "The threatening."

"You heard that, too, huh?" Lindsay asked. I nodded. "Fuck. He was just... Nick loves me and wants to take care of me. That's all. But I promise I would never hurt Rachel. You know your sister, she wouldn't do something she didn't want to.

I supposed I did know her. This whole time, I'd been thinking that Lindsay had some sort of strange control over my sister. But then, when I thought about it, did that seem like my sister? Rachel was shy and eager to please, but she was no pushover. It was often Rachel standing up to the bullies for me, rather than the other way around. Wasn't it much more likely that my sister simply wanted these things to happen? Besides, she'd told me she knew everything, and she was fine with it.

So that was my answer.

"OK?" Lindsay asked, "Are we OK?"

"Yes," I said, "Of course. Thanks. Opening up like that had to be hard to do. I appreciate it."

Lindsay leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. "You're sweet," she said, "I like that."

"Are you sure?" I asked. I couldn't help myself after everything she told me. The way Nick had talked to her.

"Weeellll, I wouldn't mind if you took charge a little," Lindsay said, "Sometimes."

*

After Mr. and Mrs. Callahan left for the day, we gathered around the table for breakfast. When we were finished, we went into the TV room. With everything that had happened, I didn't know what to expect. The porn videos had kept escalating - what were the Callahan kids going to reveal next? Bestiality videos? I couldn't even imagine.

Instead Nick found yet another way to surprise me. He took out Beauty and the Beast.

"I think we need a break," he said. Well, I guess I'd been sort of right. Rachel clapped happily. I knew this was her favorite movie.

Nick turned on the film and all four of us assumed our regular positions - Rachel with him, Lindsay with me. I'd seen this one so many times, I couldn't help but get bored. I started absently tracing up Lindsay's thin, bare leg. I let my finger get to the edge of her shorts. She didn't say anything. I slid up higher. Still nothing.

Well, she'd told me to be bold. I moved my other hand around her chest and groped at her boob. Suddenly Lindsay spun around, and we were kissing, hard. Tongues wrapped together. Her pussy grinding onto my cock.

I risked a glance over and saw that Nick was doing the same with my sister. He'd already gotten her shirt off and was pawing at her breasts while they kissed, their faces obscured by a curtain of Rachel's thick, brown hair.

I reached down and unsnapped Lindsay's shorts. Shoved my hand into her underwear.

"Wait," she said. I froze. My heart sank a little. "Let's... let's give them some privacy," she said. The little blonde nodded over to where her brother and my sister were still making out. "OK?"

I nodded. We slipped off the couch and left the room. If Nick or Rachel noticed, they didn't say anything. They were really going at it.

Lindsay grabbed my hand and led me around the house. I noticed my shorts were starting to slide down my thighs - Lindsay had unsnapped them at some point and I hadn't even realized.

We went upstairs. I expected she was going to pull me into her bedroom. That was pretty hot - it was the place I always pictured us being when I fantasized about Lindsay. Almost like I'd seen her and Nick doing the night before. Only, in my fantasies she was always on top, for some reason.

But Lindsay pulled me right past her bedroom. Instead, we stopped in front of her parent's door. Something about the dark wood seemed foreboding. Maybe I was just used to the lack of doors everywhere. Lindsay reached out and took the knob. Already this felt like something incredibly dangerous.

She opened the door and pulled me inside after her. The Callahans had a massive bed. At least a King, with navy blue sheets and more pillows than I could imagine any couple needing. Their furniture was large and dark as well. There were a couple of windows in the room, but the shades were down, making it dark. On the one wall there was a long, lengthwise mirror. I was still so innocent, it didn't even occur to me what it might be for. Besides, I was distracted by something far more overt, hanging at the foot of the bed.

The painting was massive. It took up the entire wall. It was the one figure, lying on her side and completely naked: Mrs. Callahan. Staring back at me wearing nothing but a sunhat. She had massive tits, unlike her daughter, and thick black curls covered her snatch. The painting was pretty realistic, nothing abstract, and somehow, I knew that Mrs. Callahan had painted it, herself.

How had I ever thought this couple was androgynous? My God. Mr. Callahan with his porn collection for the ages. And now this painting, right there, in front of the marital bed. An eternal come on for the two of them. Holy fuck.

Lindsay didn't seem to even notice the painting. Instead she closed the door behind us and climbed onto the bed. There was a TV in the room and Lindsay switched it on. Some daytime talk show. Just for background noise.

Lindsay patted the spot next to her. I climbed onto the bed - it was surprisingly high up. After days of sleeping on the floor, the mattress felt so soft. Almost luxurious.

As soon as I was next to her, Lindsay reached over and kissed me. It didn't take long for us to get back to where we'd started. As much fun as it had been to fool around with my sister and Lindsay's brother right next to us - to be a voyeur and an exhibitionist - it was nice to finally be able to do things by ourselves. Freeing.

I ripped Lindsay's shirt up over her head. She reached back and unsnapped her bra. I squeezed her little tits. Nuzzled at her nipples. Lindsay rolled me over. She took off my shirt. Pulled down my shorts. My cock sprung out and Lindsay smiled.

"Hello big brother," she said. She reached down and grasped my dick in her hand. I wasn't expecting us to play that game again, but I wasn't complaining. She sat up, lightly stroking my dick. The little blonde's tiny tits bounced with each stroke. I reached down and slid off her shorts. Right down her thin, pink thighs.

Then Lindsay lay down on top of me. Her bare pussy pressed against my cock. We both gasped. Lindsay ground down a bit, a replay of our time before. Then she sat up, grinning lewdly. Took my cock in her right hand. Used her left on her own snatch.

"I wasn't lying before, Andy," Lindsay said, "Your hot body. That big cock. I've wanted it so bad."

"You're so sexy," I said, "Amazing. I've wanted you too. For a long time."

"Yeah?" Lindsay asked. "Would you think about me? When you did stuff?"

"Oh yeah," I said, "All the time."

"Show me," Lindsay said, "Show me how you'd do it. I'll show you."

I took my cock out of my hand and started rubbing it up and down in my fist. Dragging the loose skin over the head. Lindsay reached her hand into herself. Burying two fingers in her puss and rubbing at her clit with her thumb.

"Oh, Lindsay," I said, "I want you so bad."

"Mmhm," Lindsay said, "Me too. I want it. Want it in me. Will you Andy? Stick it inside me? Please? Oh, I need it so bad."

I didn't know if Lindsay was just talking or if she really wanted me to do it. Then she grabbed my cock out of my hand and made her wishes clear. The horny little blonde lifted up on her knees. Centered my cock at her pussy. She laughed, playfully. I looked over and saw the two of us, reflected in the sideways mirror. Wow. There was the whole exhibitionism/voyeur thing all over again. The Callahans were even bigger deviants than I'd realized.

Lindsay gave my cock another squeeze, then slowly lowered herself...

Knock knock knock.

"Dammit," Lindsay said. She rolled off of me. At first, I thought it was her parents and I started to freak out. Then I realized there was no way. The Callahans were at work. And they wouldn't knock on their own door. Certainly not if they had any idea what was going on. Naked Mrs. Callahan looked back at me knowingly.

Another three knocks. They were quiet, shy. But still insistent. I lay back. My cock stuck upwards, looking angry purple. Holy fuck. We'd been so close.

Lindsay opened the bedroom door. My sister stood on the other side, completely naked. She looked like she'd been crying again and I couldn't tell if it was post-cum happiness or actual upset.

Both girls walked into the room, totally naked like it was nothing. Lindsay, blonde and tiny with her pink skin. Her little boobs and nearly hairless pussy. My sister stood next to her, olive skinned with long dark hair. Her massive breasts and fur-covered quim. The two of them almost looked like different species. Yet both so incredibly sexy.

Then my sister sobbed again, and my dirty thoughts slipped away. The two girls climbed onto the edge of the bed and sat cross-legged across from each other. Lindsay held my sister's hands in her own.

"Is everything OK?" Lindsay asked. She seemed legitimately concerned, "Where's Nicky?"

"I don't know," Rachel said, "He stormed off."

Fuck. Something really had gone wrong in the worst way. I just hoped that my Rachel was alright.

"What happened?" Lindsay asked. I moved over so I could sit next to the two of them. My cock was still hard, inappropriately, so I sort of squeezed it down with my legs. Unfortunately, that only made it harder.

"We, ummm, we were doing stuff," Rachel said, "Like before. And, um, he took out his thing. I sucked it a little. Like you told me."

Lindsay nodded like this was perfectly normal. "Go on."

"So, I was trying to get him to, y'know, go. Like you said - so he'd, like, last? But then he pushed me away. I thought he was going to lick me. The way Andrew did."

Lindsay shook her head. "He's such an ass about that."

"So, then he said that I was dirty for wanting him to do it," Rachel said, "He called me a slut. Said I was lucky that he'd even want to touch my hairy c... He used a word I don't want to say."

Oh no. I was going to kill him. Absolute murder in cold blood. It was going to happen. Lindsay seemed to tell I was seeing red because she grabbed my arm and held it tight. Then she nodded for my sister to continue.

"Nick pushed me onto my back. He spread my legs. Moved forward like he was going to...To put it in me. But when he tried to get his thing in it just... stopped. And, oh, it really hurt. You told me it would be painful but..."

I remembered fingering my sister before. How even my pointer had felt like it was too thick for Rachel's pussy. I'd wondered how she'd ever fit a cock and I guess I got my answer then. She couldn't.

"Did he try again?" Lindsay asked.

"A few times. He kind of got the head in me, finally, and then it stopped. Oh, Lindsay, it hurt so bad. Like this awful, burning tearing. And then suddenly he jumped back and... He came everywhere. I looked at my sister closely and, sure enough, there were spatters of white liquid on her chest and arms. Crusting and dry. I don't know how I didn't notice before, but then, I was pretty distracted by all the boobs and pussies.

Lindsay sat, silent for a moment. As if seriously considering everything that had been said. Then she burst out laughing. "That big doofus," she said between peals, "He wanted it so bad and then he finally did it and... poof! I told him he wouldn't last. What an ass."

Rachel looked at her friend rolling in the sheets. Her bright green eyes were wide.

"I'm sorry," Lindsay said, "That really sucks. I just... God, I'm really sorry my big brother is such a big dope." She sat up and smiled, "Are you OK? Seriously."

"I'm fine," Rachel said, "Just embarrassed. He, um, yelled at me. Said it was all my fault."

"It's not," I said, "Not at all."

"Andy's right," Lindsay said, "Don't worry. I'll talk to Nick after he calms down."

Rachel seemed to relax, then. She leaned back on her hands. She looked over at the painting and her jaw dropped, but she didn't say anything. Lindsay got up and went to her parents' master bathroom. She came back holding cups of water for all three of us. She was still smiling, cackling, about how her brother had, literally, blown his opportunity.

"What about this?" Rachel asked, "You guys. How did it..."

"We were about to start when you stopped us," Lindsay said.

"Oh fuck, Oh I'm so sorry," Rachel said, "Why didn't you say anything?"

"What, you come to my door crying and I tell you to fuck off?" Lindsay said, she climbed back up on the bed with her cup, "That's not happening."

"Fuck, I'm really sorry," Rachel said, she looked at both of us. "I'll go and then you two can..."

"It's OK," Lindsay said, "I'm pretty sure the moment's gone."

If she'd looked at my cock, she'd have seen that the moment was definitely not gone. But I also knew better than to say anything about it.

"Are you sure?" Rachel asked, "I know you wanted this for a long time. What if I left the room and you..."

"It's OK," I said. It wasn't really, but I also knew I was going to get more mileage out of being a good brother rather than a horny boy.

"I thought you said that boys couldn't handle being left, um, like that," Rachel said.

"They can't," Lindsay said, "Your brother is more understanding than most."

"Well I don't want him to be in pain," Rachel said, "Maybe we should help him."

"You little slut," Lindsay said, smiling, "Getting covered in my brother's cum wasn't enough for you, was it?"

"I want to do right by my brother," Rachel said, "But, I mean, it's not like I got off from... You know, before." My sister turned pink and looked at the comforter, but I could see she was smiling.

"Oh, if we must," Lindsay said. She leaned over and kissed me on the lips. It wasn't like

before - more begrudging than passionate. But slowly we started up again and I could feel the blonde's body start to relax. For a moment, I worried that Nick might come back and interrupt us all over again, but then I decided I didn't care about what might happen. I had to enjoy myself in the moment.

While Lindsay kissed me, Rachel sort of shyly ran her hands over my chest and legs.

"He's got a great body, your brother," Lindsay said.

"Yeah," Rachel said, absently.

"And that big dick," Lindsay said, she reached down and gave my cock - already hard and getting so much harder - a squeeze. "If he was my brother, I'm not sure what I'd do."

"Actually, I think I know exactly what you'd do," Rachel said.

Lindsay laughed. "Yes, probably." The blonde stopped kissing me and looked right at my sister. "You can't tell me you wouldn't do any different."

"I don't know," Rachel said, "It's so... wrong."

"And you want it so bad," Lindsay said. She grabbed my sister's hand and put it on my cock. Rachel gasped, but she held on. "Tell me. Tell me you don't want that magnificent brother cock."

"I... I do," Rachel said, "Oh, I feel so bad but I really do."

"Tell me where that dick was made to go," Lindsay said.

"In my mouth," Rachel said, she was staring down at my dick. Stroking it with a confidence I'd never seen her show before. "In my pussy."

"Where?" Lindsay asked.

"In his sister's pussy," Rachel said.

"That's a good girl," Lindsay said. She patted my sister's head. "Now are you going to share it with me or be a selfish little slut?"

"Yes. I want to," Rachel said, "Want you to. I want to see it."

"Say it," Lindsay said, "Tell your brother what you want."

"Andrew, I want to see you fuck my best friend with your big dick," Rachel said, "I want you to fuck Lindsay for me. While I watch."

I stared down at where Rachel was still rubbing my cock. Entranced. I hadn't even thought to grab her tremendous tits I was so locked into the moment.

Lindsay gently pushed Rachel away and then straddled me. I was sitting up and the little blonde climbed into my lap. Facing forward. My dick pointed straight up at her center. Showing me where it so desperately wanted to go. Lindsay kissed me hard. I reached up and pulled at her nipples. She growled.

"Do it Rachel," Lindsay said, "Put it in me. Stick your brother's cock in my pussy."

Rachel slipped her hand around my cock. She aimed it at Lindsay's snatch. Then slid it back till the head was nestled between the blonde's nether lips. All three of us sighed in unison.

"Here we go," Lindsay said. She pushed down. My cock went in about a third of the way. Holy fuck! I thought I knew what it was like. The pleasure. Being held by a girl's hand. In her mouth. Even rubbing our sexes skin to skin. It was nothing compared to the warmth, the wet, the hugging tightness of Lindsay's pussy. And I wasn't even halfway in.

"Fuck you feel so good," I said.

"Fuck you feel so big," Lindsay said. "Hang on." She lifted her self up, then slid down a bit further. We both groaned. Oh God. Oh God Oh God OH GOD.

Lindsay lifted herself up one last time, and then she was able to take me in entirely. Her tiny bottom bounced against my balls. She let out a deep breath. Still sitting in my lap, Lindsay's legs were wrapped around my back. I hugged her close. She kissed me lightly on the lips.

"Wow," I said.

"Wow," she agreed.

"Wow," Rachel said. She looked us over like an inspector at a construction site. Just making sure everything's been attached according to specifications!

"Your brother," Lindsay said, "He's inside me. So big."

Rachel smiled, she rubbed Lindsay's head, mimicking what the blonde girl usually did to her in these moments. "I'm sure Andrew loves to hear that."

"No, I mean it," Lindsay said, "I feel really full. Fuck that's nice."

I couldn't help myself. The feeling of being buried in Lindsay's snatch was incredible and yet all I could do was want more. I reached under her little buns and lifted her up. Slid my cock back and forth. Our movement made wet squelching sounds.

"Don't cum yet," Lindsay said. Begged. "Oh, I know you want to, baby, but not yet, OK? Hang on." Lindsay reached down between us and started to rub her clit. "Yes. Let me get mine. Then you can have yours. Promise."

"Here, let me help you with that," Rachel said. She reached between her brother and her best friend. Pushed Lindsay's hand away and replaced it with her own. She started rubbing at Lindsay's clit and the little blonde almost screamed.

"Fuck! Oh fuck that's nice."

"Like you said," Rachel said, "Practically the same parts."

"Uh huh."

I did my best to stay still. My little sister's fingers tickled the base of my cock while she smooshed Lindsay's clitty back and forth. It was so hard though - not to thrust. To not even move a little bit.

"Almost... Almost there," Lindsay said. My sister was clearly doing a bang-up job. Lindsay started to arch backward. Her cunt squeezed down on my cock. She threw her head back.

"HrrrrrrrrrrAH! AH! Oh YES!" Lindsay shouted and then stiffened. Her face went red and she gasped. Her pussy had me so hard I could feel myself getting close and I was about to push her off but then... No. Lindsay slowly relaxed. Her pussy felt plenty tight but not the death grip from before.

The little blonde laughed. She ran her hands over Rachel's cheeks and kissed my little sister. "That's a girl. That's a good girl. Oh yes. Perfect."

Rachel flushed with pride.

"Oh, don't worry," Lindsay said, now looking at me, "I didn't forget you." She pushed me back into the bed. Hung over me, my cock in her pussy, and stretched back. As if showing me how we were connected.



Lindsay lifted herself up slowly, and then back down. Her pussy felt even tighter now. Like her orgasm had stiffened her up. She rocked back and forth. Faster. I could see the skin of her snatch holding on to my cock as she went. Up down. Up down.

It was incredible and all I could do was lay back while the little blonde rode my dick. Oh my God it was more amazing than I'd ever imagined it. I heard a gasp and looked over. Rachel was on the floor, rubbing herself on the carpet. Her face practically glowing.

I patted the mattress. "Come here," I said. Rachel climbed up onto the bed. I wiggled my fingers at her, to say that I'd help her out. But she misunderstood. My sister straddled me with her muscular thighs. Lowered her pussy onto my head. Both best friends now faced each other. What could I do? I leaned up and licked at my little sister's hungry twat.

I heard her gasp. "Ssssoooo good," she said.

"Oh yes," Lindsay said. She was rutting really hard now. The bed squeaked and crashed. If anyone was in the house, having the door closed wasn't going to help. But no one interrupted us. Rachel rode my face while Lindsay slammed herself on my dick.

"Oh fuck," Lindsay said, apparently fucking made her like to talk. "That big dick. It feels so good. I think I'm going to. Fuck."

"His tongue. So good," Rachel said.

"You going to cum?" Lindsay asked.

"Yeah. Yes."

"Me too," Lindsay said, "Oh FUCK. I've never cum just from a cock before. Never cum twice in one... Fuck you're fucking brother's fucking breaking me."

"Me too," Rachel said.

I lay under both of them, subject to their whims. Lindsay's little pussy had me getting close, I could feel it. Yet I hadn't burst yet and I was so proud of myself. Honestly. I didn't want to be like Nick, just shooting off. Hearing that both the girls were about to cum made me feel better than anything else they'd said. Though the stuff about my big dick didn't hurt, either.

Rachel stiffened. She ground her pussy down onto my mouth. Her legs clamped around my head. I heard her gasp. Then she threw her head back and let out a long thin squeal.

Lindsay, as if directly wired to my sister's pussy, suddenly stiffened. "Oh. OH FUCK I can't believe I'm going to... FUCK!"

Lindsay's orgasm overtook her. Her pussy went from tight to impossible. It squeezed down on my cock and suddenly I knew I was about to cum. I started to move back, but both girls held me down tight. I tried to say something, but my voice was swallowed by my sister's bottom. All that struggling made it worse. And suddenly my cock BURST.

A stream of my sperm exploded right into Lindsay's unprotected pussy. Swallowed whole by the little blonde's incredible, fertile womb. The pleasure overwhelmed me.

"Oh FUCK, Rachel it's..." Lindsay cried. Rachel shot forward and wrapped her arms around her best friend. Not understanding what Lindsay was saying. Holding her there, shaking, as blast after blast of her brother's semen splashed into her best friend's bare snath. Inseminated her right there in her parent's bedroom.

Lindsay cried out. Her orgasm peaking even higher than before. I could feel her cunt squeezing me for more. Milking me. Oh God it was incredible. My orgasm rippled out of my cock, up my arms and back.

Rachel's orgasm finally ended, and she slid to the side. The last ebbs of my pleasure shot through and I finally saw Lindsay's face as she tremored with each ejaculation. She looked down at where our groins met. Wracked with pleasure. Swallowed by fear.

Lindsay carefully lifted herself up. A thin string of my cum still connected my cock with her pussy.

"Oh fuck," Rachel said. "Did he?"

"Oh my God," Lindsay said. A thick glob of my semen dripped out of her pussy and landed on my stomach. "He. I mean. It's so much."

"Lindsay I'm sorry, I tried to stop," I said, "Rachel was on top of me and I tried to get away but..."

"Oh fuck," Lindsay said. Another huge glob of sperm fell out of her pussy. Another little orgasm ripped through her body. "Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck." She might not have wanted my seed inside her, but her womb was focused on the exact opposite - gathering as much sperm as it could. Like stuffing itself full.

The little blonde leapt up and ran to the nearby bathroom. I heard the sink squeak on and a rush of water.

"Oh, Andrew, you didn't," Rachel said. She looked at me angrily.

"I tried to stop, I swear," I said. "It felt so good and when it happened... Why didn't you help?"

"I didn't... I couldn't," Rachel looked at me, green eyes wide, "I mean, I didn't realize you were... Cumming." She looked down at my dick. It jerked at her, happily. Covered in her friend's juices and my cum. A last little bit dribbled out onto my thigh.

*

Rachel and I sat in the bedroom. We didn't say a word. Just listened to Lindsay as she washed herself. I kept waiting for Nick to bust in. I honestly would have been relieved if he had opened the door, seen what had happened, and beaten the crap out of me. I'd have felt rightfully punished. He never did. Where did that boy go?

Finally, after what seemed like a really long time, Lindsay came out of the bathroom. Her eyes were red like she'd been crying. Her whole body was pink. Over-scrubbed. She flopped down on the edge of the bed. Stared at the floor.

"Fuck, Lindsay, I'm so sorry," I said, "I really am."

"I'm probably not pregnant," she said, "I mean, I got most of it out. God there was a lot. But, I mean, I think I'm OK. It'll be OK."

Rachel went over and hugged her friend. Lindsay pushed her away. Looked at my brunette sister, oddly. Like she was putting something together.

"Andy you tried to warn me," she said, "You were about to cum."

"I did," I said, "I'm so so sorry. Whatever it takes, I'll take care of it. You know that."

"But I couldn't hear you because Rachel was over your head," Lindsay said, "And when I tried to tell you that he was cumming in me... Rach, what happened?"

"I didn't understand," Rachel said, "I thought you were cumming so hard that you needed me to... I didn't know. Oh God, Lindsay I'm so sorry. What can I do? How can I make this right?"

Lindsay suddenly stood up. A smile snuck across her face. "I think you should have to do what I just did."

"You want me to... To fuck Andrew?"

"And let him cum in you," Lindsay said.

"But Lindsay," Rachel said, "I'm not on the pill. We don't have any condoms. If he cums inside my pussy he'll get me... Pregnant."

"It's only fair, after all," Lindsay said. Rachel stared back at her friend, the horror creeping up her face.

"I won't do it," I said.

"Yes, you will," Lindsay said, "You want your sister so bad and you know it. You really going to tell me you're going to give up your one chance to fuck her?"

"Andrew, I love you," Rachel said, "I promise. Another time. We'll use condoms or you can pull out I promise. Just not now." But it was already too late. I could feel it in my heart. There wasn't going to be another chance. Something would always get in the way. The moment was now, or it was never. Lindsay was right.

The little blonde walked over to Rachel and pushed her back. "Tell him," Lindsay said, "Tell your brother you want him."

"No," Rachel said, "Not like this."

"Yes, like this," Lindsay said, "You made me fuck your brother. You shoved his cock inside me. You knew I wasn't safe. And when he came, you made sure he couldn't stop. You made him knock me up. It's not fair, Rachel. If I have to have your brother's baby, you have let him knock you up too."

It was, clearly, not a good argument. But it hardly mattered. I'd seen Lindsay's force of personality before. I'd watched her command us to do all kinds of stuff and, obediently, we'd let her. This was just one more down the string. Impossibly, Rachel lay back on the bed. Spread her legs.

"Tell him," Lindsay said.

Rachel looked at me, eyes wide with fear. "Please," she said.

I climbed up on the bed, my cock somehow even harder than before. I looked down at my sister. Her massive chest heaving. That hairy pussy open wide. I saw a bit of Rachel's lubrication leak out. Oh fuck. Her eyes widened with fear as she looked at my spear. Aimed right at her.

Lindsay jumped up on the bed and climbed behind my sister. Gently wrapped her arms around Rachel's upper chest. Holding her there. She stroked my sister's hair and cooed. "Hang on baby, here it comes."

Like on autopilot, I climbed between my sister's legs. Aimed my cock at her cunt.

"That's it Andy. There's a good boy," Lindsay said, "Stick it in your sister."

I lined myself up and slid forward. Holy FUCK my sister was tight. I could barely get the head in before her pussy clamped down.

"Oh!" Rachel cried. She shook her head, "It's too big. Lindsay please it's... Please."

"It's fine," Lindsay said, "Andy's cock was made for his little sister's pussy. You'll see."

I pulled back and then slid a little further in. Rachel shivered. Her eyes got big and she looked like she was about to cry. I rocked in and out. Her pussy gripped on to me. Rachel started panting heavily.

I drew back.

"Give it to her Andy," Lindsay said.

I drove my dick forward and filled my sister completely. She screamed, "Oh God!"

My balls slapped against her butt. I fell forward and held my sister close. Felt her huge tits press against my chest. Lindsay stroked our heads both. "There you go. That wasn't so bad was it?"

Rachel was sobbing. I pushed myself up and looked into her eyes. I kissed her on the lips and, miraculously, she pressed her tongue into my mouth. I reached down and squeezed her gigantic tits. Holy fuck they were fantastic. Even better now with both of us intimately connected. I took my time with them. Hefting and squeezing. Teasing the nipples. I leaned over and sucked at each one. It felt more like worship.

"Stop wasting time and fuck your sister," Lindsay snapped. She really didn't like it when people appreciated Rachel's chest.

I drew my dick back a bit and then slammed into my sister. The need to fuck took hold of me. To drive straight into my baby sis until I reached my absolute peak. Lindsay cradled Rachel's head. My sister's eyes kept getting wider and wider with something like amazement. Then she suddenly stiffened. Threw her head back.

"Oh fuck my brother is making me... CUM!" Rachel shook and squealed. She started crying all over again. Buckets of tears ran down her face and I don't think even she knew if it was pleasure or misery.

I kept fucking her. Her tight pussy felt so good. Lindsay had been amazing but this was so much more. Tighter and wetter and I couldn't escape the fact that it was my sister. My sibling. My love. We moved together like we'd been working at this for eons. Grunting and groaning like animals. Lindsay egging us on.

"That's it. Fuck your sister. Give it to her good."

I felt my orgasm approaching. Rachel's breath hitched again.

"Getting close," I said.

"Fill her up," Lindsay said, smiling wickedly, "Put your baby in your baby sis."

"Andrew," Rachel said, "Please."

I didn't stop to wonder. I didn't pause and think about what I was about to do. I reared back.

With Lindsay it had been an explosion. Cumming in my sister was like an atom bomb. Unstoppable uncontrollable destructive ripping apart everything in its path.

"Ohfuck, ohhhhhhhhh YES!"

A geyser of sperm - not a burst but like a river - shot out of me and into my sister's fertile pussy. She screamed and shook.

"Oh fuck. Oh. Oh. OH! He's cumming in me oh fuck. My brother's filling me up!"

The ecstasy overwhelmed me like drowning in the ocean. Tossing, turning, gasping for air all of it swallowing me up as I bellowed out every blast of fertility into my little sister's unprotected pussy.

Lindsay held onto Rachel tight while her best friend bucked against the bed. "Shhhhh," the blonde girl said, "It's OK. I've got you. It's alright. Take it. Like a good sister should."

Another explosion. Then another. I filled my sister with everything I had and then gave her some more besides. Nineteen years-worth of frustrated fertility - like I'd never cum before in my life and all that time was simply saving up for this moment.

I looked down and saw that Rachel was sobbing, her body trembling with orgasm after orgasm. Her body betraying her with every cum. Gradually, my pleasure subsided but Rachel seemed to beg for more. Her back arched, eyes rolled back, like trying to get one more orgasm out of herself.

"Oh such a good boy!" Lindsay said, "Such a good job cumming in your sister like that." She reached up and pet my cheek. Gave me a little kiss. "I'm so proud of you."

I looked down and the reality of what I'd done suddenly took hold of me. My little sister's cunt was bright red. A thin stream of my sperm was already leaking out of it. She was crying, hard. Weeping.

"Oh God. Oh..." Rachel mumbled, again and again. She reached down to her pussy and pulled out a palmful of sperm. Stared at it fearful.

Seeing her work was done, Lindsay got up from the bed.

"I'm going to try to go find, Nicky," she said, "I wonder where that boy got off to?"

I looked over at my sister and felt so ashamed. Awful. I climbed up into the bed and wrapped my arms around her. Held her tight. She didn't fight back. Just trembled in my arms.

"Oh Rachel," I said, "I'm so sorry. I don't know what came over me. I just..."

"It's OK," Rachel said, she looked up at me and smiled, "Lindsay's right. It was... It's only fair."

"Are you sure?" I asked.

Rachel leaned in and kissed me. "Is my loving brother holding me right now? Then yes. Everything is fine."

*

We cleaned everything up before the Callahans came home. All six of us sat down to dinner. It was the usual uncomfortable silence, but I found that comforting somehow.

Nick wouldn't even look in my direction the whole time. He seemed distant. Distracted. After dinner, he went into the TV room with his Dad. Lindsay, Rachel, and I marched upstairs. The girls went into their bedroom. There was no door to shut, but I felt it slam anyway.

I went and brushed my teeth by myself. Lay down in my sleeping bag. I didn't know what to do. The guilt and shame overwhelmed me. I heard the two girls talking. Just like every other evening. Only now, I was afraid of what they could be saying, rather than aroused by it.

Yet, for some reason, I couldn't help myself. I slipped out into the hallway.

"Well, you got what you wanted," Lindsay said, "Was it worth it?"

"Oh fuck yes," Rachel said, "I'm just so glad I got to share it with you. My best friend."

"You're sure this is OK?" Lindsay said, "I felt so terrible in that moment."

"OK?" Rachel said, "It went even better than I planned! Now I've got my brother's cock forever and you're free of stupid, useless Nick."

"I do feel kind of bad for my brother," Lindsay said.

"He was an asshole," Rachel said, "He treated you like crap and then couldn't even make you cum. I mean, come on. I think everybody here got what they deserved. You're a hell of an actor, though, I'll tell you."

"Me?" Lindsay said, "You were amazing. Your whole 'oh no don't do it to me' thing. I was starting to wonder if it really was true."

"Well we both get the award," Rachel said, "This is going to be so great."

"You were right this whole time," Lindsay said, "I mean, how did you even know he was listening all those times?"

Rachel looked up at the open door, like she could somehow see me standing in the hallway. Like her sight went right through the wood paneling. Through my body and right to my soul. It froze as it all dawned on me at once. This whole time it had been Rachel. Rachel who'd been pushing Lindsay to do these things. Rachel who'd known I was listening, pretended to be all innocent and afraid. Rachel who'd knocked up Lindsay on purpose and then tricked me into doing the same to my own sister.

I felt overwhelmed. My breath caught in my chest. My heart raced. I slumped back against the wall.

"I told you," Rachel said, "I know my big brother. He'll take such good care of both of us. Now if only someone with a big, hard dick would come in here and give us girls another full load. You know, just to make sure everything is all set.

I pictured Rachel and Lindsay sitting there, waiting for me. In that moment, I didn't care about how I'd gotten to this place. Only that I was there.

Rachel had me completely and I knew it. Even better, I found I was content with it in a way that I couldn't explain. Only enjoy. Without another word, I walked into Lindsay's bedroom and my crazy, incomprehensible, wonderful future.
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Thanksgiving Game Goes Awry

Brothers and sisters

Husbands and their wives

There's so much bad stuff

Here. Isn't it nice?

Everyone in this story is over the age of 18.

"There's no way," my wife said, acting amused in a way that told me she was secretly horrified.

"I'm telling you, it's true," I said.

We'd just finished our first Thanksgiving as a married couple at her parents' house and we were driving home. The highway was surprisingly dark. Tiny snowflakes drifted down onto the windshield like snowy kisses. I wasn't in the mood for music, so our soundtrack was solely the low rumble of the car as we recapped the day's events to each other.

Dinner had been nice, though awkward. Becky and I had been married for a little over a year at that point and the shared family thing was new to both of us. I spent most of the time feeling uneasy and out of place. I'm sure my wife felt the same way when we visited my parents for Christmas later that year.

Still, it wasn't so bad. Becky's family was friendly enough. Her Dad buried himself in football. Her Mom made a delicious apple pie. They weren't the most outwardly emotional people I've ever met but in some ways that made things easier.

It was Becky's brother, Joey, who had drawn my attention. He was a decade younger than his sister and had turned 18 a few days before the holiday. I'd met him a few times before, of course. Joey was a short, skinny kid with an oversized nose and a shock of black, curly hair -- your typical high school artist type with a handful of odd mannerisms and a healthy serving of angst.

That Thanksgiving, for the first time, something about him stood out to me.

"Joey totally has a crush on you," I repeated to my wife.

Becky shook her head. "You can't be serious, Drew. He's my kid brother."

"So?"

"So, it's gross and wrong and... I don't know." Becky tucked her pale blonde hair behind her ear, subconsciously saying that I was making her uncomfortable. "I think the problem is, Drew, that you're not used to seeing siblings."

That was true. I'd grown up as an only child, so I was willing to concede that maybe I didn't 'get' the whole brother/sister dynamic. But I've seen what it looks like when a guy has a thing for a girl. The way he smiles at everything she says. How he jumps up to help her with even the smallest thing. How his eyes are always drifting to certain parts of her body. Joey was checking all those boxes and then some.

"I'm not saying he's doing anything wrong," I said, "I think it's cute. He appreciates his gorgeous older sister."

"Gorgeous, am I?" Becky asked. Like I said, we'd been married for less than a year and we were still smitten with each other. Like we couldn't believe we had this other, amazing person in our lives.

"The gorgeous-est," I said, "Poor Joey couldn't help but be enraptured by your beauty."

Becky punched my shoulder, then crossed her arms, play sulking. "I do not want to be with my little brother," she said.

And, for a moment, I paused.

Because I hadn't even implied that.

* * * * *

A year later, we went back to the Wisniewski's house for Thanksgiving.

This time, however, there was an additional guest: Joey brought home a brand-new college girlfriend. When Becky told me who was coming, I expected some gawky, awkward college girl. I did not anticipate Sierra.

Sierra was a tall brunette, hair down to the middle of her back, with high cheekbones and bright green eyes. She was a freshman, only 19, but she had a woman's body. Her huge chest looked ready to burst through her striped blouse and her wide hips did the same with her dark skirt. Yet, despite all those curves, her body was surprisingly trim. I'll admit, I spent most of the evening staring Sierra's way.

"Drew, could you pass the potatoes?" Mrs. Wisniewski asked, startling me out of my reverie. We were all sitting around the table, food laid out like some grand medieval feast that even a host of knights couldn't finish.

I reached for the bowl and handed it over. "Here you are, Mrs. Wisniewski."

She smiled graciously, but I could tell I'd made a faux pas. The poor woman had asked me to call her Carol at least three times that evening alone, but I couldn't stop myself. My parents had raised me to be too polite, probably.

My only excuse is that I continued to be distracted by the distant Sierra. She was monumental. Magnificent. She dominated the landscape and I simply couldn't look away.

"Where's the salt?" Becky asked. If my wife noticed my attention (or lack thereof) she'd yet to mention it.

"Oops, I think I left it in the kitchen," Mrs. Wisniewski said.

"I've got it," Joey said, and jumped up like his butt was on fire.

I guess I wasn't the only one entranced by someone I wasn't supposed to be. Despite the stunning woman he'd brought home, Joey still seemed stupefied by his older sister, Becky. My wife had a decade on Sierra, but with her petite body and elfin face, she was the one who looked like a young girl. Becky's new haircut, her blonde hair slashed right below her ears, only enhanced that impression.

As Joey scrambled to help, I gave Sierra an eyeroll and she laughed. Apparently, I wasn't the only one who noticed how enamored Joey was with his older sister.

Joey returned, saltshaker in hand, grinning like a fool. Like Becky, Joey was short and thin. Unlike his sister, he'd yet to escape his awkward phase. When he moved, he looked like a spider on a slippery surface, skittering around with appendages akimbo. How he'd managed to pull a girl like Sierra, I'll never know.

"I'm sorry we're going to miss your birthday," Becky said to her brother as he personally delivered her seasoning. "It's always easier when it lands on the holiday or at least before it."

"You're here now, it's good enough," Joey said, still mooning. "When you're born on Thanksgiving, you're used to being less important."

"You interrupted the doctor's turkey," Mrs. Wisniewski said, "He complained about it the whole time I gave birth. Remember Harold?"

Mr. Wisniewski grunted. The game was on in the other room and he kept trying to watch it around our heads. I guess all of us were staring someplace else that night.

"Sierra seemed nice," I said as we drove home afterwards. Unlike the year before, it was a warm night, feeling more like early fall than winter.

"I know you noticed," Becky said, but her smirk said she was feeling playful. "You're ten years older than her, you know."

"Tell that to your brother," I said, "He couldn't keep his eyes off you all night."

"Oh God, not this again," Becky said. She tried to tuck her hair behind her ear. Even though her locks were now too short for it, she hadn't lost the nervous habit.

"You can't tell me you didn't see Joey swooning every time you spoke," I said.

"I was too busy watching my husband drool over some nineteen-year-old girl," Becky said, less kind this time.

"You know I only have eyes for you," I said, and leaned over to kiss my wife.

She gave me her cheek.

* * * * *

The next year's Thanksgiving visit almost didn't happen.

The weather report was for an epic amount of snow and we talked about staying home. Well, I talked about it, anyway. Becky wouldn't listen.

"We have to do Thanksgiving with my family, I've never missed it," Becky said. We were both in the bedroom getting dressed for the day. "Besides, it's Joey's birthday exactly today. He's turning twenty. We have to be there for that."

"I don't want to drive home in a blizzard," I said, looking anxiously out our apartment window. The sky was grey and ominous, but no flakes were falling yet.

"Mom says the weather is fine down by her," Becky said, "And worst is, we'll sleep at my parents' if we're stuck."

I liked the Wisniewskis well enough but crashing at their house -- marinating in potpourri and surrounded by my mother-in-law's "Gone With the Wind" platter collection in the guest room -- did not appeal.

I was about to press things further, when I heard a sob from behind me. I turned and saw my wife standing there in her cute, white bra and panties, holding up her dress like it was a dead body.

I took the frock out of her hand, black and velvety, and saw that the zipper had ripped right out of the lining.

"It's fine, honey, you have plenty of other clothes," I said.

"It's not that," Becky said. She dropped onto the bed, disconsolate. "It's everything."

That she reacted so dramatically about something so small should have been surprising. Sadly, it was nothing new. My wife's malaise had begun with her thirtieth birthday, only a few months before. Suddenly, everything seemed to make her upset or angry. We'd been fighting more, as well.

"That whole reorganization at work, the thing with the car, and now you want me to miss Thanksgiving? I can't do it, Drew, I just can't."

I sat next to Becky and put my arm around her. "I'm not keeping you from your family," I said, firmly.

"No, I know," Becky said, "It's just a lot of stuff, you know?"

I did. Becky had been talking about quitting her job and going back to school. I was dreaming on buying a house and hopefully having kids. For the first time in our relationship, we were in two different places. That made it hard for us to work together.

"Look, I care about you," I said, meaning it. "A lot. I know this has been a tough year for you. I want us to get through it together."

Becky leaned her head on my shoulder. "I love you so much," she said.

"I love you, too," I said, and kissed her forehead. I picked up the dress and took another look. "I think I can fix this, if you give me a minute."

I managed to sew the zipper back in, then handed the dress to my wife. As Becky got ready, I got in the shower and got dressed in a pair of tan, corduroy slacks and a light blue dress shirt with a navy sweater vest.

I was thirty-two and married, but I wasn't looking the part yet. My light brown hair was only starting to thin at the top, barely noticeable. I was tall and broad-shouldered. Years of running had kept my body trim. Most people at work were surprised when they found out I was already in my thirties. At that point in my life, looking young was a good problem to have.

As I finished buttoning up my shirt, I saw Becky was doing her makeup in the mirror, and I made a point of paying her a compliment.

"You look pretty," I told my wife.

"It's only my family," Becky said, "We're not hitting up the clubs." She kissed my cheek, then stopped, as if something had just occurred to her. "Hey, if you're lucky, maybe Sierra will be there."

I snorted. I knew how college relationships worked. There was no way that amazing woman was still together with Joey.

* * * * *

It started to flurry on the drive down the Turnpike. By the time we arrived at Becky's parents' house the snow had gotten heavy. Every movement seemed to echo in the emptiness as we climbed out of the car. The wind whined and howled. There was something peaceful about the way the suburban neighborhood was wrapped in an ever-growing blanket of snow.

Becky's Mom met us at the door. She quickly said hello, then grabbed Becky's hand and pulled her back to the kitchen.

"Harold's in the den," she told me. My assignment was clear. Sit quietly as my father-in-law watched football. Everything else, apparently, was women's work.

Sure enough, I found Mr. Wisniewski half asleep in his La-Z-Boy. He grunted and handed me a beer as I sat down on the couch. Coming from Harold Wisniewski, that was the equivalent of a warm hug.

I heard footsteps by the door and looked over. It was Joey and, Christmas miracle come early, Sierra. The beautiful college girl looked even better than I remembered. She was wearing a pink, fluffy sweater and a dark skirt. Her long brown was hair tied back. Her cheeks slightly pink. Sierra's body had both slimmed down and filled out in all the right ways. Like a sculptor was slowly bringing her into perfect form. If she continued to progress this way, in about two years she was going to be so radiant I wouldn't be able to look directly at her.

I got up and said hi, shaking Joey's hand and wishing him a happy birthday. Unlike the rest of us who were looking nice for the occasion, the skinny boy was wearing a paint-spattered t-shirt and jeans.

Sierra leaned over to give me a hug hello. I did my best to make it quick, keeping our bodies as far apart as possible. It was like hugging a landmine, any closer and all sort of things might go off.

"Oh nice," Sierra said, looking behind me at the game, "Stafford's on my fantasy team."

"Cool, I've got Golladay going," I said.

"Excellent," Sierra said, giving me a fist bump as she flopped onto the couch.

"I'm going to go see if I can help Mom and Becky," Joey said, then left the room. The three of us nodded distractedly as he left.

It wasn't long before we were called in to dinner. As per tradition, the table was overfull with food. It was more than six people could ever eat in a week, let alone one night. Conversation was muted, but we gradually stopped stuffing our faces to talk a little bit.

Mrs. Wisniewski asked about my job and Becky complained about hers. Sierra talked about which classes she liked, and Joey showed us a picture on his phone of a painting he was working on back at school.

"That's really good," Becky said, looking at her brother's phone.

"See, I told you," Sierra said, "Everyone knows you're super talented except you."

Mr. Wisniewski grunted and took a large bite of turkey. Becky showed me the screen. The painting was well done, though a bit troubling. It was a nude portrait of a thin blonde woman who had more than a passing resemblance to my wife. I gave Becky a look, but she just shrugged.

"What?" she asked.

I decided it would be safer to change the subject. "Any plans for the big two-oh?" I asked Joey as I passed him back his phone.

"We were planning to go out with a bunch of my friends, but..." Joey said, and gestured out the window. Everything was buried in white. At least a foot had piled there and, judging by the skies, we were probably due for even more.

"We can all do something fun together," Becky said, brightly, "Since we're stuck here, too."

Joey's face lit up. "Yes, that'd be great."

After we ate, Mr. Wisniewski escaped to the den to watch the rest of the afternoon game while the rest of us helped clear the table. Then Mrs. Wisniewski brought out a cake and we all sang happy birthday to Joey.

Becky went and found a bunch of old boardgames and the whole family (excepting Mr. Wisniewski who escaped to the evening game) sat around the table playing Scrabble. It turned out that Sierra was something of a word whiz and she whipped us all.

Finally, with the sun down and the snow showing no signs of slowing, Mrs. Wisniewski declared it was time for her to go to bed. She helped us set up the guest bedroom, retrieved her husband (who was already asleep in front of the TV), and wished us all a good night.

The four of us sat around the table, staring dumbly at the stack of board games. I think we were all a bit woozy from the massive meal. No one knew what to do next, though none of us was willing to go to bed at such an early hour.

"Well, I might as well put these away," Becky said. She piled up the board games and carried them upstairs.

"Is everything OK with Becky?" Joey asked me as soon as she left, "She seems a little off."

I nodded, grimly. "She's had a tough go of it lately. Her birthday kind of knocked her for a loop."

"What happened on her birthday?" Joey asked.

"Turning thirty is a lot different than twenty," I said.

"Oh my God!" Becky shouted from upstairs.

"Are you OK?" I asked. I got up to go after her, but she met me halfway down the stairs, her face bright red.

"I found something," Becky said, "I saw something. Oh my God."

"What is it?" Joey asked, unable to contain a laugh at his sister's suddenly frantic face.

"Did you see a mouse?" Sierra asked.

"Did you see Santa?" I asked, "No wait, it's too early for Santa."

"Did you see Mom and Dad..." Joey rolled his wrist suggestively.

Becky's face, impossibly, went even redder. "No! But... Come on you have to see this."

We trooped upstairs, Becky leading the way. We went into the guest room, where my wife and I were supposed to be sleeping that night. On the far wall there were a couple of bookshelves. On the bottom, under the rows of Mrs. Wisniewski's carefully curated, creepy, collector plates, was a stack of battered board games.

Becky knelt down and -- like opening a long-forgotten tomb -- moved aside the expected Scrabble, Candyland, and Monopoly boxes. Under it all was another box, smooshed down and torn on one side. The picture on the top was of two very seventies-looking couples, sitting around a harlequin-colored board game. The people were all in their underwear and smiling in a static, unwholesome way.

The title said, "Two to Tango: A Board Game for Consenting Couples."

"Holy shit," Joey said, looking down at the box.

Sierra giggled so hard, she snorted.

"Well, that's unexpected," I said.

"I know, right?" Becky said, "I mean, like, Mom and Dad are very, you know, Mom and Dad."

Admittedly, no child thinks their parents have sex. Ironic since that's how all of us came to be. But, honestly, the Wisniewskis seemed like the kind of couple that didn't have sex. Ever. Like, if I found out that Becky and Joey were adopted, I'd believe it. So, the Wisniewskis really didn't seem like the types to play dirty board games. I'd have been less surprised if Becky found a bag of cocaine in that bedroom.

"Didn't Mom say she got these games at a garage sale a few years ago?" Joey said, "Maybe this was just, you know, stacked in with everything else."

"Or maybe they're secretly swingers," Sierra said, maybe a bit too excitedly.

I got a mental image of Mr. Wisniewski at a swap party, trying to glance around a half-naked woman so he could catch the football score. Now it was my turn to laugh.

Joey and Becky eyed each other, warily. After all, Sierra and I were only outside observers. The siblings, though, this was their family they were staring at right now. It had to raise all kinds of questions.

"Definitely bought by accident," Becky said.

"No doubt," Joey said.

"We should play it!" Sierra said. She clapped her hands excitedly.

"What? No," Joey said. He purposefully looked away from Becky. "I'm not playing sex games with my sister."

"Come on, you can't tell me you're not curious," Sierra said, "I bet it'll be fun." She reached down and grabbed the game, then skipped happily out of the room. The three of us all eyed each other, shrugged, and followed the beautiful brunette downstairs.

Sierra dumped the box on the dining room table. There were cards, a board, a spinner, some dice, a sand timer... It was like whoever came up with the game couldn't decide on components, so they included all of them. Not exactly the sign of a great design.

While Sierra started to dig through it all, Becky went back to the kitchen. I followed her into the other room.

"Well, this is weird," I said, "You OK?"

"Like, in general?" Becky asked. My petite blonde wife leaned back against the counter. She gave me a wispy smile and tucked her hair behind her ear. It was almost long enough now that she could do it.

"Are you OK with this?" I said, "The game, your family, all of it."

"I'm fine," Becky said, her new favorite catchphrase, "I just need a drink." She grabbed a footstool from some hidden place, then climbed up and opened a tiny cabinet above the fridge. A moment later, Becky came down cradling a bottle of scotch. She did it all so easily, without even a pause, I knew this wasn't a lucky discovery.



My wife's past was a bit of a mystery to me. I knew Becky had been a bit of a rule breaker in high school and college, though I didn't have the details. By the time we met, she had settled down.

Becky referred to her school time as her 'lost years.' She didn't explain any further. Her ease at extracting her Dad's hidden alcohol suggested that it went beyond hoarding overdue library books and eschewing the handrails on escalators.

Becky took a swig straight from the bottle and gave me one, as well. The liquid burned nicely as it slipped down my throat. While I drank, Becky took out four tumblers and then we brought our prize out to the dining room.

Sierra had most of the components out and was paging through the instructions.

"Oh my God, this is hilarious," she said. Joey gave us both a look, as if asking us to control his girlfriend for him.

Becky responded by putting a glass in front of her brother and pouring him a drink.

"Um, thanks?" Joey said.

"I figured you'd need the support," Becky said, "I know you're not of age yet, but it is your birthday, after all. Just don't tell Mom and Dad."

"I don't think that's going to be a problem," Joey said, looking pointedly at the perverted board game his girlfriend was paging through.

"Good point," Becky said. She poured all of us a drink and we sat down. I was facing Sierra. Becky was across from her brother.

We raised our glasses. "To horrifying discoveries," Becky said. We all took a sip, though I noticed my wife had more of a gulp.

"So, what are we doing here?" I asked.

"Oh my God, this game is such a mess," Sierra said, "But I think I've got it figured out. We each spin the wheel to move our pawn. Then we draw cards depending on the color we land on."

She pointed to a board that looked a bit like Candy Land. A winding, multicolored path through a strange, fantasy forest filled with faux-risque graphics. There were stylized 69s (the number, not the position) and very cartoonish pictures of people in retro underwear. At the top of the board, where the cartoon path ended, the word 'heaven' was written out in garish, bold gold type.

"Are we supposed to by dying at the end of this?" Joey asked, pointing at the graphic.

"I might die just thinking about our parents playing this," Becky said.

"Come on guys," Sierra said, "It isn't Thanksgiving unless you're playing a vaguely dirty board game that your sibling found hidden in your parents' house."

"I don't know about this," Joey said, taking a nervous gulp of his drink. His face went a bit flushed. I doubted he'd had much alcohol in his life, let alone something hard like scotch.

Honestly, though, I didn't blame him for being discombobulated. If I dared think about what was going on, I was fairly freaked out, as well. I was a mid-thirties, married man, sitting down to play a dirty game with two college kids, one of whom was my wife's brother. What exactly were we expecting to happen here?

But for all that Becky seemed out of sorts, she wasn't stopping anything. And Sierra, beautiful Sierra, seemed to think the whole thing was silly. And I knew that, though he might deny it, Joey didn't truly have an issue with this at all. So, all of us -- still mostly sober mind you -- talked ourselves into doing this thing that, in retrospect, seems like an obviously bad idea. Of course, by the time it was clear that we'd taken a wrong turn, we were too far gone to go back and undo it.

Sierra laid four decks onto the table: green, purple, yellow, and orange. She put the spinner in the middle and gave each of us a tiny pawn to put on the board. The pieces were small and made of tin. Like Monopoly pieces they were in different shapes, only these ones were supposed to be dirty. Mine was a tiny, silver-y, panty-covered butt.

Becky eyed her piece -- a little circumcised penis with a tiny bump on the bottom to symbolize balls -- like she expected it to jump up and bite her at any moment. I noticed she'd already finished her first glass and was pouring a second one. Joey saw what his sister was doing and quickly finished his own drink. Becky filled his glass after she was done doing hers.

"Slow down guys," I said.

"I'm playing a sexy board game with my husband and my brother," Becky said.

"You're right," I said, "Speed up guys."

"The game is not that sexy," Sierra said, "I mean, look at this thing. It's all PG-13 racy. I glanced at the cards and they're all silly stuff like kiss your partner on the bottom. That kind of thing. It's trying so hard to be horny, it actually makes me feel less aroused than before."

"Sounds like most of the guys I dated in high school," Becky said with a smirk. Both girls giggled.

And just like that, the game was on. We decided that, since it was her idea to play, Sierra should go first. The spinner told her to move three spaces, which put her pawn on a purple square. She picked up the matching colored card.

"Take off one piece of clothing," Sierra said, "Easy enough." She lifted off her pink sweater, revealing a pinstriped, white and blue blouse.

Moving around the table, it was Joey's turn next. He also spun a three and took a purple card.

"Take off one piece of clothing," he read, "OK." He reached down and took off a sock.

"Do both, babe," Sierra said, smiling coquettishly. Joey didn't argue, he just reached down and bared both his feet. If his sister was elfin, then Joey was a hobbit.

Becky was next. She hit a two, which was a yellow square. She held up the card and read it aloud. "Truth: when was the last time you masturbated." My petite blonde wife turned pinkish.

"That's a lot more than slipping off a sock," I said.

"When I was looking before, each of the decks had a theme," Sierra said, "Purple is clothing. Yellow is truths. The greens and oranges are different levels of dares. But, honestly, it was all pretty tame. As far as I can tell, this is as racy as it gets."

Looking at the board, most of the early squares were greens, purples, and yellows. But as the path went along, the colors changed too, to the point that it was almost all orange at the end. For a moment, I considered what Sierra thought 'tame' meant. But then Becky broke my concentration.

"Two days ago," she said, staring down at the table. No one needed to ask what she meant. Becky took another big swallow of scotch.

"How was it?" Sierra asked. That girl was going for trouble. I was about to argue that her question wasn't on the card, but my wife answered before I could.

"Eh," Becky said with a shrug.

I'll be honest, Becky and I had been going through a bit of a dry spell. Considering everything else going on in our lives, that shouldn't be so surprising. But I felt a little hurt by her admission. I mean, two days before I had been home and would have been more than willing to help out, as it were.

Sierra interrupted my thoughts to tell me it was my turn.

I spun a four, making me the first person to grab a green card.

"Taking the early lead," Sierra said.

"Drew was always the competitive one," Becky said. I shook my head at her and looked down at my card.

"Kiss your partner," the card said. I leaned over and kissed Becky on the cheek.

Sierra made puppy eyes at both of us. "So adorable," she said. Times like those, it was easy to remember that she was more than a decade younger than me. No matter how much her hot body might say otherwise.

For the next two rounds, not much happened. We took off innocuous clothing and did harmless stuff. The riskiest thing was when Becky had to kiss my crotch over my pants. And even that didn't feel sexy. Just strange.

On Becky's next turn, however, things got more interesting. She got a 'remove clothing' card, but had nothing to take off except her black, velvety dress. For the first time, someone would be showing serious skin.

"Oh man," Joey said, trying to appear embarrassed when Becky showed us the card.

His sister, however, did not pretend at any modesty. Instead, she calmly asked me to unzip her dress. I reached back, careful not to undo my handiwork from that morning. Becky stood up and lifted the outfit over her head.

My wife revealed her conservative, matching, cotton white bra and panties. She did a little pose, arms out, then sat back down. Becky had a nice body -- cute and compact. She was tiny all over, with little breasts that barely needed the bra. Her skin was pale and slightly pinkish in key places. She saw me checking her out and gave me a small smile.

"Still in love, so cute," Sierra said, playfully.

Joey made a show of covering his eyes.

"Oh, stop it," Becky said, "It's no more than a bikini."

Given permission, Joey gave his older sister a good look. The siblings both flushed at the same time, in the same way. It was adorable. Kind of.

I also lost a piece of clothing on my next turn, which meant slipping off my corduroy slacks. I was down to boxers and a dress shirt. I hoped no one noticed the bulge in my underwear and quickly sat back down.

"How far are we going with this?" I asked. Becky was down to her underwear and I was one piece of clothing behind. Joey was also in his t-shirt and boxers, while Sierra, disappointingly, had managed to stay mostly covered. Both her blouse and skirt remained.

"There aren't too many more purple squares," Sierra said, as if this addressed my question.

I gave my wife a serious stare. "Let's talk for a second," I said. I signaled with my head and Becky followed me into the kitchen. There was a pocket door, and I pulled it closed behind us.

Becky was in only her underwear. I wasn't far off from the same. Both of us stood in her parents' kitchen while another couple (including her brother) waited for us in the other room.

"This is weird, right?" I asked.

"It's just my dopey brother," Becky said, "It's fine." She looked a bit stumbly and I realized that maybe she'd had a bit more to drink than I'd thought.

"Look, I get that we've been fighting a lot lately," I said, "But I hope you know I support you, no matter what."

"It's fine," Becky said, "We're fine. Let's have fun." She gave me a quick kiss on the lips, then went back out to the dining room. I watched her go.

What exactly was I so worked up about? No one was naked. Everything had been lively, sure, but nothing untoward. I knew my problem: it was the unknown. What happened when we did take off more clothes? Or if the cards started asking for something more serious? But then, wasn't I being silly worrying about things that hadn't happened yet?

I forced myself to take a deep breath. It felt like one in the morning, but when I looked at the clock in the kitchen, it said the time was only 9:30. Things weren't as bad as I thought. Not yet.

"Everything OK?" Sierra asked me when I came back into the dining room. The curvy, young brunette seemed actually concerned, which was sweet.

"I poured you another glass," Becky said, and handed me my drink. I took a gulp and felt a bit better.

It was my spin next and, sure enough, I lost my shirt. I slowly undid the buttons, then tossed it aside. I've never been a muscle man, but I was slim with a bit of brown hair on my pecs. Becky gave an appreciative cheer when I bared my chest. Even better, Sierra gave me a sly little smile. But don't think I missed that both my wife and I were now in only our underwear.

The next two rounds balanced things out a little better.

While Becky and I got truths (she'd cheated on a geometry test in high school, I'd smoked pot a couple times in college), both Joey and Sierra lost their clothes. Joey had to take off his t-shirt. He was thin, almost scrawny, and his chest was covered in thick black hair.

But I barely noticed because I was still reeling from Sierra finally (finally!) showing some skin. The beautiful brunette had undone her blouse, revealing a bright red, plunge-style bra. Her breasts seemed even larger than I'd imagined. Full and fantastic. And I wasn't even seeing all of them. Sierra caught me staring -- hell how could she not? -- but instead of getting upset, she just gave me a grin.

Things got even better the next round. Becky had to play with her nipple for a minute (behind her bra, it was barely anything interesting), I had to admit that I had a crush on some girl at work (I wasn't going to mention Sierra in that moment. I wasn't that stupid), and Joey ended up standing on one leg and singing the Star-Spangled Banner (like I said, the game was weird).

But spectacular Sierra also lost her last piece of overwear, slipping her slim skirt down her long legs. She was wearing a pair of bright bikini briefs that matched her shining scarlet bra. Her panties kept everything covered, sadly, but seeing the shape of her thighs and butt was more than enough reward. I was suddenly very glad that Becky had guilted me into going to her parents' house for Thanksgiving.

Becky refilled our drinks while we got used to our new state of mostly undressed. Eyes went everywhere, examining everyone in detail. The scotch was running low, but my wife came back with another bottle, this time gin, and made sure we were all well lubricated.

I would have gotten up to help my wife pour, but I was trapped at the table. I had an epic erection going, and my underwear might as well have been see-through. I noticed Becky's brother wasn't getting up either. We both were clearly suffering from the same affliction.

Worse, the chances of someone revealing something serious next were super high. I was trying to balance my hopes of seeing more Sierra skin with my own wish to stay covered (let alone the complex feelings I had around my wife or her brother getting naked) and I kept toppling over. Except, for the first time, the game didn't cooperate. The purple squares began to peter out on the path. Instead, a new color came into play: orange.

Sierra had described these before as "riskier" dares and I hadn't thought to ask what she meant. The greens had all been oddly tame (like Joey's one-legged anthem). Thus, almost anything was more dangerous than what we'd been asked to do so far. But we found out very quickly what the oranges offered.

It was my wife's turn and, sure enough, she landed on the first orange square. I noticed her hand was shaking slightly as she reached for the card. It might seem silly to be so worked up, but we kept waiting for the game to surprise us with something shocking. It had promised us dirty doings on the box, so we had to assume they were coming at some point, right?

Becky read the card. "Kiss the person of the opposite sex on the other team," she said, showing us the card.

Well, there it was. The game had finally revealed its biggest twist. And honestly? It wasn't that bad? Becky bounced out of her chair, went around the table, and kissed her brother on the cheek. They both giggled nervously. Then Becky sat back down. She gave me a shrug.

I was next and I got a purple, one of the last. I started to stand up and pull down my boxers. Then the reality hit me, and I paused. I didn't mind being naked if everyone else was too. But the truth was, just looking at the board, it was really unlikely that would happen. Why did I have to be the only one showing brain?

"What if I don't do it?" I asked. The table turned and looked at me. "What's the penalty?"

Sierra froze for a moment, then reached for the manual. I looked over at Becky for solidarity, and she gave me a small chin nod.

"It says you have to move back three spaces," Sierra said. I didn't see the big deal with that at all. So, I'd be behind. I mean, did I really care? It seemed like losing the game was a much lesser penalty than losing the last of my clothes. I moved my little butt-shaped token backwards and sat down, still in my underwear.

It gave me a moment to look at the state of the board. Even with my setback, we were all more than halfway through our journey. Yes, we were all in our underwear and we'd only done the first orange dare. But with so little of the path left to play, it was hard to imagine things getting much more interesting than this.

Sierra was next and she took a truth card. "Have you ever participated in a threesome?" she read. "Fuck." She quickly looked away. She seemed surprisingly upset by the content of the card.

"Seriously?" Becky asked.

"It was before I met Joey," Sierra said.

"Wow," I said.

"It's not as hot as it sounds," Sierra said, still not able to look our way. "I was a freshman in college. I'd turned 18 a few months before. My boyfriend kept begging for us to be with another guy. He said it would be fun to 'share' me. Turns out I wasn't the one he wanted at all."

"Wow," I said, again, but in a much different tone of voice.

"It's silly now, but at the time it kind of broke my heart," Sierra said, "I felt so rejected. Like, how bad am I that my boyfriend would rather be with another dude?"

"That's not how it works," Becky said, kindly, "You don't 'turn' someone gay. They just are that way."

"No, I know," Sierra said, "Rationally, I get it. But in the moment, it hurt, you know?"

"I'm sorry, babe," Joey said. He reached over and rubbed Sierra's shoulder.

"Let's get on with the game," Sierra said, quickly.

Joey was next and he also earned a yellow card. But this one was different than what we'd gotten used to.

"You must answer one question honestly," the card said. All of us looked at each other. The card was surprisingly opaque. What question? Who provided it? Sierra, our gamemaster, went and looked at the manual, but it didn't explain anything.

"I guess, ummm, we just do what it says?" she said.

We sat in silence. Everyone mulling it over. The card was so random, it felt like anything was on the table. But then, that also meant that nothing was, either. It was another weird design choice in an already strange game.

Finally, I sat up and gave Joey a smirk. I didn't mean to be mean to the guy. Honestly, I thought he was OK. Weird, sure, but who isn't? He was clearly a talented artist, very smart. We didn't have much in common, but since when was that a requirement of friendship? But I couldn't get the idea out of my head. I knew I was putting him on the spot. In the moment, with everything else going on, I didn't care.

"Who was it in the painting?" I asked. Everyone turned and looked at me. Joey's face went a little pale.

"Wh-what do you mean?"

"The nude you showed us earlier," I said, "Who did you paint?"

"Oh!" Joey said. His eyes flitted around the room. "She was, um, a model. You know? They bring them in for us. So yeah, just some random chick who does nude modeling for extra cash. I don't know her name or anything."

"Uh huh," I said. Joey sat back with his arms crossed, defiant. Becky rolled her eyes. Sierra though, was looking at me quite differently. It was the same face she'd made when we were playing Scrabble and she was working out the best word to use.

Becky was next to go and she got a dare to fondle herself for one minute. Apparently, that's what the sand timer was for. So, we turned that over and Becky lazily dragged her hands over her body. It wasn't as hot as I'm sure the game designers had been hoping. Mostly, she just cupped her breasts and ran her finger over her panty-covered crotch till the sand timer ran out.

"How was it?" I asked.

"Eh," Becky said.

Now it was my turn, and I pulled an orange. "Spank your partner's bare bottom ten times."

"Oh, come on!" Becky said.

"I don't know, hon, you have been pretty naughty lately," I said. Becky rolled her eyes at me.

"You better hope one of those doesn't come up for you, buddy," Becky said.

"At least it's me doing it and not your brother," I said. Becky looked over at Joey for a moment, then back at me. Was I wrong that my 'consolation' wasn't all that soothing to her?



"Fine," Becky said.

I gestured for my petite blonde wife to bend over my lap. I reared back like I was going to slam her ass, but then I gave her a light pat instead.

"Boo!" Sierra said.

"Give it to her for real," Joey said.

I looked down at Becky, lying prone over my lap. She had to be feeling my hard-on mashed into her chest. She did look pretty hot that way -- her tight, perky, white-panty-covered butt pointing upwards.

This time, I gave her a proper slap.

"Ow!"

I hit her again. Her buttcheek turned a satisfying pink.

"Does anyone else want a shot at this?" I asked, grinning at the table.

"The card says..."

"I do!" Sierra said.

"Me too!" Joey said.

Becky groaned, but didn't move off my lap. Sierra stood next to me and whacked my wife, hard. This time, Becky really did yelp in pain. Sierra, though, just laughed and clapped her hands.

Then she stepped out of the way so Becky's brother could take a turn. Joey looked down at his older sister, lying prone over my lap, like a starving man staring at a filet mignon. He reached back like he was going to slap his sis, but instead he just groped her butt.

"Sorry," he said, clearly not at all sorry, "I guess I just don't have it in me to hurt you, Becks."

We still had six slaps to go, and so I stopped teasing my wife and got down to it. Slap. Slap. Slap. I smacked her bottom till it glowed rosy. Becky complained throughout, but I could tell she was mostly pretending. Even more importantly, I couldn't miss the wet spot in the crotch of her panties.

Becky climbed off me and went back to her seat. She groaned as she sat on her tender butt, then gave me a sneaking smile. I didn't think my wife was into the rough stuff, but maybe she wanted it more than I realized.

Sierra was next. The beautiful, buxom brunette got another orange dare. I don't think I was the only person in the room that was anticipating something exciting. Except, as soon as she saw the card, her gorgeous face twisted into a frown.

"I don't want to do this one," she said. She flashed us the card, which had her making out for five minutes with someone of the same sex. In other words, my wife. "I'm sorry, Becky. I'm sure you're a great kisser. It's just not the kind of thing I'm into."

"No problem," Becky said. I doubted my wife wanted to make out with Sierra either. I won't lie, I was a little disappointed. Picturing my pretty wife passionately kissing the sexy Sierra had me, somehow, even harder than before. But then I thought about how I'd feel if I drew a card that made me kiss Joey and I realized that it was for the best that no one was being forced to do anything.

Sierra moved her piece back three spaces. Now, Joey and Becky were both in the lead, with me and Sierra trailing noticeably behind. Without knowing what the 'prize' was, it was hard for me to care that I was losing.

The fact that we seemed to be only a few turns from the end had me both happy and disappointed. On the one hand, this weird, sort-of-dirty game wasn't really leading anywhere, no matter how much we might pretend otherwise. Was I going to have sex with my wife in her parents' house after we played? No, I was not. And now that we'd gotten past losing clothes, making it clear that I'd only be seeing Sierra's underwear, I didn't have much excitement for anything else that might occur.

Still, the idea that maybe something that was more sexy than silly might show up for me and Sierra kept me optimistic. And, honestly, I didn't mind if something similar occurred with Becky and Joey. I mean, what was going to happen? It was only her brother, after all.

I got a taste of it the very next turn when Joey's orange card gave him one minute to fondle my wife. Becky stuck her tongue out at him after he read his fate aloud.

"You have to play with your sister's boobies," she said, teasingly.

"I'll suffer through, somehow," Joey said, but I wasn't buying his nonchalance.

He patted his leg for Becky to sit on his lap and his big sister did as she was told. I turned over the sand timer. Joey slowly began to tickle his way up his sister's bare arms.

At first, Becky giggled uncomfortably, but she began to settle as her brother traced his way around her shoulders. He ran his hands down, gradually circling till he reached her tiny breasts, then quickly skirted away. He went back to her shoulders, and I swear I saw a little look of disappointment cross my wife's face as her brother teased her.

Again, Joey began tracing his way towards Becky's breasts. But he only skimmed the tops before escaping. The final time, he slid his hands below her boobs and, quickly, cupped Becky's little tits over her bra.

My wife lay back on her brother's chest and groaned a little as he grabbed hold. Slowly, Joey began rubbing Becky's breasts. The gesture wasn't the tentative touch of a sibling. He was clearly not uncomfortable. This was the slow massage of a lover.

I was so distracted, I forgot to watch the sand timer. When I looked down, the grains had all gone. We'd forgotten to look.

"That's time," I said, my voice betraying me slightly.

Becky got up, gave her little brother a grin, and went back to her seat.

"That was nice," she said, though no one asked her.

"You have fun, too?" Sierra asked her boyfriend. Joey was sitting back, looking a bit dreamy. I doubted it was just the alcohol.

"Oh yeah," he said, then suddenly remembered who he was talking to. "I mean, um, they were nothing compared to yours, babe."

Now it was Becky's turn to be insulted. She made a short, sharp, "hmph!"

"I mean, ummm. Crap," Joey raised his hands in surrender.

"I think what Joey means to say is that you have very nice breasts, Becky," I said, "But because you're his sister, he prefers Sierra's."

"Yes, that," Joey said, "Thanks, Drew."

Becky appeared to be mollified by Joey's apology through me, and she sat back with a satisfied smirk. Sierra, however, was now eyeing both siblings warily.

My wife's turn was next, and she drew a yellow card. Again, all it said was that she had to answer one question honestly. Before any of us could speak, Joey jumped out.

"What's going on with you, sis?" he asked.

Becky tried to play it off, but, perceptively, Joey wasn't having any of it. For a moment, I really respected the kid. He clearly cared about his sister and was smart enough to see she was suffering.

"You're clearly not OK," Joey said, "I can tell. I know Drew can, too."

I nodded, taking Joey's side. Becky sighed.

"I'm having a tough time lately, that's all," she said, placatingly, "It's not a big deal. I'm fine. Everything's fine. Work's been a pain. And, well, I turned thirty a few months ago."

"I know, sis. I just turned twenty," Joey said.

"Thirty is different than twenty," Becky said, unknowingly repeating what I'd said before. "You've got your whole life in front of you."

"So do you!" Joey said.

"It's not the same," Becky said, "I'm looking at my life and I'm starting to wonder about where I'm at. What I'm doing. Is this really my career, my life? Or do I want something more?"

"Like kids?" Joey prompted.

"You've been talking to Mom too much," Becky said, "But yes. Maybe?"

I startled. I'd been talking about kids for the past year and gotten completely stonewalled. Now Becky was admitting she was at least thinking about it. That was big.

"I guess being home is part of it too," Becky said, "I used to be so young and fun. Now here I am, feeling like an old lady. I like my life, you know? But sometimes I miss the young, wild me. I don't remember saying goodbye to her, and now she's totally gone. It makes me sad sometimes."

The room was silent. I don't think Becky had planned on going full monologue, but now that she had, it hit the room like a Hulk fist, smashing through our alcohol-induced good cheer.

"Sorry to be such a downer," Becky said.

"It's fine," I said, "I wish you could say these things to me more."

"I wish you'd listen," Becky said. Somehow the room went even silent-er.

"It's, um, your turn, Drew," Sierra said.

"I think I'm ready for this game to be over," I said. I looked at my wife and she nodded slowly.

"After you go, the rest of us can each take one last turn," Sierra said, "I think it'll be fun to finish it."

The way she said it, it made perfect sense. I wasn't looking forward to yet another fight with my wife. Doing something else for a little longer, even this silly boardgame, seemed like a better option. I looked over at Becky.

"Can we at least talk first?" I asked her.

She smiled at me and stroked my arm. "It's alright," she said, "We're alright. I'm sorry I snapped at you. Let's just have fun."

"You're sure?"

"Definitely," Becky said, taking another swig of gin.

I took my wife's word for it. I'm not sure what else I was supposed to do. I spun and landed on an orange dare.

I'll be honest, I think we got complacent with the game. The fact that I was playing a sex game with my wife and another, college-aged couple -- one of whom was my wife's younger brother -- slipped away at some point. The alcohol helped, for sure. The toughest part of the game had been a truth card, for God's sake. That says a lot.

So, when I turned over my card, I was legitimately surprised. My heart leapt in my chest. My stomach dropped to the floor. I don't think I've ever been more excited and terrified at the same time.

"Ummm, OK," I said, "I think I'm going to pass on this one."

"You can only pass once," Sierra said quickly.

"Since when?"

"It's in the rulebook. I'm sure I said it before," Sierra said. She handed me the manual as if I was actually going to check. "Come on, it can't be that bad."

I gave her a searching look. That was pretty confident coming from someone who didn't know what the card said.

"Do you have to kiss Joey?" Becky asked, sounding a bit too enthusiastic.

I couldn't even say the words. I just turned the card over so the table could read.

"Oh wow," Becky said.

"Nice!" Joey said, then quickly recovered, "I mean, um, yikes."

But it was Sierra who I was searching. The beautiful brunette stared hard at the card. She made her little processing face, which somehow only made her more adorable.

"Well, I guess I walked into that one," she said, then smiled at me broadly.

The card said, "Get a one-minute handjob from the person of the opposite sex on the other team."

"Sorry," I said, truly meaning it. Yes, sure, this was my dream come true. But that's the thing about dreams: they ignore some important aspects of reality. Things like the fact that the hot girl's boyfriend and your own wife are watching it happen. That you both must and must not enjoy what's going on. Any excitement I might have felt about the idea was overcome by my anxiety about its actual execution. Even the thought of taking off my boxer shorts in front of the incredible coed made me feel ill.

"It's OK," Sierra said, "I'm happy to do it for you, truly. It'll be fun."

My wife went around the table and sat next to her younger brother so Sierra could settle down at my side. Her bright green eyes shone wide at me. A smile played on her full lips.

The gorgeous girl slipped her hand down my bare chest slowly. "Start the timer," she said, and dipped under my boxers.

Her hand gripped my dick, tight. I groaned, despite myself. Becky and I hadn't been intimate in weeks. Spending the evening with two attractive women in their underwear hadn't helped things either. The fact that it was Sierra -- curvy incredible Sierra -- who was holding my cock only amplified all of that. I doubted I was going to last much longer, and she hadn't even started stroking me yet.

For a moment, I glanced over at my wife. Sierra used her free hand to quickly pull my attention back to her.

"It's OK," she said, "I've got you."

Gently, she began working her hand up and down my shaft. In that moment, she had complete control of my body. Every little twitch of her fingers, every subtle movement, had me in her thrall.

Despite the magic of her grip, the sorcery of her touch, it was Sierra's face that made the difference. Her eyes were bright with affection. Her mouth curled up in concentration. All of it made for the perfect picture of a woman who was both wonderfully submissive and yet totally in control.

"Your husband has a great dick," I heard Sierra say, distant. She pumped me up and down. Her fist moving faster. There was no lube, but I didn't need it. Her touch was perfectly tight yet still soft and wonderful. There was no doubt in my mind. In a moment, I was going to go right over the top, covering the beautiful coed's hand in my...

"Time!" Joey called. I looked over at the sand timer. The top was completely empty. I groaned in frustration. My balls ached as Sierra let go of my cock. Surprisingly, though, the look on her face seemed just as disappointed.

"Was she good?" Becky asked me, sounding surprisingly supportive.

"Not... bad..." I choked out. I was so on edge, my vision was going in and out of focus.

"I'm glad," Becky said.

Sierra stayed seated next to me and took her turn. She also got an orange card. I was in denial. I truly believed that the last card had been a fluke. That we would be back to silly stuff in seconds.

"Get fondled for one minute by the person of the opposite sex from the other team." Sierra showed us the card.

"Well, seems like your lucky night, Drew," Becky said. Again, I waited for my wife to sound upset. Again, she was remarkably calm about all of this. When I looked her way, she just gave me a saucy smile. I know. I should have seen it coming. Sometimes we tell ourselves stupid lies and we believe them simply because it's easier than accepting the truth.

"You're sure?" I mouthed to her.

"Yes!" Becky mouthed back, like it was a ridiculous question.

Sierra turned over the timer, then turned to face me. Like Joey had done with my wife, I started slowly tracing my way over her shoulders. Sierra shook her head at me and laughed.

"Don't waste time. Get to the good stuff," she said. She grabbed both my hands and put them right on her bra-covered breasts.

Oh. My. God.

I'd been with women before my wife. Maybe I was just used to Becky's little boobs. But I swear, Sierra's massive melons were like nothing I'd ever hefted before. Even through the bra. They were so full and soft. Practically perfect as they overspilled my palms.

The gorgeous brunette grinned at me warmly. And I decided to go for broke. I had lots of excuses for what I did next. But let's be honest here: I had a chance to touch what could easily be the world's greatest breasts. I wasn't going to let the moment slip.

I slid my hands under the cups of Sierra's red bra and grabbed hold of her bare boobs. They were amazing. Even better than I could have imagined. Her nipples were like diamonds scratching against my palms.

The gorgeous girl gasped as I groped her, but she didn't say a word. I slowly massaged at her flesh. Hefted each breast. Amazed at what I was holding in my hands.

"Fucking hell," I said. The words just slipped out. But Sierra only smiled at me.

"We're running out of time," she breathed, eyes focused on the sand timer.

Immediately, I knew what she wanted. I took my right hand out from under her bra (I couldn't let go completely) and then put it right on her pussy. It was like touching a stove, her sex was so hot. Even through the red bikini panties.

I pressed my fingers about where I thought her clit would be. She grunted, shifting her body closer.

"Fucking hell," she said.

I moved my hand to her waistband. I didn't care who was watching. I was going to reach down, feel this beautiful girl's bare pussy, and bring her off like...

"That's time!" Becky announced.

Again, both Sierra and I shared a look of phenomenal frustration. For a second, I imagined begging Becky and Joey for another minute. Long enough for Sierra and me to get each other off. But the words didn't work in my head, let alone on my tongue. So, I let them drift by.

Sierra and I separated, both of us fidgeting like crazy. I could see from where I was sitting that her red panties were soaked. She, no doubt, could see my hard-on fighting its way through my boxers. My own wet spot right at the tip. We gave each other a last, wistful look, then went back to the game.

I thought for sure that I would now be looking at two pissed off siblings. Joey could not be happy about what I'd done with his girlfriend. And, despite her protestations, I couldn't imagine my own wife was pleased. Instead, though, brother and sister both seemed to be eyeing each other calmly. They were clearly communicating, though I couldn't read what they were saying.

Joey didn't bother spinning. There were only orange spaces in front of him, so he took a card from one of those. His eyes went wide. His jaw dropped.

He turned over the card so we could see. "Simulate sex with the person of the opposite sex on the other team."

"What do you suppose simulate means?" Becky asked.

"Pretend," Sierra said, not unkindly.

"Yes, but how?" I asked.

"We just kind of go through the motions, I guess," Joey said. He took his sister's hand and pulled her up from her seat. "Here, um, why don't you, like, sit on the table."

Becky looked back at me, but I gave her the same warm smile she'd shared when it was my turn. She was the one who'd insisted this was all OK, after all.

Stiffly, my tiny blonde wife climbed up on the table and sat down. The hardwood held up admirably.

"OK, now what?" Becky asked.

Joey answered by slowly spreading his sister's bare thighs. Then he stepped between them. His body said he was nervous. His eyes said he was anything but. He pressed his underwear-covered crotch against his sister's.

Sierra gave me a goofy grin, then turned over the sand timer. Joey began to slide back and forth into Becky. He bounced his butt, as if he was penetrating her up on the table. I doubt their crotches were even touching. I was standing behind my wife though, so I couldn't really see for sure.

At first it was silly. Both siblings giggled. Then Becky's brother got a little more daring. He slid his hands around my wife's bare back, standing even closer. His movement became tighter.

I stepped to the side to see. Joey's hard dick was definitely pressing right against my wife's pussy now. The only thing between them was the thin cloth of their underwear. Becky closed her thin, pink legs around her brother's waist. The both of them rocked back and forth.

They weren't simulating sex anymore. The siblings were dry humping each other. Becky's little gasps and Joey's low groans. My wife wrapped her arms around her brother's shoulders. Joey's hands slipped down to grip her ass. The two of them gained a new urgency. I frantically split my focus between the two of them on the table and the sand timer.

"That's it," I said, as soon as the last grain slipped down.

The siblings disengaged slowly, like one of them might explode if they went too fast. That might have been the case, actually, now that I think about it. Becky gave Joey a shy smile. He grinned back at her. They both sat down in their chairs. Their faces the same shade of red. I noticed my wife's hand was resting on her brother's bare, hairy thigh.

As I sat back down, I found I had a very strange reaction to it all. I wasn't angry. I was a little jealous. But mostly I felt, horribly, terribly, totally turned on. More than ever before. It was a good thing I'd given up on hiding my hard-on, because it would have poked right through the table regardless.

Becky was still panting slightly as she picked up her last orange card. She looked at it, then shook her head ruefully. "Give a lap dance to the person of the opposite sex on the other team," she said. We all laughed. In only a few turns, we'd gone from shocked to expectant. If anything, I thought this one was a little tame.



Joey pushed his chair back from the table to give his sister room. Becky stood in front of her brother, hands on her hips. She shook her head at him. "You're so bad."

"Yet you're the one who got spanked, sis," Joey said. He grinned at her knowingly.

For a moment, I saw Becky's confident veneer falter. She tried to tuck her pale blonde hair behind her ear.

"Can I maybe get some music?" she asked.

"I don't want to wake up your parents," Sierra said.

Holy crap. We'd gotten so into this, I'd forgotten the elder Wisniewskis were sleeping off their turkey binge in the master bedroom, up the stairs and all the way down the hall.

"If they haven't woken up by now," I said, letting my sentence trail off.

"I'll put it on low," Sierra said. She picked up her phone and picked something with a pulsing beat. Then she turned over the timer.

Becky is an athletic girl. She can usually keep up with me on runs and she was a cheerleader in high school. But she has zero rhythm. I mean none.

I guess with these things it usually turns into a strip tease, but Becky had nothing that she could strip. She wasn't taking off her underwear for her brother. So, instead, she just swayed her hips from side to side. Ran her hands up and down her body. She looked more uncomfortable than sexy. For a moment, it looked like a total bust.

Then Joey reached out and grabbed his sister's waist, pulling her forward. The dance dissolved. Joey ran his hands over Becky's body. Her bare arms and stomach. Becky lowered her crotch over her brother's and they both began to grind again. I saw Joey's hands close over his older sister's tiny tits. He pinched her nipples through the bra, and she groaned.

They were right back to where they'd been before, humping together through their underwear. Both sweating, eyes focused only on each other. Bodies building a rhythm.

"That's time guys," Sierra said.

The siblings kept going.

"Guys?" Sierra said. Finally, she waved them down. "Stop!"

Reluctantly, Becky peeled herself off her brother. She fell into her chair. They kept looking at each other, though. Becky's hand was now right on Joey's boxer-covered crotch. She was slowly stroking him up and down. Lazy, like she didn't even realize she was doing it.

"I don't suppose we could get another minute?" Joey asked, panting.

"Game's over," Sierra said, shaking her head. Becky stopped rubbing her brother's dick. But she didn't take her hand away.

"Fun game!" Becky said, a bit too forced.

"So, who won?" Joey asked.

"Well, we didn't exactly finish," Sierra said, "But I guess whoever is in first at the end of the game is the winner. Not that it means anything. It's not like there's a prize."

The relief washed over me. OK, we'd had some dirty fun. It was over the line at times, but not too bad. No one had gotten naked. Nobody had cum. I felt Sierra's boobs, she grabbed my dick, and the sibs both dry humped for a bit. That was definitely not appropriate. But it wasn't terrible. We'd come out of it safe. I really swear I felt that way. That we'd had just the right amount of risque excitement and could now go back to our regular, riskless lives.

I took a deep breath. Let my shoulders relax. I didn't realize how tense I was until that moment. This was fine. It had been fun! We blew off steam, yes, but we didn't blow up my marriage.

"Joey and I are both on the same square," Becky said.

"So, you both win," Sierra said. She started packing up the board.

"We tied," Becky said, with a smile.

"Well, you know what they say about ties," Joey said.

Then, before anyone could react, he turned to his sister and kissed her full on the lips. This was no little peck. It was a full, passionate kiss. Becky squirmed for a moment, then calmed. She reached her hand down and started rubbing her brother's dick through his boxers.

I was about to interrupt when I felt Sierra's hands on my bare chest. She looked at me, eyes overflowing with passion, and kissed me. Her tongue teased at my mouth and I let it slip in.

"It's OK," she said, softly. "Let it be OK."

Her hands dragged down my chest and found the waistband of my boxers. She pushed them down, then grabbed my naked, aching dick with both hands.

"I wasn't kidding before," Sierra said, "You have a great cock."

I forced myself to look away from the beautiful brunette. My wife had stripped off her brother's shorts and was stroking him up and down, as well. They were still kissing, passionately, like they were alone in the house. In the universe.

Sierra got my attention back. She reached behind herself and unsnapped her bra. Her magnificent breasts spilled free. Wow. Her tits were enormous, but they were also surprisingly round and physics-defyingly perky. Topped with cherry red nipples. I reached up and squeezed her bare tits while she stroked my dick. I wasn't going to last long.

Again, the siblings had mirrored us. I saw that Joey had gotten his sister's bra off. Becky's little boobs and pale pink nubs were totally exposed. Joey suckled one of them while his sister jacked him off.

I supposed I ought to do the same and brought my mouth to Sierra's nipple. The gorgeous girl groaned as I sucked on her boob.

"So good," she said.

Slowly, Sierra spread her legs, inviting my fingers to return the favor she was giving me. I didn't hesitate. Just reached across and pulled her red panties aside.

Sierra's pussy gaped open, dripping with girl goo. She was shaved completely bare; of course, she was. Her labia were puffy and near perfect. Her little clit was poking out, like saying hello.

For a moment, I thought about going down on her, but I wasn't sure if that was a good idea. I decided to play it safe and reached over with my fingers. I gently probed at her pussy, gradually working my way up to her clit. When I made contact, she gasped, loudly. Her grip on my cock slowed.

The next thing I head was Joey.

"Come on, sis," he said. Almost a whine.

"I don't know," Becky said.

They were both still in their seats, but Joey's hands were behind Becky's head and he was steering her down to his cock. Becky looked over at me, warily. Then she went back to staring down at her brother's turgid shaft.

"Come on sis," Joey said again, "Give me a blowie for my birthday."

It sounded like a pretty stupid argument to me, but it worked well enough for my wife. Becky opened her mouth and slurped up her brother's dick. Noisily, she began sucking up and down on him. Joey's eyes rolled back in his head.

"Oh God, yes," he said, "Becks, you're the best."

"Uh huh," My wife said, mouth full of her brother's dick.

I looked over at Sierra, hoping we'd get to match the other couple one last time. Instead, the beautiful brunette didn't move. In fact, she was stroking my dick even less -- totally focused on how I was rubbing her pussy. I started to bend down, myself. After all, I had no problem with oral. But Sierra shook her head.

I redoubled my efforts on her clit. I felt her body tighten around my hand. Her eyes went soft. I was getting her there, no doubt. She kept her grip on my cock, but now it was more like holding onto the safety bar on the roller coaster. So tight it was almost painful for me.

Joey was the first to go. I heard him grunt, then let out a low groan. I glanced over at my wife, surprised. I knew she didn't like to swallow. I kept waiting for her to pull off her brother's dick and finish him with her hand. Instead, Joey moaned, thrust up with his hips, and emptied his seed into his sister's waiting mouth.

Becky choked for a moment, then dutifully gulped down her brother's spend. Joey clearly came a lot, pumping into his sister so much I saw a small drip escape the side of her mouth and run down her chin.

My petite wife looked up at her brother with nothing but love. They smiled at each other. Then looked over at their significant others.

I was really rubbing Sierra hard now. One hand in her pussy, the other on her clit. Pumping and pressing as fast as I could. Her own hands were now on her tits. She pulled at her nipples like they were cherry taffy.

"Oh fuck!" she cried. Her legs, her arms, her eyes -- they all slammed closed. She underwent what looked like a little seizure. Then stilled.

Her beautiful green eyes popped open. Her pupils dilated with lust.

"Oh wow," Sierra said. "That was really..." She stopped herself, remembering she had an audience. "That was nice."

"I'm glad," I said, meaning it.

The gorgeous girl looked over and saw my cock, still hard as a rock. "I guess I lost track of things, in the moment," Sierra said.

"It's OK," I said. My wife and her brother were both watching us now, hands to themselves. Something told me the moment was over. I would not be getting off. I was sad, for sure, but also kind of relieved. Maybe cumming isn't a good idea, I thought, with remarkable clarity.

Sierra smiled at me, shyly. "I'll owe you one," she whispered. I hoped my wife hadn't heard.

We all slowly stood up, like we'd just been wrestling. Our muscles sore. Bodies aching. My balls felt like they were going to burst, they were pulsing so hard. I willed myself to let it go.

Silently, we all gathered up the boardgame stuff and the alcohol and cleaned up. We did not want the Wisniewski parents finding any evidence of this adventure in the morning.

When we were done, we picked up our clothes. Becky pulled her bra on, but we all stayed in our underwear. Joey gave his sister a chaste little kiss on the cheek. Sierra shared the same with me. The college couple tromped off to Joey's bedroom down the hall. Becky and I went to the guest room on the other side.

Still in our underwear, we quietly climbed into bed.

We lay in the darkness, silent. My hard-on wasn't going anywhere, but somehow I knew that asking Becky for a little assistance was out of the question. I looked up at the pockmarked ceiling and hoped that, if sleep wouldn't show up, at least the night might go quickly.

"Well, that was weird," Becky said. She was staring upwards as well. Arms straight at her sides. Both of us in nearly the same position in the strange, musty bed.

"Very odd," I agreed.

"I'm sorry. I let it go too far," Becky said, "With everything going on and the alcohol. I lost control. That was bad."

"No, it's OK," I said, "I mean, we both crossed a line."

"Yes, we did," Becky said, "You're not mad?"

"Maybe a little jealous?" I said, thinking specifically of the fact that my wife's breath probably smelled of her brother's cum right then. "But no. Like I said, we both did it."

"It wasn't so bad," Becky said, "Maybe?"

Again, I had to agree. I know it's weird to say what we did was dodging a bullet. But honestly, it really felt like we'd ended up with the lesser of about five-hundred other potential evils. I felt weirdly thankful in that bed. I truly did.

"I told you so," I said with a chuckle, "About your brother."

Becky laughed. "And you got your sexy Sierra."

I turned to her, serious. "I love you," I said.

"I know," Becky said, "But still. How was it being with your little crush girl?"

"Fine?" I said, "I don't know. How was it being with your brother?"

"Weird," Becky said, "Strangely familiar but also definitely strange. It was... I can't describe it. Like, just touching him, I could feel the genetic connection. It was more like feeling a part of myself than a stranger. Something about that made everything seem really, super wrong. Almost sickening. But that pumped up the allure of the whole thing, too. I can't describe it."

"Sounds intense," I said.

"Do you wish it had gone further?" Becky asked, as if it had just occurred to her.

"With Sierra?"

My wife rolled her eyes at me. I didn't know how to answer. There didn't seem to be a response that didn't get me in trouble. But not answering would be deemed equally as damning.

"I wish I'd gotten off," I said, "My dick is killing me. But, like, what do you mean by further? Like sex? I don't know."

"Be honest," Becky said, "Seriously, after what happened tonight, I literally can't get mad."

"Maybe?" I said, "But then I think about it and I don't know. I don't think I've ever been happier to be disappointed. If that makes sense."

"Sorta," Becky said.

"Do you?" I asked, "Wish it could have gone further?"

"With my brother?!" Becky asked, "Ew. No."

But there was something odd in the finality of her refutation. Like it was somehow less convincing than a half-confession.

We went quiet after that. Eventually I must have drifted off, though I don't remember doing it. I can't imagine how I fell asleep, being honest. But, at some point, consciousness must have slipped away because the next thing I remember is popping awake to a dark room.

The bed next to me was empty. The covers folded back.

I slipped out from under the sheets. The quiet of the house seemed to dampen every sound. I opened the bedroom door. Everything was dark. Had Becky gone to the bathroom?

Then I heard whispers coming from downstairs.

I slunk down the hallway. I could see, now, a small orange light was on in the kitchen, but nothing more. The hushed voices became clearer. Becky and Joey were both standing by the dining room table. Still in their underwear. I noticed my wife's thin hand resting on her brother's chest.

"I don't think we should," Becky said.

"So why are you out here?" Joey asked.

"I don't know," Becky said.

They were both so locked into each other, they didn't hear me as I slipped down the stairs. I crouched on the carpet a little ways away and watched them. Even with the little bit of light, I could see well enough.

Joey's dark hair and olive skin contrasted strangely with his sister's pale, pink body and light blonde hair. Despite that one difference, though, they were quite similar. They were about the same height. Joey only an inch or two taller. Their bodies were both shaped the same. Faces alike, too. They even made similar expressions as they spoke. You didn't need a family tree to know that Becky and Joey were sister and brother.

Yet the way they stood and spoke to each other, they were acting like anything but.

Becky's arms were now wrapped around Joey's neck. His hands were on her bare waist. They rocked back and forth slightly, though nothing inappropriate was touching. Yet.

"I lied before," Joey said, "That's you. It's always been you."

"That's sweet," Becky said, trying to look away. I could hear them both so clearly despite their quiet. Like I was tuned into their frequency.

"It's how I see you," Joey continued, "Angelic and perfect. Beautiful in every way. I love you, Becky."

"You're my brother," Becky said.

"And more," he replied.

"My husband is sleeping right down the hall," Becky said, "Your girlfriend..."

"I want to be with you," Joey said, "I don't care about anyone else."

He leaned down and kissed her. Their lips met loud and wet. Becky's hands rested on her brother's chest, but she didn't push him away.

I felt a warm hand on my shoulder and nearly leapt right through the ceiling. Fortunately, the siblings were so enraptured in each other, they didn't hear me gasp.

I turned back and saw Sierra standing next to me. She was wearing just her scarlet bra and panties.

"They get to the good part yet?" she asked, so quiet I could barely hear.

I wanted to pretend at obliviousness, but I couldn't. I shook my head.

"Good," Sierra said. She settled down next to me. Reached over and absently began rubbing my cock though my boxers. I reached for her, but she gently put my hands back in my lap.

Joey ran his fingers up his sister's flank and closed them around her little tit. Their lips connected tight. He pulled the bra strap off Becky's shoulder, baring one breast, then the other.

"Joey, I don't know," Becky said.

"Yes, you do," he said, "You came out here. You want it. Want me. Say it."

"Joey," Becky whined. Like she was the younger sibling instead of ten years older. But she let her brother unsnap her bra and expose her chest. Joey wrapped his hands around my wife's boobs like they were made of gold. He broke their kiss and began to suck on her pale, pink nipples. Becky let her head drop back.

I looked over at Sierra. The gorgeous girl was totally entranced by what was going on in front of her. Absently, she reached into the fly of my boxers and grabbed my bare cock. I gasped and she shushed me. "Almost there," Sierra said.

I don't know what I was rooting for at that point. What I was hoping. Maybe I was supposed to step in and stop them. Or shout and cheer them on? What Sierra was implying only twisted my instincts further.

I was overcome with it. The jealousy of watching my wife with another man. The disgust of seeing a brother and sister being intimate with each other. The desire of feeling an impossibly beautiful woman -- probably the most incredible girl I'd ever seen -- stroking my dick and suggesting so much more. There was no result that I wanted, yet none I could live with going without.

With his sister's bra removed, Joey went for the next prize. He reached down to Becky's cotton white panties and slowly pulled them down her thin thighs. I couldn't see it in the darkness, but I knew that Becky had a small, blonde tuft of hair over her slot. Her labia trim and tight. Like they were keeping a secret.

My wife lightly kicked off her underwear when it reached her ankles. Still kissing her brother. Their tongues clearly twisting. Their bodies ever closer, the barer they became.

Joey pushed his own boxers off, kicking them away the same way his sister had. Despite his earlier orgasm, his dick stuck straight out. Pointing right where it wanted to go. Right in his sister's most forbidden spot.

Sierra pulled at my underwear, tossing it nearby. She reached back and undid her red bra, again revealing her perfect, massive breasts. She pushed her panties over her ample ass. Watching the fabric stretch around her hips was maybe the most erotic thing I've ever seen. After everything that already happened that evening, that's saying a lot.

The beautiful brunette sidled closer to me. Her breasts pressed into my arm. Her long hair hung cool over my shoulder. She squeezed my dick, lovingly. Latched onto my earlobe with her lips, sending tingles down my arms.

"I'll give you another blowjob," I heard Becky whisper to her brother. Both of them now completely naked in front of each other in the family dining room.

"No," Joey said.

"We can lick each other," Becky said.

"Say it," Joey said, "I know what you really want."

There was a long, heavy pause.

"No Joey," Becky said, "We can't."

Joey started to pull away. My wife grabbed his hips to stop him.

"You have to tell me," Joey said.

"OK," Becky said.

My heart managed to sink in despair and explode with joy at the same moment.

"Yesssss," Sierra hissed in my ear.

"Say it," Joey said.

"I want your cock inside me," Becky said.

"Whose cock?"

"My brother's," Becky said, "I want my brother to fuck me. Come on Joey. Please. Put your dick in your sister. I promise it'll be so good."

Joey practically cackled. He kissed his sister, hard. Becky pulled back, teasing. She turned around and started to bend over the table. Her little tits pressing into the wood.

"No," Joey said. He pulled her up and spun her around. He gripped her thighs and lifted her up, so she was sitting on the table. Her bare butt resting where we'd shared Thanksgiving dinner with her family only a few hours before.

"You have to see," Joey said, "To know. You can't pretend. You have to look into my eyes and know that it's your brother who's fucking you. Making you cum."

"Oh God," Becky said. Her words were laden with anticipation, desire, and just a hint of fear.



I could see my wife's blue eyes go wide as she took her brother's cock for the first time. Watched her face slightly cinch as he entered her pussy. That perfect mixture of pain and pleasure.

Sierra pulled my gaze to her and kissed me, hard, on the lips. Then she turned around and knelt down on all fours, facing the sexual siblings.

"So, we can watch," she said.

I began to kiss my way down her thighs.

"Don't you dare," she hissed.

I got the hint. I took my cock and aimed it up at her slit. She was so aroused, I could feel the heat coming off her pussy in waves. Could smell her unique scent. Powerfully feminine and wonderfully intoxicating. A lot like Sierra herself.

I placed my dick at her opening and slid forward. The college girl took my cock like a champ. Just shlllllluuuuurrrrrp and I was completely encased in her cunt. For a moment, I was surprised at how easy it was. Then she bore down with her pussy, like a mouth squeezing down on my dong.

Holy fuck! I'd never felt anything like it. Both of us groaned as we became one.

It must have been a bit too loud, because the siblings suddenly stopped and looked our way. All four of us -- brother buried in sister, husband hilted in girlfriend -- froze in mid-fuck. Finally, Becky reached up and put her hand, lovingly on Joey's cheek.

"It's OK," she said. They kissed. Then Joey began slowly battering his sister on the table.

"She likes her nipples twisted," he said to the room, like this was a casual conversation.

I reached down and found Sierra's breasts. It was like pulling on a string. As soon as I tweaked her nipple, her pussy closed even tighter. Again, the two of us groaned in shared ecstasy.

"She like a finger up her ass," I called over to the dining room.

I heard a gasp and then a groan, telling me that Joey's pointer was now planted in my wife's anus. The table began to squeak as brother and sister fucked each other. Sierra gasped with every thrust of my cock.

"How have you not blown your load yet?" Sierra asked, incredulous.

"Your pussy is amazing," I said, "But I'm a man. Not some college boy. I won't cum till you do."

"Oh fuck, yes," Sierra said. It was like I'd unlocked something deep in her. Hit the 'sports handling' button on her body. Suddenly, it was clear that she'd been holding back. My sex kitten turned into a fucking tiger. Growling and grunting. Head lolled down and tits flying. I gripped her awesome ass cheeks and held on for dear life.

If the siblings heard our exchange, they showed no sign. The two of them were wrapped around each other, as intimate as any couple. If I was fucking Sierra, then Becky and Joey were making love. Their movements timed and complimentary, appreciating every inch of each other's body. It was weird, hearing my wife's familiar squeaks of pleasure mixed with the strange grunts of another man. Her brother.

I knew the expressions Becky made when she had sex. But I was seeing them while buried in another woman. I was familiar with the sounds of pleasure that escaped Becky's lips, but they were coming from an unexpected place. I couldn't get beyond the fact that she was having sex with her sibling. Yet I couldn't escape that I was also doing a beautiful girl a decade younger than me.

In some ways, it was the most awful thing I've ever felt. And in others it was the best.

I heard Becky gasp, the air trapped in her throat, and knew she was cumming. "Oh Joey," she said, "I'm cumming. Cumming on your cock. My brother's making me cum so GOOD."

Sierra didn't need to say a word to tell me she was doing the same. Her body went stiff, her pussy caressed my cock as tight as it could. A full-body shiver ripped through her. A quake that started at her hands, ran up her back and settled at her thighs. She jerked uncontrollably against me, like she was getting shocked. Her hand held me tightly in place.

"Sierra's a quiet cummer," Joey said, oddly observant in the moment.

"Becky's not," I said.

"Nope," Becky agreed. "Oh FUCK!"

She said it so loud, I looked up the stairs, expecting her parents to come down at any second. The house didn't even creak. Tryptophan for the win!

Sierra hung limp off my cock. For a moment, I thought that, once again, I'd missed my chance to get off. But slowly, dutifully, she straightened up and started riding my dick again. I slapped her buttcheek, hard.

"There's my girl," I said.

"Yours?" Sierra asked.

I was hit with the gravity of what I'd just said. But the busty brunette didn't slow. I reached down and grabbed a hank of her long, light brown hair. I pulled it tight. Her head snapped back.

"Mine," I said. The beautiful coed giggled and groaned. But she didn't argue it.

"That's it," Joey said, "Do it. Cum on your brother's cock."

"Uhn... Oh... Uh huh," Becky said, no longer able to speak coherently.

"This is my pussy," Joey went on, "It was made for me. You're my sister."

"Yes," Becky practically sobbed it out, "I love you so much."

"Show me," Joey said, "Cum for me."

And right on cue, my tiny blonde wife blew over the top. "Oh yyyyyYYES!"

"Say it, Becks" Joey said not even pausing to let his sister's orgasm dissolve.

"I love my brother," Becky said, "I love my brother's dick. I want it. In me. All the time. Please."

"Oh! Oh Becky," Joey said. Apparently, loud orgasms ran in the family, too. "I'm going to... Oh. I'm gonna cum in you. In my big sis."

"Cum," Becky commanded, "Fill your big sister's little pussy UP!"

Joey roared. He arched his back. I didn't need to be there to know that he was unloading into my wife. Another orgasm ripped through Becky as her brother came inside her. Her hungry pussy slurping up her sibling's seed.

"fffffFUCK!" Becky said, thrusting her little tits upward. Joey buried his head between his sister's little tits as he emptied himself. Wrapped his arms around her and held her tight. The two of them reveling in their pleasure. Like it was so powerful, it could barely be endured.

"Oh, I can feel it," Becky moaned, "So hot inside me."

"God, sis, you feel so good," Joey said, "I don't ever want to let go."

"I knnnnooooww," Becky said, her own pleasure grabbing hold of her one more time.

I heard that back and forth, unable to process what they were saying. Knowing exactly what it meant. I was buried too deep in Sierra's snatch to care.

"You close?" the beautiful brunette asked, glancing back at me.

"I can be," I said, honestly, "You sure you don't want another orgasm?"

"I'm going to," Sierra said, "But I need you to cum first. I can't take anymore. Come on. Fill me up."

I pumped her pussy hard. For a moment, I thought about asking if she was protected. But I decided, if she was asking for it, then it was probably OK.

Sierra was chanting now. "Fill me. Cum in me. Give me your load. I want it. Need it. Make me cum. Come on. Please. Cum in meeeee!"

I pressed my dick into the stupendous Sierra as deep as I could. The first burst came out of me like a cannon shot. My sperm shooting out in one long, sizzling stream. I felt it blast against her cervix, like battering its way into her womb.

Sierra's head tilted back. Her whole body went tight. Straining. Even her tits barely jiggled. A long, choked, "Aaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh," escaped her lips. She squeezed my hips so hard I found bruises there the next morning.

In the moment, I didn't notice. I was too overwhelmed by my own orgasm. Every nerve in my body exploding with bliss. My cock firing full, potent plumes like I was dumping a years'-worth of cum into her cunt. Like every humor I held was being delivered into the beautiful girl's pussy.

Sierra finally tipped forward. I toppled on top of her. Both of us gasping. My slowly shrinking cock dribbled lukewarm cum over Sierra's perfect ass. The beautiful girl giggled, the orgasm leaving her happy and high.

"You're fucking amazing," I told her. I kissed her cheek. Sierra turned her head and kissed me, hard, on the lips. Weirdly, that felt like the most intimate thing we'd done all night.

When we disentangled, we found our significant others standing over us. All four of us shared a strange, unknowing look. Like none of us could exactly work out what had just happened. Yet none of us could deny that it did.

We just watched each other for a moment. I saw a glob of cum escape Becky's cunny and slip down her thigh. I wondered if Joey could see the same on Sierra.

Finally, Becky broke the silence. "I think I'll sleep in Joey's room tonight," she said, like the thought had just occurred to her. The siblings looked at each other, shared a goofy laugh, then practically skipped up the stairs holding hands.

"That's going to be a problem," I said, watching my wife's little butt jiggle as she went up the stairs.

"Probably," Sierra said. She reached down and squeezed my hand. I looked into her eyes. I'd noticed them earlier, of course, but suddenly I found them positively striking. Almost more beautiful than the girl herself. Which, as I've said, was really saying something.

"So, I have a guest bed upstairs," I said, "If you'd like to check it out. There's a whole collection of creepy dishware and everything. Plus, a few old boardgames."

"Sounds like something I have to see," Sierra said.

When we finally fell asleep, my dick was still buried in her perfect pussy.

* * * * *

I didn't spend the next Thanksgiving with the Wisniewskis because I was no longer married to a Wisniewski. Instead, I ended up driving six hours to Boston and getting a tiny hotel room right outside the city center.

I got dressed in a charcoal suit with a light blue tie and flagged an Uber downtown. I sat in a dark restaurant, surprisingly full for the holiday, and ordered a bottle of Merlot.

When she walked in a minute later, I swear the whole restaurant turned to stare. She was wearing a bright red, sleeveless dress, the hem coming halfway up her thigh. Her breasts pushed out like they were desperate to escape. Her hips swinging in time to the background jazz.

She walked right up to my table, disappointing quite a few potential suitors, and beamed at me broad and bright.

"Hi baby," Sierra said.

"Hi beautiful," I said. I got up and pulled out her chair. She sat down and tossed her long hair. Fuck me. I still couldn't get over the girl I was going with.

It wasn't easy all the time. Sierra was a twenty-one-year-old coed finishing college and planning on grad school. I was a thirty-three-year-old man working in finance some 200 miles away. When we did get together, half the time people thought she was my daughter. Or maybe my niece. I didn't care. I loved the most beautiful woman in the world, and, for some reason, she'd decided that she loved me.

"Happy anniversary," I told her once I'd filled her glass.

Sierra raised her eyebrow at me, provocatively. "Is that what we're calling this day now?" she said.

"It's the day we got together for the first time," I said, "The worst and best day of my life."

"About that," Sierra said, "There's something I need to confess."

"Oh really?" I asked. I put my menu down. My heart started thumping in my chest. A thousand scenarios flitted through my mind and not one of them was good.

"Last year," Sierra said, "Before Thanksgiving even happened. Joey told me he had feelings for Becky."

"He just came out and told you," I said, dubious.

"He showed me the painting he'd done," Sierra said, "I mean, I already knew how he looked at her from the year before."

"It didn't take a master detective to figure that one out," I said.

"Right," Sierra said with a rueful grin. "So, I confronted him, and he told me he'd been crushing on his sister forever. I think he thought I'd freak out or something?"

"But you didn't."

"No," and here Sierra's voice got very low. She looked down at the table, her face flushed. "I, um, I kind of have a thing. For that kind of thing."

"I see."

"The idea of it, seeing that? It turned me on," Sierra continued, "So, I told Joey I would, um, help him. You know? Make his wish come true. I didn't think it would go as far as it did, I swear. I thought maybe they'd kiss or whatever. Get it out of his system. Like with the threesome I told you about. Though, just like before, it kind of blew up in my face."

"You brought the boardgame," I said.

"And hid it in the guest room knowing Becky would find it," Sierra said, "I may also have shuffled the cards in a certain way? You know, to get the right results?"

"So, you and me?" I asked. Her explanation made sense. But I couldn't see where Sierra was going with this and it had me worried.

"Well, if Joey was going to get his crush girl, why couldn't I have my older guy fantasy?" Sierra reached over and squeezed my hands. "Seriously, I couldn't stop thinking about you after we me the year before."

"I guess it worked out," I said.

"I guess," Sierra said, "I'm sorry about Becky though."

"No, it's ok," I said, "Something like that? Our marriage was broken well before you got to it."

"You think they're having Thanksgiving dinner with each other right now?" Sierra asked.

"Honestly? I don't give a fuck," I said, "I'm just glad I get to be with you. At least for a little while."

"Only a few more months of this," Sierra said, "Thank you for being so patient with me."

"You're worth waiting for," I said.

"First graduation," Sierra said, ticking it off on her fingers, "Then NYU. And then?" She lowered her eyes, waiting for me to take the bait.

"What?" I asked, genuinely confused.

"Then you get me pregnant," Sierra said. A wide, genuine smile slipped across her face.

I chuckled. I really liked that plan, honestly.

"There's just one thing," Sierra said, "I don't suppose you have any sisters?"

"I'm an only child," I said.

Sierra pouted; her lips pursed. But then she looked right at me. Her enchanting emerald eyes were as bright as I'd ever seen them.

"Maybe we can pretend."
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That's what Big Sisters are For

Everyone involved is over 18.

"What the fuck are you doing?!" my older sister screamed as she threw open my bedroom door.

As if she really couldn't tell.

I was lying back on my bed with my boxers around my knees. One hand was holding my iPad in front of my face, the other was on my bare cock. I froze in mid-motion, halfway up the stroke. I didn't even have time to cover up. A loud groan came from the screen.

"Oh, fuck yes!" it said - the exact opposite of my actual reaction.

My sister, Darcy, stood in the open doorway, her hands on her hips. Face contorted somewhere between anger and opprobrium. She was dressed like she was about to go to work: a pink blouse over a white tank top, and a knee-length black skirt with dark stockings and sharp heels. Darcy's makeup drew attention to her pink cheeks, thick lips and bright green eyes. Her light brown hair was tied back in a long ponytail.

"Well, Ethan?" Darcy asked. She started to tap her foot.

I took my hand off my dick and turned off the video. I put the iPad down on the bed next to me and drew my boxers back up to my waist. All under my sister's disapproving glare.

"I was... I mean," I gestured fruitlessly at my exposed fruit, still quite erect despite my current predicament. I was wearing an old, yellow t-shirt and, now, a pair of tatty blue boxers. My hair, tight brown curls, were in their always uncontrollable state. Like my head was permanently frozen in mid-explosion

"I know what you were doing, E," Darcy said my nickname like it was a curse word. "I just don't understand why."

I had a hard time believing that my older sister didn't understand my need for self-pleasure. I mean, I was an eighteen-year-old boy - a species best known for its hedonist habits. I spent most of my waking hours working my wiener in all sorts of ways. I doubt I was much different than any other living, breathing male at my age (and probably some dead ones as well). Though she was single at the moment, my sister was no prude. There was no way she was that naive about the inner workings of a teenaged boy.

To be fair, Darcy had been away at college for the last four years, visiting only briefly for holidays. Even summers, she spent out at internships or living with friends. So, I suppose my sister was used to the (relatively) sweet, young boy she'd left behind and not this masculine, masturbating monster.

Darcy, now aged twenty-two, had only been back at the house for a few weeks. After her four years of schooling were over, she'd moved in so she could start her career without worrying about extraneous expenses like rent and food. My parents, hippy-dippy folks who both worked with computers, didn't understand their daughter's career-driven lifestyle. But the benefit of people like that is, even if they don't get it, they're supportive. Darcy could have taken a decade off to follow the Dead and our parents would have still been encouraging. In fact, they probably would have understood that more

Myself, I was more like my Mom and Dad. High school was over, and I supposed I ought to get a job at some point, but for the moment I was enjoying my newfound freedom. I was a smart kid, good with computers like the 'rents, and I had a scholarship waiting for me in the fall if I wanted it. But there was a whole summer out there, man, and I wanted to take advantage.

I spent the first few weeks smoking pot, goofing off, and doing, well, this: looking at porn and pulling at my penis. I didn't have a girlfriend. All my friends were working. Jerking off was the height of entertainment for me at that age.

Meanwhile, even though Darcy was back to living at home, I never saw her. We passed each other at meals, sometimes, but mostly she was like a ghost who'd taken up residence in the spare bedroom. A rumor, but nothing more.

Well, this morning my sister was very much real and staring down at me like she'd caught me red-handed. Which... Yes, OK. She'd done exactly that.

"Admit it, Ethan," Darcy said. She leaned against the door frame, watching me carefully. Like studying a particularly strange-looking beetle. Masturbationus Coleoptera. "I want to hear you confess to what you were doing."

I stared back at my sister, eyes goggling. My tongue and jaw worked to move but no sound came out. Only a few strangled susurrations.

Darcy sighed, then stepped into my room. Most of the time, I was sleeping in when she left for work. She must have been running late or something. But Darcy didn't seem hurried. Instead she casually walked around, looking at my space like seeing it for the first time.

My room was still dressed for high school with light blue walls covered in posters of supercars and superheroes. I had two beat-up, fake-wood dressers. My bed was a tiny twin with Star Wars sheets and a denim comforter. I'd decorated the floor with discarded clothes from over a series of months. There was a small trash can on the side of my bed and it was overflowing with dirty tissues. Darcy's nose wrinkled and it occurred to me that my room was probably quite ripe.

Finally, after completing her tour, my sister took a seat down at the edge of the bed. She patted the empty spot next to her.

"Come here, E," Darcy said.

Warily, I rolled over and sat down next to my sister. When my butt took the spot where Darcy's hand had been resting, she simply put her palm back in the same place, now resting on my bare, hairy thigh.

My big sister looked me over, but I couldn't meet her eyes. Instead I stared down at my overlarge, pink feet.

"It's not right, Ethan," Darcy said, "What you're doing to yourself. You know that."

"Come on Darcy, what's the big deal?" I said, finally finding my voice. It was whiny and oddly high but at least it was there. "I mean, I'm sorry you caught me and all. I'm sure that was uncomfortable. But everybody does it. Don't pretend that you don't."

"You don't get it, do you?" Darcy said. She slid her hand slightly up my thigh, to the point where her pinky was actually touching the bottom of my boxers. "It's wrong for you to do that when your big sister is around."

"I didn't know you were here," I said, "Usually you're at work by now."

"Hm," Darcy said, as if considering my argument, "You know what? That's fair." Her hand slid up further. Now her pinkie was actually under my boxers. The nail, painted a neon pink like the rest of her fingers, tickled at my shaft. I couldn't hold back my gasp as my sister's finger made contact then dragged up and down my cock.

Like I said, I didn't have a girlfriend. In fact, I'd never had one. There were a few sloppy makeout sessions with Cara O'Brien during summer camp my junior year, but that was the limit of my experience. No one, besides myself (and a physician, probably), had ever touched me below the waist. My sister's little finger felt fantastic and my cock responded in kind, staggering upward till it poked through the fly hole of my underwear.

I froze. I expected Darcy to recoil. To jump off the bed and start shouting all over again. Instead, she just smiled.

"There's a good boy," she said.

My older sister took her hand off my leg. She daintily pulled the hole of my boxers open, allowing my dick to fully pop free. It pulsed in the cold air.

"You shouldn't be stroking your dick when I'm not around, either," Darcy said. "In fact, you shouldn't be stroking it at all. Ever."

My sister grabbed my shaft and gave it a squeeze. She gathered the loose skin around my dick and dragged it over the circumcised head, slowly teasing, then pulled it back down, taut. She reached into the leg hole of my boxers with her free hand and cupped my balls.

I'm sure all of this sounds hot. My sister sitting on my bed and stroking my cock. But the truth is, it weirded me out. My mind, my heart, was racing. My stomach twisted. Really, my dick was the only one on board with this and he was not an impartial observer.

I just didn't find my older sister attractive. That's not to say that she wasn't good looking. She very much was. Darcy had a thin face with a cute upturned nose and perfect Cupid's bow lips. Her cheeks dimpled when she smiled. Her brown hair was long and thick and, when it wasn't tied up, hung all the way to the middle of her back.

And Darcy's body was, well... I mean, she was a beautiful woman in her early twenties. Darcy was tall and thin with a flat stomach and long legs. She had a perky butt and big breasts - I had no idea the cup size but I could tell by the cleavage in her work outfit that there was a lot there. Darcy always dressed well. Her outfit that day - complimented by her painted nails and diamond stud earrings - was that wonderful mix of professional and sexy.

So objectively, sure, this was a gorgeous woman working me off. But it was also my older sister and I couldn't get past that. However, when I asked her to stop, Darcy shook her head and kept stroking.

"You have to promise me, E," Darcy said. "Tell me you've learned your lesson." She rubbed me up and down at that leisurely pace. My breath came out in little gasps and rattles. My body was torn between disgust and desire. What was my sister doing to me?

"You're a teenaged boy with raging hormones," Darcy said, "I get that. You probably need to bust a nut at least twice a day, right?"

"Uh huh." It was usually more than that, but I was lost for words. Darcy rubbed my dick, rhythmic, like rowing a boat. Stroke. Stroke. Stroke.

"But there's no reason for you to do that to yourself when your big sister is right across the hall and happy to do it for you, right?"

And there it was. Darcy's mission statement made clear. She wasn't mad about me masturbating. She was upset that I didn't let her rub me off, herself. That made so much sense and yet was also completely insane at the same time. Like I wasn't discombobulated enough already.

"So, from now on, if you need to empty your balls, just come find me and I'll do it for you, OK?"

"But Darcy, I mean. Isn't it, like, wrong?" I asked. I don't know what I thought would happen if I argued. Like, if I brought up a rational point, did I really think my older sister was going to suddenly stop and remember herself? Yet I continued to debate her. "You're my sister. We aren't supposed to do stuff like this."

"Of course we are," Darcy said cheerfully, "That's what big sisters are for. To take care of their little brothers."

"Darcy, please don't take this the wrong way. I really really appreciate what you're doing, and it feels really really good but it's not right and I don't like it. Please let's just stop, OK? I promise you'll never catch me jerking off again."

"You're right I won't," Darcy said, "So we're agreed?" My older sister looked me right in the eyes. She was slightly taller than me, so she had to scrunch down a bit to do it. Her green eyes were gorgeous, whorled with brown, and they seemed to swallow me up in an emerald undertow.

"I..."

"Like you said, this feels really good. Right Ethan?" Darcy started moving her fist up and down even faster. My body was betraying me. I didn't want to like this. But I couldn't stop myself.

"Y-yes."

"You can have this every day, anytime you want. Just let me take care of you. OK?"

I took a deep breath. I don't why, but in that moment, I didn't feel like I had much of an option. It was either agree right then or argue more until I eventually agreed later. So, the choice seemed kind of obvious. "OK."

Darcy's face broke into a broad grin. She took her hand off my cock, then spit in her palm. She showed me, like a proud little girl, then draped her drippy hand all over my dick. Then she grabbed me in her slippery grip.

Darcy started stroking me. At first, she used that same slow motion from before, but she gradually gained speed. Every movement made a wet noise, like stirring mac and cheese.

Squick squick squick.

My older sister was jerking me off even better than I could do myself. Just the foreign feeling of a strange hand working me was enough to take it to a new level. But Darcy also knew the exact pace and pressure to drive my pleasure. It was both horrifying and incredible at the same time.

"That feel good?" Darcy asked.

"Uh huh," I said. It was all I could get out.

Squick. Squick. Squick.

"Of course it does," Darcy said, almost cooing. She took her other hand out from under my boxers and started to stroke my hair, lovingly.

"Oh God," I said. A bit of precum leaked out of my cockhead. Darcy gathered it and used it to lubricate me even more. She was pumping me as fast as she could now.

Squick squick squick squick squick.

"You going to shoot for me, little brother?" Darcy asked.

I had been staring down at where my sister's hand met my dick. Now I turned to look at her face, all screwed up in concentration as she worked me over. She caught me watching and smiled back at me.

"Yes, baby. Do it. It's alright. Show your big sis what a good boy you are and give me your cum."

"Ah. Ah. Ah." It was the only sound I could make. These weak little gasps. Suddenly my cock jerked. My balls jumped upward. The pleasure raced up my shaft and exploded throughout my body.

"Oh!" Darcy cried in surprise as the first thick rope of semen shot out of me. She slowed her strokes, drawing out my orgasm. I spurted again and again. "Oh yes!"

After what felt like minutes of constant cumming, I finally dribbled the last of my spend onto my older sister's fingers. Darcy patted me on the back with her clean hand. She took the other one and brought it up to her mouth, lightly licking off my spend.

"Thank you, Ethan," Darcy said. My sister had just jerked me off, tasted my sperm, and now she was thanking me? This morning was only getting stranger.

Darcy stood up and straightened her outfit. "That'll have to do for now, I'm already running late to work. Remember our agreement, OK?"

Then, as suddenly as she had entered some twenty minutes before, my older sister disappeared from my doorway.

*

I spent the afternoon in a funk. I sat on the living room couch, streaming Netflix, but nothing caught my interest. I kept having the odd sense that I was forgetting something. That I'd planned something exciting for the day but wasn't doing it for some reason. Then I remembered what happened that morning and sank deeper into the couch. Not even my afternoon pipeful of weed could perk me back up.

My parents came home, and my Mom made dinner for the three of us. Like me, my Mom and Dad were small, skinny people. Both of them had gone prematurely grey. They were former flower children (albeit born a decade after actual flower children had existed), and they looked it. My Dad had long gray hair tied back in a ponytail. My Mom wore concert t-shirts and hipster glasses.

If Darcy had been at dinner, she would have looked like she was adopted or the mailman's kid or something. She was the fourth Mendel square, the sum total of all our family's recessive genes mixed into a singular being.

Where my parents were laid back, Darcy was driven. Mom and Dad were both simple, lunch pail folks who spent more time on their record collection than on getting ahead. Darcy was a true professional, ready for a world of high-powered businesspeople and the fancy toys that came with that. My parents cared about squishy things like feelings. Darcy, obviously, did not.

"You OK?" my Mom asked, "You seem a little down."

I looked up from where I was chasing my peas around the plate with my fork. "I'm fine," I said. There was no way I could tell my parents what had happened. It was too embarrassing. Besides, what argument did I have? After all, I got hard when Darcy grabbed me. I came when she stroked me. I was just as guilty as she was.

"Spending all day by yourself at home finally losing some appeal?" my Dad asked.

"Maybe," I said.

"OK, well you let us know," Dad said, "This doesn't have to be your life. That college scholarship is waiting for your signature." He patted my back warmly, then got up to dig through the freezer for leftovers of my Aunt Penny's blueberry pie.

"We support you, no matter what you do," Mom said, "We just know that you can make choices now that will have consequences for the rest of your life. Getting a job, going to college, you don't have to do both, but you can't do neither."

"I know," I said, but it came out as more like a whine, "Can't I enjoy a little freedom before then?"

"Of course, dear," Mom said. She stood up to go help my Dad in the kitchen.

I followed her in, dumped half my dinner in the trash, and then loped upstairs.

I changed into my pajamas and climbed into bed. I tried to read for a bit, but I found I was looking at the same sentence again and again. Finally, I slipped under the covers and curled up, fetal, to fall asleep.

*

I woke up to the sound of my door opening. My room was dark, but I could see the shadow of my older sister from the light in the hall.

"Hey E," Darcy said. She sat down on the side of my bed again.

"What time is it?" I asked.

"Late," Darcy said. "I hurried back as soon as I could. I knew that one this morning wasn't going to be enough. It must have been so hard for you to suffer through the day without your big sis. Well I promise to make it up to you. You did wait for me to take care of you, right?"

"Yes," I said. I didn't tell her that I'd actually tried to rub one out in the afternoon and couldn't, still shaken from what had happened that morning.

"Excellent," Darcy said and clapped her hands. She started to pull back my covers. When she saw I was wearing pajama bottoms and a t-shirt, she made a little pouty face. "You didn't give up on me, did you?"

"Honestly, Darcy, I just want to pass out," I said.

"I know, baby bro, that's why I hurried back as soon as I could. I knew there was no way you could get to sleep without some release. Jeez, I hope the one will be enough. I don't think I have the energy for a double tonight. You'll have to let me make it up to you, OK?"

Darcy pulled at my shoulders until I sat up. I was woozy, and I almost tipped right back over, but she held me there. Then she shot her hand into the fly of my pjs. My dick was curled up in a ball, like a sleepy little mouse.

"Oh, so cute!" Darcy said, "Don't be ashamed. I know my brother has a big, mean man dick. We just have to wake him up, that's all."

Darcy stroked my soft penis up and down. Honestly, she didn't even need her fist, I was so flaccid she could almost pinch it between her fingers. My cock gave a half-hearted attempt to respond, but the rest of my body was still in control and it didn't like the idea of my sister doing this to it.

"What's wrong?" Darcy asked, "You feeling alright?"

"I don't like doing this with you, Darcy, OK?" I said. "You're my sister and it weirds me out."

"You sure didn't feel that way when you came all over my hand this morning," Darcy said. She got up from the bed. Then she went over to the wall and flicked on the light. I saw she was wearing her same outfit, but her blouse was unbuttoned halfway, revealing even more of the white cotton of her undershirt.

My older sister caught my eye, looking confused. Then she gave me that face-splitting smile again.

"Oh, I get it," Darcy said. "Boys all love boobies, don't you? OK, bro, you've 'tricked' me into it." Darcy reached down, unbuttoned the rest of her blouse, and pulled it off. Then she lifted the white tank top over her head. She had on a dark green bra underneath. Her breasts, even bigger than I'd first assumed, seemed to be bursting out.

"Darcy," I said, "Please don't."

"Is that enough?" my older sister asked, "Or do you need to see all of them?" She looked down at my crotch. Sure enough, my traitorous dick was sticking proudly out of the fly, throbbing away. "That's enough!" she cried, happily.



Darcy bounced onto the bed and grabbed my dick. It was now so full, she could barely wrap her hand around it, and a good three inches stuck up from above her fist. I guess I'm a grower, not a show-er.

My older sister gave me a few strong pumps. "I don't suppose you have any lube in here? I mean, I'm fine to use my spit, but I bet it'd be even better with some moisturizer. No? OK, I'll go buy you some in the morning. Trust me, it takes things way over the top."

Again, Darcy licked her hand and slathered it over my cock and balls. She gripped me tight and started pumping.

I tried to reach down and block her from doing it, but she shoved my hand away. "Don't worry, I've got this," Darcy said. "You just look at your older sister's big titties and enjoy."

It didn't take long for my sister to milk my cock. Somehow, she seemed even more skilled than this morning. It was embarrassing, realizing my sister had more control over my body than I did.

A moment later I was spurting. This time, Darcy anticipated it and caught it all in her hand. She tipped my spend into her mouth with a hungry grin, then wiped the remainder across her bare chest.

"You like-y?" she said, jiggling her tits a little. "Oh, I bet you do. Maybe next time you can cover me in your cum straight from the source."

Darcy stood up and grabbed her shirts off the floor. She balled them up and headed towards my door. "I'm assuming you're going to need another go first thing when you wake up, right?"

I tried one last chance to plead my case. "Please, Darcy," I said, "I really don't like this."

"Your dick seemed plenty hard a minute ago," she said, quirking her lips, "Seemed like you 'liked it' fine then. In fact, the only time I hear you complaining is when I'm not stroking you off."

I didn't have a response for that.

Darcy sat next to me and patted my head. My curls sproinged under her touch. "I get it," Darcy said, "You're a good kid and you don't want to hurt me. Well, don't worry, OK? Just relax and enjoy yourself. That's more than enough to make me happy."

Darcy leaned over and kissed my cheek, then she slipped out of my bedroom, switching off the light as she went.

"Sweet dreams," she said, her voice drifting through the bedroom door and wrapping itself tightly around my chest.

*

I woke up to something warm and wet latched around my cock. I went from half asleep to fully awake in seconds. I ripped the covers off and saw my big sister making love to my dick with her mouth. She grunted, then went back to working me over.

Darcy looked like she'd just woken up, herself, wearing only a light blue t-shirt and a pair of pink hipster panties. Her hair was tied back in a tight bun. Without makeup, without a minute of work to put herself together, my sister still looked incredible. Even I had to concede that.

My older sister slurped up and down my hardness. Her fist followed her mouth, corkscrewing along the way. I'd always thought of blowjobs as something girls did because they had to, not because they wanted it. But Darcy made it look like she was getting the treat of a lifetime to lick my dick. It would have been wonderful, all of it, if only it wasn't my sister kneeling over me.

"Darcy," I said. It was the only word I could say, and it carried so much. Desire and disappointment in equal measures.

My sister pulled off my cock with a pop but kept idly stroking me with her hand. "Hey bro," Darcy said, cheerfully, "I need to get ready for work, but I didn't want to leave you without your morning workout." She winked at me as she said that last word, like I might not get the joke. "Anyway, I was thinking again about lube and I realized, duh, I can use my mouth! Your sister is such a dumb slut sometimes."

I started to respond, but Darcy dove down and started sucking my dick again. Any hopes I had of forming words were swallowed in my sister's sweet mouth.

"Cum when you're ready, OK?" Darcy said, "Don't feel like you've gotta hold back on my account or anything. Just warn me when you're going to shoot. I want to be ready for it."

If I'd thought my sister was giving her all before, I found I was sorely (fantastically) mistaken. Darcy cradled my balls with one hand while she pumped my cock into her mouth with the other. All the while she sucked on my dick with a tightness I doubted even my own fist could match. This girl could pull a golf ball up a garden hose, I swear. Getting me to cum was almost nothing.

"Darcy," I gasped, the only word of warning I could produce. The pleasure gripped my skull, squeezed at my eyes, as I exploded into my sister's waiting mouth. She gasped, then gulped. Loud swallowing sounds that I swear she was amplifying for my enjoyment. I was so ground down by ecstasy, I could barely hear them over the roar in my ears.

When I finally recovered, I saw my sister perched over me. She stuck out her tongue to show the last of my sticky fluid. Then she made a big show of swallowing it down.

"You are extra, super tasty," she told me, then patted me on the head. Her fingers caught up in my curls. "I know, I promised you could do it on my big boobs, but that tastes so nice it's hard not to swallow it all."

Darcy made those same gulping noises as before, then jumped off the bed.

"Gotta go, little bro," she said, "Some of us have to work, you know." She padded out of my room. I lay back in bed, shellshocked at what had happened. My sister had sucked me off, right out of sleep, and all I'd managed to do was say her name twice.

*

I woke up at around lunchtime. I'd been keeping teenager-like hours, but this was late, even for me. I got up and showered, then dressed. The house was totally empty. I made myself lunch, smoked a bowl, then sat down and fired up my PS4. I tried to lose myself in shooting zombies, but my mind kept drifting back to that morning. To the day before.

I'm sure a lot of you think I'm an idiot. After all, I had an (admittedly) gorgeous woman getting me off at least twice a day. Most of you, I bet, think I should have been throwing a parade, not sitting around sulking. And look, I won't lie, doing dirty stuff with my sister felt amazing. So long as I didn't think about the fact that it was dirty stuff with my sister.

The truth is, I didn't want to feel upset about it. I told myself to let it go, to lay back and enjoy it. I couldn't. Some part of me wouldn't let go of the fact that it was my sibling who was doing me. I didn't think it was wrong, I knew it was. It was a gut instinct and, appropriately, it turned my stomach sour.

So instead of saving the world that afternoon, I went for a long walk around the neighborhood and composed my thoughts. Gradually, I put together an entire monologue that would convince my older sister to stop what she was doing. It was respectful, well thought out, and inarguable. I even plotted out what Darcy would say and developed possible responses. Our illicit congresses would end that night.

My parents came home and made dinner. Afterwards, I went up to my room and forced myself to stay awake, waiting for my sister's return. At around ten, I heard her car pull up in the driveway. The front door opened. Her footsteps went straight to my room.

"You stayed up for me!" Darcy said, looking genuinely pleased. "Oh, poor baby, I bet you couldn't sleep at all without me here to help you. Well, let me get comfortable so I can take care of you."

Darcy was wearing a dark, navy skirt with a matching jacket and a blue, pinstriped blouse. Her hair was up, her makeup was perfect, but her eyes looked tired.

"Long day at work?" I asked. Empathy was part one of my master plan.

"Usual," Darcy said, waving me off. She walked across the hall and I followed her into her bedroom. She hadn't changed it all that much from her high school days: there was a twin bed, a desk with a little laptop, and several large dressers.

"Ooo, naughty boy. Trying to catch me changing?" Darcy said as she undid her earrings. I ignored her flirting and got back to the point.

"I think it's unfair, the way they expect you to work all these hours," I said. I sat down on Darcy's bed.

"Of course it's fair," Darcy said, "It's my first job out of school and I expect them to pay me a lot of money someday. I'd be mad if they didn't make me work for it." She kicked off her shoes - losing a couple inches of height - and turned around, still in her dress shirt and dark skirt. "Will this be enough for you, or do you want me to take off more?" She licked her lips, lasciviously.

I took a deep breath and started my spiel. "Darcy, you and I haven't been close for a long time, so I know that you might see me as..."

"Maybe I should lose the shirt," Darcy said, "And the skirt. I don't want to get any of your special stuff on these. Pain in the ass to get it cleaned." She unbuttoned her dress shirt and tossed it on the bed, then unzipped her skirt and stepped out of it. My older sister stood in front of me in a lacy white, plunge-style bra, matching panties, dark nylons, and nothing else. She put her hands on her hips and tilted her head, like she was actually listening.

"...just don't want to make a mistake and do something we'll both regret," I said. I took a deep breath before moving to the next part. "That's why..."

"Ethan, I know where you're going with this, so let me stop your right there," Darcy said. She sat down next to me and patted my thigh. I was wearing jeans and a t-shirt, trying to look as unappealing as possible. "I appreciate you speaking to me honestly. And look, I get it. I feel it sometimes, too. But no matter how much you want to, we can't have sex."

"That wasn't..."

"We're brother and sister," Darcy said, "It would be really wrong to do that. So, while I'm more than willing to help you out with your 'needs,' we can't go any further than that, OK? But don't worry, there's lots of other fun stuff we can do together. I promise."

With that, Darcy slipped down off the bed and knelt between my legs. She undid my belt, and shucked my pants, underwear and all, down to my knees. I was so shocked at how quickly she moved, so bamboozled by what she'd said, I didn't even realize I'd lifted my butt to help her get my jeans down until my bare dick was pointing right up at me.

It wasn't bare for long, though, as Darcy almost immediately engulfed it in her eager mouth.

Slurp. Slurp. Slurp.

Again, my sister seemed to have learned how to please me even more between sessions. Her oral skills went from incredible to off the charts. I closed my eyes and tried to picture someone else giving me head. My mind ran through images of old crushes, girls I went to school with, anyone. Nothing stuck.

My eyes popped open. Darcy was slurping on my cock. She looked up at me. Her deep green eyes caught mine. She dragged her hand right up my shaft and that was it. I didn't want to cum that way, but I blew my load looking straight at my sister.

Darcy took my first shot right down her throat. Then she pulled off and aimed me at her chest. My cock blasted over her tits. You'd think, after all this stimulation, the volume of my seed would be less. If anything, it seemed to increase each time that Darcy did me. My stomach twisted as I splattered my sister's bra-covered breasts with my seed. My body had betrayed me again.

Darcy stood up and pulled me to my feet. She kissed my forehead, then patted my ass, as if to send me on my way.

"See you in the morning," Darcy said, then gently pushed me out, shutting the door behind me.

I stumbled out into the hallway. My Dad was coming out of the bathroom, and we both startled.

"You OK?" he asked me.

"Uh huh," I said, somewhere between shocked at what had happened and stupid with post-orgasm bliss.

"What were you doing in Darcy's room?" my Dad asked, warily.

"Oh, you know," I said, trying to force myself to sound casual (which, by the way, is the worst way to sound casual), "I had a problem she was helping me out with."

"You're not wearing pants," my Dad pointed out, oddly rational.

"Yes," I said, "That was the problem."

Dad raised his eyebrow. I wandered back to my bedroom and shut the door before my father could interrogate me any further.

*

I slept fitfully, wracked by erotic dreams of doing debauched things with my sister. I startled awake and saw, who else, sitting on the side of my bed. Darcy was wearing another t-shirt and panties combo, this one royal blue on top and canary yellow on the bottom.

"Hey little bro," Darcy said, "Or should I say big bro?" My sister looked down at my crotch, meaningfully. My dick stood at attention, like it was a new recruit and she was a high-ranking officer. I told myself it was the dreams that had me hard. Simple biology, right? Morning wood and all that.

Darcy gave me her now-familiar wink. "I need a shower," she said, "And so do you."

My sister grabbed my wrist and pulled me out of bed. As we crossed the hall, I saw my parents' bedroom door was open and their room was empty.

"They left about ten minutes ago," Darcy said, answering my unspoken question. She dragged me straight into the bathroom. It had been built in the 1960s and it showed, with pink tile and gray grout. We had one of those tub-shower things with tinted, sliding glass doors. Darcy reached in and turned on the water. It hissed and popped, then finally streamed out.

Then, like it was nothing, my sister pulled her t-shirt over her head. I couldn't help it. I goggled as Darcy's bare breasts appeared before me. Somehow, we'd done all this, but I'd yet to see her completely topless.

Darcy's chest was as impressive a sight as anything I'd witnessed in my young life. She had a pair of massive mounds that were at least two sizes too big for her skinny body and topped with tight, cherry nipples. My sister saw my reaction and a smile crept across her face. Her cheeks even went a little pink. Darcy shook her chest for me, and I swear my eyes jiggled right along with her boobs.

Then she straightened. "Come on," Darcy said, "I have to get going or I'll be late for work." She reached over and started pulling my shirt off me. I took the hint and got out of my clothes. I was naked in front of my big sister. Strange that it was so casual, but I guess after someone has sucked your dick a few times, them seeing you naked doesn't seem like that big a deal?

I mean, I guess I looked ok. I had my high school body which could eat for days and still look trim. I had dark chest hair on my pecs and stomach, though not enough to be a gorilla. I looked like me, is what I'm saying, which is neither a compliment nor an insult. Still, my sister gave me a smile of approval as she saw me totally naked for the first time.

Then it was her turn. Darcy pulled her panties off with a flourish and tossed them off to the side. My older sister had a small tuft of brown hair over a pair of very tidy labia. Her pussy split open slightly at the top, revealing her little clit, but otherwise it was taut, almost demure.

Finally, as if this was the biggest reveal of all, Darcy reached back and undid her hair, letting her long, golden-brown locks fall free. Her hair hung down to slightly above her stomach, covering her breasts in a way that almost made them more alluring. Again, my sister caught me staring. Again, she blushed at my attention.

I'd seen plenty of naked women in my life. OK, in pictures and video clips but still. I'd never witnessed anything like this. Darcy was an apex woman. The feminine ideal with long hair, wide hips, flawless skin and a sexy smile. For a moment, for the first time, my brain shut down and let me appreciate what I was looking at. God damn I wished she wasn't my sister.

Darcy bent over to test the temperature of the water, giving me a good look at her pert little butt and plump, purple pussy. She did a little shimmy and stood up. "I think it's ready," Darcy said, "I can tell you already are." She hefted my dick in her hand, then grabbed it and used it to pull me into the shower with her.

My older sister giggled as we got under the water.

"You soap me first," Darcy said. She handed me the body wash and a loofa. I figured I should take this seriously, so I started on her stomach and legs. Darcy watched me do this with a playful smirk. Then she reached down and put my hands on her breasts.

They were soft, overflowing my hands, and lovely to touch. I lifted Darcy's boobs. Pinched her deep red nipples. Darcy gasped, then grinned. I did my best to shout down that part of my brain that didn't like this. It was getting easier, which was almost worse.

My sister turned around and let me soap her back and bottom. That was another new experience, squeezing Darcy's heart-shaped ass. Again, I told myself, there was nothing wrong with this. It's fine to have a little fun. Like she'd said, we weren't having sex.

And that was the moment I had my revelation. There, on my knees, cupping my sister's buttcheeks in my palms, pretending to be cleaning them. Darcy had said it herself: no sex. Was this really so wrong, then? I mean, I was naked in the shower with a beautiful woman. Who cared if she was my sister, honestly? And if we weren't having actual intercourse, was it so bad to be together?

I gave my sister a little kiss on her butt. She play swatted at me, then turned around.

"Your turn!" Darcy announced. She grabbed the soap, lathered it between her hands, and grabbed right for my cock. Holy fuck! My knees wobbled, and I almost toppled over, it felt so good.

"See?" Darcy said, "Lube." She used both hands to stroke me up and down. It took three pumps, maybe, before I was splattering the tub with my spend.

I stood under the steaming water, panting. I had my hand on the tile wall to hold myself up. Darcy hadn't so much jerked me off as she had milked me. Just ripped the orgasm out of my body. Left me a hollowed, exhausted shell.

Darcy held up her hand to show me it was covered in cum. The water quickly washed away the thick strings between her fingers.

"I know you've been struggling with this," Darcy said, "Twice a day isn't enough for a boy your age. But today is Friday and I promise, we'll get some serious work done on the weekend."

She kissed my forehead, very matronly, and slid open the shower doors. I was still standing there - soaking in the hot shower and short of breath - as I heard my sister's car race out of the driveway.

*

I spent the whole day enjoying my newfound rationalization. All of this was fine, even fun. As long as we didn't have sex, I could (should!) be enjoying my sister's attention. How many guys would kill for this situation? I knew a lot of my friends crushed hard on Darcy. If I told them she was giving me two-a-day oral exams, were they going to be disgusted? I doubted it.

Did my stomach twist a little, thinking about what my sister was doing to me? Sure. But I told myself that I wasn't allowed to feel that way. Darcy was doing me a huge favor, a kingly kindness, and I was going to enjoy it whether I wanted to or not. Again, as long as it wasn't sex, it was OK. That was my new mantra.

Feeling better about all of this, I had my first pleasant day since it started. I smoked up, played videogames, blared my music, and had fun. When my parents came home, they made dinner, and we had a lovely, chatty meal. If my Dad was worried about our encounter in the hallway from the night before, he didn't say anything.

That night, Darcy came into my room wearing black, thong panties and nothing else.

"You enjoyed my boobs so much this morning, I thought we could try something different," Darcy said.

She climbed on the bed and wrapped her breasts around my cock. I was already hard, of course. My sister had my dick better trained than I did. She moved her tit flesh up and down my dick slowly, looking up at me and daring me to stare back.



"Here, the angle's wrong," Darcy said. She lay down on the bed, next to me. She held her boobs in position, squeezing them forward.

I froze. To this point, this had all been stuff my sister was doing to me. I'd never even moved, actually, unless you counted the spasms of my shlong. Now she was lying on her back, waiting for me, and it felt weirdly like a big step. As if this was some new threshold we'd yet to cross.

My sister didn't move, she just lay there. I got the feeling she'd stay all night unless I did something. So, I rolled over and spread my legs over Darcy's torso. Then I slid my dick into the tunnel between her tits.

"See, much better," Darcy said. She held her breasts tight around my hardness and, slowly, I began to hump her chest. Every time my cockhead popped out of her cleavage my sister gave it a little kiss.

This felt different. It shouldn't have been, really. In fact, it was probably less invasive than the blowjobs I'd grown used to. But something about the way I rocked back and forth on my sister's body, it felt like way more.

Maybe it was how the movement seemed awfully close to fucking. Or the fact that I was the one now actively getting myself off, using my sister's body to do so.

"I want you to cum, Ethan," Darcy whispered, "I need you to. Shoot your stuff all over my face. Mark me. Do it. Give your big sis what she's begging for. Pleeease."

Darcy's body was incredible. Fucking her tits was amazing. But it was her words that put me over the top. As my soon as my sister started begging, my sperm rocketed out of my shaft. I did as she asked, spurting on her face. Long white drips hung off her nose. One eye shut where I'd accidentally splashed her.

Darcy giggled and licked herself clean, like a kitty. "I missed that this morning," Darcy said. She gave me a tight hug. "Oh, I wish I could stay in bed with you, too, baby. But Mom and Dad would not appreciate finding us like this."

My older sister stood up, wiping the last of my cum off herself.

"Thanks, Darcy," I said, plaintively. It was awkward. But in the moment, I felt like I had to say it.

"Of course, sweetie," Darcy said, "I'll see you tomorrow. That's when the fun can really start."

*

I was already awake when Darcy came in my room the next morning. She looked at me with glee, like we were going to Disney World, not doing our now-daily ritual.

"Today's going to be so awesome," Darcy sang to herself. I couldn't help but get caught up in her enthusiasm.

I stripped off my boxers and let my dick spring free, somehow as hard as I'd ever seen it. Darcy was wearing her usual uniform: t-shirt and panties (pink and blue, respectively) with her hair tied back. She knelt between my legs and slowly teased at my cock, dragging kisses up the shaft.

Darcy slithered her hand around my dick and popped the head in her mouth. She hummed, happily, vibrating in a very pleasing way. Then she began deliberately working me. Every time was different with Darcy, and I guess that's what made it so amazing. I could never get used to one sensation before being introduced to a new one.

I realized how hurried my older sister had been with her oral performances up till then. I'd thought she was concentrating on my pleasure, but, in fact, she'd been getting me off quickly so she could get to work. Now Darcy took her time, she edged me slowly forward, inch by incredible inch, building me up to something that started to feel volcanic.

My sister sensed me building and she increased her speed. Made sexy little slurps and chokes. I was on the precipice now. I could feel it building. My sister could have breathed on me and I would have blown. But she wasn't breathing. She was sucking, stroking, slurping, and suddenly...

Darcy stopped.

My sister dropped my dick and sat up straight. Her butt perched on my knees. I was already gasping for air.

"So," Darcy said. She reached up to play with her hair, twisting it around her finger like a little girl. "I've been thinking. Since I've been doing this stuff for you - you know, getting you off - that you might, like, be willing to do the same for me?"

Honestly, my sister could have asked me to leap off the Ben Franklin Bridge at that moment and I'd have agreed without thinking about it. And, to be fair, Darcy asked for relief in a way that made it seem equally as dangerous. But I was honestly fine with it. She was right, I should be returning the favor. In fact, I felt bad that she even had to ask.

"Oh, I knew you'd understand," Darcy said, "Here, why don't you do me and then I'll finish you off."

My older sister fell next to me on the bed. She stripped off her panties and flung them across the room. Then she spread her legs. I noticed that the patch of hair that had been there the last time I saw her pussy was gone. Darcy had shaved her snatch completely.

"Use your fingers, OK?" Darcy said. She grabbed my hand and put it in the warm space between her legs.

My sister was already dripping, and her sex felt almost hot to my touch. I dragged my finger through her slit. Darcy arched her back and sighed.

"Oh God," Darcy said, "You are really terrible at this." She got up on her side and fixed me with a very serious look. "OK, little bro, don't worry. I'll show you."

Very patiently, my sister took my hand and showed me what she wanted me to do. I got a guided tour of Darcy's cunt, where to touch, how, and when. What to feel for, what to listen for, and what to avoid completely.

"There's more stuff," Darcy said, "But I think that's enough for now."

I put my hand back in my sister's pussy. I teased at her slit, then scooped her moisture up and bathed her clit with it. I gradually rubbed her little nubbin back and forth, then slid a finger from my other hand inside her sex. This time, Darcy groaned with pleasure.

I started stroking my sister's clit faster. I put my finger inside her pussy and felt it squeeze down. A lot like her mouth would do on my dick, actually.

"Oh, that's much better," Darcy said. She gave me a self-satisfied smile, then reached over and grabbed my cock. It hadn't flagged for a moment in all that time, though my orgasm was now less impending. "We'll get off together, OK?"

I nodded, staying focused on making my sister cum. I pumped her pussy with my fingers and ground her clit with my thumb. Darcy's breath hitched. She grabbed my wrist and held my fingers in place. Her back arched and she made a low moan.

Darcy's hand squeezed my dick so hard it almost hurt. With a remarkable quickness, she jerked me - one, two, three - and I reached my own orgasm. My spend shot out. I heard my sister continue to cum with me. Both of us lost in our own solitary pleasure, lying next to each other on the bed.

My cock softened. Darcy's pussy tightened, expelling my sticky fingers. My sister took her sperm-y hand and licked it. I took her hint and tasted her own liquid from my fingers. It was tart, salty, strange, but also quite alluring. I'm tasting my sister's pussy, I thought to myself, and it made me feel wrong and that, in turn, just turned me on again. God, I was so broken.

I looked over at the woman who'd wrecked me, my own sister. She was stretching languid on the bed like a cat after a bowl of milk.

"I came a little," she told me, "Don't worry, you'll get way better. This is important stuff. You're getting older, meeting real women, you need to know how to get them off. I'm just happy I can be here to teach you."

"Thanks Darcy," I said. I was doing that a lot. Thanking my sister for something I wasn't sure I wanted her to give me in the first place.

"That's what big sisters are for," Darcy said. She rubbed my head and went to take a shower. I tried to follow her, but my sister made it clear that this would be a solo exercise.

"Mom and Dad are both home," she said, "I don't want to take any more risks than we already have. You'll go after me."

When Darcy was done, she pushed me back into the bathroom. I didn't usually shower more than twice a week at most, but my sister insisted that I needed to clean off. While I soaped myself, I smelled my fingers again. My sister's scent became more pleasant, more exciting, with every sniff.

*

After the shower, I got dressed and went downstairs. My mother was in the kitchen, cleaning up after breakfast. My father had run out to get supplies. They were going to spend the whole Saturday gardening in the front yard.

"We'll plant flowers, put in some stakes for the tomatoes, trim back the bushes," my mom said, "You sure you don't want to join us?"

I told her no, then heated up a pop tart in the toaster. By the time it was done, Darcy came down. She was wearing a baby blue tank top and a pair of black yoga pants. Her hair was up in the usual ponytail. She looked like a woman going to work out or laze around the house. She looked amazing.

"E and I are going to hang out all day," Darcy told my mother, "Get some good sibling bonding time in."

My mother tried to explain that we could have good sibling bonding time by helping out around the house, but Darcy wasn't hearing it. Eventually, she drowned Mom out with the sound of the blender as she made herself a smoothie.

"We're going to a movie," Darcy said, more of a command than a suggestion.

My older sister led me out to her car. Even though Darcy was working a high-powered finance job, she still had college graduate money and her car was proof of that. It was a cherry red VW Jetta, one of the boxy ones, with at least 15 years and over six figures of experience on it. For a woman Darcy's age, the car was relatively clean, which meant that it was pretty damn dirty in the aggregate.

The movie theater was over by the mall, but Darcy drove us downtown instead. I had my license, but the Jetta was a stick and I'd only learned on my Dad's automatic. Not that I thought my sister was going to let me drive her car, even if I could. Remember, she didn't even trust me to jack my own dick.

"We need to stop for something before we can see the movie," my sister explained.

We parked in front of the local barber shop. Darcy fed the meter and took me inside. There was already a line of at least ten dudes. My sister was the only woman in the place. We found two open chairs and waited. I found a Maxim magazine and learned all about how Jessica Alba likes to please her man.

Finally, one of the barbers called out that it was my turn. He was an older gentleman, wearing a plain white dress shirt with his name stitched into the breast, and black slacks. He smelled heavily of pomade.

"Just a trim," I said, asking for my usual

"Shave it all down," Darcy corrected me. The barber looked at both of us, like trying to decide who truly had the authority here. I don't need to tell you who won.

I watched in the mirror in horror as the barber slaughtered my curls. I never liked my hair, it was way too unruly. But it had become a part of my identity over the years and seeing it clipped away was like watching a piece of my personality getting shorn off.

By the time the barber was done, my hair was cropped close on the sides. He'd let it stay a little thicker at the top, but my curls were gone. I looked in the mirror and, dammit, Darcy was right.

"Looking good," Darcy said. She slapped my ass when I stepped out of the barber's chair. "Now we can head out for our day."

*

Darcy drove us down the highway to the multiplex over by the mall.

"So, what are we going to see?" I asked as we accelarated. Darcy gave me a confused look in return, like I'd asked her something ridiculous.

We parked by the theater and walked up to the window. Darcy picked a movie that was starting in five minutes, some dumb action thing I doubted she could have much interest in. She bought us a bucket of popcorn, slathered it in fake butter at the self-serve, grabbed a handful of napkins, and led me into the theater. The previews were starting.

It was a Saturday at 10am and this movie had not done well. The auditorium was only ten rows, stacked stadium style, and almost completely empty. An older couple was parked up in the second row on the far side, but that was it. Darcy walked up the steps and sat down in the back row on the far side. She patted the seat next to her with a grin.

We watched the previews in silence. The theater went dark as the proper picture started. Darcy's hand landed right in my crotch.

I looked up at her in surprise. My sister unbuckled my belt, unzipped my jeans, and pulled out my dick, right there in the theater.

"Darcy!" I almost shouted it and I got a proper shushing from the older couple up front..

Darcy's hand was slippery from the popcorn 'butter' and she began stroking my cock. I was already half hard and she got me the rest of the way there. Then she stopped.

My older sister nodded expectantly at me, using her head to point my eyes over to her seat. Darcy had her legs spread as wide as they could go. She gave me a suggestive smile.

I was already uncomfortable having my own sex out at the theater, but apparently Darcy needed me to do the same for her. I reached across the armrest and unbuttoned my sister's jeans. She lifted up her butt to let me pull down her pants and panties. Her hairless pussy was now bare on the movie theater seat.

I slipped my finger into my sister and she resumed stroking my cock. Darcy took a long, slow approach. Sometimes she would tease me to the edge, then pull me back. Others she would lightly trace and tease. I was in a constant state of near-orgasm.

For myself, I lacked the skill to do the same for Darcy. The first time she came, it was a little one. Her hips tightened and she let out a little gasp. I wouldn't even have known it happened except she leaned over and told me.

"You made me cum," Darcy whispered in my ear, "You made your big sister cum in a movie theater."

She settled in and we both got back to stroking. The next time was more obvious. Darcy's hand shot down and held my wrist in place.

"Ah," she gasped, "AH!" Her whole body stiffened, then wriggled. Even in the dark, I could see her face flush.

Now it was a challenge. Seeing Darcy screwed up in pleasure like that was awesome and I wanted to watch it again. But try as I might, I couldn't get her back to that height. I managed to drag a few smaller cums out of her, I recognized them now, but nothing more.

Then, with the final car chase on screen, Darcy pushed my hands out of her pussy.

"Time for the big finish," my sister told me. She leaned over the armrest and swallowed as much of my cock as she could. I'd already been building for two hours, it wasn't going to take much effort.

When I came, it exploded out of me, bubbling and burbling like an open fire hydrant. One large blast and then one after the other. I felt like I wouldn't ever stop cumming but, slowly, I did. Darcy popped off my cock, showed me how full her mouth was, and swallowed. Then she took a big handful of popcorn and chased my semen with it. She gave me a big, happy-cat smile.

As the credits came on screen, my sister pulled up her pants. I did the same. We left the half-eaten bucket of popcorn behind and walked down the steps. Before we could leave, a theater employee caught my arm. He was middle aged, round around the middle, with nothing but a few brown wisps of hair at the top. His nametag said, I kid you not, Rod.

"I got a complaint that you two were acting inappropriately in there," he said.

"Those old bastards," Darcy said.

"I can't tell you who it was," Rod said.

"They were the only other people in the theater," Darcy said.

"In any case, they claimed they heard you doing," and here Rod got nervous, "dirty stuff."

"This is my brother!" Darcy screamed, "Are you implying what I think you are?!" She grabbed my elbow protectively and, ironically, painfully.

"Um, no ma'am," Rod said. He seemed to be shrinking with every second.

"Are you accusing me of committing... I can't even say the word! Is that what you're actually doing?" Darcy was loud enough that other people were looking over at us now.

"I'm sorry ma'am," Rod said, "They must have been mistaken."

"Fuck right!" Darcy said, then stormed out of the theater, dragging me in tow. As soon as the doors hissed behind us, my sister started cackling madly.

I couldn't do the same. I was mortified. But she seemed to think it was all a big joke and told me I was being silly for thinking anything otherwise.

"Come on, I want to go shopping," Darcy said, once her laughter had died down. We marched across the parking lot and up to the mall.

It was afternoon now, and the shopping center was fairly crowded. There was a Chipotle in the food court and we both got burrito bowls for lunch.

"I hate this fucking place," Darcy said as we ate. We were sitting on tiny chairs in the middle of an ocean of small tables . It was loud, full of surly teenagers and wild children.

"Why did we come here then?" I asked.

"Something to do," Darcy said, "Get out of the house. Not get stuck gardening or whatever. There's nothing to do here. This mall, this town, this fucking state. I hate all of it."

"Why'd you come back?" I asked.

"Don't sound too disappointed, brother," Darcy said. She reached across the table and took a handful of my chips.

"No, I'm glad you're home," I said. I saw my sister's dubious look, "I really am. And not only for the, you know, other stuff. But you seem so unhappy."

"It was come back home or move in with, like, six other women in a crappy studio apartment," Darcy said, "You don't get it. You're still fucking around." She waved her hand as she said that, a kind of upward twirl that, apparently, meant 'fucking around.' "But life, once you have a real one, it's not about making good choices. Just taking the least bad one."

"Don't sound too disappointed, sis," I said to her. I stole one of my chips back from her pile.

Darcy leaned over the table kissed my forehead. "You're the best thing I've got going, E. Don't you worry."

After we ate, we walked around the mall. I assumed we would look for clothes for my sister, but she plowed past every women's store, even the shoes. Instead, we stopped at a place with men's clothes. Darcy dragged me inside. She picked out bright colored dress shirts and dark slacks, things I would never wear, and made me try them on. When I was done, she picked three shirt and pant combos and brought them up to the register.

"That will be $151," the cashier said. He was a short, trim man with perfectly manicured fingernails. Darcy looked at me, expectantly.

"I don't have that kind of money," I said, "Especially not for clothes I won't even wear."

"Yes, you do, and yes, you will," Darcy said. She had on her 'you will get this blowjob and like it' face. I knew better than to argue with her. I didn't have a lot of money, only a small bit of savings I'd squirrelled over the years. Maybe five grand in total. I had a sinking feeling it wasn't going to be mine much longer.

"This is a great deal," Darcy said, "You'll be paying twice that at other places."

The cashier nodded enthusiastically in agreement. I sighed, but I took out my debit card and let the guy run it. He gave me back my card and a bag of clothes, neatly folded.

We did that at three other stores. Darcy picked out very professional looking outfits - dress shirts and polos, khakis and slacks - and made me pay for them. After a couple hours, I was laden down like a teenage girl on a shopping spree. The only thing I had on me that was light was my newly denuded savings account. Darcy led me through the mall like she was my shopping Sherpa.

"One last place," Darcy said, and I said a silent prayer that it wasn't a jewelry store. Instead we stopped in front of a lingerie shop. My sister gave me a wicked smirk and went inside.



The store wasn't the typical mall brand you're probably thinking of, though it might as well have been for all they'd cribbed from their more common competitor. Darcy went through like she'd planned it all beforehand, pulling down panties, bras, and other assorted items, and marched to the changing rooms in the back.

"Wait here," she told me. I was very relieved when she said it. Our earlier close call at the movie theater had been enough excitement for me. I found a small stool nearby and sat down. The store wasn't busy, but it wasn't well staffed, either. There was an employee over by the registers, but that seemed to be it.

As soon as I got comfortable, Darcy skipped out of the back area. She was wearing a dark green silky slip with a plunging neckline. She modeled it for me, doing a little spin. The outfit wasn't so revealing, but it still felt strange to see my sister in it, showing off in public.

"Well?" she asked, hands on her hips. Apparently, I'd spaced out a little. I wasn't sure what to say, to be honest. Did she look hot in it? Absolutely. Was I, her brother, supposed to find her hot? That I was less sure about. Who was she trying these on for, anyway? For a future boyfriend? It couldn't possibly be for me.

"You look nice," I said. Darcy made a frustrated grunt and stormed back to the changing rooms.

She came back out in a matching pink cami and shorts set. Again, my sister twirled for me. She looked good. Was I supposed to tell her she looked good? Mostly I wanted to get this over with. Being caught in the lingerie store with an erection over my sister seemed like a bad idea

"Very sexy," I said. Darcy shook her head at me and went back. She took a much longer time. I kept glancing over at the registers, but no one noticed us. Maybe we would be OK. What was wrong with trying on stuff, right? And Darcy and I didn't look so similar. I could be her younger boyfriend. I'm sure this happened all the time. But I kept looking over, nervously.

Just as I was about to finally relax and pull out my phone, Darcy sauntered out. She was wearing a fire engine red teddy this time, pushing up her already prominent breasts and cut so tight at the crotch I could see her pussy pressing through.

"Wow," I said. I hadn't even intended to speak. It dropped out of me. Darcy turned to show me her backside and I said it again. "Wow."

My sister didn't say anything, but she smiled big and blushed almost as scarlet as the outfit she was wearing. She ran back to the changing rooms. The outfits were getting smaller and smaller. Was she really going to come out wearing less?

Instead Darcy popped out less than a minute later, wearing the exact same outfit as before.

"No cameras," she hissed happily, then took my hand and led me back. This seemed like a tremendously bad idea, but my sister wouldn't let me argue. Instead we went into one of the changing rooms. I saw Darcy's clothes piled in the corner.

My sister pushed me back against the wall. She dropped to her knees, taking my pants and underwear with her. Before I could protest, my penis was in her mouth.

This was more like the standard Darcy blowjob. Fast and hungry. She slurped up and down my dick like she'd been poisoned and my cum was the only antidote. It didn't take much for me to be close.

I heard a set of footsteps heading our way.

"Oh God," I said.

"You close, baby?" Darcy asked.

My whole body froze. My older sister kept sucking. The footsteps got softer as they went in the other direction. Either we were totally safe, or someone was heading off to call the cops. There was no in between.

I was so worried, my cock actually started to soften, but my older sister wouldn't take no for an answer. She redoubled her efforts, rolling my balls in her fingers and pumping me with her fist. That got me back up right quick. A moment later and Darcy was making her trademark swallowing sounds as she digested my seed, spurt by spurt.

Gulp. Gulp. Gulp.

She looked up at me with a supplicant smile, then stood.

"Better?" Darcy asked, as if I was the one who'd demanded she do this in the first place. I couldn't speak, so I nodded. "Good. Go back so I can get changed."

A few minutes later, Darcy came out wearing her yoga pants and tank top. She was holding the red teddy in her hands, but everything else had been left behind. She was about to head up to the register, when I noticed a streak of my cum was still on her chin.

"Oops!" Darcy said, "Thanks, E. That would have been embarrassing." She quickly wiped her face with her hand, then brought the teddy up to pay.

"Did you find everything you needed?" the cashier asked. She was blonde, petite, and very pretty. Her nametag said, I kid you not, Victoria. I couldn't meet her eyes. Suddenly, the fake wood floors were the most interesting thing in the world.

"And then some," Darcy said.

"Your, um, friend got what he needed, too?" Victoria asked, eyeing me. She said the word 'friend' in a hopeful way. Like she didn't want Darcy to correct her.

My sister elbowed me in the ribs so I would respond.

"Um, yeah. I mean, yes," I said, "Thank you."

"Next time let me know. I'm always here to help. You know, special requests," Victoria said. She looked right at me when she said it. Then she and Darcy shared a wicked grin.

Again, Darcy made me pay for the clothing. "To thank me for all the nice things I do for you," she explained. I didn't even bother to argue.

When we left the store, Darcy reached into the bag and showed me the back of the receipt. Victoria had written her phone number there with the words, 'Call me.'

*

We walked around the mall a little more, but when I found the video game store, Darcy announced it was time to go home. We went out to the parking lot and found her red Jetta.

"I'm really tired," Darcy said, giving me a big yawn while she tossed our bags in the trunk. "Drive us home, kay?"

She handed me the keys. They felt oddly heavy in my hands.

"What's the matter?" Darcy asked, "You have your license, right?"

"I can't drive stick," I told her, sadly.

"Psh, it's easy," Darcy said, "You'll learn it in like, five minutes, tops."

She pushed me into the driver's seat and climbed in on the other side. In a tone that was oddly reminiscent of my lessons from earlier that morning, Darcy explained to me how to drive a car with three pedals. Then she patted my head and gestured for me to go.

I got it started OK, but when I tried to accelerate forward, the car juddered violently and stalled. I gave my sister a helpless look, but Darcy pursed her lips and gestured for me to try again.

On the third attempt, I got the car out of the space. Once it was going, it was easier to shift into second, then third. Then we got to a stop sign. I wanted to roll it, but there was a car in the other direction, so I stopped fully.

Again, when I tried to start, Darcy's Jetta cut out. I swear, I could feel the car's hatred of me, just begging to go back to its real owner.

Darcy showed me no mercy though. With a line of cars behind me honking like crazy, I was finally able to get us moving again. I said a prayer to the driving gods for no more stops the rest of the way home.

We hit three more stoplights (I stalled each time), but finally got on the highway. I shifted into fourth. This was more like the driving I was used to. I realized my muscles were stiff - my biceps and thighs - like I'd just done three hours of CrossFit.

Darcy's phone started to sing, but she switched it off. Then she reached across the seat and started undoing my belt.

"Um, Darcy?"

"It's BJ o'clock," Darcy said, like this was totally normal. I had finally stopped freaking out in the car, but it started all over again as my sister fished my dick out of my fly. "Every two hours."

"You have an alarm set?"

Darcy shrugged like it was the most natural thing in the world. She dipped over and started sucking my dick. That traitorous bastard stiffened right up as she slurped up and down.

"I don't think this is a good idea," I said.

"Then hurry up and cum," Darcy said.

A truck honked loudly, and I realized I'd swerved halfway out of my lane. I did my best to straighten up, but I could either focus on the road or my sister's blowjob and doing both was going to get us killed.

We came up on our exit and I signaled over. My sister hummed over my dick.

"Come on, little brother. Be a good boy and give me all your cum," Darcy said. She sat up, looked around, quickly flashed me, then dropped back down on my cock. She made happy little humming noises, like she was eating the world's best burrito instead of her brother's dong.

We got off the highway and stopped at a red light. I prayed no one would pull up next to us, or behind us, or anywhere. Finally stopped, I was able to give Darcy my full attention.

"Here, hold my head," Darcy said, taking my hand and putting it on the back of her skull. "Like a good slut."

I rested my hand there, but I didn't push. Darcy did all the work herself. Right as the light turned green, I came.

Gulp. Gulp. Gulp.

My world went white as I filled my sister's waiting mouth. The pleasure was intense but short. The next thing I knew, I was being treated to another symphony of car horns. I hit the gas and, of course, stalled. By the time I was able to get started, the light had turned red again. As you can imagine, the traffic around us was not happy with me.

"Here, I'll take us home," Darcy said. She jumped out of the passenger seat and ran around the front of the car, waving apologetically to all the other drivers. I climbed into the passenger seat and my sister took the wheel. When the light turned green, we raced off with a roar. Darcy laughed hysterically as we peeled off.

*

"How was the movie?" my Mom asked as we got out of the car. She and Dad were both on their hands and knees in the front yard, putting in tulip bulbs.

"Good," Darcy said, "We went to the mall after and hung out. Ethan bought a bunch of clothes for work."

"No, I..."

"Oh, I'm so glad to hear that," Mom said.

"Happy to see you're finally taking things seriously," Dad said.

"I like the haircut," Mom said, "Very dashing."

"I need a nap," Darcy said, then went into the house. I shrugged and followed her inside. My sister wasn't kidding. She went right to her room and shut the door behind her. I stood, staring at the wood grain dumbly for a moment, then went back to my own room. I took out all the clothes Darcy had made me buy and put them in my drawers. They looked odd lying next to my t-shirts and jeans, like a dude wearing a tuxedo at a swimming pool.

An hour later, my parents came in the house. I heard them taking turns showering and working on dinner. They called us down and the four of us ate together at the table for the first time I could remember in years.

After dinner, my parents announced that since they had cooked, it was Darcy's and my job to do the dishes. We both stood up and started clearing. Darcy started the sink going and I stood next to her, towel at the ready, to dry.

Instead of handing me a dish, though, Darcy stood in front of me and undid her jeans. My eyes nearly popped out of my head.

"Come on, E, I'm so worked up from today. I did you twice in a row with nothing in return," she said.

I agreed that was fair, but I didn't think it was such a good idea to do it now, with our parents in the next room. Darcy wouldn't hear it though. She let her bottoms fall to her ankles and turned around. Bent over the sink, doing dishes like it was nothing. Like her pouting, purple pussy wasn't being presented to the world right that moment.

"The sooner I cum..." she said.

I reached down around her ass and found her wanting slot. I dipped my fingers into my sister's sex, and she gasped.

"You OK in there?" my Mom called out.

"Water. Hot," Darcy said. She was down to one word at a time. I started sawing in and out of my sister's sex. She wiggled her butt and giggled. She took one hand out of the sink and started to rub her clit. We worked together to bring her off. The kitchen started to smell of my sister. I was praying to a lot of different gods that day, but whoever oversaw parental distraction was definitely at the top of my list in that moment.

Finally, Darcy stiffened. Her eyes rolled back a bit and her hand stopped stroking her clit. I slid my fingers out of her.

Darcy reached down and pulled up her pants. She started washing the dishes more quickly. But she looked right at me, expectantly. I put my cunt-covered fingers in my mouth and sucked. I was getting more comfortable with the flavor of my sister's sex.

She laughed. "I meant I need you to dry," Darcy said, nodding over at the dishtowel. "But that's nice, too."

After we were done, Darcy went right up to her bedroom. I was exhausted from the day, so I followed her up and lay down in my own bed. I picked up my iPad to read myself to sleep. I thought it was over, but then I heard Darcy's phone ringing distantly. A moment later, my door popped open and Darcy slipped inside. Her hair was up and off to the side, clearly unsettled by sleep.

My older sister yawned, pulled off my covers, gave me a quick BJ, then left the room. It was the most clinical sexual experience I'd ever had. I fell asleep soon afterwards.

*

I woke up to the usual sight of my sister, but she wasn't dressed in her usual tank and panties. Instead, she was wearing tight dark shorts and a pink t-shirt. She stood at the end of my bed and started to stretch.

"Come on, bro, day's waiting," Darcy said. I looked over at my phone. It was 6am. Even my parents would be dead asleep at this hour.

"Don't care," Darcy said, "Time to go."

I sighed and stripped off my pants. My cock lolled lazily on my leg.

"Not that!" Darcy said. "That's for later. Exercise first."

I groaned and got up. I saw Darcy had already gone through my clothes and laid out a pair of shorts and a t-shirt for me, plus my socks and sneakers. I got dressed, unsure if I was awake or dreaming. Then my sister dragged me outside.

"We'll start slow," Darcy said and took off. I tried to keep up with her as best I could. Like I said, I wasn't in bad shape, but I wasn't running every day (or every month) either. After the first ten minutes, I started panting. After the first twenty, I started dying. But Darcy wouldn't let me stop.

Finally, after we'd gone around the block about four times, my sister stopped in front of the house. I stood over our newly planted tulip bulbs and retched. Darcy stood next to me, bouncing happily on her heels.

"We're doing this every day from now on," Darcy said, "It's part of our routine."

I nodded, defeated. I limped up the stairs and into the shower. Darcy showered after me. When she was done, she came into my bedroom wearing a tank top and yoga pants, her hair up in cute girlie pigtails.

My sister pulled me to the edge of the bed, then knelt in front of me. She didn't even say a word, just sucked me off. It was another one of Darcy's weekend morning blowjobs, slow and sensuous, teasing and taut, till finally I emptied myself into her waiting mouth.

Darcy gulped it all down, then clapped her hands and jumped onto my bed.

"My turn!" she announced and stripped off her bottoms. She spread her legs lewdly and lay back.

I reached over to touch my sister's quim, but she pushed my hand away.

"I think you've gotten enough oral to return the favor," Darcy said. I nodded. She was right, of course. I climbed between my sister's legs and put my head up to her sex. I could smell her from the source this time and it was stronger, heady. Yet also disturbingly familiar. I wasn't supposed to know this scent, and for a moment the old feelings of wrongness roiled in my stomach. I pushed them back down.

Tentatively, I licked at my sister's pussy.

"Not this again," Darcy said. She sat up slightly and made sure I was listening. "You're eating my pussy, not painting the Sistine Chapel. Whatever you do with your fingers, do that. But with your tongue."

I went deeper and licked my sister, hard, from top to bottom. I sucked on her clit and tried to rub it back and forth with the flat of my tongue. When I rolled up my tongue and slid it into her hole, Darcy jumped up like she'd been shocked.

Now, not only was I smelling my sister, but I was tasting her. And, to my shock, I found I kind of liked it. I liked the way she responded to me licking her even more. I got a rhythm going. Like my sister did to me, I used my fingers and mouth to get her off.

I'd been rubbing Darcy's clit with my tongue and pumping her with my fingers for a while when suddenly my sister grabbed the back of my head and held me there. Her thighs closed around my skull so hard I thought she might crush it like a grape. Distant, through her thighs, I heard Darcy scream. Then she fell back, limp and weak. I gave her pussy one last little kiss and her body trembled.

Watching my sister's orgasm was the sexiest thing I'd ever seen. Full stop. Not sexy for my sister, as so many things had been before. But actually, totally hot in a way that no porn video could ever compare.

I realized that, up till then, I hadn't actually made my sister cum. Not really. Just little bursts of pleasure. This time though, Darcy actually did go over the top. She lay back, distant, and stared up at the ceiling. She mumbled to herself and stroked my head. Otherwise she didn't move.

"Thank you, Ethan," I heard her say. That same strange, plaintive appreciation I'd given her before.

Gradually, Darcy rolled out of my bed. She pulled her bottoms on and got up to go. Her legs gave out, but then she stood up straight and stumbled out of the room. I got up as well, my face sticky with my sister's spend.

When I came downstairs, Darcy was sitting at the kitchen table, staring at her phone. Our parents, miraculously, were still asleep. Thank God for lazy Sundays.

"You should make breakfast," Darcy said, looking up from her screen.

"I think I know how to make cereal," I said.

"Pancakes," Darcy said, "With bacon."

I gave her a confused look.

"There's this new thing called the Internet. Look it up and get to work."

I nodded, exasperated, and went into the kitchen. There was an easy recipe online and I realized we had enough in the house for me to make it. I burned the fuck out of my first pancake and none of them came out in a Euclidean shape, but by the time my parents came downstairs I'd put together a whole, mostly edible breakfast for the family. I even warmed the syrup and filled little glasses of orange juice.

"Wow, what's this for?" Dad asked as he sat down, eyeing the food warily like he expected it to melt into a mirage at any moment.

"Ethan wanted to thank you guys for putting him up for free all summer," Darcy said.

"I did," I said.

"He appreciates how much you both sacrifice for him," Darcy said.

"I do," I said.

"In fact, he's going to be making meals for all of us from now on," Darcy said.

"I am?" I asked. My sister gave me an ugly glare. "I mean, I am."

"We all work hard during the day, but since Ethan's at home it makes sense for him to be doing the cooking," Darcy said, "Right?"

"Ummm, yes."

"At least until he gets a summer job," Darcy said.

"Well I must say I'm very excited about this new attitude from you, Ethan," Mom said.

"You know we love you no matter what," Dad said, "But we're proud that you're finally helping out with the family."

"I don't suppose you're going to help us with the gardening," Mom said, "As part of your newfound responsibility."

Darcy rolled her eyes. "We have important stuff to do today," she said, ignoring Mom's glare.



After breakfast, I did the dishes and went up to my room. The morning had been so crazy, I wanted to pack a bowl and play games. But I found Darcy in my bedroom. She was sitting on my bed, supplicant. I sighed and started to strip off my pants.

"Not yet," Darcy said. "First, this place needs cleaned."

I picked up all my laundry and put it in the basket. I emptied my tissue-filled trash can and sprayed out liberal amounts of Febreze. I cleaned off the tops of my furniture and made my bed. In the process, I uncovered parts of my carpeting that I hadn't seen in years. All while my sister sat there and watched.

When Darcy was satisfied, she stood up and dug into my desk. She held up a large sheaf of papers, triumphantly. Even though they'd been buried in the bottom of my desk drawer for months, I recognized them immediately. "You're going to fill these."

"I don't even know if I want to go to college," I said, a whine creeping into my voice.

"I don't know why you think I even care," Darcy said. She got up and slapped the papers down on my desk. "You have a scholarship. Do you know how many kids would kill for that?"

"I'm tired of school," I said, "I want to be, like, free for a while."

"You mean freeload off Mom and Dad," Darcy said. "Look, you may not see it now, but there's going to be a time you wished you did this only it'll be too late. Trust me, you're filling this out now."

"Can I at least smoke up before I do it?" I asked. Darcy gave me a dirty look.

I sat down at my desk and flipped over the first sheet. I took a pen and started to fill it out.

"I don't know why this isn't electronic," I said.

Darcy shook her head. As I started to write, she climbed under my desk and buried her head between my legs. Before I finished putting our home address down, my dick was deep down my sister's throat.

Darcy took her time, coaxing my cum out of me. She suckled happily and only slowed if she felt like I wasn't doing the work fast enough. Finally, as I finished the last bit of paperwork, my sister finished me off. By that time, it was almost more of a relief to cum than a pleasure.

Darcy slipped out from under my desk and kissed my forehead. She took the pile of finished paperwork, and then dropped it in an envelope. Apparently, I'd decided it was time to go to school.

*

That night, after dinner, my parents announced that they were going to watch TV and invited us to join. My Dad turned on some nature documentary and joined Mom on the couch. There was a big leather recliner off to the side, so I sat down on that.

"Cuddle time!" my sister cried out, then jumped onto my lap. My parents laughed as my sister snuggled over me, kissing my cheek for good measure.

"I like that the two of you are getting along," Dad said.

"I missed my little brother while I was at school," Darcy said.

"Could've fooled me," I heard my Mom grumble, but no one else said anything.

Darcy reached over for a blanket and pulled it on top of us. She shifted, then settled, until her warm center was right over my dick. I got hard as a rock. I was eighteen, and my dumb cock didn't know it wasn't supposed to be erect after already cumming three times that day (the after jog blowjob, the college application oral, plus a quick handy in my bedroom before Darcy sent me down to make dinner). My dick was ready for more fun. Poking upward right into my sister's crotch.

Darcy ground her puss down, clearly feeling the stimulation. She started rocking back and forth on my dick.

"You comfortable over there?" my Dad asked, "There's space on the couch."

"Fine..." Darcy mumbled. I noticed her face was pinkish, her lip was trembling, and a thin sheen of sweat ran down her cheek.

"OK," my Dad said, as if this was totally normal.

My sister kept grinding down on my dick. It didn't feel good to me, through both our layers of clothes, but Darcy was having a different experience. She was breathing heavily. Not even trying to hide that she was humping up and down on her little brother.

Suddenly, she stopped. "Gotta go," she announced and leapt off my lap. She scampered up the stairs and shut her door, loudly.

"Gee, I hope her stomach isn't acting up," my Mom said absently, "While I appreciate you making us chicken tonight, Ethan, it did seem a little on the pinkish side."

After the show was over, I got off the lounge chair and went upstairs. Darcy's door was shut, and I didn't want to disturb her. I washed up, then went to my own bedroom.

I nearly jumped out of my skin when I opened the door and found my sister lying back on my bed. She was in a matching pair of green underwear and reading one of my comic books.

"Took you long enough," Darcy said. I shut the door behind me, carefully. We'd done so good to survive so far; I didn't want to get caught now.

"Sorry, I didn't want to set off Mom and Dad," I said.

Darcy tossed the comic book to the side and slipped off her panties. She spread her legs. I saw her thighs were shiny with her own lubrication. I already knew what I was supposed to do, and I lapped hungrily at my sister's snatch.

This time, I had a good idea of what worked and what didn't. I spent a lot of time bathing my sister's clit before finally filling her sex with my fingers. Darcy didn't take nearly as long as that morning either, clenching her legs around me and screaming, "oh FUCK!"

"You two OK up there?" my parents yelled up.

Darcy gasped, then giggled. I looked up and saw her arched upwards, her face bright red. Mine felt just as cherry from being suffocated by my own sister's pussy.

"Fine!" Darcy yelled. "Stubbed. My toe." She was barely able to speak as the pleasure raced out of her. Finally, she fell back into the bed and started giggling again. "That was fun!" she told me.

Of course, now I was so hard you'd think I hadn't been touched in months rather than hours. Darcy sat up and gave me a vigorous hand job. When I was close to cumming, she put me in her mouth and swallowed me down.

"That was excellent," Darcy said, and I didn't know if she meant what I'd done to her or what I'd put down her throat. Maybe a bit of both.

My sister kissed me on the cheek, then went off to bed. Practically skipping across the hallway.

*

Monday morning, I got the usual early wakeup from my sister. Not even the sun was up when she dragged me out of bed. We ran again and, if anything, this felt even worse. Now, not only was I tired, but my muscles hurt from the day before.

"It gets easier the more you do it," Darcy said, "Like a lot of things." She gave me a wink.

When we got home, Darcy dragged me around the side of the house and dropped to her knees. We were surrounded by fencing, sure, but it was still very exposed. A neighbor could have stopped by any second. Worse, we were right under my parent's bedroom window. But Darcy slurped me down until I came down her throat. Then we went inside the house and showered separately.

When I was done, I went back into my bedroom and lay down. I have to admit, I was looking forward to having the house to myself again. I'd grown to enjoy the sexy stuff with my sister, sure, but she was starting to wear me out. I stretched out on the bed, thinking I'd nap for a few hours before smoking up and getting down to some serious gaming time.

My bedroom door popped open. I nearly fell out of the bed. Darcy had on a deep purple blouse and a slate grey skirt.

"Hurry up and get dressed, bro!" Darcy said. I had on a t-shirt and boxers, as far as I was concerned, I was dressed enough. Darcy groaned and dragged me out of bed.

"No, come on, real clothes. Why do you think I took you shopping this weekend?"

Darcy stood and watched while I put on a sky-blue dress shirt and charcoal slacks. Then we went downstairs, and she made each of us a smoothie.

"I hope you watched how I did that, because this is going to be your job from now on," she told me as she handed me a cup full of pureed green liquid. I barely had a chance to sip it before my sister pulled me down to the driveway. I had a momentary heart attack thinking she was going to make me drive, but instead Darcy jumped behind the wheel. I climbed in on the other side.

"You're going to do great," Darcy told me as we pulled onto the highway.

"At what?" I asked, but Darcy just turned up the tunes. Her car was so old, the only option was terrestrial radio, but she seemed to enjoy it.

Eventually, we got off the highway and pulled into the busy city streets. Darcy navigated confidently through the gridlock and pulled into an underground garage beneath a row of tall, mostly glass buildings. Once we were parked, Darcy grabbed her bag and her brother, then went to an elevator bank on the far wall.

The lobby was huge, airy, and made mostly of marble. Darcy showed an ID badge to a security guard and had me sign in. We went over and got in another elevator with a bunch of other people dressed as professionally as my sister. We got off on the fourth floor. Darcy threw her bag down in a tiny cube office at the back of a whole sea of them. Then we marched off again.

The cube sea was surrounded by small offices with glass doors. Most of them were empty at this hour, but Darcy took me to one with an older gentleman sitting in it. He had on a blue, pinstriped shirt with navy suspenders. His full bristle mustache was grey. He looked like he'd escaped from the set of Mad Men. His name was, I kid you not, Mr. Cox.

"This is my brother," Darcy said, poking her head in the door. "He's here about the internship?"

Mr. Cox invited us into his office. We both sat down in flimsy chairs facing his desk.

"So why do you want to come work for us?" Mr. Cox asked me, leaning forward on his elbows and studying me like I was a newly discovered life form.

I froze. I didn't even know what job I was interviewing for, let alone why I wanted it. In fact, I didn't want a job. I wanted to be home, in bed, half-stoned and fully immersed in video games. But here I was in these itchy pants and suffocating shirt and my sister was glaring me down the longer I took to answer.

"I, um, I'm looking for the experience?" I said. I saw Darcy nod appreciatively out of the corner of my eye.

Mr. Cox asked me a bunch more questions about myself. He frowned at my lack of work experience, but that went away as soon as Darcy mentioned I had a scholarship for college.

"Oh, that's right down the street from here," Mr. Cox cooed.

"Yes, Ethan's hoping he can keep interning here in his free time while he goes to classes," Darcy said, "He's excited for the opportunity."

Mr. Cox asked me a few more questions, then explained that I'd be starting in the mailroom. "Yes, even these days, you'd be surprised at the amount of paper correspondence we get that needs to be sorted and delivered over all ten floors. You'll be here from 8am till 2pm every day, starting tomorrow."

"I'll drive him in," Darcy said.

"Excellent," Mr. Cox said. It was very clear that it was time to go. We stood up. Mr. Cox shook my hand. "You can call me Randy," he said. Randy Cox. I shit you not.

"I'll walk you out," Darcy said, taking my arm and leading me out of Mr. Cox's office.

My sister took me down a long hallway. We passed a tiny room with a copy machine in it and shelves full of paper. She shoved me inside. Before I could protest, my pants were around my ankles and my dick was in my sister's mouth. I stared out at the halls, but while plenty of people walked past, no one looked inside.

"Holy fuck," I gasped as I shot rope after rope into my sister's mouth. She stood up and wiped herself off with her sleeve. "I don't think that was a good idea," I said.

"Really?" Darcy said. "It felt like a good idea to me."

*

We fell into a routine. Every morning Darcy would wake me up and we'd go for a run. After, we'd shower and dress, then I would make us both smoothies and we'd go to work. I'd go down to the mailroom and sort packages, then deliver them. I met all sorts of very strange, very rich people who apparently stared at computer screens all day. I honestly still have no idea what those people did for a living, but they were all very well compensated for it.

Darcy and I would eat lunch together, then I would walk three blocks west from the building and take the train back home. When I got there, I'd change into more comfortable clothes and make dinner, so it was waiting for my parents when they arrived. Darcy would come back much later and eat the leftovers.

Along with going to work every day, my sister would give me all sorts of jobs. Handjobs in the morning before our run (or after, or a few times during), a blowjob in the men's room (or the copy room, or at Darcy's cube) at work, then another at night after she came home. Sometimes I would finger or lick her in return, but it was usually 3:1 in my favor and Darcy seemed fine with that distribution.

By the end of the week I was exhausted. As I passed out on my bed Friday night, I realized I hadn't smoked up or even switched on my PS4 all week. Eventually, in my half-sleep haze, I felt my sister crawl into bed next to me. We didn't even bother with sex, just both slept there like the dead.

The next morning, a Saturday thank God, Darcy rolled over looking positively bubbly. Both of us were still in our work clothes from the day before, but Darcy quickly stripped completely naked.

"I don't want to run in the nude," I groaned.

"We'll take a break day," Darcy said. She started lifting my shirt off me. Through everything we'd done, completely naked sister remained a rare sight. But there she was in all her glory, golden-brown hair hanging down over her chest. Darcy saw me eyeing her and quirked her head at me.

"Sorry," I said. Some part of me still thought I shouldn't be perving on my sister.

"I like that you like me," Darcy said. She climbed down and slurped up my penis. I settled back into enjoying my morning blowjob - one of Darcy's slow-Saturday-specials - when my sister shifted. She turned around, putting her pussy right over my face. Her scent overwhelmed me.

"We can enjoy each other at the same time," Darcy said, mouth full of my meat.

Once again, I was surprised at another seemingly obvious variation on our usual procedures. I leaned my head up and started licking at my sister, trying to match her pace. We'd stroked each other off together before, but this felt like a whole new level. I tried my best to concentrate on pleasing Darcy while she pleasured me, but it was hard. Darcy seemed to be having similar difficulties, but I realized that was kind of the fun of it.

Finally, Darcy's body tightened over mine. Her legs and arms splayed out and she shuddered. Fortunately, having my dick in her mouth kept her from making too much noise. As the orgasm washed over her, Darcy grabbed my cock and pumped me. I responded immediately.

My sister spun around with a goofy grin on her face. We were both covered in each other's cum. She giggled and kissed me on the lips. It was a quick peck, but we both pulled back like we'd been shocked.

There was a pause where we stared at each other. That was new. Finally, Darcy relaxed and laid down, resting her head on my chest. Idly, she played with my cock, now lying on my thigh and quite soft. In return, I reached over and fondled her breast.

"You like those, huh?" Darcy said.

"They're kind of incredible," I said.

"Boys," Darcy shook her head, "Trust me, the fun part is a bit lower." She took my hand and put it on her pussy. We both lay there and slowly diddled each other. Nothing came of it. Eventually Darcy got up and left my room. I heard her turn on the shower.

I got up and got dressed, happy to leave my formal clothes in the dresser for at least a day. My parents were already sitting at the table eating breakfast.

"Did Darcy sleep in your room last night?" Mom asked as I went into the kitchen. She offered me coffee, but I started to make a smoothie instead. I couldn't believe my sister had me hooked on those awful things, but the truth is I felt way better when I drank them instead of the usual crap I put in my body.

"Did she?" I asked, trying to seem confused. Mom gave me her best Mom-stare. "Darcy came in early this morning, I remember," I said, "She forgot it was a Saturday."

My Mom continued to eye me as she sipped her coffee.

"I think I'd remember if my sister was in my bed, Mom," I said.

"Well, your father and I have errands to do," Mom said, "We'll be back in about an hour." She stood up and kissed my forehead. "You need a shower," she told me, "You smell strange."

I nodded, hoping she wouldn't press the issue. A few minutes later, she and Dad drove off. Once they left, Darcy came downstairs. She had on a pair of jeans and a floral, sleeveless blouse.

I handed her a smoothie and she took it, appreciatively.

"Mom says I need a shower," I said.

Darcy sniffed me. "I like how you smell," she said, giving me a sultry smile.

My phone gleeped and I looked down. There was a text from a bunch of my friends. They were all getting online to play Call of Duty. I showed my sister, but she shook her head.

"I think we have enough entertainment right here, ourselves," she said. "Besides, why do you need other people when you have me?"

I didn't want to argue, so I texted and said I was busy. I got some mean looking emojis back, but I ignored them.

When we were done eating, my sister decided that we should watch a movie. I told her I doubted we'd be welcome back at the theater. Darcy laughed and went into the living room.

She turned on the TV and found something mindless. Then she sat down on the couch and patted the spot next to her. When I sat, Darcy climbed onto my lap. She pressed down, and I realized she was trying to recreate the weekend before.

My sister ran her butt up and down my rapidly growing shaft. She made little noises, but nothing else. I stared at her back while she moved on me. It was kind of painful, kind of pleasurable, and I did my best to focus on the good part.

"Here," Darcy said. She got off the couch and lay down on her back. Darcy directed me to lie down right on top of her so that my crotch covered hers. "Yes, like that. Now push down. Yes. Yeah. So good."

Now I felt what Darcy had been enjoying. Pressing into her like this was nice, and I felt myself building towards something even nicer. Darcy felt it too. Her face flushed. We were so exposed, lying on the living room floor on top of each other. If my parents came back early, there would be no denying what we were doing.

That wasn't enough for Darcy, though. She pushed me off and stripped down to her panties. She had on a pair of canary yellow underwear with a bow at the top. She motioned for me to do the same. Now I was only in my blue boxers.

I lay back down on my sister and, wow, that was much better. Darcy's bare breasts pressed into my chest. She wrapped her legs around my waist. We moved back and forth on each other quite a bit like lovers. Darcy was breathing hard. She ran her hands through my hair, over my back. It felt really good to grind on my sister.

She paused again. This time she pulled at my boxers. I took the hint and slipped them off. Darcy took off her panties at the same time. I gave her a wary took.

"Just. On top," Darcy said. Her breaths coming in gasps. I lay back down on my sister. My cock nestled into her warm furrow. We both groaned as we made contact.

We'd done so much. This was something else entirely. We humped against each other on the living room floor. My "uhn uhn uhns" mixing with Darcy's "ah ah ahs." The heat of her slippery cunt on my rigid cock.

Darcy squeezed my bare butt tight and I felt my sister cumming under me. She squeaked. Her back arched. Then she shook. On the Darcy Orgasm Scale (or, as scientists refer to it, the DOS), she'd probably hit a 5 or a 6 there. I rated the ones I'd given her orally as a 10, but honestly, I was still calibrating the measurement.



I kept grinding into my sister. I hadn't gotten off yet, but I was close.

"OH!" Darcy cried out. She arched her crotch upward and I felt my dick slide back. Suddenly, my very bare cockhead was resting right at my sister's very bare pussy. I could fall forward a centimeter and be sheathed in her snatch.

Darcy whispered in my ear. "Put it in."

What?

I stopped in place.

"Put it in me. Please," Darcy said. She looked at me with wide, wanting eyes.

The reality of what we were doing - who I was with - rushed over me like ice water. I was humping my sister. My sibling wanted me to have sex. My dick shriveled down to nothing. I rolled off to the side.

Darcy seemed to immediately see the change in me. She hugged me close.

"We can't do that," I said, "That's sex. You said we can't have sex."

"It's alright," Darcy said, "I want it real bad and I know you do, too."

"Are you even? I mean, do you take the pill? Or whatever?"

Darcy bit her lip. "I trust you," she said quietly.

"We can't do that," I said, "You said it was wrong, Darcy. It's wrong. We shouldn't. Fuck, we're not supposed to be doing any of this."

My sister lay back shellshocked. I grabbed my clothes and put them on. I felt icky, literally gross. I went upstairs and got in the shower. All the things we'd done came racing back to me. I couldn't get them to go away.

When I got out of the bathroom, Darcy was waiting for me. She was fully dressed. "Ethan, I'm sorry," she said. "I got carried away in the moment. You weren't ready for..."

"Ready? How could I ever be ready for that?"

Darcy winced. I'd clearly hurt her feelings. She took a deep breath. I saw her face go stony. "You sure seemed ready for all that other stuff," Darcy said. "You're supposed to be different. But you're like every other boy. You only care if you get yours."

"Darcy, I..." My sister's sudden change of tone surprised me. I hadn't expected her to fire back, and now I found myself unprepared. "That's not true," I said. "I love making you... Well. You know. It's amazing."

"But it's wrong," Darcy said.

"No! Well, yes. I don't know. Fuck," I said.

Darcy took a deep breath. "OK, I know you're new to all this stuff and it can be scary," she said, "But that's why we're doing it. So you can be ready for a real girlfriend. Like Victoria from the lingerie store. She's going to expect you to take care of her and I'm showing you how. I'll take the lumps for now, but I expect you to learn."

I nodded. "I'm sorry, Darcy."

"Me too," my sister said. She kissed me on the forehead, then stepped away. We searched each other's eyes for a moment.

I heard the front door open as my parents came home. At least we're both dressed, I thought. Darcy walked past me and into her bedroom, shutting the door behind her.

That night, after dinner, Darcy came into my room like always. We acted like it was all the same, but it wasn't. She gave me what I can only describe as a cursory handjob, then stood up stiffly. I offered to return the favor, but she waved me off.

"I have to get up early for work," Darcy said, "So I probably won't have time to help you tomorrow morning."

"Tomorrow's Sunday," I said.

"I know. It's some emergency thing," Darcy said, "I'll be back as soon as I can."

I felt a strange sadness well up in my chest as my sister switched off the light and left my bedroom.

*

The next morning, I woke up to my cell phone screaming at me. I picked it up and saw that my sister was calling.

"Ethan, thank God," Darcy said when I picked up. "I have a serious problem."

"What's wrong?" I asked, groggy. My first thought was that she'd been in an accident and it made me almost nauseous with worry.

"My work computer crashed, and it wiped half my hard drive. The techs say they can get it back, but I've got a meeting in five and I can't wait that long. I need the Anselmo Case file. It's in my backup storage on the laptop in my bedroom."

I popped out of bed and raced over to Darcy's room. I opened the door, phone in my hand, and went straight to her desk.

"There should be a thumb drive in the laptop, you see it?"

"You want me to bring it over to you?" I asked, "I could probably borrow Mom's car."

"Not enough time," Darcy said, "Just turn on the laptop." She gave me her passcode and had me go into her e-mail and send her the file.

"Thanks, bro. You're a lifesaver," Darcy said when the message came through, then hung up. I sat back in her chair, exhausted. I'd just gotten up and I already felt like going back to bed. If that was Darcy's job on a Sunday, I was happy to be in the mailroom.

I looked at her computer screen, dumbly. It had the standard green field and blue sky that came with Windows. The desktop was almost completely clear. A few programs, the usual icons, and one folder dragged to the middle. It was labeled 'E.'

I told myself to shut down the computer, but my curiosity got the better of me. After all, the folder had my name on it. Right?

I opened the file. My eyes went wide.

*

I waited until Darcy came home. It was another super late night for her, and she didn't show up till well after my parents had gone to bed. I saw her headlights scan down our sleepy street. Heard the door as she came inside. I stayed still, in the dark, sitting right at my sister's laptop.

Darcy came upstairs. I heard her check my bedroom, then she opened her own door. She saw me sitting in her chair and jumped.

"Sorry, E, I didn't expect you in here," she said.

I didn't reply. I took the laptop off the desk and showed it to her. My sister looked confused, then certainty filled her face. Anger and a bit of fear.

"You went through my private stuff," she said.

"It was an accident," I lied, "When you asked me to go into your email, I opened it by mistake."

My sister stayed standing, staring at the laptop screen. I knew what she was looking at. I'd spent all day going through it myself.

The 'E' folder was porn. Lots and lots and lots of porn, enough to dwarf even my own comprehensive collection. Unlike mine, though - which had a variety of different fetishes and themes to fit my many different horny teenaged moods - my sister's smut was centered around one specific thing: incest. Brother/sister incest.

She had videos of supposed siblings, movies, captioned pictures, audio recordings, short stories, full novels - all of it. Any kind of porn you could imagine, she had it, and it all featured siblings doing the one thing they're not supposed to do together. The very thing I'd been doing with Darcy.

"How long?" I asked.

"What?" Darcy asked absently.

"How long have you had a thing for me?"

"I don't have 'a thing' for you, Ethan," Darcy said, hotly.

"This whole time you've been acting like it was a mistake, or luck, or you taking care of me," I said, "But that's not it at all, is it? This has been about you fulfilling your weird fantasies."

Darcy didn't say anything. She was wearing a pink and white whorled sleeveless dress. Professional for her big meeting that morning, I supposed. The laptop was the only light in the room.

"So, you've, like, always had a crush on me," I said.

"No, Ethan," Darcy said, "This isn't about you. I mean, not really."

I gave her a dubious look.

"I mean, you're cute. Kind of. Especially since you've started working out and dressing up. But if you were just another boy, there's no way I'd be attracted to you."

I had to admit, of all the reactions I expected, Darcy's personal attack wasn't one of them. I told myself it didn't hurt, but it did.

My sister sat down on her bed and motioned for me to join her. "Look, I'm sorry that you found all this. That it gave you the wrong idea. God, this is hard to explain. I don't get turned on by you."

I made that wounded puppy dog face again.

"Look, the thing that gets me going?" Darcy said, "Is that you're my brother. That's what makes it hot for me. That's what turns me on."

"Incest," I said.

"Brothers and sisters," Darcy said. "Nothing else."

I almost laughed, how she said it so casually. Like what she was into was totally normal and everyone else was the weirdo.

"I don't get it," I said.

"I don't either?" Darcy said. "I can't help how I'm wired. When I found these things, I realized they turned me on. Like, really. And the more I found of it, the more I liked it. Look, Ethan, don't be hurt. I guess you're handsome in your own way. I mean, that girl at the lingerie store was really into you, I could tell. But for me? It's because you're my brother that makes it hot."

"So, if I was a dude on the street and some other guy was your brother, you'd be into him?"

Darcy shrugged. "Probably."

"Darcy, that's weird," I said. Again, I was speaking before my brain could vet the words.

"I know," Darcy said, "But it's me." She stood up, took her laptop out of my hands, and carefully put it back on her desk. "You have to admit you've been having fun."

"It was," I said, "It is." I couldn't believe I was saying this. Was I actually trying to keep my semi-sexual relationship with my sister?"

"See, you kind of get it," Darcy said, "You're acting all ashamed, but the truth is you like it, too."

I nodded. I couldn't lie to my sister. Maybe a week before I'd have felt differently. But in that moment, I wasn't going to let it go. At least, not completely.

"So, you still want me to wake you up in the morning," Darcy said. She gave me a coy smile.

"I want to wake you up, too," I said, accenting the word 'wake.' "But we can't have sex."

Darcy's face went from grin to grimace in a second.

"That's a different line, Darcy," I said, "I don't think we should cross it. Even if we want to, it's too strange. And dangerous."

"Lots of other siblings do it," Darcy said.

"Fool around?" I asked. "Yes, I bet they do. It's probably natural when you're young and horny and there's a girl or a boy right there. But actual, total, full-on sex? There's no way. I mean, it's illegal."

"Yes, they do," Darcy said. She was pouting now. "Brothers and sisters have sex. All the time. And I can prove it to you."

"I'm pretty sure those videos are fake," I said, "And those stories are written by creepy, loveless virgins and old pervs."

"I can prove it," Darcy said, "With real people that we both know."

"OK, seriously?"

"Sam and Dave," Darcy said, she sat back, arms crossed, like she'd won the argument.

"You mean the gay couple down the street that just adopted that really cute Asian baby?"

"No! Samantha, my friend from high school. You remember Sam?"

I did remember her. She was blonde and cute, though way less curvy than my sister. She had a real 'girl next door' look to her and I'd had a bit of a crush. Of course, I was 16 at the time, I had a thing for every one of my sister's high school friends.

"Right, so her and her brother David," Darcy said.

"They fool around," I said.

"They have sex," Darcy said, "All the time. They could be doing it right now for all I know."

I raised an eyebrow, but I didn't say anything. The 'prove it' was implied.

"Fine," Darcy said, crossing her arms under her breasts. "I'll show you."

"Uh huh," I said.

"I will," Darcy said, "I just need a little time to figure out how."

"OK," I said. I pictured her at a casting agency trying to hire actors. Or forging a signed affidavit. There was no way my sister was going to convince me that Sam had sex with her brother.

"And to show you, no fun stuff till I do," Darcy said. Then she threw me out of her bedroom.

*

The next morning, I woke up with the king of all hard-ons. I lay back, waiting for my morning appointment, but my sister never showed. Worse, I tried to stroke it myself and found that it wasn't even all that satisfying. I gave up before I climaxed. It wasn't worth it.

I saw a text from Darcy telling me that she had to head out early and I was on my own for getting to work. I rolled out of bed and went for my morning run, then showered and got dressed for work. I took the train into the city, not a bad ride, and was in the office with time to spare.

I went over to Darcy's cube, but my sister wasn't there. I had lunch by myself, as well. Then I went home and cooked dinner for the family. That night, again, I stayed in bed and waited for my sister to show up. But when she did, she went straight to her room without even saying goodnight.

"Are you two fighting?" my Dad asked over breakfast the next day.

"I don't know," I said, honestly.

Three days went past like that, to the point where I started to wonder if my dalliances with Darcy had all been imagined. What made more sense, that my sister had started doing dirty stuff with me and stopped, or that it never happened in the first place?

Then, in the middle of the workday on Wednesday, my sister came and found me in the mailroom. I worked with two other guys, both in their fifties, who liked to listen to Howard Stern extra loud and talk about girls they'd nailed at truck stops. They nearly lost it when Darcy showed up in the doorway.

"That's my sister, guys," I said.

"That's sex on legs, dude," one guy responded, even though my sister was standing right there. She gave him a tight smile.

"We need to talk," Darcy said to me. I nodded. I braced myself for the breakup speech. How had I ended up in this place where I was actively, actually worrying that my sister was going to stop forcing me to have sex with her? "Something's come up at home that we need to deal with. I already spoke to my boss and yours. We need to leave right now."

I looked over at the other two guys. They shrugged and went back to filing. As soon as I was out in the hallway, I accosted my sister. "What's wrong? Are Mom and Dad, okay?"

"Pfft, they're fine," Darcy said. She started walking down the hallway to the elevators. "I needed an excuse to get us out of here early. 'Personal emergency' was both appropriate and accurate."

"So, there's nothing actually wrong," I said, following my sister a few steps behind.

"I need to get laid," Darcy said, "That sounds like a personal emergency to me."

We went down to the garage and got in Darcy's car.

"You want to drive?" Darcy asked.

I was about to kneejerk a no, but I saw the look in her face and recognized the peace offering she was giving me.

"Sure," I said. I was able to get us out of the garage without incident and only stalled once on the way to the highway.

"You're getting way better at this," Darcy said.

"Thanks," I said, accelerating past a slow-moving truck.

"You're getting way better at a lot of things," Darcy said. I looked at her body and gave her a saucy smile. "Not that. Well, OK, that too. No, I meant, like, the life stuff. You've run every morning this week, haven't you?"

I told my sister that I had.

"You're eating better. Your cooking is almost edible. You stopped smoking pot. You're turning into quite a catch, little brother. Good thing I've already got you in my net," Darcy said, "Although if you want to call that Victoria girl from the lingerie store, I'm willing to let you. With certain caveats, of course."

I decided that this was Darcy's weird way of trying to give me a compliment, so I thanked her for it.

"You're welcome," Darcy said, "You're the one who's doing all the work. I had to give you a little nudge, that's all. I know the last few days have been hard for you, but I promise the payoff will be worth it."

I looked at my sister and paused. To this point, I'd assumed we were on some mid-afternoon nookie run. Suddenly it occurred to me that she might have something more planned. After all, since when did Darcy need to leave the office to suck me off?

"We can't have sex, Darcy," I said.

"You're going to love this," she said, "You'll see."

I felt my stomach churn a little. Amazing how much a car, a vehicle speeding down the road at 70mph, could feel so much like a cell.

"And after?" Darcy said, "I've been thinking. My office and your school aren't far from each other at all. If we live together, we could probably spring for an apartment, you and me. Wouldn't that be awesome?"

I pulled off the highway and turned down the road to our house.

"Turn left up at the light," Darcy said.

"That's not the way home," I said.

"We're not going home," Darcy said. I tried to think of all the random places my sister might try to give me a blowjob. A convenience store, a bar, a playground, a library... They all seemed so implausible. Which only made them all likely Darcy sex sites.

My sister had me turn us onto a suburban road and I realized I recognized where we were. This was the other side of town, one of the more upscale neighborhoods. When had I been here before?

"Sam's place is right up on the corner," Darcy said, "So you should probably park here. Don't want to be too obvious."

Sam. Samantha. As in Samantha and her brother Dave. The ones my sister swore were secret sibling sex buddies.

"We're going to Sam's house?" I asked. The knots in my stomach twisted around each other. I was running out of intestines to bend.

"Duh. This took a lot of doing, so don't screw it up," Darcy said. She took my hand and led me down the street.

Sam's house was one of those McMansion places that were built in the early aughts before the economy went down the tubes. The whole neighborhood was one big house next to the other till the scale got messed up and you thought it all looked normal. Like seeing a parking lot full of Hummers, a relic from another era, yet no less impressive.

My sister led me across Sam's well-manicured front lawn and around to the back of her house. There was an inground pool and a small patio with a barbecue set that cost as much as a new car.

Darcy pulled at the sliding glass door and it opened easily. She put her finger to her mouth.

"Do they know we're coming?" I asked, staying outside.

"Sam does," Darcy said, "Dave doesn't. Come on, we have to hurry, or all my work will be wasted."

The house seemed empty. Our footsteps echoed. We walked through the massive kitchen and up the stairs. On the walls were multiple pictures of a happy family through the years. I recognized Sam in them and realized that her whole family had the same exact nose and mouth. They looked less like relatives and more like strange clones of each other. It was unnerving.

Down the hallway, Darcy led me back to a boy's bedroom. It was painted grey with walnut furniture. A couple of sports trophies sat on one of the dressers. There was a closet on the back wall with slatted, white, wooden double doors.

Darcy threw open the closet and pushed me inside. She followed after me. We were covered in heavy coats, standing on old shoe boxes, but there was enough room for both of us. More importantly, we could both see out of the slats and into the boy's bedroom.

I started to ask a question, but Darcy shushed me. We stood there, silent, staring at the empty room. The closet started to feel hot. It smelled of mothballs and old leather. I felt like a criminal.

I heard the sounds of heavy footsteps. Then voices. I recognized Sam's immediately.

"No, your room," Sam said.

The door popped open and two twenty-somethings fell into the room, wrapped around each other. They were kissing like it was the only way to get oxygen. The room filled with the sounds of gasping mixed with wet smacks.

Sam was even prettier than I remembered. Her body had filled out some, but she was still straight as a board compared to Darcy. There was no doubt that the boy she was kissing was her brother. He had that same family face. Their hair was even the exact same color.



There wasn't a lot of foreplay or dirty talk. The siblings were comfortable with each other in a way that felt very natural between them. Though there was nothing rote about their passion. They kissed with the familiarity of lovers, but they acted with the starving urgency of the ravenous.

"OK, you've made your point," I whispered to Darcy.

She grabbed my wrist so tight it hurt. "No, not yet," Darcy said, "Just watch."

Sam pulled her brother's shirt over his head and kept kissing him. Dave was well built, with broad shoulders, defined pecs, and only the very beginnings of a gut. He had a small amount of light blond chest hair that formed a "T" over his chest and stomach.

Dave reached over and pulled off Sam's t-shirt. She wasn't wearing a bra, and her breasts popped free. They were as small as I'd imagined, topped with light brown nipples that were screwed so tight they looked ready to pop off. I have to admit, there was something sexy about Sam's tiny titties and washboard stomach.

Dave trailed kisses down his sister's neck, taking her needy breast into his mouth. Sam gasped like he'd hit a live wire. I didn't remember Darcy ever being that excited about nipple play.

My sister shrugged. "Everybody's wired differently," she whispered.

While her brother suckled at her teat, Sam reached down and started to undo his pants. For a moment, I saw Sam's eyes drift over to the closet. The cute blonde gave us a little wink. I don't know if knowing Sam knew we were there was a turn on or if it made this whole thing worse. Kind of both, honestly.

Sam pulled off Dave's pants and underwear in one go, leaving her younger brother completely bare. They were still kissing, but now Sam was pushing Dave back onto the bed. She had her hand wrapped around his hardness and was slowly stroking him up and down. I noticed Dave had a perfectly serviceable dick, maybe a bit longer than mine but a good amount less in girth. Neither of us had anything to be ashamed of, certainly.

Dave shucked off his sister's pants and now they were both completely naked. Their tongues danced in each other's mouths while their hands plumbed at each other's sex. Sam had a cute little bottom, pinkish. In her position I couldn't see her pussy, but I glimpsed a small patch of curly blonde hair.

I didn't need to see Sam's snatch to realize what was happening next, though. The blonde girl shifted her bottom and her brother's dick slipped into her body like a magic trick. Poof!

Sam and Dave both groaned simultaneously as they made that most intimate connection. Darcy elbowed me in the ribs, pointing at the siblings. As if I didn't already see what they were doing.

They settled into an easy rhythm, Sam riding her brother. He leaned up and kissed her breasts. She reached down and strummed her clit. Both of them made lewd noises - their bodies squelching and sighing.

"Fuck, brother, you feel so good," Sam said, "I love that big dick inside me. You going to do it? You going to give your sister your load? Make her cum on your cock?"

She stiffened, and I recognized the telltale signs of a woman having an orgasm. Sam's body stumbled and her head fell back. Like she lost control of herself entirely for a moment. Then she popped back up again and kept humping at her brother.

Dave cackled. He grabbed Sam by the sides and flipped them both over. Now he was between her legs, pounding her pussy mercilessly. Reducing his sister's words to nothing but cries and squeals. The both of them seemed to regress to an almost animal state, rutting on the bed. Darcy and I could have thrown open the closet doors and I doubted either would have even paused.

I'd watched plenty of people having sex on the Internet. This was different. There was something raw about being right there. Not just seeing them together but smelling them. Practically tasting it. It wasn't polished and perfect like the sex I'd seen online. Dave's cock slipped out a couple times. Sam stopped him once because the angle was hurting her. All of that reality made it more arousing, not less.

I could tell that both siblings were racing towards a climax.

"I. Love. My. Sister!" Dave said. Chanted. Again and again with each thrust. The bed slammed against the wall. Sam slammed into the mattress.

"Dave I'm getting close. Need you to... Want you to..."

Dave grunted. His body went stiff.

"Oh YES!" Sam cried. Her brother buried himself in her body and went stiff. Sam, on the other hand, seem to come alive. Arms and legs flailing.

Brother and sister flushed, then fell into each other's arms.

"Oh God, baby, that was so good," Sam said with a sigh.

Dave buried his head in his sister's shoulder, laughing. "Man, what got into you today?"

"I missed my baby brother," Sam said. But she was staring at the closet when she said it.

The two siblings lay languid together in bed. Lazing around in post-sex happiness and genuine affection.

Gradually, Sam got up and got dressed. She did it slowly, like she was enjoying her audience. She took her brother's hand and pulled him up from the bed.

"Want to nap," he said.

"Mom and Dad will be home soon," Sam said, "They can't know we skipped out of work for sex."

Dave got up reluctantly and pulled on his clothes. Then the siblings left the room. A moment later, we heard the front door slam behind them and two cars drove off.

Once we were sure the coast was clear, Darcy opened the closet door. The bedroom stank of pussy, cock, and cum. My sister cracked one of the windows before we walked out of the bedroom. I guess it was a courtesy.

"See?" Darcy said as we walked down the stairs.

"Yes, you were right," I said, "They're having sex."

"Have you ever had sex before?" Darcy asked, though she knew that I had not. Seemed kind of cruel of her to ask, to be honest. "Well, I have. And let me tell you. Sex is great, but it's never like that."

"Maybe he's just, like, really good at it," I said.

"No," my sister said wistfully, "He's not."

"You and..."

"My, um, thing?" Darcy said, "My fetish?"

"The incest thing," I said.

"Yes, well I lied before about how I got into it. I can tell you the exact moment I started seeing brothers and sisters differently. We were having a sleepover at our house and Sam told me she and her brother were having sex. Something about it... I don't know it triggered something in me. That's when I started reading incest stories, watching videos, all of it."

"I guess that makes sense," I said. Our voices echoed in the empty kitchen.

"Well, I told Sam how much it turned me on. She let me watch her with Dave sometimes. Like we did today. Then one day I couldn't help it? It looked so good and... It wasn't the same. It was kind of lousy, actually."

"So, Dave isn't the world's greatest lover?"

"Not even close," Darcy said. "What makes the sex so amazing for her, for them? It's this." Darcy tapped her hand on my chest and then hers. "That's what's different. That's what makes it special."

Darcy slid open the back door and froze. I stepped out and saw it, too. Sam's parents were literally pulling up the driveway while we exited their house.

"Fuck," Darcy said. We crept back to the far side of the yard. Hid behind the barbecue equipment.

"I think I saw someone in the back," we heard Sam's Dad say.

"Fuck!" Darcy said it again. We both looked around, frantically. For a moment, I thought about jumping in the pool, but I doubted I could hold my breath long enough for Sam's parents to go away. My eyes alighted on the back fence. It wasn't too high to scale.

I grabbed Darcy's arm and we raced to safety. I gave my sister a boost, then I scrambled up the wood myself and toppled over. I heard Sam's father yelling after us.

I sprawled onto the hard ground in a stranger's backyard. Their house was the mirror image of Sam's, but no pool. Darcy grabbed my arm and pulled me up. We both sprinted out of the backyard and out onto the street.

"He's going to come around this side to look for us for sure," Darcy said.

We quickly made a run for it, traipsing through the neighborhood at random. I was even more thankful now that my sister had been getting me in better shape. I was almost able to keep up with her as we careened around, trying to escape. Finally, we got to the far side of the community.

Darcy bent over, panting, resting her arms on her knees. I mirrored her. We shared a wild look. No one seemed to be coming after us.

"Well, that was an adventure," I gasped.

My sister reached over, grabbed my cheeks, and kissed me on the lips. So hard our teeth knocked against each other. We were dripping with sweat, covered in grass from our fall. I didn't care. My breath caught in my throat and I kissed my sister. Holding her body tight to mine.

*

We waited a little while, then snuck back to Darcy's car. She let me drive us home and I didn't stall the whole way.

"I think you're getting this, bro," Darcy said as we turned into our driveway.

Our parents were already home, so we ordered pizza ("Long day at work," Darcy explained when they asked why I wasn't home to make dinner). We all ate together, and it was nice, the four of us. Darcy wasn't that different from our family. She had my Dad's sense of humor and shared my Mom's love of music. She stood out, of course, but that's only because she was amazing. For the first time in a long time, I felt comfortable in my own skin, my own life.

But Darcy didn't come to my room that night. "I know it's tough, but wait till the weekend," Darcy said. "Promise me you won't do anything in the meantime." She went to her own room to sleep.

We went for a run the next morning and carpooled into work. This was nice, living our lives together. I wondered if we could do it without the sex. My dick, in a constantly half-hard horny state, did not like the idea of that one bit.

That night, while we were doing the dishes, Darcy told me she'd gotten a text from Sam asking if we'd enjoyed the show.

"I still can't believe she let us watch them," I said.

"That's her fetish," Darcy said, "Being seen."

With all the blowjobs my sister had given me at work, at the mall, and all over the neighborhood, I didn't think that turn-on was unique to Sam, either. But I didn't say anything.

*

I was on my way home on Friday afternoon when I got a text from my sister.

Darcy: Don't make dinner tonight.

I sent back a confused-face emoji.

Darcy: Trust me.

She sent me emojis of an eggplant and a taco.

Me: We're getting eggplant tacos?!?!

Darcy: You're an idiot.

I was twenty minutes into my train ride home before I realized what she meant.

When I got to the house, I started to get out of my work clothes, but something stopped me. My old uniform of a t-shirt and boxers felt odd. Like they were someone else's clothes. I resolved to ask Darcy to take me shopping that weekend. My job at her office paid me next to nothing, but I had enough to splurge a little.

Instead I went downstairs and did some chores. I emptied the fridge and cleaned it out, washed the bathroom, and vacuumed the carpet in the family room. The house wasn't sparkling clean or anything, but I had to admit it felt way better that way. When I was done, I felt dirty, so I went upstairs and showered in the newly scrubbed tub.

After I got out, I took out a clean, scarlet dress shirt and charcoal pants and changed into those. When I opened the drawer, I noticed my little bag of weed looking up at me, lonely. I smiled ruefully - it hadn't even occurred to me to smoke up the whole week. In fact, the idea didn't appeal at all. I wondered if I knew anyone I could sell the rest of it to.

While I was getting dressed, I heard my parents' pull up in their cars. First my Mom and then my Dad. I went out to greet them, but they both went straight to their bedroom. I heard a shower running from the Master. I wondered what they were up to, but I went downstairs so they could have some privacy.

My Dad came down first, dressed in corduroy pants and a grey sport coat. My Mom was right behind him wearing a long emerald dress. It was weird seeing my tomboy Mom dressed in anything but a t-shirt and jeans. They were both dragging small suitcases behind them.

"Darcy got us reservations up at Mt. Airy for the weekend," Dad said. He rubbed his hands, very pleased. "Plus, dinner reservations for tonight. Your old folks are going to be living it up."

"Wow, that's very generous," I said.

"She said it was to thank us for letting her stay at the house while she gets her career started," Mom said.

"Honestly, the both of you have been such model children lately," Dad said, "It makes me feel proud as a parent."

"Make sure you thank your sister for us when she gets home," Mom said.

"Oh, I will," I said, "As often as possible."

My parents went outside, got in Dad's car, and drove off. I stared, stunned, at the door.

A few minutes later, Darcy's car took my Dad's spot in the driveway. She bounded up the front steps. I opened the door and let her in.

"Did they leave yet?" Darcy asked.

"They're long gone," I said.

My older sister came into the house and tossed her bag on the couch. She leaned in and gave me a kiss on the cheek.

"Don't you look nice," she said.

"Darcy, hang on," I said.

My sister gave me a wary look, but she stayed next to me. Rested her hand on my shoulder.

"I know you did all this for us, and I appreciate it. And after seeing Sam and her brother this week, well, it definitely changed my outlook on some things," I said.

Darcy nodded. "I'm glad," she said.

"And while I want to move things forward with us, I'm not sure I'm ready. For that. I mean, I'm not saying I won't be, but right now it still seems like a big change in our relationship and I don't want to jump into it.

"Darcy you're beautiful and sexy and amazing. And I'm not saying we shouldn't do, you know, stuff. Not only for me, but for both of us. But the other thing, that's a big step. I'm not saying never, I just want you to know that it's probably not going to happen tonight. Or tomorrow. Maybe not for a while. If that's OK?"

Darcy smiled at me and rubbed my head the way she always did when she thought I was being silly. "It's fine, E."

"I mean, if you want to call Mom and Dad back or..."

"The two things are unrelated. I've been planning to do that for them for a while. And you can take all the time you need," Darcy said, "Our alone time is special to me, to us. We can do whatever you like. I'm sure you're backed up from nearly a week of no release. I'm going to need, you know, some stuff, too. But that can be however, whenever we want. There's no pressure."

My sister walked into the kitchen, leaving me behind, dumbfounded. There was always pressure. Wasn't there?

"I'm hungry," Darcy said.

"You told me not to make dinner," I said.

"We'll order Chinese," my sister said.

We had a small feast in the kitchen, after which Darcy went upstairs to get out of her work clothes. I went into the kitchen and washed the dishes.

When I was done, I heard my sister calling me from upstairs. I went up, but both our bedrooms were oddly empty.

"Down here," Darcy said. I looked and saw a flicker of bare sister flesh through the opening to my parents' master bedroom. Oh boy.

I slowly walked down the hallway. The door to the bedroom was open. Darcy was lying on my parents' bed, awash in the bluish glow of their TV. She was wearing the cherry red teddy from our day at the mall. And nothing else.

My sister's hair was up. Her fingernails painted the same red as her lingerie. Shining diamond studs in her ears. She'd put on a little makeup, pinking her cheeks and darkening her eyes. Darcy smiled at me and patted the other side of my parents' bed.

"Keep me company," she said.

I took off my shoes and climbed next to my sister. My heart pounded in my chest. My dick stretched out, hard, like it was trying to reach for my shins. My balls were already aching.

Darcy leaned over and kissed my cheek. She dragged her hand down my jaw line, keeping eye contact. She didn't say anything.

The TV was showing some reality thing. For a moment, I thought my sister had put on porn, but that's just the state of television these days. Even the chaste stuff looks dirty at a glance.

It didn't matter what was on, I couldn't stop glancing over at my sister in her bright red lingerie. Darcy noticed, too, and gave me a very warm smile.

"You lasted all week," she said, proudly. "I don't know how you managed. I barely made it, myself."

"I wanted to wait for you," I said, "You're worth it."

"Ethan, I know I said before that it wasn't about you," Darcy said, "But I'm glad it is you. I hope you know that."

I nodded. Still staring at my sister's chest. Watching her breasts rise and fall.

"You sure you didn't like Sam's little tits better?" Darcy asked, following my eyes.

"You must be joking," I said.

Darcy rolled over and kissed me on the forehead. On the cheek. Then finally on the lips. The third time was no less weird than the first, but like a lot of things, I was getting used to it. My older sister pressed her lips to mine. She slipped her tongue into my mouth. We held each other tight and I felt something overwhelm my fear, my instinctual disgust, my raging desire. Love.

I loved my big sister. I knew it in my heart. But when I tried to break our kiss to tell her, Darcy pushed me down with her mouth and made sure I couldn't stop kissing her. And then I very much didn't want to stop, either.

Darcy was the one who broke it. She kissed down my neck and, tantalizingly, started undoing the buttons of my dress shirt. She pulled it off me and kissed my chest. I tried to return the favor, but Darcy shook her head at me.

She trailed wetly down my stomach, then undid my belt and pulled my pants down. I was naked in my parents' bed, my cock sticking up so straight you could put a bulb at the top and prevent ships from crashing into shore. My sister, in sexy underwear, perched over me.

"You sure you didn't like Dave's little prick better?" I asked as my sister eyed my dick.

"Oh, fuck no," Darcy said. She wrapped her lips around my cock and lightly sucked at it, just enough for a taste. Then she sat up on her haunches.

My sister slipped off the shoulders of her bright red teddy, strap by strap. Her gorgeous breasts popped into view, her dark red nipples sharp as I'd ever seen them. This time, I wouldn't let my sister push me back. I leapt forward and kissed her, hard, grasping her breasts and squeezing them for all I was worth.

They felt so good in my hands, so full. The tips of her nipples scratched at my palms. Her ample tit flesh overflowed my grip. I hefted one up and put the nipple to my mouth. I kissed, then nibbled, and my sister squirmed. OK, so maybe nipple play was a turn-on for her after all.

I spent as much time as Darcy would let me making love to her perfect breasts. She hummed and held my head tight as I sucked, like cradling me, safe. I slipped my hand down her bare side and found the last of her lingerie pooled at her wide hips.

I pushed it down and Darcy lifted up to let me. The underwear I'd longed to see her in got tossed to the floor like it was worthless. Next to my naked sister, nothing was worth keeping.

Finally, the big moment. Not her ample breasts or her wanting pussy. I reached behind my sister's head and pulled out the tie. Her light brown locks came down in perfect rivulets over her shoulders and chest.

I sat back and stared at my exposed sister. Taking her in. Her breathing was shallow. Her eyes flitted back and forth. Was Darcy nervous? I don't think I'd ever seen my older sister anxious before. Not like this, anyway.



"You're amazing," I told her. "I'm so lucky to have you as my big sister."

"Damn straight," Darcy said. Now there was the older sibling I knew and loved.

I took my sister in my arms and we held each other tight, the warmth of our naked bodies pulsing against each other. I caught the hint of my sister's arousal and it called to me. I pushed her back on our parents' bed and kissed my way up her legs. Her thighs were already sticky with her juices.

"Ethan," Darcy put her hands on my head, but I pushed forward despite her protestations.

"You first," I told her.

Darcy didn't say anything, so I took it to mean she accepted my argument. I lapped at my sister's slit and she moaned. She tasted slightly different somehow. Just as good, but a little stronger maybe? I noticed her lubrication wasn't as I remembered either - it was clearer than I remembered and slightly thicker.

Darcy ran her hands through my hair and kept suckling at her sex. I tongued deep inside her cunt and felt her body tighten to my delight. Then I found her clit with my finger and my sister shook like she'd been shocked.

"Oh wow," Darcy said. She sat up and this time pushed at my head more forcefully.

"Did I do something wrong?" I asked.

Darcy kissed me, tasting herself on my lips. "No, you're perfect," she said, "I just want to make you feel good, too.

Darcy pushed me back by the shoulders. She climbed on top of me. I waited for her to spin around so we could get each other off, orally. Instead, my sister kissed my lips again. I felt her shift her hips, so that my cock was pressed against her sex.

"Darcy," I said.

"It's OK," Darcy said. "Just... just rubbing."

She made her point by grinding down on my cock. We both groaned in pleasure. I arched my butt upwards to increase the contact. Darcy's eyes rolled back as another small orgasm coursed through her.

My sister put her hands on either side of my arms and rolled her pussy back and forth over my cock. It felt amazing, the heat and lubrication of her sex dripped down my dick. I didn't think I could cum just from pressing down. Now I wasn't sure how I wouldn't cum from it. But I didn't want to get off. Not yet. I knew my sister had already orgasmed once, but I could feel she had more to give. I wanted to last as long as I could for her.

Darcy sat up for a moment and flipped my cock, so it was pointing upwards. Then she sat back down on it and draaaaaaggged her snatch against it. It didn't feel as good for me, but it seemed to do wonders for my sister. Her breath caught in her throat. She smiled down at me, little flutters of illicit pleasure popping off like flashbulbs behind her eyes.

I rested my hands on Darcy's ass and squeezed at her cheeks as she rolled back and forth. The third time she did it, I felt my dick pop up between her legs, and, for a moment, it kissed at her cunt. But Darcy lifted and guided my dick back into place.

It happened again. Darcy held me there longer. Teasing me. I could feel the wet heat of her opening start to crown around my cockhead. Then she bounced back up and it was gone.

The third time. The third time my cock ended up right at her entrance. Darcy tried to move but I held her hips in place.

"Ethan you said you wanted to wait," Darcy said.

"You feel really good," I said.

"Ethan you said you weren't ready," Darcy said.

"I know, I just..."

Darcy started to move back. For the first time in my life, I felt the warm tightness of a vagina wrap around my dick. My sister's pussy. I gripped Darcy's hips and held her there.

"Condom," I croaked out.

"I don't want to feel a rubber," Darcy said, "I want to feel you,"

"Are you safe?"

"I trust you," Darcy said.

That was the second time she'd said that, in answer to that question. It wasn't the first time I wondered what she really meant by it.

"It means I trust you to do what's right," Darcy said, "When the time comes."

She moved back. It felt like being slipped into an impossibly tight, incredibly slick, unimaginably warm place. It was indescribable. Imagine spending your whole life incomplete, only not knowing it. Then my sister slipped my cock into her cunt and I realized what my life had been missing.

"Whoa boy, go slow," Darcy said. I hadn't realized I'd started thrusting into my sister as hard as I could. "It's been a while since I've done this, I've never had a cock as thick as my brother's inside me, and I want you to last. OK?"

I nodded. I made myself put my arms behind my head and let my big sister set the pace. My dick inched inside of her, feeling better and better.

"Oh God that's GOOD," Darcy said. "See I told you. Something about brother and sister makes it so much better."

I couldn't speak from experience, only having been with one woman, but I could confirm that nothing in the world had ever felt like this to me. Compared to being in my sister - my cock sliding inside as deep as it could go - heaven would be a dim, dull place.

Finally, I felt myself bottom out. I looked down at where we were connected. My dark pubes sprouting up over her bare lips. My cock, angry and purple, sheathed in her pink snatch. We were two separate beings become one. Siblings, connected in the one way we weren't allowed.

Darcy gave me a nervous smile. "OK?"

"Amazing," I said.

"Let me set the pace," Darcy said. She lifted slightly off my cock, then settled down. As she did, her whole body stiffened, and her eyes rolled back in her head. My sister's chest and face flushed. "Oh fffffffFUCK!" she screamed.

My sister slid back and forth. Her snatch spasmed around my dick. "Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Oh fuck," she said. Her fingers clenched white on my arms. "Oh wow oh wow oh wow."

I realized I was going to have to completely recalibrate my Darcy Orgasm Scale. What I'd previously labeled as a DOS 10? That was more like a 4.5, at best. And we weren't even really fucking yet.

Darcy leaned forward, her hair a silky curtain surrounding us. She kissed my lips. Nuzzled my nose. My sister came again, and I started to wonder if I should dial 9-1-1 now or wait till she was done.

"You OK?" I asked.

"Holy fuck," Darcy said. "I mean, holy FUCK. You know?"

I held my sister's hips as she rode me. Every time she came, her pussy got wetter, tighter. I was already so far past the edge. I had survived nearly a week without cumming, after my sister had trained me to go multiple times a day. I'd never had sex, never experienced anything even close to this feeling. It was a miracle I hadn't already cum three times already.

"Squeeze my nipples," Darcy said, pulling me back to reality. I reached up and grabbed her cherry nubs. "Harder."

Darcy threw her head back and screeched. Then she laughed. Her movements got faster. More urgent.

"Tell me," Darcy said.

"What?"

"You know what I want to hear so say it," Darcy said. "You saw the videos. Hold my ass as tight as you can and tell me whose pussy you're fucking."

"Yours. My sister's," I said, quickly correcting myself. "Your brother's cock is in your pussy."

"Your bare cock," Darcy said, "Is in my cunt. You're fucking your sister."

"You're cumming on your brother's dick," I said.

"Yes," Darcy said, "Tell me. Slap my ass."

"You like fucking your brother?" SLAP. "You love incest, don't you?" SLAP. "You're my sister slut, begging for your brother's cum." SLAP.

"Oh YES!!" Darcy fell forward. Her breaths came out in short, desperate grunts. "Huh. Huh. Huh. Ohhhhhhhhhh."

I wrapped my arms around my sister, remembering what we'd seen at Sam's house, and flipped her over onto her back. Darcy's eyes went wide with lust and fear.

I was in charge now. I drove into my sister as hard and fast as I could. Pounded her into our parents' bed. She was no longer able to keep even a modicum of control. She screamed out, cursing and crying, while we rutted together in bed.

"Oh brother. Oh bro. Oh my brother is fucking me so good. I don't ever want to stop, E. You're not going to stop. Fucking. Your. Sister!"

"Never," I agreed. It was too good. The woman beneath me too beautiful. And then, finally, reality caught up with me.

"Darcy?" I froze in place, buried deep in my sister. One more movement and I might...

My older sister wrapped her legs around my waist and held me tight. Her pussy rippled up and down my shaft, hungry for what it knew it shouldn't have.

"You going to shoot for me, little brother?" Darcy asked, her voice quavering.

Just like that, I came inside my older sister.

"OH! OHHHHHHHH! Oh fffffffffffffUCK that's so... YEEEEESSSS!"

I felt the pleasure explode out of me like nothing I'd ever experienced. A gigantic burst of hot liquid that deluged her unprotected pussy in one shot.

"Yes, brother. I feel it. Your cum. In me. So hot. So good. Oh, you're filling me UP!"

I ejaculated again, an even longer gush. My sight went dim. An incredible detonation of ecstasy blew through me from the bottom of my feet to the tips of my hair.

"YES! Oh fuck I'm cumming. Cumming so GOOOOOOOOOOOOD!"

Distantly, I felt my sister thrash against me. Heard her screams - a running ramble of nonsense. Our bliss was almost violent. Both of us battered down by the orgasm we shared.

I shot inside my sister again and again. Each time I felt it take me to an ever-higher place. Our bodies slick with sweat and cum. Like riding through an endless storm of ecstasy. I felt my sister's pussy SQUEEZE my dick. Milk me for my seed. Her nails cut into my arms. Her legs crushed the breath from my body.

Suddenly the world went white.

There was nothing. No bed, no house, none of it. Just this other space. I felt oddly numb, like my nerves had overloaded. I looked and my sister was standing in front of me. Her eyes as bright as I'd ever seen them.

"I love you," she told me.

We were both back in the bed. I covered my sister's cervix one last time, one final burst of my fertile sperm, and both of us tumbled from the peak of pleasure down a long, rolling hill, of warm delight.

I slipped out of my sister, semen still leaking on her leg. On the sheets. Darcy lay back, her thighs open like she was hoping I might come back for more.

I rolled to my side and rested my head on her chest. Put my hand on her belly. Darcy turned and kissed me. Her eyes searched mine.

"Darcy," I said, unable to fathom other words in the universe. "Oh Darcy. I mean. Darcy. Wow."

My sister laughed at my nonsense monologue like she understood it exactly. She kissed me again.

"I know," she said, "I know."

*

That was basically our weekend. Occasionally we stopped to eat or use the bathroom, but otherwise we banged pretty much nonstop until my parents came home. Oh sure, we did a little oral, just to change things up. But mostly it was my cock in my sister's pussy. By Sunday night, there was more of my seed in my sister's womb than some sperm banks will store in a year.

We did it in my parents' bedroom, on the kitchen table, and bent over the living room couch. In the backyard. In the backseat of my sister's Jetta. In the back row of the movie theater (we went to a different one). We were covered in rugburns, grass stains, and splinters (I did her up against the backyard fence at one point). My sister couldn't stand without leaking like a busted faucet.

Even at the end, with my parents' texting they were only ten minutes away, I inseminated my older sister one last time in the shower. We couldn't stop. We didn't want to.

Finally, with my parents back home, though, reality seeped in. I cooked dinner and we ate (fully clothed for the first time in 72 hours) as a family. After, I did the dishes and went upstairs to my room. I took out my clothes and folded them on the dresser for work the next morning. I brushed my teeth. Took out a book and read for a while.

As my eyes started to droop, Darcy opened my door.

"What the fuck are you doing?" she asked, playfully.

"It's called education, sis," I said, "You should try it some time."

"Moon Weasels from the Planet Mars is not education, just sci-fi trash," Darcy said. She took the book out of my hands and tossed it across the room. What can I say, I still have a ways to go before I'm mature enough for my older sister.

"There's some stuff we need to talk about," Darcy said, sitting down on the side of the bed. I tilted my head, nervous. "Sam texted me. Apparently, we owe her one for this past Wednesday."

"And I guess I should tell you," I said, "Victoria's been texting me, as well. You want me to tell her to fuck off?"

"We don't need to decide anything tonight," Darcy said, "Having an 'excuse' like Victoria could be handy going forward."

"And Sam?"

"I think you'll be happy with my solution, if it comes to that," Darcy said, "Or, it may be something we never need to worry about." She let out a big sigh and rubbed my head.

"I'm going to miss having this time together," I said.

"I'm not going anywhere without my brother," Darcy said, "In the meantime, after this weekend, I doubt you need a goodnight workout."

"How about a kiss?" I said.

Darcy leaned in and pressed her lips to mine. We didn't know it at the time, but one of my more industrious little sperms had already broken into my sister's waiting egg. We weren't aware that life was subdividing itself inside her womb. We were oblivious to the fact that our incestuous union, our shared sibling desire, had already been made real.

I just reveled in my sister's touch. Her scent. The feeling of our bodies connected. Darcy snuggled up next to me. I saw sleep slide across her face.

I kissed my sister's closed eyes and let her rest. For a split second, I was back in that other place, hearing my sister say those magical words. "I love you."

"I love you, too," I said.

And only hoped that she could hear me.
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The Baseball Trip Pt. 01

First Inning

First part of a nine part series! This one was really tough to categorize -- you're going to find almost everything eventually: masturbation, exhib, group sex, reluctance, cheating, girl/girl, oral, some light BDSM, first time, even a bit of romance... Eventually I gave up and slotted it in Erotic Couplings, the liberal arts degree of Lit.

As always, everyone is over the age of 18. Hope you enjoy!

"Fuck her, fuck that, and fuck you!" Julia screamed into her phone. I guessed it wasn't good news.

"Jim's out," she told me, hanging up the cell. Her long brown hair, usually kept well controlled in a ponytail, was escaping at all ends. She blew a wisp out of her eyes and sighed, exasperated.

"Jim's out of what?" I asked, "Out of milk? Out of ideas? Out at third? Help me out here."

"Out of the trip," Julia said, "Fucking pussy."

Myself, my high school buddy Jim, and Julia, my current college roommate -- baseball fanatics all -- were supposed to be leaving the next morning for a roadtrip across the Midwest. We'd been planning it for months. Seven cities and six ballgames over ten days.

But losing Jim meant we had to forfeit. Even if we managed to scalp his extra tix online, we still couldn't afford to split the trip only two ways. Cancelling wouldn't save our finances, either -- just ruin our summer.

Julia stood there, dressed in her usual tomboy t-shirt and jeans, chewing her lip at me like I'd just blown her big game. And of course, because I'm me, I couldn't help but think how hot she looked in that moment. We'd been living together for almost a year and been friends since freshman orientation. Even though we'd been slotted into the 'just friends' lineup long ago, I'd always appreciated her abilities.

Julia was a very pretty girl, athletic, with haunting green eyes -- a ninety-nine MPH fastball of a woman that made you forget her lack of curves. Julia and I were both high school athletes, both loved baseball (and video games, and fried meats), but we'd always been buddies and nothing more. I guess sometimes things just work out that way.

But I was still a guy and sometimes that lithe body and perky smile kinda got to me. Or maybe it was easier to perv on my roommate than it was to face the awful truth that our dream trip had just gone full-on nightmare.

"So, what, he just up and dropped us?" I asked.

"Pretty much. Something came up," Julia said this in 'Jim voice,' which basically meant she just used a deeper register and sounded dumb. "Tell Ben I'm sorry that I'm a massive asshat."

"He said that?"

"Close enough."

I let out a sigh. More of a growl. Julia held her hand up in supplication, her cute midwestern twang breaking through as she talked.

"He offered a... well, he called it a peace offering. I think it's a stupid idea. But... Well, maybe?"

*

First, the good news. Jim had a way to fill his spot and, in fact, make the whole thing even cheaper for me and Julia. That was also the bad news.

"He invited his sister to go in his place," Julia said.

"Kelsey?" I remembered Kelsey. At 18 years old, she was three years younger than Julia and me. Skinny -- scrawny, really. Coke bottle glasses. Always buried in a book. Super smart, super quiet. I didn't remember her being much of a baseball fan though.

"She's not," Julia said. She'd finally calmed down enough to stop pacing and sit next to me on the couch. I could smell her hair -- peaches and cardamom. "I guess the idea of a road trip appealed? Jim said she was game, whatever that implies. I get the feeling he's making it up to her in twenty dollar bills."

"Well, I guess that's..." I was trying to be open minded.

"There's a catch -- Kelsey doesn't want to go alone. She barely remembers you, doesn't know me at all, and the thought of being cooped up in a car with two strangers kind of freaks her out. And their parents wouldn't agree to it that way anyway. I guess they think we're going to force feed her drugs or abandon her in Canada or something."

"Man, you hook one Quebecois into heroin, the reputation never goes away."

"That's not funny, Ben. Anyway, if we bring Kelsey, we have to bring her friend. Some other chick named Sarah. A freshman at Rutgers. I guess they were best buds in high school?"

I didn't remember any girls hanging out at Jim's house with his little sister, but then I didn't really remember much about Kelsey at all. It hardly mattered. Either we brought the girls or we cancelled the trip. Jim told Julia that both girls were willing to pay their own way. They'd be in charge of getting the extra, fourth ticket at each ballpark. As to the hotel rooms well, I figured we'd just squeeze?

Squeezing. That was the other thing I hadn't thought about. But by the time we put two and two together, we'd already agreed to save our baseball trip and bring both girls along.

*

We met early in the morning in an empty Wal Mart parking lot. The sun was still bluish and cold. Our cars faced each other, like getting ready for a showdown. Jim opened his door first and waved, but stayed by the car. That was probably for the best -- Julia had been a brown belt in high school and had already told me several times what my old friend could expect if he got within arm's reach.

Julia and I got out of the car and stood there, mirroring Jim. Did I have to throw over a bag of cash before he'd release the hostages?

Then Jim turned and opened the back door. A pair of tan legs swung out, followed by a woman. Kelsey's friend, Sarah.

Oh my God. Kelsey's friend, Sarah!

She had a real 'girl next door' face -- just pretty enough to break your heart. Brown hair that ran like rivulets down her back, a cute, round nose and thick, almost perfectly kissable lips. But it wasn't her face that got me going. Oh no.

This woman was voluptuous. I don't mean fat, though I bet some idiot boyfriend had told her that once. She was big in all the right places. If that meant that Sarah wasn't wasp waisted I mean, who cares when the nest is full of so much sweet, sweet honey.

Large breasts bulged out from under a light blue dress like they were staging a breakout. Her rounded hips and prominent bottom were doing the same in the other direction. The dress she was wearing was sleeveless, revealing long brown arms and nice, shapely legs. This wasn't a couple of nice features and a good face. This girl was the total package, forcing the blood to rush right out of my head and straight into my... head.

Holy fucking fuck.

I was going to be spending nearly nine days cooped up in a car with that. I immediately and completely forgave Jim for ditching us. Jeez, if he'd just told us he was going to switch himself out for Sarah, I would have begged him to. This was like the chef substituting your ground chuck with filet mignon.

Then the other back door opened.

Ever since Julia told me Kelsey was coming with us I'd kept trying to picture what Jim's little sister would look like. All I could come up with was the human equivalent of skim milk. The woman who stepped out of Jim's back seat, though? She was cream, all the way.

Kelsey was tall with dirty blonde, poker-straight hair that dangled down to her shoulders. Her signature glasses were gone, revealing deep blue eyes that seemed to shine across the parking lot. She was still thin, but no longer skinny or awkward -- the difference between a pencil-sketched stick figure and a masterwork oil painting. She had on a pink cami with a pair of super short cutoffs and it all came together like fucking magic.

If Sarah had made me feel warm in all the right places, then Kelsey nearly singed my skin right off. These women were gorgeous. Incredible.

I looked over at Julia as if to say 'dude, are you checking this out?' My roommate was straight as far as I knew, but sometimes she was such a boy I'd forget and treat her like one of the guys. I raised my eyebrows, suggestively. Julia just frowned.

"I know -- look at all that luggage!" Clearly we were not on the same wavelength.

The girls came over and introduced themselves. I knew Kelsey already, of course, but took the opportunity to steal a hug. Her breasts weren't nearly as prodigious as those of her friend's, but they pressed into my chest nicely, all the same. Next to the Himalayas, even the Alps look like hills.

I settled for a handshake with Sarah. Her eyes were so deep and caramel she'd make a candy bar blush. I wanted to feel more than her hands, of course, but the hug with Kelsey had already awakened my slumbering snake and I figured the distance was probably safer for everyone.

Jim waved goodbye to all four of us in a way that seemed both wistful and dubious, then peeled out of the parking lot like he had a hot date to get to.

"We might have a problem," Julia said, the echo of Jim's acceleration still reverberating over the parking lot.

I looked at the suitcases strewn in front of Sarah and Kelsey. I looked back at Julia's silver, late '90s edition VW Bug. Then I looked at the luggage again.

Crap.

*

When it was going to be me, Julia and Jim, we figured it would be a bit tight in Julia's tiny two-door. When we'd expanded to four, well... OK, clearly I didn't think this through.

We spent the next hour loading the trunk, unloading it, then loading it all over again. We tried everything, but even if everyone'd packed light (and they hadn't) that little car wasn't built for four people's-worth of stuff. Like a male porn star ploughing a jockey, the poor little thing just couldn't fit it all.

What we came up with in the end worked, but not in a way that anyone would call comfortable. The front seats were smooshed all the way forward. The back seats were (mostly) taken up by our wheeled, hard-backed passengers.

Thus, the people in the back got one full-sized spot with zero leg room and one spot called the "middle seat" which was code for squished between a pile of four suitcases and the person sitting next to them. The people in the front, on the other hand, got an intimate experience with the dashboard and zero view of the back.

We had somehow created this seemingly impossible situation where everyone was practically on top of each other, yet no one could see anyone else. But it fit.

We all stopped and stared at the car like it might be booby trapped, then Julia broke the seal.

"It's my car, I'm driving," she said and jumped in. I dashed for the passenger seat, letting Kelsey and Sarah figure their way into the back. Doors shut. People placed.

Our adventure was about to begin.

*

We drove for about an hour before anyone started talking. We were all tired, but Julia kept the pedal down. It was a long drive to Detroit from Buffalo, by way of Canada, and we had a 1pm game to make. Once we crossed the border, however, everyone seemed to liven up.

"So we're going to baseball games, like, every day?" Kelsey asked.

"It's a baseball trip," I said, "Jim told you that, right?"

Kelsey sighed and sank back into her seat. "He said we'd be driving around, seeing the country. I thought we'd see, like, a couple of games. Not like, every night or whatever."

I had to laugh a little, ruefully. My perfect adventure, months of planning -- adding Kelsey and Sarah was supposed to save the trip. Instead they were killing it. No one likes being cooped up with a complainer, I don't care how beautiful she is. It was going to be a long 9 days.

I hoped Jim's reason for ditching the trip was a good one. A really hot girl or something. Speaking of hot girls...

"What about you, Sarah? You like baseball?" Julia asked.

"My Dad was more of a football guy," Sarah said, "Big Penn State house. Baseball, the only thing I really know is the sex thing."

"The sex thing?" Kelsey asked.

"You know, first base is kissing," Sara said, "Second under your shirt. Third in your panties. You know."

The way she said panties made every organ in my body stand at attention. I swear even my pancreas got a little hard. My arousal got a hold of my mouth and I started talking before my brain could interject.

"Did you play often?" I asked.

"Ben!" Kelsey's cheeks and chest went hot pink. Oh man, did I want to see that happen as often as possible.

"What? We're just talking about baseball. I actually lettered in high school," I said.

"What position?" Sarah asked.

Holy fuck! I thought I was just being dumb, but... that was full on flirt-mode. Alert! Alert! All men to battle stations!

"He was a pitcher," Julia answered.

"Nice. Did you score often?" Sarah asked.

"Ben's job was to prevent scoring," Julia said. Sarah giggled. Then the entire back row broke out laughing. I turned and gave Julia a punch in the shoulder.

"Dude, what was that for?" she asked. I just glared.

"What about you Kelsey?" I asked, "Play any ball in high school?"

"You mean like...?" Kelsey asked, "No, I don't have a boyfriend or anything."

She said it like it was obvious, like no one would ever think a boy could be interested in her. I guess she was so used to being the ugly duckling, no one had told her she was full-on swan. That wasn't going to last for much longer.

"Well I'm happy to hear that," I said, "That is... I mean... It can be good. At college. To start fresh, I mean. You know? Julia, you had a high school boyfriend and broke up, wouldn't you say it was better?"

She punched me in the arm. "Dude. Shut up."

"I don't have a girlfriend, either," I said, still scrambling.

"Shocking revelation, Ben. So we're all single, then?" Julia asked.

"Not Sarah," Kelsey said, in a teasing sort of voice.

"Oh yeah?" Julia asked, "Someone serious?"

"I don't know, I mean..."

"Oh, come on," Kelsey said, "They're practically engaged."

"Well I think that's great," Julia said.

"Oh yeah. It's awesome," Sarah replied.

The car went silent.

*

We stopped at some tiny rest stop for a bathroom break. There wasn't any difference between this and an American rest stop, but all the brands were different and it made the whole place seem like a weird, parallel dimension gas station. The day was turning warm and the smell of clean, warm air mixed with gasoline seemed to reek with promise and potential.

After I peed, I went for a quick walk to stretch my legs. I found Sarah perched by the far side of the building. She was hiding behind a camera, squinting through the viewfinder. Her knees slightly bent. Lost to the world.

Click. Click. Click. This was no amateur taking a few quick shots for her evening scrapbooking project. For one thing, her camera looked like it cost more than my car.

But even beyond that, there was something about the way Sarah paused before shooting, how she fiddled with every little thing, then went rapid fire before stopping and framing all over again. I felt like I was watching an artist, someone with passion, and it made me want her so much more than gigantic boobs or a fantastic butt. Not that those were any less alluring, let me tell you.

Sarah was clearly appreciating the view -- the road rambling past green fields towards the horizon -- and I couldn't help but appreciate what I was seeing, as well.

"I didn't know you were a photographer," I said after she took a short break from taking pics.

"Just a hobby," she said without even turning her head.

"That's a heck of a camera for just a hobby," I said.

"It was my Dad's." Sarah dropped the camera to her side. "Probably time to move on," she said, giving me a sort of half smile. I remember thinking, if that's a partial, I don't think I can handle a whole one.

*

When we got back to the car, I found Kelsey sitting in the passenger seat. I gestured for her to get up but she shook me off. Great, she was a wet blanket and a seat stealer.

"My legs are too long for back there," Kelsey said.

"I'm taller than you."

"We'll all take turns," Julia said.

"Great, then I'll drive."

I reached my hand out to take the keys.

"Nuh uh. My car. I'm driving."

I started to retort, then stopped myself. I'd learned long ago that arguing with Julia was like yelling at a stone wall that occasionally punched you in the gut.

Head down, I loped over to the back seat and lowered myself in. The backseat of Julia's little Beetle was a punishment at the best of times. Now I wasn't just sitting next to piles of luggage, I practically was luggage folding myself into the car. I made a point of kicking the driver's seat as I sat.

At least Sarah had the decency to squish herself into the middle seat, pressed tight between the suitcases on one side and me on the other. Our arms touched and I won't lie, I kind of didn't mind.

Once everyone was belted in as best we could, we started to back out of the lot. Julia reached to adjust the rearview mirror, then stopped herself. There was no rearview mirror. It had fallen off a few months back, then gone missing entirely. I kept asking her to get a new one, but it was too late now.

"I've still got the side mirrors," she said, defensively.

"Great comfort when we rear end some poor grandma in Evanston."

"Shut up, and let me drive, dude. Bad enough I can't see backwards at all."

Great moments in driving safety, this was not. Julia pulled out with a screech of tires and smoke. The poor Beetle was barely holding it together and the trip hadn't even begun. I said a prayer to the Beetle gods to keep us safe.

*

Canada was taking forever and I was bored. The old car's tape deck (Yes, really. Tape deck.) had died some time ago and the radio was only giving us static. I tried to go to sleep, but in that scrunched position it was impossible. It didn't help that Sarah kept fidgeting next to me.

"What's up?"

"Tight back here, can't get comfortable. With me and Kelsey it was OK, but you and I..."

"Sorry."

"It's OK."

I did my best to be a gentleman, but my eyes kept wandering Sarah's ample attributes and my mind went with them. I imagined pressing Sarah's lips to mine, squeezing her bottom tight to my body. Her breath catching in her chest. Feeling her little pink tongue just draaaaag down my skin. Hefting her breasts in my hands as those plump lips wrapped around my...

Sarah's phone buzzed, insistently.

She just sighed at it, then tucked it away under her bag. Like putting it down for a nap. Then she muttered something to herself that sounded like a couple of curse words strung together.

"What was that?" Julia asked.

"Nothing," Sarah said, "Just talking to my phone."

"Ok... Well if you need something, speak up. You guys could be strangling each other and I wouldn't know. Between all the suitcases and the road noise we can't hear shit up here."

"Got it," I said.

"What?"

"Never mind!" I looked over at Sarah to share a smile, but she looked all sniffly. Her eyes were kind of red and she was still sort of looking over to where her phone was now buried.

"Everything OK?" I asked, low, like sharing a secret.

"Fine," Sarah said, "Just fine."

"Well OK, then."

"Hey, do you want to see the pictures I took?"

"Hell yeah!"

Sarah reached into a nearby bag and pulled out her behemoth camera. She'd taken the lens off, but the thing still looked like a monster. I was afraid to even look at it too long, lest it break beneath my gaze.

Sarah leaned in close to me and my whole body skipped a beat at her touch. Then she flipped the camera around so I could see the little viewscreen on the back. It felt so intimate, looking at the images together. Exciting yet also oddly comfortable.

Sarah scanned through pretty quickly -- a sped through slide deck of unfamiliar faces and locations. Finally, she settled on a shot of the rest area where we'd just been. Except it looked nothing like the place that I had seen. The sky looked deep and brooding, the light giving the dingy gas station this strange dignity -- like it was the Acropolis instead of the Gas 'N Gulp.



"Of course, this'll look way better on a real screen," Sarah said, "And when I can touch it up a little. I mean, tsk, just look at the color there. I can totally bump that up so it doesn't feel washed out."

"These are fantastic, Sarah."

"Eh. They're OK."

"If this is OK, I mean... I want to see the ones you think are good. You said this is a hobby? Just something you do on the side?"

"Yeah, I mean, for now? I'm going to school, obviously, so after that I'm going to get a job and I probably won't have time for this too much longer but... I guess that's why I wanted to go on the trip? To take pictures."

"Yeah, I mean, why not? I'm not an expert but... Wow. I wish I had a better word but, I mean. You're kind of amazing."

"You think so? Robbie, my boyfriend, he says they're kind of..."

"Kind of what?"

"Nothing. It's fine. Thanks for looking at them," Sarah said, then stuffed the camera back in its bag like it was something shameful. We stayed silent for a while and I thought that maybe I'd said something stupid, though I couldn't think of what it was.

Sarah adjusted herself and sighed, a deep breath that told me everything and nothing.

"I'm sorry," I said, not really knowing why.

"It's not you, Ben. It's these stupid suitcases. I keep waiting for one to fall over and crush me when Julia takes a tight turn."

I smiled. Sarah smiled back. When had the car gotten so warm?

"I don't think switching seats is gonna make any of it better," I said.

"No no. Actually, I was just thinking, like, maybe... I could just sit on your lap?"

I smiled, despite myself. Wolves have nothing on me. Beautiful, amazing Sarah with the waterfalls of brown hair, full lips and fuller... other parts wanted to sit on my lap? Oh yes, I would have no problem with that.

So Sarah got up and started shifting over.

"What are you two doing back there?" Julia asked. She reached for the nonexistent rearview mirror, then cursed when her hand caught air.

"Just getting more comfortable," Sarah said.

"Oh, OK."

Over the piles of stuff, I could just make out Kelsey, fast asleep in what should have been my seat. Only suddenly I was starting to think that I was in the far better position.

Sarah's butt -- a real bubble of a bottom, full and practically begging to be grasped -- lowered onto my leg. She leaned back a bit and sighed.

"Way more comfy," she told me.

It's nothing, I told myself. She's practically engaged. Certainly, she's not... I willed my penis to stay in its mostly soft state. This wonderful, well built woman was trusting me and I wouldn't betray her. I looked down at Sarah, now lying on top of me. Her cleavage was hidden under a shirt but it hardly mattered.

More comfy, indeed.

*

Our situation better situated, conversation drifted off. Sarah didn't fall asleep, exactly, but she let her legs stretch and she kind of zoned out. She was wearing a dress that came down to about her knees -- pale blue with little wandering trails of silver thread. Mostly though, I got an eyeful of brown hair. Not the worst view. Her hair smelled like girl hair, kind of apricot-y, and I knew then that I would would never see those little orange treats the same way again.

I must have drifted a bit as well. When I blinked my eyes open again, everything was the same. Except slightly different.

Before, Sarah had been perched on my thigh. Now she was leaning back against my chest, her beautiful, bountiful bottom directly over my crotch. Directly over what I realized, suddenly, had gone from a well-behaved, mostly flaccid penis to a tremendous, tumescent cock. I'd done such a good job till then keeping myself in check. But then I'd slept and Sarah had repositioned herself and now...

Now there was no mistaking it. No way she could have mistaken it -- her ass so absolutely centered over my dick. I was harder than hard. More than a penis. A pipe. And Sarah, so sexy it literally hurt my chest Sarah, was perched right on it. I looked over and tried to catch her eye, but her head was lolled back onto the seat behind us, her eyes shut. Well, maybe if she wasn't fully awake then she wasn't fully aware? Oh god, I was gonna get slapped so hard when Sarah woke up.

I found myself staring right at the tops of Sarah's magnificent, tan mounds rising out of the swells of her sea blue dress. They were, to use the scientific term, ginormous. I had easily seen from before that Sarah was well-stacked, but now, up close and personal, those boobs were so bountiful, especially compared to the rest of her body, they looked impossible. Like one of those comic book heroines who would simply fall over face first if they had to deal with actual gravity.

Sarah mewled slightly, in that space between fully asleep and totally awake. Her legs were slightly spread. Not exactly welcoming but not completely closed either. Her dress did its best to keep her covered, but it had edged just slightly up her brown thigh. Everything was perfectly set to be right on the knife edge of enticing.

I did my best to tear my eyes away from Sarah and looked around the car. Julia was driving, eyes laser locked on the road, which was for the best in every possible way. Kelsey was leaned forwards, focusing on finding some kind of music on the antiquated stereo system. She was mumbling to herself, cursing, completely focused on the task at hand. I tried staring out the window at the Canadian plains. No luck.

My cock -- still, despite my best efforts -- was tree trunk hard, nestled between the two soft, beckoning hills of Sarah's butt cheeks. My member strained forward, like by strength of penile will it could tear through my boxer shorts, rip apart the zipper of my jeans, burst up through Sarah's dress and panties, and in one swift swoop be nestled in her warm, wet nethers. Filling her with so much seed she'd sprout.

It was all too much. I was certain that having my seeking, searching cock jammed into her ass was something that Sarah would not appreciate. So I decided to save myself and try to move before things became too obvious. Leading with my hips, careful to keep my crotch away, I slowly started to slide.

Without so much as an eye flutter, Sarah shoved back with her bottom and pushed me right back into place. She gave a little groan as she did it, but said nothing else. The message was more than clear.

I groaned too. One little semi-grind and I almost came right there. I looked up at her face. A bit of a smile played on Sarah's lips, but that was the only sign she was anything but out cold.

The questions piled up, like all our suitcases. Was this seat-bound sex goddess just playing around a little bit? In her semi-sleep, did she think I was her oh-so-serious boyfriend? Sarah'd been super-flirty before, so did this mean she was interested? Was my predicament causing me to use too many hyphen-words?

At this point I was getting mixed signals and so I chose to listen to the ones I liked the most. I'd tried to rescue Sarah from my purple-headed monster and she'd refused. So why continue to act like the chaste, shining knight?

Very slowly -- my eyes on the two women in the front of the car, just in case -- I wiggled my arms free. Then I carefully wrapped them around Sarah's stomach. Like hugging a big teddy bear.

"Just keeping you in place," I whispered.

"Uh huh."

Eyes still closed. No 'hey, what are you up to' or polite little push away. Just quiet, almost encouraging, quiescence. Holding her in place, not too roughly, I ground upward.

My shaft strained into Sarah's center and to my absolute ecstasy, the gorgeous brunette pushed back. A little shiver of pleasure, a rolling spark, started at the base of my cock, rocketed upward through the tip, then seemed to leap right up Sarah's spine, her back arched slightly with the little crest of pleasure we'd created.

"Hmmmph." We said it at the same time. A grunt of slight satisfaction that only fed our growing hunger.

"You OK back there?" Julia asked, eyes still on the road ahead.

"Yeah," I said.

"Uh huh," Sarah said. There were whole novels in that 'uh huh.'

"I think I can get the music going," Kelsey said, like that in any way was the issue.

"Sounds good," I said. I pulled Sarah's body close to my crotch again. Another sexual shiver rolled through us.

"Do you need a break? Or are you good to keep going?" Julia asked.

"Y...yes," Sarah said, she pressed her bottom harder against my crotch and even quivered a little, "Keep. Keep going."

"OK, good, cause I don't want to stop," Julia said.

"Me neither," I said, whispered, in Sarah's soft, little ear.

Sarah's eyes stayed closed but she was breathing quicker. Her hand reached up and grabbed my left arm. Just held it, neither stopping nor encouraging, as I stabbed at her with my stick.

Then she stopped pressing. Shifted a little. At first I thought that was the end of it -- she'd decided to stop the ride and get off. Instead Sarah merely settled, again, centering my cock under her.

In fact, had she...? Yes -- she'd moved me more southward so my thickness was more in the middle between her legs. Right under her pussy.

Amazing, incredible, busty, beautiful Sarah had sat herself to ensure my cock was at least partially nestled against her snatch. Through layers of boxers, jeans, dress and panties, yes. But there it was, just the same.

Sarah hummed a bit, rolling her bottom. Grinding herself on my girth.

"Ahhhh," the air escaped my lips.

"Mmhmmm."

Back and forth, back and forth.

"So, Sarah, you were talking about your boyfriend?," Julia called back. Sarah didn't even pause in mid slide.

"Uh... Oh Rob? He's... goooood."

"So you two are pretty serious, then?"

Jesus fuck! Since when did Julia give two shits about whether anyone was serious? The last time I'd heard Julia talk about relationships, she was worrying over the Celtics' locker room. Had she seen us? Was that it? Was my roomie cock blocking me from the front seat?

Sarah slid back a bit and I swear I felt her pussy kiss against my cock, layers of clothing be damned. My brain dropped right out of gear. Sarah stuttered through little pants,

"Y...Oh... Serious? I guess."

"You guess?" Kelsey interrupted from the front seat, not even bothering to look up, "My parents are less committed than Sarah and Robbie, I swear."

As if Kelsey's words reminded her, Sarah froze in mid grind. There it was, I thought, the guilty conscience come to put a stop to all our fun. I tried to loosen but Sarah wouldn't let me. She held us both right in place. Her bottom pressed hard down on my cock, so much that it was almost more pain than pleasure. Her nails dug into my forearm. Head tilted back.

"Ah.... ahhhhhhh."

Sarah stiffened, then slumped. I saw a bead of sweat run down her perfect cheek. Her little pink tongue tasted at her full, pouty lips. The top of her chest, the launchpad for her out-of-this- world boobs, flushed pinkish. Just like her best friend, I thought idly.

"Hm," Sarah said. "Mm mm mm."

She rolled her head a little bit on my shoulder and giggled.

"There it is!"

I looked up. Julia was pointing through the windshield -- a sign for Detroit. Sarah slowly let my left arm go. I looked down where my skin was still throbbing. Four little slits, right where Sarah's nails had cut into my skin.

That fucking fantastic minx had marked me.

*

Sarah settled back into the middle seat, leaving me to ponder what had just happened. Sarah had clearly... well maybe not cum exactly but had a little. I dunno. A burst or... Well whatever it was, it was fucking hot, let me tell you.

But I didn't have too much time to obsess -- before I knew it we were parked at the stadium and ready to go. Time flies when you're thinking about a girl getting off on you in the car. As we walked to the gate, I noticed a damp spot on the crotch of my jeans -- from her or me I couldn't tell you. Fortunately the denim was so dark,I doubted anyone could tell.

I looked ahead of me and saw Sarah, practically floating over the pavement. I tried to catch her eye but she stayed focused forward and I worried it was intentional. Was she already regretting our little exchange? I mean... I hadn't done anything she didn't want... did I?

Kelsey asked me a question but I didn't hear. She poked my left shoulder and asked again. I told her the game was starting soon, but we'd have plenty of time to find an extra ticket for Sarah.

Then I looked at Kelsey. Like really looked. There were still remnants of the nerdy girl I remembered. But man, you really had to search. Long tan legs that ran right up to a flat stomach. Her lips were thinner than Sarah's but no less kissable. Her eyes, a swirling ocean of blue and grey. Kelsey was dictionary definition gorgeous -- the kind of natural beautiful that plastic surgeons spent lifetimes trying to recreate.

Clearly things were already getting out of hand. I was still coming down from being with one girl and I couldn't stop staring at the other.

*

Once we were inside the stadium, whatever concerns I had started to melt away. There's something very relaxing for me about baseball. The game, the grass, the crowd. I find it recharges me from the inside out. I'm not going to wax poetic about it, it's just sports after all. Baseball doesn't cure disease or create world peace. There is no secret formula within the many numbers that have come to surround the game that add up to the meaning of life. It just makes me happy, that's all. And more baseball makes me more happier.

Our first game of the trip was a good one and, to my surprise and joy, I think everyone else enjoyed it. Even the anti-baseball Kelsey seemed to be having fun by the end.

Sarah spent most of the time behind her camera, so we didn't really ever have a chance to talk. Still, she seemed engrossed by what was going on. It also helped that we loaded up on food and -- for me, Julia, and Sarah, anyway -- beer.

"That was fun!" Kelsey said as we walked out, then she hugged me. I felt her breasts press into my arm like softballs.

Julia looked at Kelsey's celebration, then looked at me, knowingly. Suddenly, I could see our whole road trip coming into focus. Julia and me getting into the games, Kelsey's youthful enthusiasm, and Sarah behind her camera documenting it all. Not to mention what might be going on in the back seat between every stop?

Julia gave me a hard high five.

"This is awesome, right?" I said.

She just nodded her head, a happy grin escaping out the sides of her mouth. Then I looked back and saw Sarah walking behind the three of us, silent. She was clearly sullen. Upset. My little bubble of happiness burst.

I could tell that Sarah regretted the whole thing in the car and, worse, certainly blamed me. I resolved to apologize. Tell her I was half asleep and thought she was my ex-girlfriend or something. She wouldn't buy it but she'd pretend in order to save both our prides. It would make things uncomfortable the rest of the way around, but at this point that was the best I could hope for. Damn. Even p.o.'d she looked so fucking fuckable.

Our car came into view and I screwed up my courage. I let Julia and Kelsey get ahead of me, then dropped next to Sarah. I took a deep breath.

"Sarah, I..."

"Same seats!" she called out.

I nearly tripped over my own feet.

*

We ate dinner in Detroit and then hit the road. We had hotel reservations outside of Chicago, which meant two more hours in the car, barring traffic.

Sarah started off back in the middle seat, but once we got onto the highway, she made a big show of announcing that the middle seat was FAR too uncomfortable and she would be FORCED to sit on my lap. To which I reluctantly agreed, pouty face and all, that since it was only for a few more hours, I would grin and bear it.

Well, grin, anyway.

So with that resolved, and plausible deniability fully installed, Sarah switched over to my lap. There was no pretense of resting on my thigh this time. The nubile, brown-haired nymph simply dropped herself right on ground zero. A little satisfied hum escaped her lips as she sat back.

I'd been hard since Sarah cried "same seats" a few hours before. Really since she'd gotten off on my lap earlier in the day. My warm, wanting wang was a constant companion, really. Yet as Sarah aimed her well-rounded bottom, even shuffled slightly to line me up with her profound little puss, my erection seemed to nearly double in size and stiffness. Like turbocharging a Ferrari, we had added some extra horsepower to an already, frankly ridiculous profile.

Sarah sort of wriggled as she sat there, and then leaned herself back, so her lips were near my ear. Her warm breath tickled me as she gave a long, contented sigh. Like a happy kitty. Oh what I would have given in that moment to see her happy little kitty.

Julia and Kelsey started going on about something. They were both medical majors -- Julia was going for physical therapy whereas Kelsey was hoping to be a full-fledged MD. It was different, but not different enough when you have a long car ride and nothing much else to talk about. The sun was now well on its way to down and, in the darkness of the car with the hum of the road, our previous semi-privacy transformed into almost complete secrecy.

With our cloaking device up, I figured we'd get down to something, but Sarah stayed still. Occasionally, she'd flex her bottom, giving little Ben a big squeeze. That was it.

I wondered if maybe this was all she wanted. Or perhaps she'd lost her nerve. Once again I was looking down at her two incredible heaps of golden opportunity and I just couldn't let them slip away. I reached up with both arms again, but this time, Sarah grabbed my left, the same she'd punctured earlier, and held it tight at her side. Ah. Well, there it was. We draw the line here, no farther.

I kind of shuffled myself to settle in and, again, Sarah pushed down, making it clear that she had me right where she wanted me. She said nothing though. Just light breathing.

My left arm kind of hurt being held like that, but it was also sort of erotic, being clutched so needingly. My right arm was... Actually my right arm was free. And I wondered if this wasn't some sort of invitation. Or, at the very least, an opportunity. Boldness had worked so well the first time, right?

So, very carefully -- like defusing a bomb or rescuing a kitten -- I picked up my right hand and rested it on Sarah's thigh. The blue dress still covered down to her knees. I was only touching cloth. But I could feel the heat of her skin through the thin fabric and all sorts of other wonderful things were within reaching distance. It was risque without the risk. Well played, Ben.

Sarah sighed, started to move, then stopped, as if telling herself the very same thing -- it was just a hand on her thigh. Nothing untoward about that. Not like I was using it as leverage to grind against her again or anything. So we sat that way for a few minutes and then, since my first move had been, if not welcomed, then at least received, I decided to push the boundaries a bit. I moved my hand about an inch upward.

Still over the dress. But now I was far closer to touching something interesting. My thumb, if stretched, could no doubt graze her most intimate area. But I didn't stretch it. And when Sarah didn't push my hand away I left it there. Again.

So now a few minutes more passed and I decided that fortune was almost certainly favoring the bold. Also my balls were starting to ache. I lifted up my palm, but left my fingers touching Sarah's leg. Then I slowly dragged my digits upwards.

Sarah's breath hitched as I ran my fingertips to the top of her thigh -- my pointer barely brushing the very edge of where her pubic hair, if she had any, would have begun -- and then continued upward. My digital driveby settled at the edge where leg met torso. My fingers rested on the waistband of her panties, a deliciously thin strip of elastic, and my palm rested down on her thigh. Still I could feel the extent of her underwear. It was no thong, but still cut thin and oh so enticing.



Sarah was breathing heavier now. More of a light pant then a full breath. She took her hand and placed it over mine, holding it in place on her hip. My pointer finger reached slightly down to the crack between her pubis and her leg. My pinky drifted down toward the side of her butt. She pressed me firmly to keep me in place.

Then she released my left arm.

Wow. When Sarah closed a door, she opened a window. The buxom brunette was still mostly still. Little rocks back and forth let me know that her pussy was still more than happy with its new boon companion.

I lifted my left hand and shook it out, still a little tingly from being held in place. Figuring I'd reached the limit of my lower explorations, I decided to take the high road this time. I lowered my left hand right onto Sarah's stomach, well above her lower parts, right beneath her magnificent, mountainous terrain.

I felt the muscles in her stomach kind of tense for a moment, but no more. The girls up front had stopped talking, but the radio was loud enough. I picked up my left hand again and -- hoping, praying -- rested it RIGHT under the sexy co-ed's voluminous breasts, so that the side of my thumb was resting right up against the bottom of her boob. Or at least her bra -- I could feel the stiff wiring and even a bit of the lacy bits.

No scream. No slap. Another deep sigh.

"How much longer?" Sarah suddenly asked.

"Another thirty minutes, tops," Julia replied.

"K." Sarah put her left hand on top of mine. Holding it there beneath her breast. Cradling it. Then she released my right. I sort of flexed the fingers where they sat, almost sort of pulling on the fabric of her panties.

The brain has a decision center. You can see it on scans. You make a choice, that part of your brain lights up. However, you can absolutely make choices without ever consulting that part of your brain. Split second selections like swinging at a pitch -- your body never bothers to check in. It just does the thing.

Thus without even thinking. without even going through the process from thought to decision to action, my hand dropped, dead center, right on Sarah's mound.

It felt warm. A little damp. My palm rested on her pubis, the tips of my fingers right at what was certainly her sex. We both froze. Our breath in our throats. Gently, Sarah brought her right hand over mine. She pressed my hand down and held it -- stopping me, starting me -- cosseted in her crotch.

We were both breathing heavily now. With neither of us intending it, exactly, we'd come to a crucial point in this, the defusing of Sarah's bomb. One false move would blow us both to bits. But the right one would lead to a much, much better kind of explosion.

Sarah let go of my other hand.

"Think about what you're doing," she whispered in my ear, voice low and sultry, "Don't try to stretch it. Just take the easy base."

She pushed her chest up slightly as she said it, making her meaning clear. I slide my hand up her stomach and then gently cupped the crown of her left breast. Clutching lightly at the beginning of boob heaven.

Like Indiana Jones reaching for the golden idol. Like Arthur grasping the holy grail. I felt like a man holding something beyond the apex of his wildest dreams. Sarah's breast -- through the dress, over the bra, in the darkness of the car -- was the most incredible, arousing thing I'd ever felt. I was grabbing at the small end and still it seemed to overflow my palm.

I knew better than just to tweak and pinch though. I lightly caressed her fantastic, firm, yet immense titty, lightly hefting it in my hand. Her obviously erect nipple felt proportionate to its resting place, naturally, and so it felt as if a woman's pinky finger was scratching at my hand through the bra.

Sarah, to her credit, sort of pushed herself forward, giving me easier access. Then she spread her legs slightly under my other hand. Instinctively, I slid downward to the new opportunity. My palm now where her clit would be. My fingers right at the doorway to heaven. Her hands released mine.

"Sarah?" I whispered it in her ear. I'd been so afraid to speak, to break the spell, but now I felt I had to... Had to say something, reach for reassurance. Before, rubbing, I'd felt we were equal partners. And a touch on the thigh could be written off. A little indiscretion. But if I started down this path and she didn't want me to go there...

"Ben," Sarah said it back, mocking my same tone. She put her hand back over mine on her pussy, and then pressed down hard until...

"Guys we're here!" Julia announced. The yellow light of the motel sign shone down onto us, searching, like a security guard's flashlight. We stuffed our hands at our sides. Sarah chuckled nervously. If anyone saw something they said nothing.

I let my head flop back and sighed as we pulled into the parking lot. Damn that Julia and her timing. She was either doing it all on purpose or my luck was just supremely terrible. Either way, my balls were bluer than the moon.

*

Our last minute change in plans had been troublesome, but it had mostly worked out except for one thing: the hotels. When it was me, Julia, and Jim, it made sense to all just pile into one room. No biggie.

But now that it was me and three amazingly beautiful women, the situation was... more biggie. We tried to change our reservations, but the hotels were already beyond booked for the busy summer season. So, once again, it was going to be all of us together or nothing at all. Except for one place.

This one hotel, about an hour east of Chicago, was able to put us in two hotel rooms instead of one. It didn't completely clear the problem, one girl would still be sleeping in the same room as me, but it was better than the four-car pileup we were driving through the rest of the way.

As it turned out, those two rooms presented some interesting possibilities. With everything that had just happened, I was determined to find some way of getting Sarah to share rooms with me. I volunteered to unload our suitcases for the car while the women checked in just so I could think my way through it.

I imagined, since Julia and I roomed together the rest of the year, that it would be assumed that we would simply share again. So how could I get her to switch it up? Maybe if I told her I was having some sort of problem with the room I could...

"Hey dude." Julia had slipped beside me. She was holding up my room key like she'd caught the world's flattest, digitally-enabled salmon. "You're sharing with Sarah. I hope that's OK."

My brain stalled but fortunately my mouth was at the ready.

"Yeah, of course. I mean, OK?"

"I thought it'd be easier for you and me to room together since, y'know, we do it all the time."

"Yeah."

"But I guess one of the rooms used to be for smokers and the smell gives Sarah migraines? I dunno, man. That girl needs to grow a pair."

Pretty sure she already has a pair, I thought to myself, I've even felt one.

"Anyway, good game today," Julia said, then she slapped my ass like we were teammates.

I laughed, then grabbed my bag out of the trunk.

*

Sarah was already in the room when I got in. It was a little space with thin brown carpet and two twin-sized beds. Sarah's bag was open on the bed by the window, clothes hanging out like the poor thing had just vomited all over the sheets. I took the clean bed and laid down. We kind of eyed each other. Sarah giggled nervously, then looked down at the bed. Where do we go from here?

"Sarah I..."

"Ben, wait. Look. Shit, this is so hard. Why is this so hard? OK."

She took a deep breath. It did wonderful things to her chest.

"The car was fun. OK, more than fun. Kind of awesome actually. Anyway. My boyfriend back home is... Well, I don't know..."

"It's none of my business, Sarah."

"Right. See? You get it. Why doesn't he...? Whatever. Look, I still don't want to screw things up by screwing around. And I know that sucks and I'm a... a cock tease or whatever you want to call me but I can't change what happened and I..."

"It's fine," I said, "It's really OK."

She flopped down on the bed next to me, shoulders hunched. Head down. Beautiful brown hair hung down to her knees.

"I remember this one time -- my family used to go up to New Hampshire in the summers."

"We went to Vermont," I said.

"Same diff, really. Anyway, me and a bunch of my cousins went almost every year. There was this old quarry that was now more of a lake and we'd bike over and then everyone would jump from the top of this cliff into the water below. It was like, I dunno, 30 feet? Something like that. Everyone always splashed safely. But I could never do it."

"Are you afraid of heights?"

"I mean, I guess? Never had a problem on an airplane. But something about that jump, no matter how many times I told myself to just go. I couldn't. When I was a kid, I just figured I'd do it when I got older. Then I got older and I was still stuck. Toes edging over the water while my six year old cousins just freaking leapt. And, I dunno. Some days I think I was the smartest one. The safest. And others I think about just driving up there one last time and taking the leap. Like I'm missing some key part of myself by not doing it?

"God. I'm rambling. I'm sorry. It's just with the photography and Robbie and now this..."

"No," I said," It's OK. I get it."

"Yeah?"

"Yeah. I understand, I really do."

"Friends?" Sarah asked.

"Sure. But you don't mind me asking? Like, if you didn't want to do stuff then why did you get us the same room and..."

"I dunno I just... I don't know. But I can't. You know?"

"Like I said. I get it. I'm not... You're really amazing Sarah. To be with you, I mean... I guess I feel kind of special that you even considered it, if that makes sense."

There was a long pause. The air conditioning creaked in the corner. Sarah reached over and held my hand. Closed her eyes and kind of bit her lip. I stood up. I didn't need the pity party. No thank you.

"Look, I'm OK if you're OK," I said, "But if it's OK, I think I'm gonna go take a shower. Blow off steam... You know?"

"Yeah, that's fine. I'm probably going to need some... alone time, as well. Long drive."

"Long drive," I agreed. I went over, unzipped my bag, and took out my shampoo and soap, as if I was actually going in there to get myself clean.

By this point, I'm sure some of you think I was a real chump. I get that. I'm not gonna say I wasn't disappointed. Of course I was disappointed. But I couldn't exactly be mad at Sarah, either. I saw our little fondling in the car in a new way. Something fun, yes, but also risky and even a little scary.

On the plus side, that sexy brunette had spent the whole day making a massive deposit in my spank bank. I was going to be flush for months with all sorts of scenarios involving the incredible Sarah for years to come.

I padded over to the bathroom to get undressed, but it was pretty tight in there. Sarah was still sitting on the edge of the bad, staring down at her hands. I caught her attention and I gestured to the clothes I was wearing. "Do you mind if I get ready out here?"

"Oh, sure," Sarah said, "Do you want me to turn around?"

"No, it's cool. I'm just going to go down to my boxers."

"That's fine," Sarah said. She smiled, coyly. I thought I even saw her tongue poke out a little at the corner of her mouth.

I took off my shirt and then stepped out of my jeans. I was down to a pair of blue boxer-briefs that covered me from my waist to mid-thigh. I'd been a three-sport guy in high school and my body was still pretty sculpted. I wasn't an Adonis or anything, but I never felt embarrassed about myself, either.

I looked over at Sarah and she gave me a little nod of approval. Probably subconscious. Then I went into the bathroom and turned on the water. A moment later I came back out again. Sarah was still just sitting there.

"Forgot my towel," I said. Then I started to walk back to the bathroom.

"Ben, wait!"

I turned around to look at her. Holy crap was that woman amazing. Just seeing her had me pitching a tent in my boxers. I did my best to hold the towel in front of me before the whole hotel found out the circus was in town.

"What's up?" I asked.

"Well, you're gonna go... In there. And I'm gonna stay... In here. Right?"

"That's the plan. Why?"

I wasn't sure what Sarah was talking about. OK that's a lie. I knew exactly what she was talking about, but she couldn't actually, seriously be talking about what she was talking about, right? And if she was talking about that then I figured the best thing to do was not talk about it in the hopes that she'd just... talk her way into it? Just play dumb, Benny, it's what you're best at.

"I don't know I'm just... I'm so confused and I..."

Sarah worked her legs a little bit back and forth. Nervous energy. Her fingers twitched in a pantomime of what she was about to do as soon as I left the room.

Well, daring had gotten me this far, right? I let the towel drop. My prodigious penis, still under wraps, as it were, popped upward. The head peeked (and peaked!) out from the fly. Sarah gasped. I mean she literally gasped, like something out of a movie.

"Sorry."

"No. Don't be. I'm the one who should be... Who is..."

Slowly, Sarah stood up and walked over to me. We stood there, face to face. Other parts to other parts. It was strange, her still fully clothed in her blue dress and me almost completely naked. She reached out and took my hands.

I leaned forward and pressed my lips to hers. She tasted sweet and salty. Soft lips gave way to a firm, urgent kiss. I ran my tongue across her teeth and then slowly slipped it inside her mouth. Her whole body rose up to meet mine. Her nimble little tongue wrapped around my own. Breaths came in gulps.

Sarah put both her hands on my chest, then pushed me back. Lightly, tenderly. Our mouths broke apart. I tilted my head at her, slightly.

Now what?

Sarah smiled sort of knowingly and then bent at her waist. She found the hem of her dress and in one smooth motion pulled it right over her head. The blue cloth drifted down behind her, then puddled on the floor.

She'd been gorgeous in that dress. Now standing in front of me in just her underwear, Sarah was an absolute vision. Tan skin contrasted with the sheer white of her panties. Her bra was lacy white, too -- her massive breasts strapped in like they would be going on a space flight. Her brown hair hung down, twisting around, and just teasing the tops of her tits.

I stepped forward, my penis leading the way, but she pressed her hands to my chest again. Sarah wasn't too much shorter than me, maybe a few inches at most, but she had to tilt her head to look me in the eyes. Her own eyes were brown and deep, like sunset on the desert. Little oases you could swim in for hours.

That boyfriend was one lucky bastard, I thought, to have someone who looked at him wanting like this. Then I put him out of my mind. Sarah was with me in that moment. That was all that mattered.

I ran my eyes upwards from Sarah's feet, slowly, to be sure she saw my appreciation. Over her toned legs and warm thighs. Past her little tummy. Up around her breasts (that journey took several minutes, just on its own). Her neck, just begging to be suckled. Those little ears I'd already learned to love whispering into. Her eyes, so committed to the moment. Like there was nothing else in the universe worth watching.

"Holy fuck, Sarah."

She smiled sort of demurely. Her cheeks and chest just a bit more pink. Then she made herself be serious again. Made sure she had my eyes locked on hers, her fingers slightly twisting through my chest hair.

"No intercourse," she said.

"Intercourse?" I couldn't help but tease Sarah for her formality.

"No sex."

I stared, hungrily, down past Sarah's breasts to the white of her panties, slightly darkened at the crotch where she'd obviously already soaked them. I nodded my agreement, suddenly unable to speak. I'd have agreed to electrocution at that point.

"No touching," Sarah said.

I glanced at where her hands were placed on my pecs. She pulled them back, like they'd been burned.

"OK?" she asked.

She reached back, pulled her hair out of the way, and undid her bra. It was like releasing the holy host of angels into our hotel room. Two bounteous, beautiful breasts spilled out. SO large but somehow still high on her chest with only the littlest bit of sag as their sole concession to the laws of nature.

Sarah's erect nipples really were the size of a woman's pinky tip. They protruded excitedly well beyond her pink areolae. The flesh of her breasts was slightly paler than the rest of her skin -- no all over tan, but still brownish like her complexion. They were magnificent and all I could think was how many different ways I wanted to worship at them.

"Fuck, Sarah."

She didn't say anything, her eyes focused on my crotch. I kept talking.

"So we just..."

Sarah said nothing. She just slowly sat down on one of the beds so she was facing the other. I walked over and mirrored her. Our knees touched and I did my best to move my legs in order to obey her rules. Time for the big reveal. There was a box of tissues over on the nightstand. I reached over and grabbed it, putting it next to me on the bed for easy access. I thought about going to the bathroom for some lotion, but decided that was taking it too far.

This should have been ridiculous, the two of us sitting across from each other mostly naked, getting ready to rub ourselves off. Almost total strangers sharing a moment that, in some ways, was almost more intimate than the actual act.

"You ever..." I gestured between the two of us.

"With Rob?"

"With anyone."

"No. I mean, by myself of course. But not... Not like this. You?"

I shook my head. Never. There was something so empowering in that, knowing that this was something that we would only ever share with each other in in this moment. It felt almost transgressive, which only made it all the more arousing. I reached for the waistband of my boxer shorts and pulled them down. My cock twanged in the open air. Now it was Sarah's turn to stare.

"Fuck, Ben."

It came out of her like an exhalation. Danced against my ear. I just shrugged. Honestly, I was a bit taken aback. I'm not running around with a tape measure, but I know I'm not porn star big or anything. Just like... regular. So was Sarah just being polite or...?

"Fuck, Ben. Seriously? I mean, I felt it before in the car but... Fuck."

That time she said it way louder. I looked around, self-conscious. Julia and Kelsey were right next door and this hotel did not have thick walls.

Casually, I reached down and grasped myself. My whole body twisted and stretched with the contact. I was beyond ready to go. Too ready. I loosened up my grip a little, lest I finish before the beautiful brunette across from me could even begin.

Sarah looked at the ground, then reached back to her waistband and slowly slid down her panties. She seemed like such a... well prude wasn't the right word. Proper, maybe. Sarah seemed so proper, I expected a fairly groomed snatch. Instead it was well covered in downy, light brown hair, a bit blonder than what she had on her head.

Below all that was a pair of thick, pouting vaginal lips. Just a bit of warmer pink poked through at the top -- her little clitty, desperate to catch my eye. She looked down at herself, then up at me.

"So should I go first, or..."

"Together," Sarah said, "We'll just do it... Do it together, OK?"

"I'm not going to last," I said, "I mean after everything today and... Well, you, I mean."

"It's OK," she said, "I'm pretty... I'm gonna go quick, too, I think."

I placed my right hand back around my shaft and sort of stroked, but it was mostly just for show. I wanted to give Sarah at least a bit of a lead before I blew my load. My load, heh -- I looked over at Sarah's amazing rack. I knew where I'd be shooting my seasoning when the time came.



Sarah lazily dragged her right hand down her chest, being sure to run her nails over one red, protruding nipple, before finding her hot little hole. Her lids were half closed and I could tell she was already in another place. No longer masturbating in front of a stranger. Just surrounded by her own pleasure.

Sarah dipped her fingers inside herself, then brought two up to her mouth. Tasting. Then she seemed to remember where she was -- who was watching. She giggled a little.

"Sorry it's just... I dunno. Something I picked up at one point."

"I bet you taste incredible."

"I bet you do, too."

Sarah dragged her hand back down her chest and nestled it through the hairs of her pussy, already sodden with her juices. She stretched her legs out a little and sighed. Our shins touched again and I didn't bother to pull away this time.

As Sarah lazily teased herself I sort of did the same. Not stroking exactly, just playing a bit. Maintaining the mood. Sarah brought her free hand up to her chest and traced around her nipple. Cupped and squeezed.

"This is so much... Much easier lying down," she said.

"Can't see if we're both lying down."

"Maybe next to each other?"

I got up from my bed, cock in hand, and walked over to the far side by the window. The blinds were still open and I imagined some lucky guy sitting by the pool, getting quite the view. I sat down on the bed, then lay back. Sarah then lay next to me. We turned our heads so they were facing. The bed was small. A full, at best. Our knees. Our thighs. The cheeks of our butts. All touched.

From here I could see Sarah's breasts, still absolutely massive despite the fact that she was on her back. Her hand was already busy. Gently, I wrapped my hand around my cock -- the purple head practically pulsing at attention.

"Better?" I asked.

"Much."

A deep sigh and then Sarah was rubbing herself again. A little more determined. Her left hand lay idly on her breast, not really doing much of anything.

"Sorry," she said again, then bent her legs at the the knees and let them flop to either side. Leaving them open like she was welcoming her lover. Her right leg lay on top of mine.

Sarah started rubbing herself a little faster now. I couldn't tell exactly, but based on her arm movements it seemed like maybe she had a couple fingers in her hole with the free ones brushing against her clit. A pat your head while you rub your belly sort of motion.

Sarah bucked.

"Oh!"

I smiled at her. Her free hand shot down between her legs. She worked her little clitty with one hand while the other did the piston work. Her brow furrowed, lids sort of closed, mouth popped open, her whole body stretched in building pleasure, then slumped in frustration.

"So fucking hot, Sarah."

"Yeah? You getting there?"

"Too close."

"Oh. Oh. I'm... I'm close, too."

Another tightening, her whole face screwed up in pleasure, gasping, then unwinding with a low, let down moan.

"That good?" I asked.

"Oh yeah. So good."

I noticed her eyes were locked onto my cock, my fist slowly sliding up and down with none of the urgency that she'd already shot up to.

"You like watching me?" I asked.

"Yeah. It's... Wow. So hot."

"Yeah. Your body it's... it's fucking amazing Sarah. You're fucking amazing."

Sarah's whole body folded forward, then she fell back.

"Fuck."

She switched hands, shaking out her right.

"You OK?"

"Yeah just... So close."

"Good."

"I wish... Oh Ben..."

Her leg pressed down on mine, accenting the contact.

"Oh Ben don't you wish you were inside me right now? Just pum... Pumping me. My legs are spread for you, baby, I'm so open and you could just..."

Was this dirty talk? Was she really asking? I didn't know. We'd already gone so far and I... Dammit I didn't know what to do.

"Just jam that... that fucking monster in me. Fuck. I mean.... How would that thing even fit? So stuffed. She'd... My little puss. She'd try so hard. She'd be so good for you, Ben I just know she would. Try so hard to take it all. I thought about it the whole day. In the car. Felt you wanting me... So hot. Wanting you in me. Ben. Ben look at me."

I was looking right at her.

"No, no. Me." She sort of gestured down to where her hands were. I sat up a bit so I could look. Her twat was practically purple. Dripping. Full lips hung open. Her left hand was two fingers deep into her snatch. The right absolutely ground her clit back and forth. Her butt rose off the bed.

"God I'm being such a slut," Sarah sighed.

"You're not..."

"I am. I am for you. Don't you want to just... fill me up? Just POUND my tiny pussy.... As I beg... I beg you for your cum. Oh Ben, I want..."

Sarah tried to keep her eyes on me but they squeezed shut. Her head lolled back. I thought that was it. She'd finally crested. But at the last minute, when her body seemed ready to lift right off the bed, she fell back into the mattress.

"Fuck!"

She shook both her hands out.

"Tired," she said, "Close but... Tired. Help me."

Wait, what?

I was still sitting over her. My cock cast a long shadow over her convulsing body. Was she really inviting me to... I started to roll between her legs.

"Just... just hands. OK?"

"You said no touching."

"I'll help you. You'll help me and I'll help you." She repeated herself again and again. "I'll help you if you'll help me." Then before I could even agree, Sarah's hand was wrapped around my cock.

"Ohhhhhh," she said and sighed contentedly. She reached up with her other hand and stacked it above the first one.

"Oh my poor tiny, tight little puss. You would just destroy her," Sarah said, talking directly to my dick now, "She would try, though, I promise. Try so hard for you..."

Sarah started stroking up and down with her right hand, while the left stimulated the base of my cock and bumped up against my balls. Wow. This girl. She was fucking good.

Taking that as my cue, I reached between Sarah's legs. I parted her thick curls and found her clit. It wasn't hard to find, that eager nubbin practically jumped up and grabbed my fingers as soon as they got near. Then I put the two fingers of my other inside her, slowly.

Holy fuck, Sarah wasn't kidding. She really had a tiny, hungry little cunt. She was so wet, her legs were practically shining. Yet my two digits were barely able to slide in. I reached down with my right hand, got some lubrication from the source, and then started rubbing that naughty clitty for all it was worth. Meanwhile I slowly pumped Sarah's pussy, gently feeling around with the pads of my fingers.

She clutched my cock hard. Then went back to stroking. Faster. Faster.

I found the little rough patch inside her. I twisted my fingers then slowly curled them upward. Cum hither. Urged Sarah's body to grant her release.

As soon as my fingers made contact with her magic button, Sarah's hands dropped right off my cock.

"Ha!" she squeaked. Her back arched. Her whole body froze in place, breasts shaking at the ceiling. Then no movement at all. A sound like air being let out of a balloon. A high, squeaking hiss. Her mouth, stuck open in ecstasy. Then her body snapped closed. Trapping my hand inside.

"CUUUUUUUUUMMMMmmmmmmmmmmming."

Sarah drifted back for a moment. Then she leapt forward , pushed my hands away from her, and grabbed my cock. As soon as she made contact, her whole body clenched back down in aftershock, dragging my cock down with her. Whatever I'd started in Sarah, it was running on its own now.

As her body loosened again, Sarah rubbed my shaft with one hand and slid the spare one to cradle my sack.

Sarah stared me down, gave me two quick strokes, then squeezed her eyes shut through another cum. She pushed through. Working. Sweating. Her hands practically pleading for my precious fluid.

"Need... need you to cum," Sarah panted. Her breasts flew everywhere as she worked, practically slapping against her.

"Need you to cum. Come on Ben I....ohfuck...Oh, I need you to cum. Oh don't you want to pound my precious little pussy? Fill me up so good. Your little slut. Yours. Prove it. OH, give it to me... Oh Ben come on, baby. Come... cum... come on."

Suddenly Sarah let go of me. She reached down into her pussy and gathered her personal lubrication. Just smeared her girl goo all over her palm. Then she reached back around my cock and... OH... OH FUCK it felt so good. Her fingers practically flew. All that attention after a day of teasing -- it was all I needed.

"Sarah... I..."

"Yeah. Yeah come on, baby. I know you want to give it to me so bad just..."

"OHHHHhhhhhh Sarahhhhhhhhhhh."

The first shot rocketed up and out, hitting Sarah right on her cheek. She giggled with delight. The next went to the same spot. Then her hair. Every blast just reverberated all over my body. These massive earthquakes of pleasure. I felt Sarah move my erupting cock. Aiming it. A huge glob leapt out and splashed against her breast.

"Sarah, Sarah, Sarah."

The coed made sure I painted her pendulous tits with my seed. Smiling blissfully with each blast. Another, another. They kept coming like an endless supply. Another. With each one I said her name, prayed to her, this sex goddess with long brown hair and massive tits and a pussy just built for penetrating.

And with each glob of my potent cum I saw Sarah shake, shiver. Eyes roll back with a little bit of pleasure. Cum again and again.

Finally, the pleasure subsided. A few more dribbling blasts rolled down Sarah's dainty fingers and nestled in the tiny hairs of her forearm. Sarah flopped down, legs and arms outstretched. Covered in cum -- her face her chest, her hands.

She rolled her head back and forth on the mattress and laughed. "That. Was. Epic. I don't think I've ever... I know, I've never..."

"Good?" I asked.

"SO good."

"Good."

I got up to clean myself off. When I turned to hand Sarah a tissue for herself though, she was just already asleep. All fucked out. Still spattered with my batter. A tiny, satisfied smile played across her thick lips.

This was just one day. Day one of a 9 day road trip. And like I said before, this was only the beginning.


The Baseball Trip Pt. 02

Second Inning

Second part of a nine part series! Definitely check out part one before reading on. Also, this one has some light incest play (no actual incest) so be warned if that's something that bothers you.

As always, everyone is over the age of 18. Now on with the show!

When I woke up the next morning, Sarah was already gone.

After everything we'd done together the night before, I assumed we'd at least wake up together and talk. Share some flirty looks before starting another round of rubbing off in the backseat of the car.

I shouldn't have been surprised. I'd taken enough rides on Sarah's merry-go-round by this point -- desire followed by dismay at what we'd done followed by desire again -- I was dizzy with it.

Did I expect a relationship? No. I'm not that naive. She had a boyfriend, after all. And it's not like what we'd done was exactly romantic. But we'd gotten each other off in a way that was far more intimate than some of the "serious" relationships I'd had and I guess I thought... I don't know what I thought.

Instead I got dressed and went down to the lobby.

*

I found Kelsey and Julia -- my other two car-bound companions -- sitting at a table in the hotel lounge. A small breakfast of warm yogurt and cold pastries was set up on the far side.

Julia's mahogany hair hung limp in her ever-present ponytail. Her black-rimmed, square lens glasses were slightly askew. Yet I knew her loose fitting clothes hid a tight, toned body.

And Kelsey, my best friend's little sister? The tall, lithe blonde in wrinkled clothes with her eyes still sunken from sleep? She was still somehow knock-you-dead desirable. The mild mannered, milquetoast girl I'd known in high school had transformed into something like a supermodel.

Two absolutely amazing women were sitting there, waiting for me. But I was still obsessing over the third member of our car crew.

"Where's Sarah?" I asked.

"Getting coffee," Julia said.

"Oh. OK."

"I heard you kept her up all night," Kelsey said, big blue eyes bright and teasing.

"Wait, what?"

"Snoring, dude," Julia said, "You snore."

"I do not."

"I'm pretty sure I'd know, being your roommate and all."

Just as I was about to sit down and get comfortable, Sarah swung past us, coffee cup in hand. Suitcase already slung over her shoulder. Ready for take off.

Unlike the three of us, Sarah seemed energized and it made her look even more amazing. Her immense chest bounced as she walked by, straining against her baby blue blouse. Her brown eyes flashed fire. Anger or passion I couldn't quite parse.

"We ready to go?" she asked, "Let's go."

*

When we got outside, I saw that Julia had attempted to rearrange the suitcases, but had only made things worse. That poor little VW bug looked like it had over eaten at the breakfast buffet and now was only one sharp turn away from vomiting its contents all over the highway.

Before anyone could suggest otherwise, Sarah threw open the front door and hopped into the shotgun spot.

"I like it in the back," Sarah said, "Honestly, I do. But something about those seats is really messing around with my shoulders. I need to, like, stretch out. OK?" That last OK was said right to me, two loaded letters that asked a final exam's worth of questions.

"C'mon dude, man up," Julia said, "You'll get your turn to sit up front soon enough."

"I bet it'll be fun," Kelsey said, "You and me back there."

I stared down at my shoes. Without Sarah there, being stuck in the back seat felt like punishment. I wasn't angry at Sarah, exactly but I wasn't happy either. I didn't want there to be hard feelings between us. Not when other, harder things could be between us, instead.

So I stood there, silent, unsure whether it was worth it to argue or just go along to get along. Sarah seemed to sense my distress and pulled me to the far side of the parking lot. Julia and Kelsey stayed by the car, pretending to not be paying attention.

Summer was just starting and the mornings were still cold

"It sucks, OK?" Sarah said, grasping my hands, "I know. I suck."

I cocked an eyebrow at her. She kind of cringed, then blushed.

"Well, not like that. Not that it didn't cross my... Oh dammit, see? I can't even have one simple conversation without... Y'know?"

"I get it. It's fine."

"It's obviously not. You glare at the ground any harder and it's gonna crack."

"No I get it. You keep saying it -- you have a boyfriend. I'm not expecting anything from you. I'm just... I guess the word I'm looking for is disappointed. That's a compliment to you, you know."

"I know. Does it help that I'm disappointed, too? Last night was... It was stupid and fantastic and wonderful and terrifying and it's already so hard to stop myself, but I have to stop myself. No matter how much it hurts me to do it."

"You'll be fine. I'll be fine. I'll get over it."

"That was the other thing I wanted to tell you."

I tilted my head at her, confused. Sarah continued.

"After last night, I could see you feeling like you owe me something and you don't. There's no... OK, I'm not doing a very good job of this, I can tell. Look, all I'm saying is, if the opportunity should arise for you to 'get over it,' you should do that. Like, no hard feelings or whatever. OK?"

"Ummm. OK?"

"Cool. Awesome. Thanks!" Sarah practically skipped back to the car.

I followed, more confused than I was when we started talking.

*

"Guess we're seat buddies," I said to Kelsey, gesturing grandly for her to get in the car.

The blonde bombshell climbed in, then perched on the middle seat. She was thinner than Sarah, which made things a bit better. But she was also taller, which made things a bit worse.

"This is not comfortable." I said, still sulky.

"Don't worry, we'll make it work," Kelsey said, then shot me her best beautiful girl smile.

My bare legs pressed tight against Kelsey's thin, pink thighs. Trapped between discomfort and arousal.

*

Our hotel for that night was in Chicago, only about two hours down the road. The afternoon's ballgame however, was in Milwaukee, another two and a half hours further west. The baseball schedule and its callous disregard of driving distances had conspired to create another day of heavy road work for all of us.

It had been a complicated affair, putting all these different cities with all their different ballgames together in a way that made sense for caravanning from one to the other. When I'd initially planned the trip -- made everything fit in one neat, nine day package -- I thought I had accomplished something incredible. After Day 1 had gone so well, I figured I deserved a fucking Nobel Prize. But now Sarah was sitting in front, and I was stuck in back seat celibacy, and I started to wonder if maybe I'd created a monster, instead.

About thirty minutes in, the radio was blaring something about how I'm a firework and the traffic was building. Our little jaunt was starting to look like a slog.

I stared out the window. The sky looked like rain. Then suddenly I had that strange sensation that suggested someone was staring at me. Sure enough, I turned and saw Kelsey looking right at me. Blue eyes big and almost glowing.

Kelsey saw that I saw her, but she didn't even bother to pretend she wasn't looking back. She was wearing a light blue cami and a pair of jean shorts. I felt like I should say something.

"You used to have glasses," I said, dumbly.

"I got contacts."

"Oh. They look good."

"Thanks! I've only had them for a week or so. Still getting used to them, honestly. Jim, my brother..."

"I know, he's my best friend."

"Right. Duh. Well, Jim said I looked like a geek. So I decided to try out the contacts."

"Seems like kind of a mean thing to say."

"Well he didn't use that word, exactly. And he was just trying to help me out."

"His opinion means that much to you?"

"Well yeah, I mean, he's my big brother. He wants what's best for me, right? He's also the one that got me working out. Growing out my hair. All that stuff. I was tired of being the dorky girl that no one talks to."

"I get that, I guess. I just hate that you felt like you had to change who you are just to be liked."

"I'm liked fine. It was more about boys. For instance, I didn't notice you noticing me before."

"You were a kid."

"Uh huh."

"OK. That's fair. I guess I'm just one of those shallow jerks you should avoid."

"You're not a jerk. You were always nice to me, unlike a lot of Jim's other buddies growing up. But you didn't look at me... the way you look at me now. Y'know?"

"Yeah, I know. I still say that you should find someone who likes you for the person you are, not the person you appear to be. But I'm not gonna lie, you look amazing Kelsey. I feel bad for all those college boys at UPenn. You're gonna destroy them."

Kelsey kind of giggled, then snorted. She looked up at me as if to say 'you didn't hear that.' Then she laughed and snorted again. She stopped, took a deep breath, and composed herself. Then she reached over and held my hand. I looked up and saw she was smirking, playfully.

"Sarah was right," she said.

I froze.

"This seat's not comfortable," Kelsey continued, "I want to sit on your lap."

I'm sure my look said it all, because Kelsey winked at me and stuck out her tongue. Teasing.

I glanced up front. As far as I could tell over the suitcases, Sarah and Julia were hard-focused on the road. On the one hand, I'd already gotten myself into enough trouble with this situation the day before. Hadn't I learned my lesson vis a vis seats and the sharing of them? On the other hand, I wasn't kidding, Kelsey was seriously stunning. And Sarah had practically come out and told me to take advantage of an opportunity like this. So why in hell was I even wondering?

"I'm sitting on Ben's lap," Kelsey announced to the car.

"OK?" Julia said.

"Good," Sarah said.

They both stayed staring forward. It had started to rain now, slowing the traffic even more.

"Are we gonna get rained out?" Sarah asked.

"Stadium has a roof," Julia said, "We'll be fine."

"Well that works out well," Sarah said.

"Yeah," Kelsey said, lowering herself onto my leg, "I don't want to get wwwwet." Her bottom landed on my leg, accenting the long, drawn out wwword. She started to sink back, settling, making little displeased grunts as she did.

"Sarah, you said he was comfortable," Kelsey whined.

"Shift around a little," Sarah said.

Kelsey lifted herself up. Paused. Then dropped right onto my crotch. Her bottom to my top, as it were. Fortunately I was only at about half mast -- still rebuilding strength from the day before. As it was, I swear I nearly impaled the beautiful blonde right through her jeans.

My cock was happily nestled right between Kelsey's almost non-existent butt cheeks. And growing by the second. Was she aware of what she was doing?

"Mmmmmm. That's much better," Kelsey said, a bit of a sigh. She squeezed her bottom around my member. Yup. She was aware, all right

"You were right Sarah," Kelsey said, "This is... great."

"Told ya."

Unlike Sarah the day before -- so tentative, almost passive -- Kelsey just ground herself into me, clearly working her body back to put my cock at her most sensitive center.

Holy fucking fuck. The thin teenager -- my best friend's supposedly innocent little sis, arguably the most objectively glorious girl I'd ever met outside a web page -- wasn't just sitting on my lap. She was riding on it. Prrreesssssss. Hold. Shudder. Release. Pressssssss. It was torture. It was glorious.

"I wish I could be sitting there now," Sarah said, "If it weren't for my shoulders."

Julia gave Sarah a strange look, then slammed on the brakes. Kelsey nearly flew off my lap but I grabbed her before she could join the others in the front seat.

"What the fuck you stupid fucking fuck!" Julia said, then hit the steering wheel with her fist, "Stupid fucking Midwestern drivers."

"Aren't you from Michigan?"

"Yeah, but I'm like... fucking civilized. These assholes don't know what the fuck...."

Julia accelerated, the roar of the engine drowning out her angry rant. I asked Kelsey if she was OK as she nestled back into my chest.

"Yeah. Fine. But maybe you should, y'know, like, hold me in place?" She wrapped her arms around mine, pressing them around her flat stomach. She was no Sarah in the breast department, but she had more than enough, and the bottoms of her pert protuberances tickled at my arm hair.

We sat still for a while, Kelsey hugging me hugging her. Listening to rain as it battered the roof of the VW bug. Julia darting and diving through traffic.

Then Kelsey slowly slid her arms off of mine and shifted slightly -- repositioned her bottom in a way that allowed for all sorts of sensations. In moments, she was back in rhythm. All I could do was sit there and enjoy the tune.

With each grinding pass, I swore I could feel the heat of Kelsey's sex as it drifted over my now painfully hard member. I looked down and saw a dark patch in the center of her tan shorts. Well, if my baseball trip had taught me anything by now, it was the benefits of being overly aggressive on the basepaths.

I put my hands on Kelsey's bare thighs -- so much less flesh than Sarah, still more than enough to enjoy. My palms rested on soft, warm flesh. I waited for the inevitable brush off, but instead Kelsey just giggled. Sighed. Then she spread her legs open, as if offering herself to the whole car. She reached down and put her own hands on my legs, mirroring what I'd done on her.

Her fingers were long, dainty, with girly-pink painted nails. They looked really sexy through my leg hair. Felt even better. I could only imagine the sensations if she'd just move her digits back an inch or so.

Meanwhile, with Kelsey's legs splayed so lewdly, I got more than a glimpse of her cute, light blue panties. The wet spot was definitely there, as well. From that angle, I was sure I'd see some pubic hair, along with everything else, but there wasn't a strand. Proper Sarah had a full bush but ingenue Kelsey shaved? Clearly I was no good at guessing these things.

I had that sensation of being watched again. I looked up and saw Sarah sort of trying to glance back through the suitcases. She saw me looking at her and she sort of half smiled. Then, and I swear I saw this, she winked.

"We've got another hour, I think," Sarah said to no one in particular, now back to staring out the windshield.

Kelsey leaned her head back, lips to my ear and whispered, "Gooood." Then to me? To herself? I'm not sure. She said, "Going for third..."

She lifted her hand off my leg and placed it right over mine, just like Sarah had done the day before. Holding me in place. Only instead of keeping my hand there, Kelsey picked it up and put it right on her pussy. My eyes practically rolled right out of their sockets. Even through shorts and panties I could feel her warmth. Her wet.

And Kelsey didn't just put my hand there -- oh no -- she preessssed me into her, squeezing her delicate sex between my palm at the top and my iron rod below. We both gasped at the same time. Then she let my hand go.

I used my palm to stimulate her opening through her very short shorts. I could smell Kelsey's hair, her perfume. Her scent. I looked over and her amazing face was slightly scrunched. An expression that could easily be mistaken for pain if I didn't know it was pleasure.

The beautiful blonde smiled at me, the kind of grin that could warm distant planets. Her back was a bit arched. Breasts gamely reaching for the sky.

I felt a touch on my own crotch and looked back down. Kelsey had dropped her right hand right on my dick. She gave a light, appreciative squeeze, then started alternating -- rubbing my hard cock through my shorts, then stopping and tracing it with her nails. Rub, rub, rub, then light, teasing trace.

"You're awesome," Kelsey whispered in my ear. Her tongue lightly tasted at my lobe, sending shivers through my body.

"You're not bad, either," I whispered back and she laughed, then snorted. She stopped herself.

"What's so funny?" Julia asked.

"Nothing," Kelsey said, "Ben told me a joke."

"Must've been about his fantasy team. Dude, you suck this year."

Suck. Oh, Julia, I only wished I was sucking right now. I looked down at Kelsey's crotch and realized, the way her legs were still spread, I could actually access a lot more than just her shorts. I wasn't sure if she was looking for skin-to-skin, but well, in for a finger, in for a whole hand, I suppose.

I put my left hand where my right had been and kept pressing clumsily into the fabric. Then with my right I dragged down Kelsey's bare leg to the juncture where pubis met thigh. Where thin, light blue panty peeked out from under denim.

I waited for Kelsey's complaint. Instead, she started rubbing my cock even harder, to the point where it was sort of painful -- not that I had any intention of stopping her.

Taylor Swift was on the radio. Kelsey leaned back, practically licking at my ear, as she (sort of) sang in time.

"I... I jerk him off. I... I jerk him off..."

I'm no musician, but I know my cue when I hear it. I slid my fingers under the gusset of her panties and found warm, wet flesh. The lovely teenager's nether lips were just as open and wanting as her long, rosy legs. I plunged my finger into her sex and Kelsey gasped, stopping her little song.

"You OK back there?" Julia asked.

"Yeah..." Kelsey said, body taut, "Yeah. Just thought I saw someone swerve up ahead."

I slid another finger into her, more gently this time, then managed to work my thumb up and find her aching, protruding clit.

"Hmmmmmmm." Kelsey let me know when I'd found the spot. Slowly, I moved my fingers back and forth inside her, rubbing at her clitty at the same pace. Kelsey's vaginal lips were a little thicker than Sarah's. Her clit way more pronounced. It was strange, comparing their two cunts so close together.

Kelsey also seemed a little more vocal than Sarah (though clearly not as conversational as my partner had been the night before). I could tell the teenaged blonde was struggling to swallow her little grunts and groans. I caught the scent of strawberries and sex. I was ready to drown in it.

Kelsey arched her back a little, clearly trying to force my fingers deeper into her canal. Instead, I pulled away. My fingers sticky with her essence, I quickly unbuttoned the top of her shorts and pulled down the zip. It was a much easier reach from there, and I quickly went back to work. The teenager's bare pussy warm and welcoming.

Able to get much better leverage now, I went in deep enough to feel a thick ring of flesh in her depths -- stubborn but pliable. Her hyman. Holy fuck. Well there was a difference between her and Sarah there, too. Kelsey slid up against me, squeezed my fingers in her snatch. I wondered, was this the first time she'd been... stimulated?

At the same time, I felt my own organ start to ache. Kelsey's rubbing had started to be more abrasive than arousing -- pressing the fabric of my shorts into my skin. At almost the exact moment I noticed it, she slowed. Almost as if I'd told her about my trouble.

While I continued to work her over, Kelsey slid her hand back down to my bare thigh. Teasing at my leg hair. Then, just as I'd resigned myself to this being a one way street, the beautiful blonde reached into my pants through the leg hole. Right under my boxers. Grabbed hard, meaty flesh.

Now it was my turn to groan far too loudly.

"Seriously, what are you two up to?" Julia asked.

"It's a long drive," Sarah said, "Hard to be comfortable after a while."

Was Sarah covering for us? Why the fuck was Sarah covering for us? Why the fuck was I complaining? I was going to have get her a nice card after this. Maybe a gift card.



Kelsey's long, thin fingers wrapped lovingly around my cock. She didn't do anything more than that, but it was more than enough. I did my best to show her my thanks by redoubling my efforts on her small, hungry hole.

"Hm," she grunted, her whole body tightened. Her mouth opened a bit, letting out a little gasp.

"Mm... More..."

I swished my thumb back and forth over her clitoris. More pressure, faster.

"This?"

"Y... yeah."

We were in a cycle of reciprocation now. I'd increased her pleasure so now Kelsey went to work on my own undeniable ardor. She tightened her grip and then started working the loose skin back and forth over my sensitive head. Just little jerks. No room for longer strokes. First slowly, then faster. I did my best to focus on my own work, but it was hard -- how nimbly she worked me over.

The stunning sexy blonde's body tightened. My best friend's little sister. I was gonna make little Kelsey cum. Cum so hard.

I whispered it in her ear and on the word 'sister' I swear she bucked against my hand.

"I'm gonna make my older brother's friend cum," she whispered, mimicking me. Sort of tasting at my ear as she did so.

"Do you guys think it smells a little strange in here?" Julia asked.

"N... nope," Kelsey said.

"Must be the highway -- I'm gonna turn up the A/C a bit."

"Sounds good," I said. We were getting pretty sweaty back there. Kelsey reached her left hand down the other leg of my shorts and found my balls. The shift also allowed her to run the whole length of my cock. I went from starting to spark to full on fire.

"Kelsey, I..."

"Getting close?"

"Yeah."

"Good. I want it. Please? Haven't I been so good to my older bro... my brother's friend? I want it so bad.."

So much for not talking so much. The road noise, the loud music, we could whisper pretty well and not be heard. That was good. I looked around at the car. I was going to shoot. Soon. I had a picture in my head of painting the back of the driver's seat white. That was bad.

""Kelsey, when I..."

"Don't worry baby," Kelsey cooed, "I've got you. Worked so hard. Not going to waste it. Promise."

I didn't have the slightest idea what she was going to do, but by then it hardly mattered. With nothing to do on my part but let her take me there, I redoubled my efforts on Kelsey's own journey to ecstasy. Just jammed down on her little clitty and made it sing.

Kelsey rocketed her hand back and forth on my shaft. We were both trembling. Shaking. I tried to keep my eyes on her. That fantastic face creased in concentration and impending release. I felt it. My balls. My shaft. Suddenly I shot.

With my first blast, I felt Kelsey tense, then cinch, as if her whole body was trying to wrap itself around my fingers in her snatch. She gasped -- a tight, low scream that she quickly buried in my shoulder before it could escape.

Kelsey's eruption only encouraged my own. My cock was going off like an automatic weapon. But, somehow, through each tremor, little Kelsey managed to kept my cock covered with her strong, dexterous fingers. Each blast burst against her palm.

"Hmmmm," she sighed. Curled against me. I did my best to extricate my fingers from her unwilling cunt, sticky with our sweat and her juices. Kelsey held her hand up to me, proudly, webbed with the thick strands of my sperm.

Once she was sure I'd seen it, the incredible blonde snaked out her tongue and lapped it up.

"Wow, that's much better. Better than I thought, y'know?"

I made a show of doing the same to my own recently dipped digits. Her taste was light but fragrant and I decided I wouldn't at all mind getting a sample from the source.

The rain slowed. Traffic accelerated. Our little bit of pressure had burst and we were on our way. By the time we pulled up to the stadium and parked, Kelsey and I were mostly clean. Slightly disheveled. Completely giggly. If Julia or Sarah noticed, they didn't say a word.

*

The skies stayed grey and though the rain slowed it never totally stopped. Inside the Brewers stadium, however, the roof was up and it was a perfect day for baseball. Despite the traffic, we still had plenty of time before we needed to settle into our seats. So we started to wander around the stadium to see the sights.

Sarah took her camera out and a mini tripod and took lots of pictures -- both of the players getting ready and us goofing around. She didn't pose us, just let us go around looking at the field. Every time we tried to do something silly on purpose, Sarah would stop shooting and step away from the camera.

Eventually we stopped being aware of her presence and just went around as if she wasn't there, which I guess was what she was going for. Sarah got lots of shots of us leaning over the railing, staring at the field, looking contemplative. Kelsey hugging a stuffed Bernie Brewer. Julia jotting the lineup into her scorecard. Me sipping an overly large beer.

They were silly and serious and even sometimes a little sexy. I didn't catch everything that Sarah caught with her camera and in some ways I didn't want to. It was like seeing her build up a surprise for us all, and knowing the shape of it would ruin the payoff at the end of the trip.

Once we'd done a complete circuit around the field, Sarah collapsed the tripod -- her way of announcing that the shoot was over.

"Can I see?" Julia asked. Sarah turned the camera around and handed it over gingerly. Julia looked at the little screen and thumbed through the images. "Wow, these are really good."

Sarah smiled shyly, then took the camera back, putting it into its case like secreting away a jewel. Then we headed over to our seats, three levels up, overlooking home plate. On our way there, we passed by a concession stand and my stomach grumbled. All that 'work' in the car had earned me an appetite.

"I want to get a sausage," I said, "I hear they're really good here."

"I could really go for one, too," Sarah said, "I've tried it before and could definitely go for more."

"I just had one recently and, yum, that would really hit the spot," Kelsey said.

"What the hell are you three talking about?" Julia asked.

"Sausages," Kelsey said.

"They're good," Sarah said.

"Whatever. I'm going to find our seats."

*

The sausages were good, all kidding aside. Then we sat down to watch the game. I've never been a fan of baseball indoors -- the way everything kind of echoes, like it's unreal somehow. Staged. But I'd take that over no baseball at all, which is what we would have had if not for the roof. I could see through the windows in the outfield that the weather had only gotten worse. The drive back to Chicago was going to be dramatic.

The game, however, was a real snoozer. A bunch of long, action-less innings. By the time we got to the fourth inning, it felt like it should be the sixth.

I looked over at my companions. Julia was staring forward, resting her chin on the railing like a five year old forced to attend the opera. Sarah was taking pictures again, mostly of an elderly couple fast asleep a few rows down from us. Heads lolled against each other.

Kelsey, on the other hand, was all action. She kept fidgeting -- up and down, back and forth. Tapping her fingers and bouncing her legs.

"I'm boorrrred," she said, "and hungry."

"Great," Julia said, not even looking up, "Now I know what it's gonna be like going to games with my kids."

"Sorry," Kelsey said. She stopped moving. Another half inning slogged by. This game was going nowhere. I did kind of feel bad for Kelsey. She'd been roped into a trip based around something she couldn't possibly care about. And, to be fair, she'd done her best to be game about it. But when even the die-hard fans are cooked, I can't imagine what it must be like for someone who finds these things overdone in the first place.

"I'm still really hungry, Ben," Kelsey said, quietly. Just to me. She looked at me, big blue eyes pleading.

"OK..."

"Will you come with me to get something? I won't take too long, I promise. I just want some company, OK?"

Kelsey was really working hard to convince me. As if I was really going to say 'no' to the girl that just got me off in the car. And honestly, Kelsey was so gorgeous, she was going to find that she could get guys to do all kinds of things for her. She was still the same girl inside, not yet fully aware of her powers. To some people I'm sure it came off as disingenuous. To me, though, it was just cute.

So I agreed to come along with Kelsey to get food. I also promised to get Julia and Sarah another beer. Happy pack mule, me. I slid down the aisle behind Kelsey, then let her lead me up the stairs. She didn't have much of a butt, skinny little thing, but man did I enjoy watching what she had swish in those extra short jean shorts. I'm pretty sure the half of the crowd that was still awake was watching along with me.

When we got to the top of the steps, Kelsey grabbed my hand and pulled me forward. The stadium was hardly full -- a rainy day afternoon game isn't much of an attraction -- and the upper deck was almost completely deserted. We saw probably five different concession stands with hardly a line, but Kelsey dragged me past every one of them.

"Come on," she said, "I'm craving something in particular."

Finally we got to the far corner of the stadium, out by left field, behind a closed-down souvenir stand and a fire exit. There wasn't a soul around to see and where we were standing was hidden from almost anyone anyway.

The beautiful blonde pushed me up against the concrete wall, giving me her playful little grin. Then, before I could even gasp, Kelsey spun around, ripped my shorts and boxers down, and dropped to her knees, swallowing my already engorged enormity.

"Fffffffffffuck... Kelsey!"

"God, your cock is awesome," she said, around my meat.

"Have you had many to compare?" I asked without thinking. She reached over and pinched my balls, just enough to hurt a bit.

"Shut up and take it," she said.

Well I wasn't going to argue with that logic. Kelsey took as much as she could and then just drrrraaaaagged her lips and tongue up my shaft till she reached the head, giving the crown a little kiss. Then she dove all the way back down for another go.

Kelsey was sloppy and probably used a little too much tooth but her enthusiasm more than made up for it. She couldn't get the last third in her mouth -- not for lack of trying. The tremendous teenager wasn't really ready to open her throat and I wasn't going to force her. She did her best to make up for it, though, making loud, satisfied slurping sounds as she went, like working on the world's most delicious ice cream cone. Her precious, innocent lips sealed tight around my member.

I reached down and wrapped my hands in her hair, partially for control, partially just for balance. I wished my arms were twice as long so I could grab at the girl's perky tits. That's being a guy, I guess -- getting a hungry, sloppy blowjob in public. Still looking for more.

I wanted to reciprocate what Kelsey was doing to me, but I didn't know how. "Do you want me to...?"

"No," Kelsey said, holding my gaze, "All mine."

She reinforced this by wrapping her right hand around the base of my penis, the part she couldn't get with her mouth, gripping it tightly. Possessively. She started working her hand in time with her mouth. A full production on my penis.

After cumming so hard in the car, I thought I'd be sore, or a least a bit less of a hair trigger. Instead all I could think about was how my best friend's geeky little sister -- so not geeky any more -- was going down on me. This supermodel girl with a super-duper-model body was on her knees worshipping my cock with her mouth. And I was going to blow any moment.

"Kelsey," I said, sort of rubbing at her hair. She pulled her mouth off me, hand still on my cock.

"Someone coming?" she asked.

"Well, sort of? I mean, I'm going to..."

"Oh... OK good. Awesome. Just, like, let me know before you go."

"OK."

She started sucking again, then pulled away.

"Say it, like, 'Kelsey baby, I'm coming.'"

"OK."

She went back to it, then stopped.

"But, like, really mean it."

"I'm gonna mean it."

"You know what I mean."

I leaned down a little and stroked her hair back over her ears. Held her head in place. Looked deep into those azure eyes. She had a bit of drool running down her chin. Hair askew. So fucking sexy.

"Like this? Kelsey...baaaaaby. I'm gonna cuuuummmmm."

"Yeah," she said, "Fuck. Like that."

She fed herself with cock, suckling, groaning as she took me with her tongue. Her little body shook a bit as she did. I noticed her free hand drifted down over her puss. Still above the short shorts, but pressing so hard the fingertips were almost white.

I had a thought and by then I'd learned to go with those instincts.

"Hey, Kelsey? Kels?"

She pulled off me with a plop.

"You sure you want me to say that?" I asked, "Baby?"

"Yeah - you said that so good."

"You don't want me to say something like... I dunno... Something else?"

"Like what?"

"Maybe another B word?"

"I'm sucking your cock, Ben, please don't call me a bitch."

"No. No! I was thinking more like..." I leaned over to whisper in her ear.

"OH!" Kelsey smiled, sort of dreamy. "Yeah, that's super hot. Do that."

I stood back up. Kelsey took my dick in her hand and steered it to her mouth. At the same time, she fumbled open the clasp of her shorts and jammed her hand inside. Groaning as she made contact.

Now fully enclosed in Kelsey's mouth, I wondered why I'd ever let her take me out. Like stepping back into the pool after being exposed to the cold air for just a moment. I felt warm and safe, happily ensconced within Kelsey's welcoming warmth

She did her best to diddle herself while she worked on me. Pitching to her pussy while swinging my bat was no easy feat and Kelsey was definitely struggling. But it hardly mattered. The girl just wanted it so bad she made it work and that made everything all the more marvelous.

Kelsey was practically jerking me off into her open jaw now. Lips held tight at the tip of my spear. Fist full-on stroking my stiffness. The lubrication of her saliva combined with the tightness of her grip was knee-bending.

I heard footsteps in the distance.

"Kelsey."

"So good."

"But..."

"Just do it, baby. I'm not stopping. Come on. Cum for me."

I looked up and saw a cute redhead in a Brewers jersey just standing there, staring. She looked down at Kelsey -- this incredibly beautiful, beyond real life woman just going to town on my cock. Then she looked back up at me -- big green eyes wide. I was expecting anger, disdain, but instead the stranger saw me staring and smiled. Gave me a little half thumbs up.

Kelsey dragged her tongue down the underside of my cock, pulling my attention back to her. I felt it building. My balls tightened.

"K...Kels..."

She just hummed back, the vibration taking me even closer to the edge. She started to shake a little. Shiver. Was she going to pull me out -- cum all over her face? Her chest? Or just swallow me whole? God, I couldn't even decide what would be sexier. So close now. I caught the cute redhead's eye. She licked her lips a little.

Sssssooooo clllllooooooose.

"Ha...ah!" Kelsey's hand ran even faster over her little button. Her mouth clamped down.

"Kelsey! Fuck! I'm gonna... Your big brother's gonna cum!"

The redhead's eyes widened in shock. I smiled, sort of shrugged. She gasped, but didn't go anywhere.

"AH!" Kelsey squeezed my cock even tighter, her orgasm overtaking her. And there it was. I held my eyes on her as she came. Her little blowjob double chin. The young virgin getting off on my cock.

Liquid ecstasy raced up my shaft. Exploded into Kelsey's mouth. Elevating her peak. I felt her grip me. Hold on like a safety bar on the roller coaster.

My cum bulleted into her hungry mouth. Again and again. She gulped and kept licking. Reaching for more. A bit of my cum leaked out of the side of Kelsey's mouth as she rocked back and forth with her pleasure. Her chest and cheeks glowed red.

"Come on, little Kels. Little sis. Take it. Take your big brother's cum."

"Mmmm. Mmhmmmm."

Every ejaculation was like electricity running from my toes to my hair. Kelsey held me in her mouth like my seed was the only source of life and she was going to thrive. After what felt like minutes of blast after blast my body finally relaxed. Kelsey made sure that the last few dribbles had rolled out of me. Then she let my sated, shrunken shaft slide out of her mouth.

I looked up and saw the redhead was gone. I pictured her rubbing herself off that night, thinking about what she'd seen. My cock twitched happily at the image.

"So much," Kelsey said. She opened her mouth to show me, "I must have been extra super good today to earn that."

Then she shut her mouth and made a big show of swallowing. Gulp. Gulp. Gulp. She even licked her lips a little. Then stood and gave me a peck on the cheek.

"Your cock is so awesome," she said, "I'm never getting enough of it."

*

We stopped on the way back to get beers for Julia and Sarah. The line was short, but the whole time Kelsey seemed agitated. Looking away. Pacing in place. I didn't think she regretted our meeting a moment before, but Kelsey was clearly upset about something. Then suddenly she spoke, like the words were bursting out of her beyond her control.

"I know you're not my boyfriend."

"OK..."

"Sorry, that came out really weird. I just mean... I don't want you to think I'm a slut or anything? But I also don't want you to think you owe me something now, either. We're having fun. That's all. Probably way too much fun. But that's OK. It's just... This isn't the kind of thing I do, like, ever. And..."

"I understand," I said. I reached down and grabbed her hand. "I know I... I didn't exactly see you before and clearly I'm an asshole and I'm sorry about that."

"Stop apologizing. I don't think I 'saw' me either, if that makes any sense. I'm figuring myself out and that's... It's not an excuse, exactly? It's just where I'm at."

"I get that," I said, "And for what it's worth, I'm starting to see how amazing you are, Kelsey. That doesn't mean I want a relationship or whatever. I guess I just want you to trust me. With whatever."

"That's the other thing," Kelsey's voice got quiet, "I liked sucking you. I'd do it again right now. But the ummmm.... the sibling thing?"

"Oh. Kelsey, don't worry about that."

"It's just that I don't want you to... I mean, like... You could get the wrong idea."

"Look, whatever you and Jim do on your own time is..."

"See!" she, hit me slightly on the shoulder, "That's exactly what I mean."

I took her by the arms, stared into her beautiful blue eyes.

"Kelsey, everyone has their thing. What turns them on a little extra. Doesn't mean they want it to actually happen and even if they did that doesn't make it wrong. You're just you and you should be fine with that. I'm just lucky that you trusted me enough to share it with me."

"I've always trusted you, Ben."

She said 'trusted' like it meant something more than that. Like it carried all kinds of connotations. I was starting to think that maybe the brother thing wasn't really about her brother at all, but the boy she always saw him with. Maybe.

"What about you?" Kelsey asked, "What's your... thing?"

"Me? Oh, I don't know... I really like ponies."

She stared at me for a moment, like trying to make it work in her mind. Then I winked at her. She laughed again, capped by that cute little snort.

"Sorry," she said.

"Don't be sorry. Be your beautiful, wonderful, amazing self. But never be sorry for that. OK?"

"Yeah," she smiled, "Way more than OK."



We got back to our seats and I started handing out beers.

"Jeez, took you long enough," Julia said. Kelsey mumbled something about a long line.

"Did we miss anything?" I asked.

"Yeah, my buzz died like an hour ago," Julia said.

Sarah turned, holding up her camera. "Smile you two!"

Kelsey leaned in for the picture, wrapping her long arm around my shoulders. As the camera flashed, the blonde bombshell whispered in my ear.

"We're doing that again, y'know."

"What?"

"All of it. More of it. That amazing cock is mine. And maybe Sarah's if she stops being so stupid."

I dropped my beer right on the concrete steps. Had to turn right back around and get another one.

*

After the game, we piled into the car. It was late, the game felt like it had gone forever, and we still had a bit of a drive ahead. Maybe Julia was feeling sorry for me or maybe she was just tired of all the mysterious grunting noises from the back of the car, but she insisted I sit shotgun for the hour long drive to our hotel in Chicago.

As we hit the highway, I swore I heard Sarah and Kelsey whispering behind us, but I couldn't make anything out. I chalked it up to road noise and post-ejaculation paranoia.

"Man, that was a dud," Julia said, suddenly.

"There were some high points," I said.

"Feh."

The storm had made the day go dark early. Streetlights shone in the damp dark puddles of the highway. A truck roared and splashed past. The car smelled of rain and... other things that I hoped weren't obvious to the other passengers.

"Are you having fun, Julia?" I asked, suddenly concerned.

"What? On this trip? Oh hell yeah. You can't make the games good, dude."

"I know it's just..."

Julia looked at me for a moment, head to one side. Her brown hair was taut in its tail. Green eyes so large behind her glasses. Thin lips slightly pursed. My roomie was more than a little attractive. I had to acknowledge that.

"Seriously, Jules, you having fun?"

"Yeah," Julia said, "When you suggested this trip I thought it sounded good. A few weeks watching baseball, drinking beer, not stuck at home with my stupid stepdad. Then Jim dropped out and I thought... Well, it doesn't matter what I thought. Turns out Kelsey and Sarah are kinda cool, right?"

I agreed far too readily.

"It's fun, seeing everything," Julia went on, "The little farms and towns. Hills rolling off to infinity. And the different parks. I mean, I can't wait to see Wrigley and Cleveland and Pittsburgh is supposed to be awesome. And I get to share it with you. A real friend who loves this as much as I do and makes everything so... Yeah. Better than fun. Best."

I smiled, warmly, without really thinking about it.

"You?" Julia asked.

"Yeah. Best."

*

I spent most of the drive staring out into the dark, tracing the rainwater as it ran down the window. Thinking about what had happened and what was yet to cum. Er, come.

Sarah had spent pretty much the whole day ignoring me. Whether she forgave me or not was kind of not the point. It was clear that she was punishing herself by punishing me. Yet I still couldn't stop looking at her -- so sexy and desirable.

Kelsey, on the other hand, was almost too enthusiastic. I wanted to have fun, of course, I was just worried about the consequences of having FUN. If our baseball trip turned into a roadside fuck fest, I figured Julia -- my athletic, amazing roommate -- would never forgive me.

If I could just mix a little of Sarah's concern for propriety with a bit of Kelsey's ummm minxy-ness, I'd be good to go, I thought.

*

Our hotel was right off the Magnificent Mile. One room with two queen-sized beds. The girl at the desk looked a little peeved at having to hand a key to three attractive women and their male companion. Like she was trying to guilt us into giving up our bizarre grouping. Her male co-worker, on the other hand, seemed one good dose of courage away from asking to join.

As we rode up the elevator, Sarah and Kelsey agreed to share one bed, putting me and Julia in the other. Roommates, after all. What kind of trouble could two roommates get into? Jules gave me a stern warning about behaving myself, then punched me in the shoulder for good measure. It was meant to be playful, but man, that girl could hit.

I practically collapsed as soon as we got in. It had been a long day and all that luggage wasn't getting any lighter. I would have slept like that, fully clothed, splayed diagonally over the sheets, but the girls had other plans for me.

After a long day crushed into the car and then stuck next to sweaty, sausage-y baseball fans, everyone wanted a shower. After some arguing, we agreed on a rotation schedule. The girls would go hang out in the lobby so I could wash up and change in peace. Then I would wait downstairs for an hour while they all took their turns getting clean. It was not a great situation, but we made the best of it.

The girls left and I got undressed, then padded into the bathroom. There was a tiny tub/shower thing with a thin curtain and zero water pressure. It felt good to sit in the steam, though. As I soaped down, I noticed something else came up almost immediately.

Somehow, a day of stimulation had not dampened my sex drive any. A day around those three gorgeous girls was enough to get me going good, I guess, no matter what we got up to. But I ignored the urge. I mean, twice already? A man had to know his limits.

So I got out -- my balls a little blue but not bad -- and got dressed. Since I was still going downstairs, I didn't put on pajamas, just my same old t-shirt and shorts. I noticed a little stain on the left leg. Kelsey had clearly missed some of my eruption from earlier. Naughty girl. I was going to have to punish her. I found a clean pair and put those on instead. Then went downstairs.

I found the women all sitting on couches in the lobby, just chatting comfortably. Kelsey and Sarah were old friends, after all, but I was surprised at how well Julia seemed to get on with them. I guess for all her boy stuff, Julia could appreciate the girl talk sometimes, too. It wasn't just friendly chatter either -- it really seemed like she was enjoying Sarah and Kelsey's company. Laughing along with them. Arguing animatedly.

We were building something between the four of us. Getting smooshed together in the tiny car -- baseball and hotels and greasy food. Our shared adventure. Also lots of dry humping. Good bonding all around.

I sent the girls upstairs to shower, making sure they knew to save any naked pillow fights for when I got back. Then I curled up in a comfy chair, opened my iPad and started to read.

*

The next thing I knew, a hand was on my shoulder, shaking me slightly. Sarah.

"I guess I fell asleep," I stated the obvious.

"Long day."

"Long and hard," she said, then winked at me. The playful, funny Sarah had returned. Where was the cold, distant girl I'd spent all day with? Hopefully gone forever, I thought.

"Good shower?" I asked.

"Eh."

"Naked pillow fight?"

"Just for a bit before we all started making out."

"You've got such a dirty mouth," I said, looking at her thick luscious lips.

"Only for you," Sarah replied. It sounded sort of like she meant it, too. Though I couldn't imagine how that could be true. Sarah smiled at me, warmly. I smiled back and then started to stand. She reached down and held my shoulder, putting me back into place.

"Did you know they have a hot tub here?" she asked.

"Do they?"

"Yup."

"Too bad I didn't pack a bathing suit."

"Yup. Too bad."

*

I could smell the chlorine as we walked down the hall. Our hotel room key got us past the glass door and onto the tile. A long pool lead down to the hot tub on the far side. The entire area was empty. Sarah's shirt was off before we could be sure.

She shucked her pants as well, then sank into the water before I could get a good look at all her assets. Splash! Immense, wet breasts shone up at me through the steam.

"Oooo. That's really nice," she said, sinking into the water.

"Just get naked? Here?"

"I'm doing it. Not a big deal. Besides, it's nothing I haven't seen before, right?"

"Are you sure about this?"

"Am I sure I want to see your amazing, incredible, almost certainly tasty cock? Yep. Pretty sure."

"You have a really super serious boyfriend," I said.

"We're not doing anything untoward," Sarah said, "Just sitting in the hot tub."

"Untoward?"

Sarah leaned over and patted the opposite side of the tub, inviting me to sit. I guess this is the part where I was supposed to feel bad about being naked with another guy's girl. Or where I would suddenly wonder how Kelsey would feel if she knew what we were up to.

But fuck it, the sexiest woman I'd ever seen was naked in a hot tub and I no longer cared about anything except being with her. Besides, Kelsey had kinda suggested she was OK with me and Sarah, right? So I was good. Right?

I pulled off my shirt, stepped out of my shorts, then slid into the pool. The water was warm. The woman across from me, welcoming. I started to slide over but she put her hands out, stopped me. Sent me back to my side of the tub.

"No touching. OK? We just can't."

Then what were we doing here? I wanted to ask. I didn't say anything. Just settled on my side of the tub. Stared over at a lovely woman with long brown hair, lips made for kissing, chewing, sucking. Enormous breasts that seemed about two sizes too big for her body. Hairy snatch, occasionally peeking out from the swirling water. She sat there, lay her head back, looked so content. Brown skin glistening in the steam.

My erection was inevitable. The water obscured some but not all and Sarah could see what she'd done to me. What she'd built without her bare hands.

"There you are," she said, talking right to my penis, "I've missed you big guy."

Sarah reached down with her right hand and I saw she was massaging her breast. Tweaking her nipple a little. Teasing. Eyes locked on my own. Then her hand drifted lower.

"Sarah? Are you?"

"Huh? Oh. Just enjoying the hot tub. You should, too."

Without thinking, I put my hand on my cock. Slowly stroked myself, but nothing more. Sarah's hand was now beneath the water, beyond where I could really see what was going on.

Her hand emerged, dripping. She dipped two fingers into her mouth. Then put it back down again. She sort of shrugged. Smirked.

I still held my cock lazily in my right hand, letting Sarah get a running start. She had started slow, but now she was rubbing herself, hard. No pretense at doing anything else now.

"GOD, I thought about you all day. Wanted you so... So bad," Sarah said, clearly staring at my shaft through the water.

"You didn't seem like you were missing me."

"I'm sorry, Ben. I wanted to. Wanted you. But I can't. Can't control myself around that awesome, fucking cock."

I wouldn't ever get tired of women telling me that. I started to pick up speed on my shaft.

"Your tits are pretty fantastic, too."

"Oh... OH! You should feel my pussy," Sarah said, laughing a little to herself.

"You know I'd love to..."

"We... we can't."

"Because super serious boyfriend."

"Sssssuuuuuper serious. OH! Oh, fuck, Ben are you gonna cum for me? Come on Ben. Cum. Give my hungry little pussy what she wants. Please? She's been so good. Oh god Ben, please. Please cum for me."

My body was more than ready to oblige. My hand raced up and down my cock. Sarah's ample breasts bounced in the water. My legs shot out. My feet touched hers. It was like touching a live wire.

Sarah's feet pushed back at mine and her face contorted in pleasure. Her breasts shook. My cock erupted in the warm water, adding my own white bubbles to the spa.

"Oh!" Sarah cried out as she came. Then a long, low rumbling, "fffffffffffuckfuckfuckfuckfuck"

I was mumbling a similar song, Sarah's name across my lips as we shared our self-given pleasure. My cum had come from her, and hers from me. As though we really had done it to each other. One long orgasmic circuit.

I'd already emptied my sperm banks, but somehow more and more kept spurting up through the water. Sarah watched as my cum rose up through the water. Her brown eyes wide.

"That's... that's the stuff," she said. She seemed to reach out for a moment, as if to take my cum into her hand, but then stopped herself. Our orgasms slowly subsided -- in unison, just as they'd started. Our feet dropped back to the tile. Disconnected.

Sarah slowly started to step out of the pool. Her exquisite body glistened as she got out.

"See, that wasn't so hard, was it?" she asked, reaching for fa nearby towel. "No touching. No problem. Totally safe."

I didn't know whether to be insulted or aroused. Sarah raised an eyebrow at me and smiled. The tiny hotel towel barely covered her bounteous breasts.

"Same time tomorrow?" she asked.


The Baseball Trip Pt. 03

Part three of a nine part series! You'll probably be happier reading parts one and two before heading into here. Just a reminder, everyone in this story is over the age of 18.

*

I woke up with my cock nestled firmly in someone's bottom.

Still in post-orgasmic stupor from the night before, I naturally assumed I was in bed with the beautiful, buxom Sarah. We had 'acted out' together the night before, after all. So I did what any right thinking male would do in that situation, I grabbed her hips and ground myself into her. Guys think this is romantic, you know.

But when my hands wrapped around Sarah's ample ass I realized, it wasn't all that ample after all. It was more taut. Muscular.

I realized, then, that I must be pressed up against Kelsey. The thin teenager's bottom would absolutely be so tight, so tiny. If anything then, I redoubled my efforts to rub. After all, Kelsey had been the more enthusiastic of my two playmates the past few days. I expected her to push back ardently and, of course, she did.

But then another thought entered my sleep-addled brain. This push felt far too aggressive for the tiny, virgin Kelsey. She was certainly assured but never so strong. The person currently engaged in rubbing her backside against my steely member was driven, athletic. Not at all like Kelsey's small, supple body.

And then, all in a rush, I remembered.

I was not sharing a bed with the terminally sexy and supposedly unavailable Sarah with whom I'd started some sort of strange, exhibitionist-only orgasm club. I was not under the sheets with the teenaged, nubile, probably a little too excitable, supermodel-esque Kelsey who had begun her own sexual exploration society with me the previous day.

Oh no. I was in bed with the supposedly "safe" member of our frolicking foursome: Julia, my roommate, best friend, and apex tom-boy. The only girl I hadn't been with on the trip -- could never be with -- and I was currently grinding on her hardcore.

And she was grinding back.

By the time I was putting it all together, Julia was already pulling away. She slid out of the bedsheets and stood over me, a goofy grin belying her otherwise stern stare.

"Well that was interesting," she said.

"Sorry," I said, "I thought you were..."

I looked over to the other bed where bffs Sarah and Kelsey were still asleep, snuggling in a way that was suspiciously suggestive to my male eyes.

"Someone else?" Julia asked. She waggled her eyebrows at me. Her little tits did their best to wag along with them.

She had me in a bind. I couldn't admit that I thought she might be Sarah or Kelsey. Everything going on in the backseat of the car (and at baseball games, and the hotel hot tub...) was still supposed to be a secret. I wasn't sure how Julia would react to knowing I had turned our baseball road trip into a rolling orgy, but I was pretty sure it would be in the realm of horrific, friendship-ending, freak out.

"Anna," I said, name-dropping my ex-girlfriend, "We used to spoon in bed, in the mornings. I guess I just..."

"It's OK dude," Julia said, punching me on the shoulder, "We're cool."

She went over to her suitcase, grabbed a bunch of clothes, then went to the bathroom to get changed.

"Was kinda nice, actually," she said, almost to herself as she stepped away. For all my talk about Julia being a bit of a boy at heart, she was definitely a woman. One I wouldn't mind slipping out of those t-shirts and...

Nah. Who was I kidding? She'd suplex me sooner than kiss me. Besides, I thought -- looking at the two beautiful women wrapped around each other in the neighboring bed -- I had more than enough to keep me busy.

*

Our Midwest Baseball Tour's next stop was a night game at Wrigley Field, which gave us plenty of time to explore Chicago. This meant no more backseat fun for me, at least for a little while.

But a day of non-driving didn't mean we would be slowing down. According to Sarah, she and I now had a regular after hours appointment for an evening of look-but-don't-touch in the hotel hot tub. And I'd have been shocked if Kelsey didn't formulate some follow up to the previous day's debauchery.

As I got dressed in the bathroom, I could hear the three women talking in the next room. I didn't know what I was in for, but I was definitely up for it.

*

After so much time riding in the car, we all agreed to walk up to Lincoln Park Zoo. It was early morning on a weekday, the traffic was heavy, but the sidewalks were mostly empty. It was our first warm morning of the trip, and the sky was almost as blue as Kelsey's eyes.

As expected, Sarah was acting especially distant -- her standard M.O. for mornings after. Her guilt had a definite wax and wane -- strongest after waking up to the cold reality of what she'd done the night before, then slowly degrading as the day went on. She had barely said hello to me that morning and now was walking well ahead with Julia.

Kelsey, on the other hand, was almost too much. Half the reason we were lagging behind was I had to keep stopping her from grabbing at my crotch. It's not like I didn't appreciate the thought, but this was all supposed to be very super secret, remember? Kelsey... she did not seem to remember that.

"No, I get it," Kelsey said sulkily.

"I just don't want to hurt anyone's feelings," I said.

"I understand about Julia," Kelsey said, "She's your friend and I don't want to screw that up by screwing around too much. But Sarah? I promise you, you don't have to worry at all about Sarah."

I grinned goofily. Kelsey continued.

"I had fun yesterday. Did you?"

"Yes!" I practically shouted it, then looked around and said more quietly, "Of course."

"Me too," Kelsey said, "We're just having a good time and there's nothing wrong with that. You don't want to be so out in the open. I get that. But we can still have fun, right?"

Then Kelsey reached down and grabbed my dick. Maybe what I needed now was a little less fun.

*

Kelsey and I caught up with the other two girls and we walked together. Three babes and a boy. As we went, it seemed to me like the entire city was staring at us and I could see why.

Sarah's body seemed to scream sex and knowing how she looked with all her assets out only increased the volume for me. I could still picture her face contracting with pleasure as my sperm splashed against her skin. Her impossibly bounteous breasts practically shining in the hot tub, shaking as she reached release. Whenever she was near I could smell her perfume, and it made my cock just ache.

Then there was Kelsey. I mean, the whole city seemed to do a double take at Kelsey -- this statuesque blonde with large, kind eyes and a body you usually only saw in magazines. Slender, but not skinny. Striking. She looked as if she were airbrushed in from some otherworldly photoshoot. The goddess amongst all us mortals. The girl who had gone down on me hardcore the day before. Her little pink lips desperately clinging to my cock.

Compared to the other two women, Julia was... Julia. My roommate and (probably) best friend. But that's what made me stare, honestly. And our accidental encounter that morning only accentuated my issues.

I'd spent a year living with her and somehow it hadn't dampened her mystique a bit. Brown hair up in a ponytail, t-shirt and jeans that did more to hide her body than reveal it. Even her eyes -- a striking green, I knew -- were concealed behind black-framed glasses. Knowing the Supergirl behind the Kara Danvers (look it up), made me feel like I was in on a special secret.

Julia was more athletic than the other two girls. Her body more toned. And of course, the fact that we got on so well only made me wonder about her all the more. I could be myself with Julia. That was an even bigger turn on than all the boobs and butts in the world combined.

So yeah. I could understand why everyone was staring. I'd've been looking, too, if I wasn't the lucky bastard who got to be with them.

*

Nothing of interest happened at the zoo. Not even the animals were humping. Then we went to Gino's East for lunch. The food was good, but the girls were all well behaved. Kelsey had clearly taken my admonishment seriously. Maybe a bit too seriously? I mean, a little under-the-table touching would have been fine, right? I didn't even get a toe tap.

After lunch, we went window shopping. The weather had gone from good to gorgeous and the world just seemed generally happy to be out and about on the wide sidewalks of Michigan Avenue. The women went from store to store, talking and turning heads.

Then we passed a clothing store and Kelsey stopped, staring into the window.

"I want to go in and find a bathing suit," she said, "Sarah said you guys went in the hot tub last night and I want to go, too."

I shot Sarah a look and her cheeks went a little pink. What had the sexy brunette said, exactly?

"I could use a suit, too," Sarah said, "I mean...ummm, another one. I only packed the one and it's still a little, um... wet."

"OK, I guess we should all get bathing suits for the pool tonight," Julia said. I just nodded and followed the girls in. Just happy to be supportive.

The store was beyond busy, probably almost all tourists like us, and it was certainly more than the staff could handle. I felt like a salmon, fighting through the crowds to the back where the bathing suits sat. The place smelled like a clothing store, the scent of fabric and whatever chemicals are used to clean fabric. They were playing something loud and thumping that seemed to just go on forever. You know the one.

We were pretty much alone back by the bathing suits. Each girl took turns holding up an outfit and posing. It gave me plenty of time to picture them in their potential new outfits and it was wonderful, willing torture. Kelsey kept holding up skimpy bikinis, practically setting my groin on fire. Sarah and Julia, meanwhile, looked at far more conservative outfits that still sparked my expansive imagination.

Each woman chose a few suits to try on, then tried to find a salesperson, but the entire section of the store seemed to have been abandoned in the chaos. Finally, the girls gave up and decamped to the changing rooms as a group, potential purchases in hand. I was told to sit on a small, only somewhat uncomfortable chair near the door and await the fashion show. The building could have started to collapse and I'd have stayed glued to that spot.

While I waited, I looked around the store. The place was pretty big and we really were alone back there. Like sharks to blood, the front of the store was a feeding frenzy of shoppers, leaving our own waters quite calm. I probably could have tried on a bathing suit right in the middle of the store and no one would have noticed.

Julia came out first, wearing a navy blue one piece that was about an inch of extra material away from being a wetsuit. She made it work though, vamping and twirling like a fashion model out to stun the crowd. I'd never seen my tom-boy roommate act so girlie. Then she burst out laughing, breaking the illusion. I could hear her giggles echo as she scampered back to the changing rooms.

I barely had the chance to recover when Kelsey came out in a yellow bikini that was way more revealing. She posed just as Julia had done, but was clearly taking her moves far more seriously.

Kelsey had grown into the classic model body, but that came with the expected drawbacks, as well. Some tits, less ass. Yet her suit still somehow managed to leave a good bit of her best bits showing. Quite the accomplishment.

Kelsey paused as she came over and looked down at my crotch. Satisfied that she'd gotten the correct reception, the bombshell blonde turned and stalked off. I was more than happy to watch her little butt go by.

I thought for sure by now someone would come over and put a stop to this, but when I looked, no one was paying attention. Certainly, there were cameras hidden somewhere and I imagined someone in security was having a heck of a day. Enough to not say anything about our display.

I heard a bit of back and forth coming from the changing rooms.

"...yes, you do."

"But..."

"Just go!"

Sarah sort of stumbled out from the back. She was wearing a deep, almost black green one piece. The suit was conservative, but that didn't make Sarah's body shine out any less. Her breasts seemed ready to rip right out and her butt was escaping out the back, as well. A few, timid shoots of Sarah's pubic hair poked out of the gusset.

She nodded at me, shyly.

"I'm not doing anything wrong," she said, defiantly, "Just getting a friend's opinion on a bathing suit. And, as a guy, I'd want you to tell me if I look good. For my boyfriend."

I still hadn't said a word.

"So this is fine," Sarah continued, "Trying on outfits is good for my relationship. For him."

Her eyes drilled down, daring me to disagree. I just nodded my head.

"Fine," she said, and then without a word turned to walk away.

"You look really good," I said. Sarah turned. Her whole body seemed to blush. Then she skipped back to the changing rooms.

Then one by one, all three girls came out again to model different suits. Julia brought out another one-piece, something that (*gasp*) opened in the back and showed off some very shapely leg. She tried to do her little act again but couldn't stop laughing and practically limped out of sight.

Kelsey wore something a bit less skimpy than the first go -- a blue thing that she clearly had picked out with someone else's more modest interests in mind. I made a big show of telling her to "go in there and get less clothes on, young lady." To which she happily agreed.

Sarah came out in basically the same suit as before, just red instead of green, and it wasn't her color. It made her beautiful brown skin look orange-y. Too bad. I usually love a woman in red.

"You look incredible, as always," I told her, "But I think Rob would prefer the green one." She nodded her appreciation before heading back.

"Last ones!" I heard Kelsey call from inside the changing rooms.

I tried my best not to be too disappointed. The show had to stop some time, I suppose, but I would have been happy to see swimsuits till the store kicked us out. It's these kinds of sacrifices that make me such a good friend.

Julia, again, was first to go. I didn't recognize her at first. She was wearing a bright green one-piece, low cut in all the right places and crisscross strapped at the back. I gaped at her bare legs and arms -- toned and tan. The suit showed a bit of her well-formed bottom and the big surprise: a pair of honest-to-goodness breasts standing out from her chest. I knew my roomie wasn't totally tit-less, of course. But it was still surprising to see my besties' breasties poking out rather than hidden under a loose-fitting t-shirt. She wasn't in Sarah territory, I grant. Or even Kelsey country. But still. Wow.

No little pretend show, this time. No giggling, either. She just smiled and crossed her arms right under her tiny tits. Stared at the ground. She was still wearing her thick black glasses and somehow it made her all the more amazing.

"It's terrible, right? So totally not good. I'm sorry. I'm gonna go back and..."

"Fuck Jules."

She froze.

"You look fucking amazing."

"You... you don't think it's a little...?"

She gestured at herself as she said it. I just shook my head, too shocked for words.

"Oh whatever," she said, playing it off and punching me for good measure, "Thanks dude."

She walked back inside, but I could see the spring in her step as she went back. She came out a moment later and went to the front to go pay. I noticed she was clutching that little green suit to her chest as she went by.

I waited for a bit longer, but still no one showed. Then Sarah came out, fully dressed, holding the dark green bathing suit from before. I cocked my head at her. I was about to ask what had become of her final showing but Sarah spoke before I could start.

"Kelsey's having trouble with her last suit," she told me.

"Oh. OK," I said, "No worries."

Sarah rolled her eyes at me.

"She wants you to go in and help her."

"Wait. Shouldn't one of you girls be able to..."

Sarah's death stare grew deathier.

"Ohhhh"

I slowly stood. Then stopped.

"Is this alright? I mean..."

Sarah smiled at me.

"I don't see anyone looking," she said.

"You mean you're..." I tried to say it without saying it. To look her in the eyes and somehow ask every question I'd been too terrified to ask all trip without saying a word.

Sarah just grabbed my shoulders, turned me toward the changing rooms, and gave me a shove in the right direction.

I guess that was my answer, then.

*

The changing area was one long row of rooms running down one side. Each opening was covered by a thick curtain that hung about half a foot off the ground. Kelsey's most recent bathing suit was hanging carelessly over the furthest back curtain rod.

I knocked at the wall by her door to let her know I was there. A long arm reached out, grabbed my shirt, and pulled me inside. Kelsey was wearing a cute little bikini, sky blue with white stripes. There were string ties at the sides of the bra and bottoms. She didn't seem to need any help getting it on, I thought, stupidly.

In one swift motion Kelsey dropped to her knees, pulling my shorts down with her. This was now the second time she'd done that and, wow, was she good at it. My cock was in her mouth before I could even breathe.

"Ffffffffuck, Kels..."

"Mmmmmhm," she agreed, nodding her head a bit as she ran her tongue around my shaft. It seemed like she'd managed to maybe get another good inch in compared to the last time she'd orally assaulted me.

"Cameras..." I managed to groan out.

Kelsey pulled her head back with a loud smack. My cock bobbed a bit in the open air, covered in her saliva and already feeling cold.

"Don't care," Kelsey said, then grabbed my dick with her hand. She gave him a couple of pumps, all the while smiling like she'd won the science fair.

"If I end up on YouTube, so be it," she said, then dove back down onto my dick, nearly knocking me through the curtains. Noticing my distress, Kelsey spun us around and pushed me back so I was sitting on the wooden bench -- all the while keeping my cock firmly contained between her lips.

"Mmmmmm," the sexy teenager groaned, using her newfound leverage to start stroking me back and forth with her lips and tongue. She reached with her right hand and found my balls, lightly caressing my sack with a tenderness that was completely counter to the vehemence of her vacuuming.

I leaned my head back, just enjoying at first. Then I saw my opportunity. Sitting this way gave me the added benefit I'd been looking for before: access. I reached over and found Kelsey's breasts, caressing them in my hand over the cottony bra cup. She seemed to sigh as I grasped, and shifted herself slightly to ensure my hand got at her precocious, perky boobs.

Taking that as a sign to continue, I slipped my hand down inside the bra cups and rubbed at her bare breasts. Their little nip stuck out, jauntily, tickling at my palms. I wanted to reach down and suckle, but I wasn't going to pause my enthusiastic partner's pleasuring.

In fact, rubbing and squeezing at her tits seemed to encourage Kelsey all the more. She started sucking with abandon, one hand still on my balls, the other running up my shaft in concert with her lips.

She was a fast learner, my little teenage cock queen. Much less teeth this time and better able to control her breathing, Kelsey quickly reached an ever increasing rhythm. Her innocent face was screwed up tight in concentration over my dick, displaying her trademark cocksucker's double chin.

The bra was getting in the way of my enjoyment, so one-handed, I pulled the bikini top right over Kelsey's head. I sighed, contentedly as I held the matching pair in my palms.



Kelsey had cute, eager titties -- endlessly enthusiastic like the teenager they belonged to. Kelsey clearly had sensitive breasts. Massaging the firm tit flesh, teasing at her prominent nipples, it seemed like every rub shot straight down to her pussy. Her whole body tensed in response. And I was starting to tense in time with her.

"Close?" she asked around my meat.

"Uh huh."

She pulled back for a second, looking at me, drool running down her chin.

"Oh that's a good boy..." She said, "Remember to tell me when you're going to, like, cum, K?"

"Same as last time?" I asked. The perfectly perky girl dragged her hand idly up and down my shaft. She looked at the ground as she spoke. As if ashamed.

"I'm not... I don't want to swallow this time."

"Kelsey, ooooohhh Kels..." I let go of her breasts for a moment and stroked her dirty-blonde hair back, "You're sucking me off so good. You do what you want, baby, OK?"

Her eager eyes popped right up.

"Don't worry, I've got something way cool I want to try," she said.

I dropped my hands back down to Kelsey's tits. Her mouth snapped around my cock, like the world's tenderest crocodile. She used her lips to pull the loose skin of my shaft up and back, up and back, her hand gripping tightly to keep me well controlled.

I felt the little tingle -- the announcement from my balls that I was about to blow. My mind went blank and all I could say was.

"Kelsey... oh God, baby, I'm gonna..."

She pulled off, keeping my cock in motion with her hand. The other one cupped my balls, like coaxing them to catapult my cum. My body cringed in pleasure. Slammed my eyes shut. I held Kelsey's breasts like life preservers, the wave just building, building and...

My first blast hit her right in the face. Kelsey groaned. Giggled. Slowly, the terrific teenager aimed me lower. Her chin, her neck, her tits. Just hosing her down. Pump. Pump. Pump. Milking me for every last drop.

Slowly the beautiful blonde let my cock slip out of her hand. I leaned back, eyes rolling with me as the pleasure slowly subsided to a nice, warm glow. I looked down at my little Kelsey. She was covered in my cum -- big white blotches on her face, her chest. A bit dangling from her dirty blonde hair. Such a happy little slut.

She licked my cum from her cheek. Her hands. Then bent down and wrapped her mouth over my cock head, cleaning the little driblets of sperm still left over from my spraying. All the while humming happily.

I couldn't help but think about that first time fooling around with Sarah in the hotel room. Once again, I'd painted my partner practically white. I couldn't decide who looked better bathed in my baby batter. Was glad I wasn't going to have to choose.

Kelsey leaned forward, our noses practically touching. I thought she was going to kiss me and it suddenly occurred to me that we hadn't actually done that. Kissed. Not on the lips, anyway. Like that was the big taboo thing and everything else we'd done was just everyday normal interaction.

But Kelsey didn't cross that line and instead just sort of breathed,

"It's not that I don't like the taste of your cum. I looooove the taste of your cum."

"It's OK," I said, "You don't have to do that. I mean, I love it when you do but..."

"I just liked the idea of you, like, marking me. Covering me with your stuff."

"Was it good?"

"So awesome."

Kelsey sat back on her heels a bit, her chest covered in white, wet drops. Her titties sat high and proud on her chest, nipples bright red and reaching. The way she was leaning back, it opened her legs. Wanting. I saw a bit of a dark patch at the center of her blue-white striped bikini bottoms.

Without a word I reached down and grabbed Kelsey under her armpits. She was so small and light, lifting her was like nothing. She squealed as I spun her around and deposited her on the bench where I'd just been. The beautiful blonde looked a bit taken aback. Even a little scared. I reached down, pulled her panties right off, then spread her legs as far as they would go.

Kelsey's pretty little pussy stared back at me. Open. Drooling. It was completely shaved, as I'd guessed in the back seat of the car the day before. Maybe the tiny teenager looked a bit uncertain, but her magnificent, tidy twat had no such misgivings.

"You don't have to..."

I dove in, licking her from bottom to top like a big cat. I explored her sex with my tongue, finally resting at her little button. It was tiny, so much like the rest of her, but I still lapped at that little clitty just fine. I teased her with my tongue before going back to her hungry hole.

Kelsey groaned, a combination of the pleasure from me licking her and frustration as my tongue left her most sensitive spot.

A voice called in. A woman's.

"Excuse me, miss? Is everything OK?"

"I... I just stubbed my toe," Kelsey called back, her head lolled, eyes cinched shut. As if I might think about pulling back, she wrapped her legs around my head and held me in place. Casually. Then Kelsey dragged her hands up to her happy tits. Started rubbing them ragged.

"I'm OK.... Almost done."

She put a heavy emphasis on that word. Done. I looked up at her and she just smiled and shrugged. Didn't take much, I guess.

"Well... OK, then," the woman called back, clearly not OK.

A part of my brain told me I was lucky so far and should just call it. But I guessed it was probably the first time a boy had seen Kelsey's perfect little puss, let alone licked it for her, and I was going to do it right for whatever time we had left.

I soaked in Kelsey's tasty little snatch -- the mewling noises she made with every lick. I reached around and grabbed her little buns, squeezing them tight as I rammed my tongue into her, only stopping on occasion to tease her clit before going back to work.

I'd originally planned to take my time, but the clock was clearly ticking and I decided a quick burst was better than nothing at all. So, when the amazing teenager felt good and warm, I slipped my hand out from under Kelsey's bottom and slid my finger over her puss. Then, in concert, I pressed my finger into her hungry hole while sliding my tongue straight up to her clit.

"AH!" Keley gasped, then bit down hard on her own arm, stifling her scream. It came out as a high-pitched whine. Her body began to coil around me, legs no longer languid. I pushed into her clit hard with the flat of my tongue, then put another finger inside of her. Once again, I felt the hardened ring of Kelsey's virginity at the tips of my fingers. Very carefully, I pulled back to respect her (somewhat) intact innocence.

Kelsey responded to my attention by biting down even harder on her arm. This freed her breasts from her grasp and they shook as I sawed my fingers back and forth into her dripping sex. Rubbed her clit in time with my tongue.

"Alllmmmoooooooost," Kelsey hissed, muffled.

"Miss you have to..." the saleswoman swung the curtain open. Froze in front of the door. She was petite and blonde. Probably about our age or maybe a little older.

And, at that exact moment, Kelsey came.

"Ahhhhhh!" her whole body straightened, shivered. Eyes rolled back. Breasts bouncing. Sound escaping her like steam. Then she collapsed on top of me, somehow holding me even closer than before.

Kelsey gasped with the aftershocks of her explosion. Her hungry pussy sucked at my fingers, like striving to somehow pull the warm fertility of my seed out of a place that could not provide it.

I looked back. The saleswoman was standing there, arms across her chest, but still sort of smiling at us. What was it with me and Kelsey and getting caught mid-cum?

Kelsey picked her head up from my shoulder and kissed me softly on the cheek. She gave the saleswoman a sort of dazed nod. A strange sort of acknowledgement. Then, slowly, she stood up on wobbly legs and started to get herself dressed.

I stood beside Kelsey, still naked from the waist down. I started to apologize to the saleswoman, then saw she was staring straight at my cock. It was almost totally erect again -- a standing ovation for Kelsey's little show.

"Got a little... carried away..." Kelsey said, more of a mumble than any real apology. Apparently, after the incredible blonde had drained my cock, I'd managed to return the favor by draining her brain.

"It's OK," the saleswoman said, eyes shifting from Kelsey's uncovered body to mine, "You'd be surprised how often this happens... Well, anyway. Just get dressed and get out of here before we all get in trouble."

I found my pants and pulled them up. Kelsey found her clothes and put them back on. Her shirt stuck to the sperm still left on her chest. As we walked out, the saleswoman patted me on the ass. I looked back and saw she was glowing, almost as bright as the girl I'd just brought to orgasm.

Spoiler alert: Kelsey bought the blue and white striped bikini.

*

When we got outside of the store, Julia was standing there, hands on her hips.

"What took you two so long?" she asked.

"Was a mixup... in the changing room..." Kelsey said. Still drunk on her ecstasy.

"What does that even..." Julia said, "Whatever. I don't care. It's time to go to the game." She kept muttering to herself as she walked up the street.

Sarah eyed both Kelsey and I up and down, like inspecting us before the big dance. Then she reached into Kelsey's hair and pulled out a little glob of my essence, left over from before. She popped it right into her mouth, grinned, then skipped off after Julia.

I looked over at Kelsey. She just cocked her eyebrow and then followed her friend down the street.

I was out of things to say.

*

We rode the L up to Wrigley Field. It took way less time than we thought, so we hit up a nearby bar before going into the stadium. The place was crowded with after-workers and pregamers, but we found a high top to stand next to and rest our beers. Well, three of us did, anyway. Poor Kelsey was of age to suck my sperm, but she couldn't down an alcoholic drink, yet.

The sexy teenager was practically lovey-dovey with me after our experience at the clothing store. She leaned on my shoulder and whispered in my ear.

"That was amazing. I always thought it was, like, weird. To do that. Sssssooooo not weird. Not at all."

I couldn't help but step back and stare. Then I leaned in and whispered back to her. "Wait. You doing it to me was fine, but me doing it to you is strange?"

"Clearly, I'm an idiot. A very, very satisfied yet still wanting more idiot."

"I'm happy I could do that for you. Like I said before. I'm lucky."

"You made me cum harder than I ever have in my life and you think you're the lucky one? Fuck, Ben. Where have you been all my life?"

"Clearly, I've been wasting my time hanging out with the wrong Taylor sibling."

"Clearly," Kelsey said, giving my shoulder a squeeze.

It might have seemed strange, Kelsey hanging off me like this. But after we'd drained a few beers, she was actually the least touchy-feely of the group. At one point Sarah wrapped her arms around my neck and swayed with me to the music. Even Julia started rubbing my arms, my chest, as she talked. It was strange and totally welcome.

We hadn't intended on getting drunk, but drunk found the three of us pretty well. Poor Kelsey was stuck with the job of designated walker by default. I don't think we were totally sloppy, just a bit stumbly, and we got into the game on a happy, alcohol-fueled high.

The park was crowded and the score stayed close. Wrigley felt like a cathedral to my favorite sport. Like I'd made a pilgrimage to this holy place. The smell of fresh grass. The way the lights reflected off the brick. It made even the pop ups feel dramatic. Magical.

It was probably the beer. Maybe the post-orgasm glow. But everything seemed wonderful in that moment. A revelation of a baseball game. Sarah took a bunch of pictures but they were either slanted, out of focus, or both. I'm really looking forward to her exhibition: "Drunk at the Baseball Game." I'm sure it'll be a real crowd pleaser.

Kelsey, on the other hand was either too sated or too cautious to call for a repeat of what went down in Milwaukee. Julia and I sat glued to our seats. Pointing at the ivy walls like we saw fairies living in there. And maybe we did. The magic of baseball was never brighter in my mind.

The night was warm. The game wonderful. Three beautiful women were at my side. I sat back and watched the game go by, never happier with the world.

*

Somehow Kelsey got us back to the hotel in one piece. I can't say we made it easy on her. Julia kept singing "Take Me Out to the Ballgame" loudly and with far dirtier lyrics. I loved the world and wouldn't stop hugging my three companions, random strangers, a nearby lamppost...

Sarah, though, was in the worst shape. The bountiful brunette seemed to lean a little wherever she went. She was slurring her sentences, laughing a bit too loud at my dumb jokes. She wasn't embarrassing. I wasn't worried about her health. But I beat myself up some for not stopping Sarah sooner. I doubt that she meant to get that bad.

The walk to the L and the train ride home helped sober us up some. Once we got back at the hotel, we agreed to a similar division of labor as the night before. Kelsey and Julia went up to the room to get changed for bed. I sat down in the lobby and tried to take care of Sarah.

I made her some hot tea and that seemed to help. She sipped her mug, only pausing to smile at me. Big dopey grins.

The cafe section of the lobby was pretty much empty. Someone was vacuuming on the far side. The lights were overbright in a way that made everything feel harsh. The twangy country music they were piping into the room only added to the experience.

"You feel, OK?" I asked.

"Just fiiiiine," Sarah said. Hiccupped. Then she leaned in and tried to look serious. She rested her head on her hands. Her breath smelled of Old Style.

"Robbie, that's my boyfriend."

"I know."

"He said I shouldn't go on some stupid baseball trip. Well he was wrong. It's not stupid. It's awesome. Isn't it awesome?"

"Yeah," I said, staring back at her big brown eyes, "It's awesome."

"Robbie's a stupid jerk."

She started to look a little sniffly. Sad. Drinking messes with your balance -- physical and emotional -- and the poor girl was about to tip over, I could tell.

"It'll work out," I said.

"What if I don't want it to work out?" Sarah asked. She tried winking at me, coyly, but it came out as a belch.

I looked up and saw Julia and Kelsey standing by the check-in desk, waving me over. I had expected them to be in pajamas, but instead both were wearing their new bathing suits from the store. Kelsey in the skimpy yellow one (the blue-white striped suit was in need of serious cleaning) and my jock roommate Julia in that fantastic green bikini. Her hair was still up and she had her glasses on, but that suit made me see my roomie in a totally different way. Desireable.

Sarah loped over along with me. "I want to swim," she said

"Your suit's upstairs," Kelsey told her. Then she leaned in and whispered to me, "Yours, too."

I looked at her, surprised.

"Sarah bought one for you at the store while we were, ummm, trying stuff off," Kelsey explained, "She said you'd earned a gift for putting up with all us girls on your big boy baseball trip. Her words. Not mine."

What universe was this where I was getting action and, in return, the girls got me gifts? Clearly I was the luckiest man alive.

*

I found my bathing suit waiting for me on the bed -- a pair of surprisingly tasteful red trunks. I guess I was lucky Kelsey hadn't chosen or I'd have been wearing the world's smallest Speedo.

Sarah seemed ten times better, the promise of swimming clearly motivating the alcohol to get out of her system. She made a big show of shooing me from the room while she put on her suit, like I hadn't gotten the full show multiple times already. So I stayed in the bathroom, got dressed, and waited to get the go ahead from sexy Sarah.

I came back into the room ready to swim and, judging by the disposition of my dick, ready for other things as well. Sarah had put on the one-piece she'd modeled for me before -- the sea green one that kept all her amazing parts strapped in like they were getting ready to go to Mars. My cock bobbed in appreciation.

"About before..." Sarah started.

"It's fine. You're fine," I told her.

Sarah looked down shyly, and kind of smiled. She took my hand and held it the whole way down to the pool.

The other two girls were already swimming when we got there. Yelling and splashing. They'd found a beach ball and they were throwing it back and forth in the world's easiest game of volleyball.

Again, we had the place to ourselves and I wondered if maybe the hotel should be spending its resources on more popular attractions. The room smelled of chlorine and it made me think about other things that kind of smell like chlorine.

"Took you long enough," Julia said. I splashed her as I climbed in. The water was brisk and cold, but soon it felt normal enough. It was a small pool, barely enough for me to do a lap, but I tried anyway. Mostly we just leaned against the walls, arms outstretched, heads back, enjoying the soak.

I looked over and saw that Kelsey had a set of bite marks on her arm from before. If anyone noticed, they didn't comment. Sarah seemed a little red, whether from the alcohol, the sun, or something else, I couldn't tell. Julia just stared up at the ceiling -- I couldn't catch her face. But I saw plenty of her little titties as they rose up from her chest. So it's not like I could complain about the view.

After a while, the cold got old and we transferred over to the hot tub. We each took our respective corners, the water warm and welcoming. All of us settled into that happy spot between tired, slightly inebriated, and satisfied.

The bubbles kicked in and the steam rose lazily from the water. I looked around me -- at these three incredible women -- and felt blessed. I would have let the world roll on like that forever.

Then Julia broke the spell.

"I'm going to bed," she said, and stood up. I couldn't help but stare at her tight body as she stood, dripping down onto the tile.

"You sure?" Kelsey asked, "You might miss something fun."

Julia eyed the three of us warily, then she laughed and padded right out of the room without another word.

The room got quiet. Little drips echoed against the tile. Sarah, Kelsey and I just stared at each other, like waiting for the shootout to start. I couldn't help but notice the contrasts between the two best friends -- the two women I'd been alternately experimenting with.

Sara was so... prominent. Large breasts and thick lips. Big brown eyes as deep and warm as the tub we were sitting in. Sex incarnate -- that was Sarah.

Kelsey looked more like the innocent beauty. Ironic, I know. Dirty blonde hair hung down to just above her breasts. Washboard-flat stomach. Long pink arms and legs. Her little blue eyes swung back and forth to me and Sarah. Like watching for someone to make a move.

We all seemed frozen in the steam. As if speaking would make the moment dissolve into nothing but smoke and memory. I guessed we'd all wait till one of us left, or maybe the three of us would get up together and just drift away. Leaving behind what could have been but never was. A regret, left to dry out on the side of the pool, played and picked at long after it was lost.

"You know what," Kelsey said suddenly, "Fuck this." She stood up, like she was about to get out of the hot tub, but instead she just stood there, hands at her waist, staring down at us like an admonishing adult. "Ben, I know what you and Sarah have been doing."

I felt my stomach twist. I knew this, right? Yet saying it aloud seemed so much more dangerous.



"And you...?" I couldn't even put the words together.

"Yes, I know about you and Kelsey," Sarah said.

"And you're not..." I said, "I mean, you're not, like, mad?"

"She's my best friend," Kelsey said. She was still trying to look serious, but it came off as silly. "We kinda tell each other everything."

"It's not like I'm being really super faithful here," Sarah said, "So why should I expect you to be?"

"I guess, I thought... I mean..." Words just completely failed me. Left me floundering in the hot tub.

"Besides," Sarah continued, "Kelsey said you made her feel really good. That makes me happy. Not angry."

I turned to look up at Kelsey.

"So when we were in the backseat that first time."

"I knew you and Sarah had already, like, tried out the seating arrangements," Kelsey said, "It was kind of a... well I don't want to say a favor, but whatever. It was a favor. Sarah told me how awesome you were and she was right. You made me cum, Ben. Like ssssoooo hard. Sarah, too. Can't get mad about that."

"So we're OK?"

"Better than OK," Kelsey said. She reached back and undid her top, letting her breasts bounce against her flat stomach. Then she splashed back down into the water. I expected Sarah to... I dunno, not freak out exactly but... Actually, at this point, I didn't know what Sarah was going to do.

The sexy brunette smiled at me, then reached back to undo the top of her one-piece. The top flopped down like a tired tongue, releasing her massive mammaries into the wild. They glistened alluringly in the bubbles.

"Nice breasts, bestie," Kelsey said.

"Nice body, buddy," Sarah said.

Then both girls gave me the sort of look that shouted. I pushed my new bathing suit down, then put it on the side of the tub, like raising a flag. Turning over a sign -- open for business.

The sexy coed brunette and the beautiful teenage blonde both nodded their approval. Then, like synchronized swimming, I saw two pairs of hands drift down under the water. A pair of bathing suits floated up to the surface. The hands stayed below.

Were we really doing this? We were really doing this. We were really doing this! I reached my own hand down to my shaft. Groaned a little as I grabbed.

"Ahhhhh," Sarah said, "Such a great cock."

"Wait till you taste it," Kelsey said. Sarah sighed. A long lungful of regret. Then she brought her hand up and licked at her juices. She looked over and saw Kelsey staring

"It's a thing. That I do. I don't know I just picked it up at some point and..."

Kelsey shrugged, dipped her own hand down, then brought it up to taste. Sarah and I both groaned in unison.

"Kinda neat, I guess," Kelsey said.

The two girls leaned back. Eyes closed. They seemed to drift off into their own world, diddling themselves faster. I, on the other hand, had to slow myself down, savoring, as I listened to the almost silent symphony we were performing together.

"I think I'm still a little drunk," Sarah said. She paused her busy little hands, then looked pointedly at both of us. "Yup. Definitely still drunk."

"It's OK," I said.

"Sure, you think it's OK," Sarah said, then laughed a little, "God I'm so fucked."

"Not nearly fucked enough," Kelsey said, "Not yet." The two friends shared a little smile. I stayed back, not wanting to get too far ahead. I could reach my destination whenever I wanted. And I knew it would be so much better if we all arrived at the same time.

I noticed Sarah and Kelsey started to focus on me, almost working too hard not to notice each other. I was the opposite -- kept shifting my gaze from girl to girl. Tried to take in both at the same time.

Kelsey was rubbing hard with one hand. Stopped. Whimpered. Switched to the other. Stopped again. A long, defeated sigh. Then she looked over at me and smiled. Like she'd found something special.

The beautiful blonde slid over so our thighs were touching. She slowly started to move her arm over and...

"No touching" Sarah said.

"That's your stupid rule," Kelsey said. She reached straight down into the water and grabbed my cock right out of my hands.

"Oh ffffuck!" I cried. Kelsey was barely able to wrap her hand around my shaft. Her little fingers looked so good against my purpling skin. I reached over and found Kelsey's bare snatch. Carefully, I dipped my fingers into her, then slid up to smear her open, aching clit.

"Seriously, Sar..." Kelsey started, but whatever she was about to say was swallowed by a long, happy groan. "Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh I.... oh fuck... that's so nice... So good. God Ben, your fingers feel so nice. Your cock... so, so nice."

Kelsey was a bit of a talker, apparently. I wondered why I hadn't noticed this before and realized she'd had her mouth full every other time we'd done this, or had been in a place where she had to force herself to stay silent. Here and now, though, the tiny teenager was happy to let everyone know what was going on.

"Oh...oh...ohhhhhhhh. OH! Oh ffffuck. Oh yes. Fuck. Like that. Fucking rub my clitty like...Yeah...ssssooooooo nice."

OK, maybe talker wasn't doing her justice.

I felt something at my shoulder and looked over. Silent as a sex ninja, Sarah had slid over and was now sitting on my other side. I started to say something but then stopped myself. Words were stupid. Stupid sexless words.

Instead, I just reached across, pushed Sarah's hands aside, and jammed my fingers into her steaming quim.

"OH!" Sarah cried, almost in chorus with her best friend. They looked at each other across my body, smiling shyly.

I started pumping both their eager twats for all they were worth, trying to keep time. It was strange -- wonderful, glorious strange -- to be in two women at once. Kelsey's little pussy hungrily sucking at my fingers, Sarah's somehow even tighter, hugging onto my digits for dear life. I slid my hands out and found both their clits -- Kelsey's small and subtle, Sarah's great and glorious.

"Don't know if... If I wanted to watch my bestie cum," Sarah said.

"Shut up and take it, slut," Kelsey said. Her hand was still on my cock but it was barely moving. Just sort of hanging on. I felt a second hand join the first, a little bigger.

"You're the one that grabbed his dick," Sarah said.

"It's a fucking awesome dick though, right?" Kelsey said, giving me a squeeze for good measure.

"Oh, GOD yeah..." Sarah said, doing the same.

The air was filled with the sounds of skin on skin. Splashing water. Little grunts and groans. I delighted in the women with me. The way that I could just pound my fingers in an out of little Kels to make her squirm. How I could shift against Sar's G-spot and she would practically convulse. Each seemingly in my complete control. And me, clearly, in theirs. Yet neither girl seemed able to focus on their own chore at hand. Just shivered under my ministrations.

"S... Sarah?" Kelsey's voice sounded small, scared, "He's gonna make me cum. Oh, God Sarah I'm gonna cum so hard. I'm such a slut."

"It's...OH!...It's OK, Kels. I'm gonna cum, too. He's in my naughty little puss and she... she wants it so bad, she... OH!"

Sarah stiffened, pressed her immense breasts outward. Her snatch clamped down on my hand.

"Cummmmmmminnnnnng!"

"M... me tooooooooooooo!" Kelsey cried, her back arched outward almost mimicking her best friend's motions. Their pussies sucked onto my fingers. Grasped at my hands. Squeezing, begging for release.

Both girls shuddered, synchronized. Gasped and cried. Then suddenly they both relaxed. In the same moment, both women looked down at my erect cock in their hands, as if noticing it for the first time.

"Oh god," Sarah groaned.

Slowly, she jerked the loose skin up over my head and down. Then Kelsey started stroking me too, matching Sarah's time. Pumping me for my precious seed.

"I... I want..." Sarah said, "My little pussy. She... she wants it so bad."

"I don't even know how he would fit," Kelsey said.

"Oh Kels. He would stuff you so good."

Their fists rocketed up and down my shaft. Faster. Faster.

"I'd fit it all," Kelsey said, "And you. You'd be begging me to plug you up with it, you slut."

"I'll be a slut for that. For him. I'd take his cum so good," Sarah said, "I don't care how much it hurts I want it all inSIDE me."

"M... meee, too."

They both laughed a little. I reached over and put my hand back on Sarah's snatch.

"Oh... Oh Kelsey, he's touching my hungry puss again."

"Y... yeah. He's touching us."

I didn't bother with foreplay now, just rubbed both girl's clitties for all I could while they worked my cock. The two women, so different, working for the same thing. Their eyes hungry, mouths open.

"I... Getting close," I said, barely hanging on.

"You gonna cum for me?" Sarah asked.

"For us?"

Kelsey slipped a hand down around my balls. Sarah rubbed at her enormous breast.

"Come on," Sarah cheered me on, "Cummm for us Ben. Give your little sluts what they want. Need."

"Y... yeah, Ben," Kelsey said, "Cum. Don't you want to fill me up? Show me. Cum for me...OH! I need it so bad."

It built in my balls. A tingling. Then it shot up my shaft and suddenly burst -- exploded out of me. Up my legs and down my arms. A geyser of my goop shot straight into the air and splashed out of the water.

"Oh ffffuck. Cummmmmming," Sarah cried.

"Oh! OH FUCK!" Kelsey shouted. All three of us suddenly in shared ecstasy. I felt the two beautiful bodies writhe against me in rapture. Their little pussies squeezing my fingers. My cock pumping fluid in great gouts. Then we slowly floated back.

Kelsey slapped my shoulder.

"Naughty boy. Look at all that amazing cum you wasted. That should have been all over Sarah's enormous titties."

"Or in Kelsey's incredible mouth," Sarah said.

"D... do better next time," I said, sleep already grabbing hold of me. The girls each rested their heads on my shoulders, their long wet hair running down my chest.

*

Eventually we got out, got dressed, and made our way up to our hotel room. We were giggly the whole way up in the elevator. When we got to the room though, we shushed each other, acting drunker than before we'd sobered up.

Inside, the room was dark. The air conditioner droned and hummed. Julia's body was just a shadow in one of the beds. I did my best to climb in quietly. My hands smelled of chlorine. Of both girls' distinctive musks.

I drifted down, down, down.


The Baseball Trip Pt. 04

Fourth Inning

Part four of a nine part series! Holy crap this thing keeps going! As always, maybe read the previous stuff before getting into this one. Or don't. Whatevs. Warning, this one tiptoes around the incest category (no actual incest) so beware if that's a trigger for you.

Everybody here is over the age of 18. Enjoy!

*****

For the second morning in a row, I woke up pressed against Julia's warm, athletic flesh. My aching prick jammed against her ass.

This time I knew it was my roommate, I just didn't care. After what had happened the night before - me, Kelsey, and Sara bringing each other to orgasm in the hot tub - I felt bulletproof. I had no problem at all with grinding into my suddenly very desireable friend.

For her part, Julia didn't do anything but groan and push back.

"We have to stop meeting this way," she said, still half asleep.

"I dunno, there are worse wakeups in the world."

"You said it, dude" Julia said, rubbing against me one last time. Then she stood up and stretched. "Still, probably best to keep our sleeping arrangements as they are. Don't know if I could control myself, otherwise, once we got home."

Then she pranced off to the bathroom.

I stayed under the covers, still a bit sleepy and more than a little hard. The room filled with the sound of running shower water. I looked over at the other bed and saw Kelsey and Sarah, still half asleep and twisted around each other. I wondered if it was all so innocent, now that I'd seen their tag team act the night before.

Now that it was morning, Sarah - the sexy brunette with impossibly immense breasts - would be feeling guilty about the previous evening's activities. She'd be distant, even a little angry. Kelsey, the incredibly beautiful teenaged blonde would pretend to back off, as well, just for the sake of appearances.

And it would all hardly matter. As always, Kelsey would find a way for a little naughty fun on the side at some point. And Sarah would eventually go from upset to aroused. By nightfall we'd all be working each other over.

Except for Julia, of course. She wasn't involved in our postgame celebrations - hopefully wasn't even aware. Our baseball trip still had to hold the appearance of being about baseball. Sarah and Kelsey might make my balls ache, but Julia would almost certainly break them if she found out what was going on.

Julia came out of the bathroom wrapped in a towel. She was so fit, so tight. Suddenly I started to rethink my "no doing the roommate" policy. I imagined taking her tiny breasts into my mouth and...

"Dude - get your lazy ass out of bed," Julia said and punched my shoulder, hard.

Oh right. The "no doing the roommate" policy. Good sense, that one.

*

I slid open the glass door and stepped into the shower. With all the action I'd been getting - hand jobs from Sarah and Kelsey, blow jobs from Kelsey (you'd think I was running my own personal employment center, what with all the jobs being given out) - I was sure my penis would be drooping, near death. Instead, the little man was more than solid, almost begging for more.

The bathroom was mostly dark. I'd forgotten to turn the light on when I stepped inside. I leaned back against the wall. Took myself in hand.

There was a loud bang as the glass door slid open.

"Need any help with that?"

It was Sarah. Sarah! The girl who could barely look at me on the mornings after was standing there, naked. Smiling. Water running off her ginormous breasts like twin Niagaras.

"Hey!" I said, maybe a little too happy to see her.

"You were taking too long, so I thought - two birds. One stone." Sarah reached over and gave my cock a little squeeze, "Speaking of stones..."

I moved my hand right up to her fantastic, enormous, possibly physics-breaking tits. For all our jacking and jilling, I'd barely had a chance to touch Sarah's most fantastic features, and I resolved now to make up for that in the moment.

Her breasts looked huge but they felt bigger. More than a handful each, yet firm. Perfect. Her nipples were pink and pointed like pencil erasers. I touched and teased at them with my fingers while I hefted her mounds.

Sarah kept her hands on my cock, not really rubbing, just sort of feeling. I knelt a bit and took one amazing little nip into my mouth.

"Hmmmm," Sarah sighed. I released the one and then went at the other. "That is niiiiice."

"Nice doesn't even begin to do these justice," I said. With my ex, I used to take her entire tit into my mouth and suck. I didn't dare even try that with Sarah - her monsters would have suffocated me for sure.

I stepped back and did my best to see the buxom brunette in the dark. Take her in. "Fuck Sarah," I said.

"You always look at me and say that," she said, "I can't tell if you're saying it in a bad way, or making a request or..."

"Looking at you. I mean, how does someone this beautiful, with this body... I mean. I feel so lucky I see you this way and it just... My brain wipes."

"I guess I kind of feel the same way seeing..." here she looked pointedly down at my cock, "you."

"I'm not that huge, really. I mean, you keep saying it and I don't mind. Does wonders for the ego. But seriously? This isn't anything that impressive."

"Bigger than anything I've ever..."

Sarah stopped herself.

"Sarah?"

"Every time I think I've got it figured out..." she mumbled. Dropped my cock and stepped back. Even the shower water seemed to get cold. Sarah slumped down and sat on the floor of the shower. Leaned her head back and stared at the ceiling.

I lowered myself down across from her. The shower was big enough for both of us to sit this way, but barely. Our legs entangled. Sarah's tan thighs rested on mine.

We lay like that for a while, soaking in the silence. Sarah reached up and absently ran her hand up and down my calf.

"This is nice," she said, "Muscular."

"Cycling," I said, "I try to go three times a week. Y'know, when I'm not in the middle of a two week long baseball orgy through the midwest."

She laughed at that. I took the opportunity to feel Sarah's legs in kind. Her skin was soft, almost creamy. I did my best to resist the urge to go up higher. Deeper. Into the sodden dark hair of her juncture.

"God, what am I doing?" Sarah asked, and threw her head back. The plastic shower wall shuddered with the impact.

"Getting clean," I said, "Getting dirty."

"What I said last night, when I was drunk..."

"You were drunk."

"Maybe not drunk enough. I told you what happened? About the fight."

"You told me he didn't want you to go on the trip. Honestly, if you were my girlfriend... Well, I can't say I'd have acted any better."

"That wasn't exactly..." Sarah said, "Fine. Here's what happened. I hate it at Rutgers. I hate my classes, I hate everything and everyone and all I want to do is run away. I fantasize about it all the time. Just me, my car, and my camera."

"You want to be a photographer?"

"I don't know. Maybe? It's the only time I feel happy, honestly. Even when I'm tired from school and all I want to do is lie around if I take out my camera and start taking pictures, it all just fades back. I could shoot a cement wall for an hour and I'd be happy. Just doing that."

"So why aren't you doing that?"

"Because I need a 'real education' and a 'real job' and being an artist is a 'stupid waste of time.'"

"Those aren't your words," I said, "Are they?"

"That's what Rob said to me right before I left for the trip. I mean, not exactly? But close enough. I told him that I was thinking of dropping out of school. Doing this full time. The photography, I mean. Not the... Well anyway. I opened up my heart and my dream guy went ahead and stomped on my dreams. Robert the Practical - practically perfect. Practically always right. Practically engaged..."

"Not all that perfect if he said all that."

"I guess," Sarah said, "After he said it... It's not like we broke up. But clearly we weren't together, either. We've been a couple for three years, but in that moment I felt like I was staring at a stranger. And then I was in the car. With you. And suddenly... I'm sorry. I'm sure this is what you want to hear, sitting naked in the shower, talking about my relationship troubles."

"You can say what you want," I said, "So long as I get to stay here with you."

"And, see, then you say things like that and I... You know what? This is stupid. We're here. Now. And if Rob doesn't want to share my life, then I'm happy to keep it to myself."

Sarah stood up with a squeak. She reached down to help me up, as well. She smiled and tousled my hair. My cock had flagged a bit before, but now he was going full pole and...

"Guys! Hurry it up!" Kelsey called through the door, " I still need to shower."

"There's room for one more!" Sarah said. That dirty minx - where had she been hiding all this time? Kelsey called back.

"And when Julia comes back from breakfast and finds us all stuffed together in the bathroom...?"

Kelsey said the word 'stuffed' in a way that made me really want to stuff her. Sarah, too. Full of my stuffing stuff.

But before I could stop her, Sarah sighed and turned off the shower. She shrugged, then stepped out and wrapped herself in a towel.

"We'll finish this later" she said, "I promise." Then she left the bathroom.

I hung my head down and took a deep breath. All that time in the shower and I somehow felt less clean than before I'd started. I tried to wIll my cock to at least go from steel to copper, but it wouldn't transmute. Instead, I told myself there'd be plenty of time for tomfoolery as the day went on.

*

It was our last day in Chicago before we headed back out on the road for more baseball (and, hopefully, more backseat shenanigans). We had planned on walking around town some more, getting dinner, and then we had tickets to Second City that night.

It was another sunny Chicago day. If I didn't know better, I'd have thought we'd secretly been moved to Los Angeles while we slept. We did touristy things for Kelsey and photoshoot things for Sarah. The White Sox were out of town, but we went over to US Cellular for Julia, just because.

Yet all I could think about was what was to come. With Sarah's shower declaration and Kelsey's... Kelsey-ness, I could only imagine the evening that was in store for me once our day was done and Julia was no longer in the know. I couldn't imagine things getting any better.

Then, as we stepped out of Garrett's, caramel popcorn in hand, I heard the blooping bleeping of a cell phone ringing. Sarah's. She pulled it out of her pocket and looked at the screen.

"Rob," she said, "Ugh. I'm not going to answer it."

"You have to talk to him some time," Kelsey said.

"I agree," Julia said, "Answer the call. Scream 'fuck off!' Then move on."

Sarah laughed, then pocketed the phone. It started ringing again. "Fuck it. Let me just get this over with. You guys go on ahead."

As we walked down the block. I couldn't help but stare back at Sarah. She was pacing back and forth, head bent to her chest. Bits of the conversation drifted over to us, mostly just 'fines' and 'OKs' followed by extended silences. It was clearly an uncomfortable conversation, even for those of us who weren't actually in it.

"Guess they're working it out," Kelsey said.

I was more hoping she was working him over. This would be it, I thought, she'd break it off right then. A few minutes more and it would be all day fun time with Sarah and Kelsey. No more 'no touching.' Maybe all three of us could fit in the backseat and the suitcases would ride shotgun.

"That's not fair!" Sarah shouted. Even a block away, we could tell the conversation was getting louder, more animated. It was tough to watch. I couldn't look away.

I heard more bleeping bloops. My phone.

"Speaking of jerks..." I held up the screen and showed Julia.

"Ugh. Tell him I said 'fuck off.'"

"Who is it?" Kelsey asked.

"Your fucking brother," Julia said, "The jerk that ditched us the day before the trip and dropped you and Sarah on us instead."

"Yes, I know who my brother is. Thanks."

I slid the screen to answer, then started walking down the sidewalk. Now Sarah and I were at opposite ends with Kelsey and Julia standing between us. A complicated dance just to talk on the phone. But talking to my best friend in front of Julia was just asking to get punched in the dick. And talking to him in front of his sister - the girl that had been licking my dick the day before - well, that was not a good idea, either.

"What's up?" I asked, once I felt I was far enough away, "You're missing a hell of a trip."

"Oh good. I'm glad you're having fun. Listen... There's something I've gotta tell you."

*

Sarah finished her call around the same time I did. We convened back in the middle.

"Where next?" she asked. She seemed a bit brighter than before. I was too much in my own cloud to wonder why.

"I want to go back to the hotel," I said.

"Wait. What?" Julia asked.

"I'm just... I'm tired. I want to go back and lie down. OK?"

The girls all sort of surrounded me, protective. I felt hands on my shoulders. My back. Tentative touches that should have kept me calm, but instead only riled me up.

"God... Look, dammit, we've been driving and walking and just... It's too much, OK? Is that alright with the committee? I'm tired of bouncing around and I just need a rest."

Sarah, Kelsey, and Julia all stepped back and stared at me. Appraised.

"Of course," Sarah said, "I'm sure we could all use a break."

"Yeah, dude, don't sweat it," Julia said.

Kelsey just looked at me and narrowed her eyes. "What did my brother say to you?" she asked.

"Nothing. It's nothing."

*

When we got to the hotel room, I announced that I wanted to be alone. The girls conferred once again, then nodded and let me go up to our room without them. I didn't know where they planned to go. At that point I no longer cared.

I stripped down to my shirt and boxers. Lay down on the bed, face down. Buried myself in the pillows. For a while I just wallowed. Then I heard a light little knock.

I got up out of the bed and opened the door. Sarah stood there, looking lovely as always. She had on a tight blouse (really, everything she wore was tight with that chest) and a pair of short shorts. She was smiling shyly.

Our eyes met and locked in a long stare. Suddenly it was all running through my head. Me and Sarah in the car, in the pool. That morning in the shower. The way she looked at me, sometimes, that made me think that maybe I was amazing.

It felt fated. This was our moment. My moment. I leaned forward. Pressed my lips to hers. Lightly at first. Then harder. Sarah put her hands on my shoulders. I pushed myself into her all the more. Tried to force my tongue past her teeth.

I had meant it to be passionate. Daring. Instead it felt oddly transgressive. I reached down, started undoing the buttons on Sarah's blouse. Sarah put her hands on my chest. Not touching, but pushing. Breaking us apart.

"I... I can't. I can't do this with you. Not now."

I stumbled back to the bed and sat there, like awaiting execution. "You and Rob worked it out," I said, "When he called before. When Jim was telling me about... You two made up."

"Yeah. I mean, sorta? He apologized. He was really sweet. He found all these art schools nearby and did all this research about what I need to do to get in and I don't know what we are, but I'm not ready to be done. I want to try to make it work. I feel like I have to try to make it work. But that means... I can't. I'm sorry, Ben. I just can't."

We sat in silence. The air seemed to press around me. To rush out of the room. I could still feel the aftertaste of Sarah's lips on mine. I felt so alone in that moment and all I could think of was how it sort of surrounded me. This bubble of nothing.

"I understand," Sarah said, "You were upset and I said those things before in the shower and I... I'm such a screw up. I shouldn't have screwed you up."

"You didn't. I was just... Y'know what? It doesn't matter. I'm happy for you and Rob."

"No you're not."

"I am. True love and all that. I'm sad for me. That's all."

There was another soft knock on the door.

"Rescue party?" I asked. Sarah started going to the door, then stopped and turned to look at me.

"You're a good guy," she said, "You have nothing to be sad about, OK? Just me. I'm sad."

Kelsey was on the other side, her head cocked. Questioning. Sarah quickly led Kelsey outside the room, then closed the door behind them. I heard the echoes of their voices, but I couldn't tell what they were saying. Was this Sarah telling Kelsey what happened? That she was angry and I was stupid and... Oh God, was I about to lose both girls in one shot?

Just Kelsey came back. She closed the door behind her, then leaned against it, arms crossed.

"You going to tell me what happened?"

I told her. About feeling low and Sarah coming in and me kissing her and how she'd pushed me away and how embarrassed I was. Ashamed. I'd put all that passion out there and all she wanted to do was go back to her boyfriend.

"Don't worry about it," Kelsey said, "Seriously, Sarah's not, like, mad. Not at all."

"What about you? Are you mad?"

"That she took Rob back? Fuck yeah. You know what he said to her?"

I nodded my head.

"Whatever. If she wants to be stupid I guess I can't stop her. But you're clearly upset about something else. So what happened? Not the Sarah thing. Before the Sarah thing. When you stormed off to your room like a mopey, emo pre-teen."

I tried not to laugh and I failed. I took a deep breath and collected myself. Kelsey still had her arms folded, the world's most beautiful interrogator. I wondered if that would work for Homeland Security. You won't respond to torture? Fine. Here's a supermodel. I bet a lot of guys would break right then.

"Jim called me," I said.

"I know, I was there."

"He wanted to apologize for ditching us. Said he was feeling bad. Guilty. Wanted to get it off his chest."

"OK..."

"He's fucking Anna," I said. Blurted. I hadn't planned on saying it. It just... There it was.

"He's WHAT?!" Kelsey practically leapt forward, "Anna your ex-girlfriend, Anna?"

I nodded.

"That fucking stupid piece of... I can't believe he actually... FUCK!"

I jumped up and grabbed Kelsey by the shoulders - a sort of semi-hug. I thought I was the one seeking solace, yet here I was comforting her.

"That lying sack of shit. I can't believe he... I mean, he gave me this, like, whole sob story about how he really wanted to go on the baseball trip and couldn't and how I'd be doing him this epic favor and like... Instead I was just one more obstacle between him and getting laid. He ought to be kicked out of the family for this."

Kelsey wandered over to the bed and sat down. I flopped down next to her. The hotel air conditioning kicked in. It made a low, soothing hum. I could smell Kelsey's shampoo and I couldn't help but feel a little better, then.

"God, that sucks," Kelsey said, "That really really sucks. I mean... How could he do that? You must be devastated. I'm wrecked and he's not even my... y'know."

"I mean, Anna's not my girlfriend any more, either," I said, "So I guess this shouldn't hurt so much, right? It's her life, she can do what - or who - she wants. But I just feel awful inside. I didn't know how to say it before and then I felt so stupid feeling this way so I didn't know if I even should say anything and now it's just this big dark knot and I don't know how to get it out of me."

"I understand why you're upset and if you told Sarah and Julia they'd understand, too. He's supposed to be your friend," Kelsey said, "I mean, ditching you on the trip is bad enough but then he's..." She made a noise somewhere between a scream and a groan. The A/C kind of groaned back.



We both sort of smiled at each other. A bit of a pained look, the shared misery that's best expressed with sullen happiness. We both felt betrayed. Let down.

"OK," Kelsey said, "We're gonna fix this." She pulled out her phone and started texting. I tried to look over her shoulder, but she turned away. Gave me the 'just a sec' sign. A moment later she finished typing and put her phone back down on the bed.

Then she leaned in and kissed me. Our lips had been all over each other's bodies, but somehow this was our first kiss. I tasted at her thin, pink lips and the world felt suddenly all the sweeter. Then Kelsey pulled back, only slightly. Our noses almost touching.

"OK, she said, "here's the deal."

Another light kiss, again on the lips. Smack.

"Julia and Sarah have our tickets. They're going to go get dinner and see the show. They'll be out for hours."

Smack.

"I'm going to stay here. And 'comfort' you. In your time of need. If that's OK with you?"

Smack

I just nodded dumbly. Tried to put our lips back together, but Kelsey held her distance.

"I know I'm not Sarah," she said.

"You don't have to be. You're you - Kelsey. Wonderful, beautiful, amazing Kelsey."

She smiled at me and kissed me again. Then broke apart.

"I'm not upset. Like I said, this is just fun. Nothing serious. No feelings or jealousy or any of that." She snaked her tongue into my mouth. I slid back against her. Gripped at her shoulders and she squeezed back. Both of us holding on. Kelsey stopped us again, then grinned. Cat with canary.

"And with that in mind, you and I are going to spend the evening taking revenge on my older brother. Doing his little sister ought to do nicely, don't you think?" she said.

The grin spread across my face, threatened to swallow my ears, my eyes, all of it. Kelsey was smiling, too. Shyly. Shining. She stood up from the bed, leaving me still sitting there. I noticed Kelsey was panting a little. Shivering. The little blonde hairs on her arms stood up straight.

"Kelsey, I know you're a... I mean, are you sure you want to do this?"

The beautiful teenager responded by reaching down and ripping her shirt right over her head. Bra and all. Gone in one smooth, sweet motion. Her breasts, surprisingly sizable on her small frame, hung high on her chest. Pink nipples stood out sharply.

I ran my eyes over her. Ravenous. Then I looked back up at her face. Seductress, yet also a little scared. Like she knew, in that moment, exactly how much she wanted this and what that meant for her. So flawless and exposed.

She leaned forward and kissed me, almost tentative this time.

"Kelsey, honey, your first time... I mean, my first time with Anna it was terrible. I mean really, really bad. It hurt her and that hurt me and it... You should do it with someone special."

"I am doing it with someone special," she whispered, then kissed me again. Much harder with tongue and teeth. I felt her breasts dangling over my hands. "I'm doing it with you."

Kelsey let me go, then slowly slid down her pants and panties, shimmying them down her legs. Her bare pussy was right at eye level, almost smiling at me, I swear.

"Fffffuck Kelsey." I was definitely going to have to work on other things to say when faced with an amazing, naked woman.

The beautiful teenage blonde stepped forward. Lifted me up so I stood in front of her. Pulled my shirt over my head. Then reached down and undid my belt. My pants pooled at my feet. My boxers joined them. We were both naked, our eyes tracing the shape of each other.

Then we pressed our lips together once again. I grabbed her skinny shoulders. Squeezed. Then turned and pushed her back onto the bed. She crumpled beneath me, held her lips pressed to mine.

"You're amazing," I told her.

"You are too."

"I'm just a guy. A stupid, lucky guy."

We were still kissing. Rolling. I held her arms, her sides, her hips. Tried to keep myself from just diving at her most sensitive parts. Not yet.

"You're THE guy. My guy," Kelsey said.

"So wait. The brother thing from before?"

She giggled a little. "I mean... I'm not going to lie to you and say it isn't a turn on. You know, as an idea. But it wasn't exactly my big brother I was getting off on when I was younger. More like my big brother's best friend."

I rolled her onto her back and started kissing down her jaw to her neck. She sighed and stretched.

"So you've had a crush on me this whole time?"

"Not... God you make me sound like such a weenie."

"You're not a weenie. I'm... You're so fucking fantastic Kelsey and I know you can't just see it yet but just wait. You're gonna blow boy's minds. Especially if you blow their other parts, too."

"Oh brother," Kelsey said and rolled her eyes.

"Oh... sister..." I kept kissing her. Kelsey grabbed my face. Held my attention.

"That would be fun," she said, "But... don't. Not tonight. I want it to just be me and you. OK?"

I smiled, went back down to kissing at her neck. Slowly working down to her collarbone.

"Besides, with awful jokes like that one, I don't know if I'm really ready for this after all."

I moved up and kissed her lips.

"You love my awful jokes," I told her.

"I just hope you get to sucking on my pussy soon so I don't have to hear them anymore."

"Clever girl," I smiled, then moved back down to her chest. I dragged my tongue around the outside of her areola, teasing at her tits without touching their most sensitive spots. Kelsey kept trying to shift herself, trick me into licking at her erect nipples, but I deftly dodged. Finally she just grabbed at the back of my head and shoved me down.

I took the little nubbin into my mouth and held it there, lightly bit at her while she moaned. Gasped.

"Now start licking a little lower, would you?" Kelsey said. I'd forgotten how directive she could be.

"What, like here?" I kissed her stomach. She groaned, then shifted herself upward, making sure my lips would meet their mark.

I stared down at her perfect pussy. Pink lips pouting. Then paused and looked up at Kelsey. The blonde teenager just raised an eyebrow at me. I smiled, then dove into her glistening mound. I started at the bottom, just lapping up her juices, then worked up to her clit. Again, teasing at her.

Kelsey's legs slowly wrapped around my shoulders as I licked from bottom to top, again and again. Then finally I slid a finger inside of her and focused my oral attentions on her magic button.

"Oh... fffffuck that's nice," I heard her sigh muffled through her thin legs. Perhaps for the last time, my finger touched the thick ring of flesh that marked her virginity. I stopped and looked up.

"Do you want me to...? I could do it now and maybe it might not hurt so much when we..."

"No! No. I want it on a cock. Your cock. Please." The sexy teenager strained. I pulled my finger back and found the little bit of roughness on the roof of her snatch. Started petting it lightly while I went back to her clit.

No more playing around, I pressed my tongue hard onto her clitoris and worked it for all I was worth.

"Oh... OH! Close... getting... OH!" Kesley's body went straight. The walls of her pussy squeezed down on my digit. I let it force me out, little bits of white froth on her legs, my hand, the bed. Liquid Kelsey all over. She giggled a little. I slid up to kiss her, then stopped. Some girls didn't like to taste their own...

Kelsey grabbed my face and pulled me down, squeezing my skull so hard it hurt. Well she certainly wasn't shy about putting my head where she wanted it.

"You're a quick cummer," I said.

"Maybe you're just really good at getting me going."

"I hope so. You're so incredible, Kelsey. I just want to make you feel incredible."

"You do. I do. Now, there seems to be something else we wanted to do." She reached down and grabbed my cock. "Oh yes. There he is."

She smiled and jerked me a few times. I was so hard it hurt, and my balls just ached even more badly. Oh crap.

"Kelsey, I don't have a condom. Are you...?"

"I don't have one either," she said, thinking. "It's OK."

"Are you sure? I mean, I'm clean and everything and I know you are, too, but I don't want to like..."

"I want my first time to be bare, anyway. It should be skin on skin. But, like, don't like... cum. Inside me, I mean. It's OK to cum just..."

"Just not in you."

"Yeah. Tits, face, ass, wherever. Is that OK?"

"Kelsey, whatever you want is fine. I just want to make sure I'm doing right by you."

"Good, then what I want is this," she squeezed my cock pointedly, "In this." She pointed at her waiting pussy. It had gone from pink to purple. The lips hung open, obscene. I could see the moisture dripping down and, obviously, I could smell her essence as well.

I tried to slide my mouth back over her but she pushed me away and wagged her free finger. First pointed at my cock, then at her hungry hole.

I'll admit it, at that moment, I got nervous. Kelsey and I weren't dating. We weren't anything. But I didn't want to hurt her or disappoint her in any way and, like I said, I knew what a first time was like for a girl and most of what I knew was that it s-u-c-k sucked. And sure, I'd gotten her worked up with my mouth and she seemed wet and wild but...

Kelsey pulled me forward with my cock. Spread her legs and brought me to her center. I reached up and stroked her hair. Kissed at her cheeks and mouth. She rested the tip of my cock at her entrance. I felt her little nether lips tug at it. Urge me forward. Every instinct demanded I slam home. I held there.

I caught her eyes. Now Kelsey was the one who looked nervous. I smiled.

"Maybe I should suck your... penis."

"My cock?"

"Yeah, like, would you want that?"

"It might help with lubrication," I said.

"In porn they always... Like the girls always go down on the guy before they..."

"How much porn are you watching?"

"Shut up."

"It's not... There's no ritual here. I went down on you because I thought it would get you wet and that cumming would help loosen you up a little. I'll do it again if you'd like, but I don't think that's what you want."

"It's just... You have a really big cock. I haven't..."

"You just told me you watch porn!"

"That's what I mean! It feels really big and I don't want it to hurt."

"Do you want me to stop?"

"No, I want you to..."

"I'll take care of you. I promise. If it hurts, we'll stop. If it really hurts we'll, I don't know, go watch porn and do something else, OK? Incest porn."

"I never should have admitted to that." Kelsey sighed and rolled her eyes.

"It's OK. You shouldn't... I'm going to stop."

I started to pull back, but Kelsey's hand shot down and grabbed my shaft. Held me in place.

"No!" she said, "Don't you dare."

I stroked her hair and kissed her again.

"Just... just go slow," she said.

"And no cumming in you," I said.

"Preferably no."

"And remember why we're doing this," I told her

Kelsey tilted her head slightly.

"To take revenge on your brother."

She laughed and as she did, I slid myself forward. Her laugh sort of morphed into a low groan. Not in pleasure, but not exactly pain either.

"Oh, you're cruel."

"Not nearly as cruel as I will be in a moment," I said.

"Is it... How much? Feels like a lot."

"Just the head. The head of the head, really," I said. My hips were absolutely straining but I held them back. Moved forward a little more. Sheathed in her snatch, it was like my whole existence - every nerve, every part of me - was snaking into that pussy.

There was a whole world of sensations surrounding us - the bed, the sunlight, the beautiful woman beneath me - but I only felt two things: wet and tight. Kelsey was dripping. I could already feel her liquid sliding down my shaft and over my balls. A tremendous little tickle. And yet, at the same time, sliding forward felt like this incredible effort as her pussy walls slowly adjusted to my shaft.

Actually, I felt a third thing. An imperative, a need, to just pound my cock into poor little Kelsey's pussy, pain be damned. And every second I was fighting it, a wrestling match in my head to mirror the one that Kelsey and I were undergoing on the hotel bed.

I looked down at her and saw she was staring forward. Sweating. Panting. Looking little and afraid but also wanting. I smiled and she smiled back. I kissed her lightly on the lips.

"Little more?"

"Yeah."

I let myself lean forward more. I felt it at my tip. The barrier. I knew I could push forward and just...

"Big push coming," I told her.

She nodded, gamely, but I could tell this wasn't going well. She seemed to be mumbling to herself.

"Too much... too much..."

I started to pull back but she grabbed my ass and stopped me.

"I don't want to hurt you, Kelsey."

"Someone will. Eventually someone's going to have to do this and I want it to be you, OK?"

At the same time, she pushed me forward, her hands on my ass.

"What if you sat on me and then you could control it?" I asked.

"No. Want you... Want you to do it. Be my first. Don't... don't you want it? Want me?"

"I do."

"Oh, Ben, you're gonna break my little pussy. Don't you want my... my juice all over your big, hard cock? Yours only. I could be a hundred and there'll always be a little part of me that's yours. I want that. I want you to give that to me"

I went forward a little more.

"That's... that's it. Fill me. Stuff me full. Pound me with that cock. I want to... I want to see it. My blood on your cock. Come on. Show me. Give it to me. I want it so bad.

"This is it," I told her, rearing back for the big plunge. Kelsey nodded, brave face.

I pushed forward, felt my cock freeze in place, then burst forward.

"OH! ooooooooo," Kelsey mewled and I saw a tear pool at the corner of her eye.

"Is that... that it? You whole cock? I got it all?"

I looked down.

"Little more."

"Goddammit, Ben, are you sure you're just average?"

"Are you OK?"

Kelsey tried to shift around and winced.

"Not really, but let's... let's get this over with."

"There's the romance I'm looking for."

Kelsey's face shifted into a little girl pout.

"Oh come ooonnn Ben. I want alllll of it. Haven't I been good enough to earn it?"

I shook my head, readjusted then did my best to slide in to the hilt. My balls lightly scraped against Kelsey's bottom. I leaned forward and wrapped her close.

She sighed, more from relief than contentment. After a minute she seemed to get restless.

"Still hurts?"

"Yeah. A lot. Like, so much. What the hell, you bastard?"

"You told me to."

"And if I told you to jump off a bridge would you do that?"

"If I could land in your perfect pussy? Probably."

Kelsey laughed and I felt it everywhere. In her shoulders as I held them tight. On my cock as her pussy rumbled along with the rest of her body.

"Can I see?" she asked, suddenly.

"You mean, like..."

"Yeah. I want to see it all inside me."

I shifted (Kelsey moaned as I slid back and not in a good way) and let her lean forward to look at where we were joined. There really was some blood on the part of my shaft that was now exposed. The rest was good and buried. Like a weird, dirty magic trick, my cock just seemed to disappear inside the tiny teenager's twat.

"Wow," Kelsey said, "That's so cool."

I saw her eyeing the blood on my cock.

"I really hope the hotel washes these sheets," she said. "Thoroughly."

Sitting slightly up made Kelsey's breasts dangle alluringly, so I leaned forward and took one into my mouth. Just suckling lightly.

"Mmmmmm..." Kelsey said and then slowly let herself lean back, pulling her tit out of my mouth. My cock slid forward with her, re-burying himself in her velvet underground. She kind of hissed in pain as he did so.

"So that's it?" she asked.

"Well, usually we'd move back and forth for a bit until, ideally, we reach some sort of a climax."

"You make it sound so romantic."

Like I said, Kelsey was a smart girl well before she'd grown into a beautiful woman and I could see her logicking her way through this. "Well, let's try that," she said. I smiled and kissed her. Started to withdraw and then slid forward, a micro-thrust, really.

"Ow," Kelsey said, "Ow. ow. ow."

"Sorry."

"Keep going."

I pulled back again - God, this was hard, I wanted to just fuck her so bad, her pussy was so wet and tight and I... I couldn't. I wouldn't. I would make it good for her. I'd find a way.

"Ah! Dammit. Why does this hurt so bad?"

"You get used to it," I said, "Not the pain, I mean, the..."

"The penetration?"

"Yeah. And then it starts to feel good. And then really good. At least, that's what I've been told."

I started sliding back again.

"I don't think I can do this..." Kelsey said suddenly, her voice small.

"It's OK," I said.

"Are you sure? I mean, we could start again in a little bit or maybe I'll just suck you off. Oh my slutty little mouth would love to take your..."

I held my hand up. Looked her straight in the eyes.

"It's OK," I said.

Kelsey nodded meekly. I withdrew. My cock was garish - striped with Kelsey's virginal blood and white streaks of pussy juice. Purple and aching. She looked at me, then slid her eyes down.

"It's fine," I said, pointed, "I'm gonna have to go take care of this. Red cock. Blue balls."

Kelsey giggled and I remembered what it felt like when I was inside her and she was laughing. She curled her legs up to her and wrapped her arms around her knees. She looked young and scared and I went over to comfort her.

"It's OK, just... disappointed," Kelsey said.

"I'm sorry."

"Not you, Me. I'm so mad at me."

"We can try again, you know. Any time."

I heard some bleeping bloops. My phone, rumbling through my pants' pocket at the end of the bed.

"You should get that," Kelsey said, "It might be the girls."

I reached down to my jeans and pulled my phone out of my pocket.

"Ugh. No." I showed her the screen: Jim.

"No, thank you," I said, starting to toss my phone away.

Kelsey raised an eyebrow at me, then leapt forward. I looked down at the naked beauty, all pink and perfect. Her little bum shook slightly as she reached for the phone. Below it, her pleasure center still dark and dripping.

Kelsey slid her thumb across the screen and answered. She lay on her stomach, blonde head propped on her arm. Legs up, feet dangling. Like a high school girl taking a call from one of her girlfriends. Only completely naked. I saw her switch it over to speaker. I sat back against the pillows and listened. Our legs sort of tapped at each other.

"Ben? Hey man, listen. I'm so glad you picked up. What I said before... Look, I don't like how we left things and I was hoping we could... Am I on speaker?"

"Hi Jim," Kelsey said, flatly.

"Uh... who is this? Do I have the wrong number?"

"It's Kelsey. Y'know, your sister?"

"Uhhh.. Hey Kels. Um, why do you have Ben's phone? I really want to talk to him and I..."

"Ben's busy right now," Kelsey said. She put the phone down on the bedspread. Then, pointedly, she rose up on all fours. Almost like we were about to fuck doggystyle. Though that was obviously not what the still-somewhat innocent teenager could possibly have in mind.

"Well, I mean," the phone continued, "Could you go get him? It's kind of important."

Kelsey wagged her head toward her ass, then looked over at me.

Holy... We were about to fuck doggystyle. Holy holy holy holy fuck! Kelsey must have seen my eyes widen in shock because she just smiled and wagged her head at me again.

"He's in the room, Jim," Kelsey said, "He's just busy right now. Too busy to talk to you, anyway."



I got on my knees and, tentatively, kind of shifted into position. My dick was still a steel bar wrapped around an iron rod so that wasn't going to be an issue. I started to lower my head, to sup at Kelsey's ample juices, but she swatted at me.

"Hang on," she told the phone, then pressed mute.

"You," she turned her head, somehow looking angry while still presenting her pussy to me in one of the most submissive positions possible, "Stop dicking around and get your dick in me."

"But..."

"You said we could try again any time and that time is now. I'll handle the phone."

"You don't want to maybe hang up first?"

With her left hand, Kelsey reached down and unmuted. With her right, she reached back and aimed my arrow at her target.

I didn't need telling twice. In one smooth motion - so much different than the first time - I slid inside little Kelsey's golden snatch.

"Ahhhhhhhh," Kelsey sighed.

"Better?" I asked.

"Much much. So much."

"Hello?" the phone asked.

"Is that all of it?" Kelsey asked me.

"Little more."

"You and your little more," Kelsey sighed, "Yes brother, I'm still here."

I was fully inside of Kelsey and I held there, again, hoping she was getting more used to the sensation. I certainly wasn't - she was, somehow, even wetter than the last time around and in this position her pussy was absolutely squuuueeeeeeezing me. Even my parts that weren't in her felt constricted by the stunning teen's incredible snatch

"Hmmmm," she said, contentedly.

"What's going on?" Jim asked.

"I thought you were apologizing to Ben," Kelsey said.

"I was. Yes, I was. Can you put him on the phone?"

Reluctantly, I reached over for my cell, but Kelsey was having none of it.

"Don't you think you should apologize to me, too?" she asked, "For making me go on this trip under false pretenses?"

"Crap. You're right, Kelsey, I'm sorry. Are you having that bad of a time?"

"No I'm having a goooooood time," Kelsey said, waggling her butt as she said it - working my cock in her pussy like running a Jolly Rancher over her tongue.

"Hang on," she said, pushing the mute button.

"Hey, Ben. That thing you said before. The back and forth and back and forth until I climax? Let's, like, get on that, K?"

Somewhere between amused and shocked, I slid my cock back and then drove forward. Kelsey's body rode with me and she sighed, loudly, before unmuting the phone.

"That is... so much better," she said.

I started sawing in and out of Kelsey's pussy. Slowly. Hands gripping her hips. Her little butt cheeks. God she felt amazing. I'd be covering her back in cum in no time if I wasn't careful.

"Ah, Ah, Ah," Kelsey panted with every thrust. She picked up the phone - quite dexterously, all things considered (though, admittedly, I was still going slow) - and switched off the speaker. I thought she was hanging up, but I was more than incorrect.

"Yes," she said to the phone, "Y... yes. No I'm not sorry, why sh... why should I be sorry? I told you, Ben's busy."

I was hitting my rhythm and so was she. Every sentence was punctuated with a shared little gasp. I reached down, around her thin thighs, and found Kelsey's little clitty with my finger.

"OH! Oh fffffFUCK!" She cried. It was a little hard pumping her while also bent around her, and Kelsey seemed to sense this. She reached back with her non-phone hand and pushed mine away. Strumming herself, while leaving me to stick with the percussion. I went back to full strokes.

"G... gonna have to... g... go soon," Kelsey said, head hanging down. Her hair wrapped around the phone. I couldn't hear the other end but it sounded like a question.

"B... Ben? I told you. He's in... inside. Right here. He's... listening," she laughed a little. A guilty, dirty, giggle.

The dirty teenager raised up the cell so I could see her switch back to speaker.

"Say hi, Ben!"

"Hi!"

"Waitaminute," I heard the phone say, "Are you two... fucking?!"

"Yup!" Kelsey cheered happily, "And it's... so... fucking... good!"

Stunned silence. Kelsey switched off the speaker and put the phone back to her ear. She rubbed at her pussy while I pounded her. Going a bit faster now. I couldn't help myself. I knew it was building. Building. I couldn't care. Kelsey's pussy seemed to just hug me tighter and tighter with each thrust. My balls ached from bouncing off her clit. From all the seed they were about to spill.

"Well maybe you should've thought of that before you slept with Ben's ex," Kelsey said, strangely matter-of-factly. The voice on the other end said something but I couldn't understand it and was too busy to try.

"Y... yes. He's in... In me right now," Kelsey continued, "Pumping me with his... big... OH Sssssssoooooo good. Y... yeah. Don't think... Don't think I'm ever gonna stop... He's pounding me. I can feel every ridge... as it rubs against my... Yeah. Oh... oh wow. He's going faster now. Getting close. Ohhh... oh FUCK yes!

Kelsey reached down with her free hand and started rubbing her clit again.

"I'm rubbing my clitty now," she told the phone, "Just like I... Just like I showed you."

My rhythm skipped and I almost fell right out of her pussy. What did she just say?

"Yeah, well. You got yours, so I'm g... I'm getting mine. Harder! Give it to me goddammit. Don't... stop... giving it... to... ME!"

Kelsey's whole body sort of cinched for a moment, then she straightened. Her pussy, somehow, tightened even more around me.

"D... did you hear that Jimmy? I j... just came. I just came on a cock. Your best friend's giant, amazing cock just made me cum so... fucking... GOOD!"

She turned her head back to look at me, "My brother says he's going to kill you."

"Not if... if your p... pussy doesn't first," I said.

"Getting close?" Kelsey asked me.

"Y... yeah."

The incredible blonde dynamo turned her head slightly and - I swear - gave me a big grin and a thumbs up. Then she went back to her call.

"OK - Jimmy I gotta go. No. Oh... fffffuck. No. Your buddy's about to cum. I'm hanging up. Yes, I'm sure he'll call you back eventually. No he's not wearing a... Well too fucking bad cause he's gonna and I'm letting him! Yes - I will. No, I won't. OK. OK. Give my love to Mom!"

Kelsey tossed the phone to the floor, then fell forward laughing hysterically, little snorts punctuating every breath. My cock slid out of her and dangled dripping on the bedspread.

"That was fucking awesome!" she said, convulsing on the bed. Well, I told her we'd go until her climax - though this wasn't exactly what I'd meant. I crawled over her and kissed her deeply. Our tongues fought for dominance. The beautiful teenager spread her legs, reached down for my cock and dragged me back inside her for the third time that night.

"Come on stud," she said, "finish me."

Ever happy to oblige, I leaned over and slid straight in.

"More," she said, "Pound me. Pump me. Fuck me like you fucking mean it."

I'd spent the whole night holding back on my baser urges - the drive to just absolutely plow the pretty girl under me. And I'd forced myself to keep calm. Like riding a sports car stuck in third, all I had wanted to do was floor it but I'd stayed my acceleration.

No more. I gave in to my baser urges and began absolutely battering the little blonde vixen into the bed with abandon. My sack slapped into her so hard it hurt. She gasped and groaned with every thrust.

Any doubt that I had about the accuracy of my actions was quickly doused as Kelsey reached down and starting jilling herself again. Her deft little fingers brushed the top of my cock. I felt the spark of satisfaction starting to grow.

"Kelsey I'm really..."

"Good. Me too. Come on, Ben. Pump me. Pump that pussy. Give it to me. Hard. Harder dammit."

I reached up and held Kelsey's wrists above her head, stretching her breasts ohhhh so lovely. She grinned, kissed my cheek. My neck. I grasped at her wrists so hard, it probably hurt, using them for leverage.

Kelsey shrieking. Babbling. Nonsense.Telling me to fuck. Fuck.

"Keep fucking meee!" she cried, "AH!"

Kelsey straightened again. I recognized her little cums now. She dropped her hand off her clit. Reached up and squeezed at her tit. Rubbed her fingers on my cheek.

"Ben. Ben you've got to... Got to cum... OK, baby? You... I know you're trying not to. You're doing such a good job. My first time. OH! But now... Now you have to cum. Need it. Please. Cum for me."

I nodded, slammed into her. I wasn't at the edge exactly but I could see it now. Started to plan my end. Not here but... but soon.

"Getting close."

"Yeah... Damn right. How's my little virgin puss? Not a virgin any more."

"So... so good."

"Like you never want to leave?"

"Yeah."

"M...me. Me too. That cock is so good. Don't want to ever let it go."

"Got to. Soon."

"I know. I will. Tell me when."

"Getting there."

I felt Kelsey slide her legs up and around me. Flexible little nymph, her pussy seemed to shrink in this new position. What had been a wet warm hug was almost choking. Drowning.

"You want to rub your..."

"N... no... too sensitive. Just... just need to cum. OK? Cum for me."

I nodded. Point of no return. I was there now. Floodgates open. Pleasure rising. My brain, my fingers, my fucking cock and in my head all I wanted was to... No. I started to slide back. Kelsey's legs held me close.

"No!" she said, "No no no."

"Kelsey, I've gotta..."

"Don't you dare. Don't you dare. Come on. Cum. Cum inside. Cum inside meeeee."

I tried to pull back again, but the little blonde was stronger than she looked and she held me close - arms and legs wrapped around. Chanting.

"Don't you dare. Don't you dare. Don't you dare."

And then I wasn't just at the edge, I was over - seed bursting out of the floodgates, racing forward, cock quivering... BURST!

Kelsey gasped and then screamed low in her throat and her body wrapped around me even tighter and

BURST

I swear I felt my fertility splash against Kelsey's pussy walls and she must have felt it too because she was squealing and squeaking as her body rocked against mine, almost shaking and

BURST

Another blast of seed sent into the beautiful blonde teenager's unprotected pussy. My eyes squeezed shut so lost in my own pleasure. Only the press of flesh, the smell of sex. Kelsey's gasps and shudders and my need to just keep filling. Keep filling her up with my cum

BURST and Burst and burstburstburst till I was empty, my cock still straining at Kelsey's little quim trying to give her more.

Kelsey's limbs loosened. So inextricably together, now the moment passed, and I slowly peeled myself off of her. She lay back, flat. Blown. I leaned over and kissed her forehead and she smiled. Slowly stretched herself up. Then she looked down at her still-splayed legs. Her pussy red, flecked with white from our cums.

"Holy crap that's a lot," Kelsey said, "Are you sure you're not a porn star?"

She reached down and cupped her hand at her now-sated snatch, scooping some of my spend. Kelsey stared at it, always the scientist. Studied.

"Hmmm," she sighed contentedly, "I don't know about baseball stuff, but that was definitely a home run. You didn't tell me it got that good, that quick."

"Doesn't always."

"Magic penis," Kelsey said. She reached down and grabbed another palm-full of sticky fluid. "Seriously?"

"I'm sorry Kelsey. You told me not to cum in you... I'll go downstairs right now. I bet there's a pharmacy open, it's not that late and I can..."

"It's cool," the beautiful teenager said, "I'm on the pill."

"Oh. Oh good! But you said..."

"I said 'don't cum in me' cause I thought I didn't want that. Then I did. Don't worry. I'm horny, not stupid."

My whole body seemed to unwind in that moment. Fuck. I really thought I'd done something awful just then. Not that it'd stopped me, exactly. Stupid brain always making me do stuff then making me guilty for it.

"So you're safe."

"Far as I know. Though you should probably fuck me again, just to be sure."

*

We cleaned up afterward, each taking a turn in the shower. I thought we might clean up together, but post-sex Kelsey was less... driven than ordinary Kelsey. It was probably for the best, my poor cock was pretty wrung out after the evening's adventure.

When we got back to bed it was still somewhat early. The other girls wouldn't be back for another hour, and so we lazed against the pillows. Kelsey drifted her hands through my chest hair and I lazily stroked at her long, blonde locks. She cooed, content.

"So," she asked, "Feeling better?"


The Baseball Trip Pt. 05

Fifth Inning

Part five of a nine part series! Probably best if you start at the start, y'know? In any case, this one's got a little light BDSM, so be warned. Everyone here is over 18.

*****

It was getting late and I was still laying in bed with Kelsey - my (no doubt former) best friend's little sister. We'd just streamed her first three times back-to-back-to-back and the beautiful blonde was cuddling against my chest like a wild animal, now domesticated.

Post-sex Kelsey was dreamy, her discussions meandering. She found everything funny and almost no question was out of bounds. I was in post-coital bliss, myself. Just sort of entranced by the multi-striped wallpaper of our hotel room. Not thinking about how the rest of our road warriors - my tomboy roommate Julia and the buxom, other object of my desire, Sarah - would come back at any moment and find us, naked, in a bed that one of them was supposed to be sharing that night.

I couldn't stop thinking about what Kelsey had said, though, while we were in the moment. She had admitted that she'd let her brother watch as she worked herself over. It was none of my business, of course. And why did I care? But we were drifting and suddenly I couldn't stop myself from saying whatever came to my head.

"So you and your brother?" I asked. I expected silence. Or even just an exasperated sigh. Instead the beautiful blonde came right out and said,

"Yeah, I mean, we fooled around a few times. Nothing serious. Like you heard, I showed him mine, he showed me his. It kind of... escalated from there? But never, like, touching. Like, not the important parts, anyway."

"You say that so casually."

"Maybe because it was? Casual. I mean, I kinda get the feeling that all siblings get a little flirty at some point. Even if it never gets past stealing a look through a cracked door or kissing or whatever. Cause you're young and he's a boy and you're a girl and... Why not, right? And maybe we went farther than most siblings. But then I'm pretty sure we didn't go so far as some others."

"So when I was mad at Jim for being with Anna..."

"Yeah, I was kind of mad at him, too. For sorta the same thing? It's not fair. Like I said to you before, it was all supposed to just be for fun. At some point I guess it grew into something more."

Now the room got silent. The traffic outside was getting heated, there was honking and something that sounded a lot like people cursing. The soundtrack of the city. Inside it was just cold and dark - the kind of temperatures that make all kinds of worries bubble up.

"Do you feel the same way about you and me?" I asked, "Are you worried that the fun might get all tangled up in feelings?"

"Not really. I mean, kinda? I'm not like... I'm not mad or jealous about Sarah. I kinda want you to hook up with Julia, actually. I think she likes you and I get the feeling you have feelings for her, too."

"Never gonna happen."

"Yuh-huh. Well, in any case, if it did? That doesn't bother me a bit. So I'm cool with you doing... whoever, I guess. I just don't want you to stop being with me, either. I'm not going to lie though. I'm really worried that..."

*bzzzt*

It was the sound of a key being slid into the lock. I leapt right out of Kelsey's bed and into the next one over. It was not a smooth transfer. But by the time the door swung open both of us were under the covers and in our separate corners. Safe.

Sarah and Julia stepped in. Sarah waved weakly.

"How was the show?" I asked.

"How are you feeling?" Sarah asked.

"So much better," I said, trying not to smile too broadly. If Sarah or Julia noticed anything amiss, they didn't say anything. Not that Sarah would have cared about me plowing Kelsey - actually she might have been pleased. She took a surprising amount of interest in her best friend's pleasures. But then, it seemed like everyone on this trip had adopted an open bed policy.

Except for Julia, of course. Kelsey might think it was a neat idea, all of us messing around together. But I knew - if Julia even thought anything was going on, she'd break me bone by bone. I was just lucky I'd escaped before she suspected anything.

*

For the first time in two days I woke up without my cock buried in the crack of someone's butt. In fact, for the first time in two days I woke up to an empty room. It was a little eerie - like I'd somehow overslept and been left behind by all humanity.

I got up, took a much-needed shower, then started packing up my things. I had just finished getting dressed when there was a knock at the door. None too polite. At least I was presentable, I thought.

I reached for the knob, but the door flew open, nearly busting my nose in the process. Julia. Hands on her hips. Eyes burning at me from behind her glasses. Her almost always perfect ponytail seemed to be fraying at the seams.

"Hey Jules," I said. I swear my voice cracked as I said it.

"Shut up. You've been doing this the whole time?"

"Doing what?"

"Don't play dumb with me, you idiot. Kelsey. I saw the two of you in bed last night. You've been fucking around with her the whole trip, haven't you?"

My face burned. I buried it in my toes.

"Sarah, too."

"FUCK!" Julia walked into the room, poked at my chest with one thin finger. I stepped back, instinctive.

"So this whole time you've just been fucking..."

"Well, I mean, Sarah and I. We've just been fooling around. She doesn't want to... y'know the boyfriend and... And Kelsey and I only had sex for the first time last night. It was kinda meant to make up for the fact that Jim had..."

Julia fixed me with a look of disdain that could keep millions of Catholic children on the straight and narrow for decades. A stare that could shame the pope.

"I'll just shut up," I said.

"Good idea."

She stepped up to me again. Julia was wearing her usual uniform of a t-shirt and jeans.

Her chest rose up and back like she'd run a mile. This was my roommate, one of my closest friends. We'd lived together for nearly two years and I felt like I'd seen Julia in every way possible. I'd never seen her like this.

She poked my chest again, pushing me back another step. I felt the bed against the back of my knees.

"Julia, I didn't mean to. I mean..."

"What? You were walking around one day and happened to fall into Kelsey's vagina? You and Sarah were just forced to run your private parts all over each other?"

"No, of course not."

"This whole time. You've been fucking around. Leaving me out of it."

"I thought you'd be mad."

"You're damn right I'm mad," the athletic brunette said, then poked me in the chest one last time. I fell back onto the bed. Bounced a bit. I started to sit up, but Julia just pushed me back down. She was strong, I knew, but it was more than physical intimidation. The look on her face... All I wanted to do was fall on my knees and beg forgiveness. But my cute little roomie wouldn't let me move.

She stood over me, freckled nose crinkled. We'd had been such a good trip. Now it was ruined. I rifled through my brain, looking for anything to say might save it. Or at least keep me from having to walk home from 5 states away.

"We were stuck in the back seat of the car," I said, "Sarah and I. We kind of... There was rubbing and it got out of hand. I admit that. Then the next day Kelsey was back there and the same thing happened. I mean, it kept escalating. And we reached a point where it was impossible to tell you, even though there was no possible way for us to..."

"Shut up."

"Sorry."

"Shut. UP."

Silence. I tilted my head up to look at Julia. I could no longer read her face. She took her glasses off, put them on the dresser behind her.

"Kelsey and Sarah are downstairs having breakfast," Julia said. She reached back and pulled out her ponytail, then shook her long brown hair out till it flowed straight down to the middle of her back. "It was nice of you to confess just now, but they already told me everything."

"Every...?"

"Can you please just be quiet?" Julia stepped forward, trapping me on the bed, "They told me the same thing you did. That it was an accident... Or a series of accidents... Or... Y'know what, I'm not sure how this whole thing ever happens but clearly it did and whatever. They feel bad. You feel bad. That's fucking great."

Then my best friend, the girl I'd always kinda wanted but didn't know how to say - tiny and lithe with long dark hair and bright green eyes - reached down and lifted her shirt right up and over her head. I'd never seen Julia's hair not in a ponytail, let alone looked at her without a shirt on.

Her skin was pale and pink. Her stomach flat. A pair of tiny breasts peeked out from a thin, almost perfunctory, white bra. Her athletic, long arms were still readied like she was going into a fight. I tried to catch her eyes - had I ever seen them without the black glasses? - but she was staring past me.

"The girls are willing to wait while you and I... work things out. Understood?"

I nodded. Then started to sit up again. Julia's arm shot out and grabbed mine. In a moment I found myself twisted back onto the bed, locked in place and surrounded by pain. I tried to move, but Julia just increased the pressure till it felt like my arm would sooner pop out of my shoulder than escape her grasp. I gasped.

"Understood?!" Julia pushed at my arm for emphasis.

"Understood," I choked out. She let go of my arm. I cradled it like a wounded animal. There were tears in my eyes from the pain, but it didn't keep me from seeing my sexy roommate reach back and undo her bra. Her breasts, even tinier than I'd imagined behind the fabric, did their little best to jiggle as she let them go. Her nipples were dark pink and protruding.

"Wow," I said, unbidden. I caught Julia sort of smiling but she quickly stuffed it back away.

"Lie back," she told me. She made it clear she'd twist my arm right off if I didn't do what she wanted.

I moved back so my head was resting on the pillow. She climbed on me, over me, and then moved her head down like we were about to kiss. Then her knee went right into my groin. No swift thrust, just a bit of pressure. The beginning of my hard-on didn't even falter, but my poor abused balls began to radiate pain. Just enough.

Julia dipped her head lower, started to kiss me. I began kissing back then.

"OW! Fuck!"

That b... lovely girl had bit me! I tasted blood on my tongue.

"Julia, look, I know you're..."

"Quiet." she hissed. Then the athletic brunette reached down and tore (and I mean tore, I heard the screech of ripping fabric) my shirt right off me. I felt her pert little titties drag over my chest. She began running her tongue and teeth over my mouth, my ears, my neck. Soft caresses mixed with little nips that kept my nerve endings on constant high alert.

I tried to reach up and feel her, run my fingers over her well-built body, but she slapped at my hands. She gave each of my nipples a little bite, then sat up and pulled at her own anxious titties, hard. Giggling as she did it.

Julia sort of sat up on her haunches and undid her jeans, throwing them to the side. She was wearing purple panties and they soon followed, revealing her trimmed, tiny bush. Her pussy was almost folded up, neat. The insides of her thighs were already wet.

She reached her arm back and I flinched, but instead she swung down and gave her bare mound a good firm slap.

Crack!

I looked down and saw now she was fumbling with my own belt. I reached down to try to help her, only to receive a whack on my hands for my trouble. Julia's eyes were focused, her tongue tucked up at the corner of her mouth, locked in to the job at hand.

Once my pants were off, my boxers followed. My head might not have known what to do, but my cock was raring to go. It slapped against my stomach before steadying strong and straight.

"There's the little troublemaker," Julia said, "Though not at all so little, are we?"

She studied my shlong for a moment, then started nibbling up my stomach till her back was right over my front. I could smell her, then, a heady melange that for some reason made me think of cinnamon, though of course no one's musk actually smells like that. Julia reached down and tilted my head upward, so my mouth was right in position to meet her own nether lips.

I didn't need instructions - couldn't have argued anyway, her grip on my skull was so tight - and as Julia's lovely cunt pressed down I opened my mouth and kissed it. Warm and wet.

This wasn't shy Sarah, afraid of her own desire. Nor was it inexperienced Kelsey, needing me to slowly tease her into compliance. Julia knew what she wanted and damned if she was going to let me give it to her any other way. She ground her clit into my nose and jammed her hot hole hard over my mouth.

I rolled my tongue and slid it inside while Julia ground her sopping center against me. Little grunts and groans with every downward press, though I could barely hear them through her taut, toned thighs. She might not be able to crack a walnut with those, but I was already well and broken.

As we reached a rhythm - the bed squeaking, me gasping, Julia grunting - she suddenly stopped. In a move that could have been shown on stage, my agile bestie spun around in one smooth motion. I could only see pussy, but her clit was facing the other way so I knew that Julia's head had to be down by my crotch.

That assumption was confirmed when I felt something warm and wet engulf my cock in one go.

"Ohhhhh ffffffuck."

"Keep licking," Julia snarled - her order no less imposing despite the fact she said it around a mouthful of my dick.

I went back to work, tongue trained on Julia's eager clitty. I tried to reach up - to fill Julia's gaping hole with my fingers - but her legs had my hands pinned to my sides. She sucked up my shaft with a loud slurp, then went back to her standard practice of mixing kisses with nibbles at my cock. My poor penis didn't know what to do with himself, and he wept pre-cum from all the turmoil.

"Jules," I tried to call out. She paused. "I need... If I had my hand I could..."

I felt her leg loosen, and my right hand came free. I swear it was tingling - almost numb. But I quickly got it to work, jamming a finger into Julia's pussy. It gave me a firm squeeze hello, and Julia matched that with her mouth around my cock.

I noticed though that she was getting erratic, and the more I pumped her puss with my finger and swatted her clit with my tongue, the less precise and focused Julia was with her own task. I felt her legs (somehow) grow even tighter around me. My roomie made these little noises around my shaft.

"Hm. Hm. Hm."

Then her legs kicked out.

"HMMMMMMMM!"

She spit my cock straight out and screamed her pleasure. At the same time her pussy seemed to shrink around my finger, forcing it out. A little gush of juice spurted onto my face. Too much for just extra lubrication, though certainly not enough to be anything else.

"Guh. Ah. Fuck," Julia was just muttering nonsense as her little body shook with the tail end of her orgasm. "Been too long..."

Then slowly she picked herself up. Spun around and stared down at me. Her chest was slightly flushed. Her nipples somehow even more erect - little Eiffel Towers on top of her tiny mounds.

My face was sticky with my own blood and Julia's cum. She'd marked me. For the first time since she'd burst into my room, Julia smiled down at me. I tried to sit up, to kiss her lips, but she dodged and pushed me back into the bed.

Julia slid back and sat over my knees. My cock - firm as it ever could be - sat right in front of her. Almost as if it was growing out of her own pubis. She grabbed at my purple penis, somehow even more erect than before.

It was a strangely sexy sight - girl post orgasm with perky tits sitting there and slowly stroking at what appeared to be her own cock. She gave it a tight squeeze, nearly too tight, then pushed my cock down into my stomach.

Slowly, the cute brunette moved forward, drrrrraaaaaagggging her dripping pussy over my shaft till she sat directly on top of it.

"Don't. Move." Julia ordered. I started to nod, then remembered my punishment from before. I didn't want to think about what she'd injure this time.

"Understood."

Julia kept her almost-glowing green eyes locked on mine as she slid back and forth - slowly, tortuously - on my dick. Every time she got to my head I felt the warmth of her opening keening for my cock, but she would quickly slide back. Teasing herself. Teasing me. Her clit was jammed up against my shaft so hard I swore I could feel it rubbing on me.

Julia shuddered as she worked back and forth - fought to keep our looks locked but her body betrayed her.

"Hrrrrrrrhmmmmm AH!"

I felt a little splash on my cock as my roommate came once again. Her body fell forward, her forehead crunched against my chin - even when she wasn't trying to, she hurt me. Julia slowly came to, realized she was holding onto my shoulders, then quickly popped up.

Sitting up straight again, she started the same process. This time she let my cock get even closer. The head kissed at her open puss, then it was gone. A little more the next time. A little more. The whole head wrapped in her wonderful wetness, then free. Then in again. Further. My shaft. I was inside my friend. All of me. All of her. Wrapped around each other.

She was lying flat on top of me. Her little tits pressed wonderfully into my chest. Arms on either side like she was about to do a push up. My cock so absolutely ensconced inside her. This woman I had wanted for so long, yet never imagined I would be so lucky as to be with.

There was no comparison. Knowing I was in Julia. In Julia. I tried to catch her eyes but only got a faceful of brown hair. She was panting. Staring at my chest. I started to wonder. So much of this had seemed... planned. Intended. But maybe that was just Julia's ever-present confidence. Maybe she'd gone far farther than she'd ever intended. Maybe she hadn't meant for this at all. But once the avalanche starts it keeps rolling, building - stopping is the only choice you don't get.

Julia looked at me and I saw the angelic face - not of the woman who'd been torturing and teasing - but of my companion. My friend. My heart tried to leap right out of my chest. Of course, my cock also pulsed at the same time.

Julia smiled at me, suppressed a little laugh.

"Dude," she said, "Nice dick."

I smiled and laughed and she did too. Then she reached down and pinched both my nipples at once. I couldn't help it. My hands shot up and I did the same back to her. Julia gasped and not in a way that made me think it hurt her.

"Dude," I said, "Great tits."

She sat back, laughed a little. Then she reached down and slapped at her clit.

"Naughty pussy," she said. Then she wagged her finger at me, "You're no better."

"I'm sorry."

"You better not be," Julia said. Then she crinkled her face a little, like scratching an itch or wiggling her ears, and her pussy fucking CLAMPED down on my cock.

"Oh FUCK!" the words flew out of me. Of course, the athletic wonder had worked on her kegels as well as every other part of her body. Two marathons in two years. Yellow belt in jiu jitsu. Varsity in softball, volleyball, and track. And kegels of fucking steel. If that doesn't earn you a gold medal, I don't know what does.

"That was... " I couldn't even speak. Julia just nodded at me. Then she SQUEEZED again.

"FUCK!" I cried, "Fuck, fuckfuckfuck..." I shook my head as the pleasure arched up my body. God... Julia. So good."

"I know... I know," she said, then gave me another just for good measure.



"Gonna... you keep that up. Gonna cum just from that."

"Don't you dare," Julia said. She started sliding up my cock and back. Like little frog jumps perched above me. Working those pussy walls every time she bottomed out.

"Fuck," she said as she landed, "Fuck... Gonna keep. Fuck. Fucking... you. God... So good... Fuck..."

"Julia..." I sighed. Sarah was so sexy. And Kelsey beautiful. But Julia? Fuck. She was perfect. And I wanted her to just keep riding my cock on into forever. She leaned down, changed the angle of her strokes. Bit at my ear.

I'd suffer through that, I supposed, if that meant we could keep sharing this.

""Yeah," Julia kept talking, "Take it... Fuck. You like that? You like... Like me fucking you? Yeah. So good. My pussy. Oh..."

Julia sat back up, rested her hands on my shoulders. Started popping up and down on my cock - like doing little squats. Her legs slammed into my pubis. Her tiny breasts did their best to bounce along with her. Her hair flew around, stuck to her face with sweat.

Her pussy seemed to just be in permanent squeeze mode now and all I could see was my beautiful bestie bouncing on my cock faster, tighter, harder.

"AH!" Julia screamed, a higher pitch than I'd ever heard from her. "Auuuuuugggh"

Head thrown back, tits reaching for the air. Body almost frozen in ecstasy. A bit of Julia juice spritzed onto my stomach. Her pussy so tight now I could feel it... the urge to fill her oh so close and...

"Don't you dare!" Julia shouted.

She reached back with her right hand, grabbed my balls and pinched them between her fingers. Any thought I'd had of cumming, any idea, any little blip in my mind, drained right out of my body. .

"Oh God... Julia... Jules. That... Oh..."

My cock wanted nothing more than to escape, but Julia's amazing snatch held it there hard and tight.

"You don't cum until I tell you," Julia said. She gave my testicles another short squeeze to punctuate her point.

I nodded.

"Understood?" She twitched her hand as she said it.

"U... understood."

"That's a good boy," she said, then reached over and tousled my hair. Then she worked her kegels on my cock again.

"Still with me? Ohhhhh yeah. This is gonna be fun."

Julia started the motor all over again. Rising and falling on my cock. Body slick with sweat and her own juices.

"I am just going to keep...fffffucking you. And fucking you... and fu...oh, yeah...fucking you until we both drop. That fucking... magnificent cock... making me... cum. OH! So much. The girls... They were right... Uhhhn. Your tongue is pretty... pretty good. But.. ffffuck. That cock. Fucking - oh fuck! - magic."

I stared up in amazement. What exactly had Sarah and Kelsey said? Julia had told me they revealed everything that was happening but, I mean, everything everything? What level of detail did they give, exactly?

"That's right," Julia reached back and rolled my balls in her hand, still bouncing as she did, "These? This? All mine. And you... you don't get any until I say so."

She started moving faster again. The machine running at peak power. Riding. Writhing. Then arching back and... splash! Another stream of girl cum spattered against my stomach. Julia flopped almost all the way back. Laughing.

"Ahhhhhh... That is. Wow. Something else. Wow."

Then she sat up and started going again.

"You... you gonna come, Benny? You gonna come for me?"

"N... no."

"That's a boy."

She was on orgasm... I couldn't even count by now but I was absolutely dripping in Julia-juice and she hadn't even touched her clit yet. I hoped Sarah and Kelsey had planned on a fourteen course breakfast. Because this was not ending anytime soon. No matter how badly I wanted it to. Needed it to.

Julia rode me for all I was worth and all I could do was hang on for dear life and pray my poor battered balls could release their baby batter soon. The pleasure was indescribable as my bestie worked herself on my cock, but the pain - the ache from how she'd put my own pleasure on pause, the driving, burning, screaming need for release - was almost just as bad and I could feel the necessity just hammering at me, how hard I needed to let go. Like out of air and still three feet underwater. Drowning.

Julia settled. Gasped, then leaned a bit back.

"Double... doubleheader," she laughed a little. She slapped down hard on her pussy. Whack! Then again. Whack! The hand that hadn't been slapping reached up and squeezed her little titty almost purple. Then she reached down and found her clit, rubbing it with none of the violence of before. Punishing and rewarding, all at once.

Julia kept herself still. Her legs stuck to me with sweat. She just reached and rubbed. First languid and long, then in little circles. Pressing. Gasping. Her body sort of humped a bit back and forth as she went, but mostly she held herself in place except for that one privileged part.

Now she was battering her clit back and forth with her right hand, her pussy rhythmically squeezing at my cock. Julia's face was flushed. Her eyes even greener than ever. She tossed her hair back and forth, almost in time with her hand. Then her arm seemed to shudder. Shiver. She reared back and slapped at her clit. Then started rubbing again.

"Oh... Oh yeah." She started panting. Breathing through her nose like an angry bull. A sort of long, low whistle. Like water boiling in the kettle. Her pussy grew tighter and I felt it again. The spark giving way to a flame to a fire to a blaze and I desperately tried to hold back. Lifted my thighs a bit to loosen her grip on my shaft. Thought about anything I could except this. I was terrified of what would happen if I came close to cumming again. Terrified of what would happen if I didn't.

Julia bore down on me, groaned, then another warm expulsion - this one arcing higher, like a fountain, crashing against my chest. Julia lay back a bit. Her face slowly cooled to a deep red. She looked down to our union and sort of smiled at it. We were both gasping for air. Carefully, Julia lifted each of her legs, stretching them out.

Then she sighed and sat up again.

"Not until I say," she said. Then very slowly, she lifted herself up on my cock. I steeled myself for her to start again. Julia had a pace and it was killing me just to try to keep up.

Only this time she went slowly, like savoring every vein and ridge of my cock. Her pussy slid up all the way to the tippy top, then back down. If before was a jackhammer, this was a gentle massage. In time with her thrusts, Julia squeezed my cock with her amazing snatch, a complicated combination that had me almost dizzy with desire.

Julia rested her hands on my chest. She looked down at me and made a sort of, 'come on up' gesture with her head. I reached up and closed my hands around her fantastic, tiny titties. Her nipples were so hard, they seemed to scratch my palms. I massaged lightly, then Julia dug her nails into my chest and I got the hint.

I crushed Julia's breasts like I was trying to pop the poor things. She gasped and groaned. Started riding faster. My resolve was quickly crumbling. I was getting so close. Yet I couldn't... Was so afraid that Julia would throw my emergency brake again if she knew.

She was going now. Driving. I'd learned how to tell she was getting close by the way she'd start to roll her body - rubbing her clit into my pubic bone as she went up for her next thrust. She was curving now. Closer.

"Gonna... gonna keep riding. Riding you," Julia said, "Uhhhh... Ohhhhh... Oh! Oh wow. That's... yeah. So good. Pounding. Drill you down. Oh yeah. You ready? Ready for another... Oh ffffuck! Another cum? Here it cums... Here... it..."

Her pussy cinched tight but unlike before when she'd frozen, Julia just kept on going. I wasn't going to make it this time. Either she was going to grab me or I was going to go.

I felt her spatter me but she didn't stop. Her pace even faster now.

"Huhhhhh. Haaahhhhhh. Oooohhhhh..."

"J... Jules?"

"N... no. Not yet. That's it. Stay with me. Just gonna keep... Keep... fucking... fuck... hrrrrrr-ahhhh."

Julia shook a little more this time.

"Yyyyyessssssss. That's it. You like that? Sssssoooooo good. No more... no more nice stuff. Guh... gonna keep fucking you. Fucking you hard."

Holy fuck. This had been Julia being nice so far? I was fucking doomed.

"Oh yeah. That's it. That's my beautiful big fucking cock. So fucking BIG! I can f... feel it... Filling me. Sooooo gooood... oh yes. Yes! YES! Your big dick is fucking filling me and I can't fucking STOP!"

"Jules I c... can't. Can't hold on much longer. Jules. Please."

She seemed to slow for a moment, leaned forward. Put her nose up next to mine.

"What's that? Do you want to cum? Huh? Is that it? Do you nnneeeeeed to just... explllooooode inside me?"

I couldn't even speak, her snatch was so tight around me. Could barely breathe, let alone make words. I nodded my head, ever so slightly.

Julia sat up again. Started making her pace.

"Tell me.."

"I n... need to cum."

She was moving faster now. Almost a blur. Her pussy grabbed at my cock. Milked me.

"I need. Oh Jules I need to cum! Oh God I need it so bad Jules. I need to CUM!"

"I... It's coming. So close... oooooooooo Ben. You're making your bestie cum so hard. Show me. Show me how bad you want it."

"Oh... Oh please. Julia. Help me. I need it so bad. I can't stop it. Please Julia, please let me cum."

"OH! OH GOD! Ssssssso CLOSE! K... keep going. Come on. You can... you can get me there I know you can. Oh... OH! You want to cum? You want to cum for me?"

"Yes, Jules. Please. Please let me cum. Oh God I need..."

Julia starting thrashing, reaching crescendo.

"Hah...HAH! AHHHH FUCK! CUM! CUM ON! CUM IN MEEEEeeeeee," Julia practically shook the walls as she cried out.

My balls tightened. Sperm shot up my shaft. The words erupted in my throat in the same moment.

"Oh God. Yes.YES! Here it cums. Juliaaaaaaaahhhhhhhh!"

My cock exploded and as it did I felt Julia's orgasm wash over me, somehow far more intense than anything she'd unleashed on me already. Huge gushing bursts of girl goo spurted out of her, as if matching my own discharges - covering my chest as I filled her with my fertility.

Finally hitting my release - it was beyond ecstasy to some higher plane. Each explosion of cum seemed to just lift me further. More than shooting ropes. Almost knots. It felt so thick and powerful, blasting my bestie's cervix.

"OHHH!" Julia howled, "That's so good. OH GOD. I... I'm cumming. Cumming so hard. Fffffuck... k...keep filling ME! YES! OH GOD YES! So FUCKING good!"

Julia kept driving herself up and down my cock, like trying to get every spurt. Then in the last moment she almost leapt off me, grabbed my cock tight in her hand, and pointed the last of my exploding essence at her little, jiggling titties.

"That's it! OH, there's a good boy! Doing so good for me." She leaned back and laughed hard. Like all that cumming had crossed her circuits and now her body was just emanating pleasure in every way it knew how.

I fell back. Blown. Laughed a little myself. My chest was aching and I looked down, saw ten identical nail marks where Julia had just dug her claws into me as she came. My jaw hurt. My head ached. My arm throbbed. I felt pain in places I hadn't even remembered her hurting me.

I found myself drifting between resentment and bliss. Content and afraid. I looked over at my best friend. Both covered in each other's pleasure.

"Julia. What the... What the hell was that?"

She smiled at me. A sort of naughty little twinkle that admitted guilt yet conceded nothing. Then she jumped up off the bed and strutted over to me.

"Nice job out there," Julia said, then swatted me on the ass. "Definitely going to need a rematch."

A moment later, I heard the shower running. I lay there in bed, shocked. Stared up at the ceiling, searching for an explanation I'd never find.

*

When I finally limped downstairs, all three women were waiting for me. The mood was dour. No one would look each other in the eye. Every time someone spoke it felt like trespassing, wrong. My whole body ached, I was already bruising in a few places. I felt hungover without having ever touched a drink.

Sarah and Kelsey both clearly felt guilty. For what we had done, for Julia having found out, for telling her the whole tale - I didn't know and couldn't guess. Julia herself seemed smoldering, her anger sated, but clearly ready to come back at any moment. And for myself? I felt chastened. Angry. Hurt - in both the physical and emotional sense. No one felt like talking, everyone had something they clearly wanted to say.

Like headed to our execution, we marched out to the parking lot. Once again, we overloaded Julia's little Beetle. It seemed like every time the car got more stuffed, and I started to wonder if maybe our luggage was also mating behind our backs.

I started to move to my customary back seat, but Julia stepped in front of me. She held the keys over my head like a short, metal noose.

"You're driving," she said.

After everything that had just gone on, I was so confused. Was this a pity gift? A strange, lame attempt at an apology? Some sort of weird, messed up trap?

Sarah and Kelsey were already packed into the backseat. They didn't make it look at all comfortable, but that didn't stop me from wanting to be back there with them. Not for the sex, believe me. After that morning's escapades (and the night before, and the night before that...) my poor member needed a long vacation of his own. But somehow I felt I'd be safer sitting next to Sarah or Kelsey.

"You said it yourself," Julia said, "I can't drive the whole trip - liable to get us killed. There's no one I trust more with my baby than you."

I'd have been less shocked if she'd asked Kelsey to massage her tits while Sarah licked her snatch. Which, I mean, that wasn't the worst mental image in the world.

Wait. Where was I again?

Right. Julia didn't let her own family drive her car. Letting me take the wheel was either proof of extreme desperation after days of nonstop driving or it was a legitimate, serious sign of something deep and even affectionate.

I couldn't say no after that. So I climbed into the driver's seat and got ready to go. Setting things up to drive was a bit of a waste. My seat was pressed forward and could not slide back without crushing the two women behind me. Moving the mirrors around, the ones that hadn't gone missing years before, only showed me more suitcases. If I had wondered before how Julia could have missed everything going on in the backseat, now I had my answer. We could have been cooking meth back there and she wouldn't have noticed.

Julia climbed into the front seat next to me. She patted my thigh almost lovingly as she sat.

"Wow," she said, "this is really tight. You two ok back there?"

"Yup," Sarah said, clearly not meaning it.

"If it gets tight, Kelsey, you should try sitting on Sarah's lap," I said, then started backing up the car.

"Don't think I haven't considered it," Kelsey called forward. Julia gave me a strange look. I just shrugged.

*

Our next stop was Cleveland, about five hours away. It was a long enough drive that we decided to stop midway, at Notre Dame. One of Julia's friends from high school, another alpha athlete type, had a full ride for cross country and she'd agreed to let us crash on the floor of her dorm room.

The roads were sun dappled and almost empty. Our car was nearly as quiet. There was a strange pressure weighing down on all of us. I had nothing but the hum of the car, generic radio music, and my thoughts to keep me entertained.

We were past the halfway point of our trip. Heading back east. It had all started with me and Sarah getting a bit frisky in the cramped backseat. Only now she'd declared herself off limits and this time I really believed it was for good. She and her boyfriend had reconciled. I couldn't imagine us going forward from there.

Whatever Sarah and I had started, Kelsey had carried so much farther forward. We'd slept together - well, not slept of course - but it wasn't making love either. Had intercourse, as Sarah might say. Whatever. Kelsey had given me her virginity and I'd have assumed we'd keep going at it for at least the duration of the trip. Yet I couldn't help but notice that the flirting had just about stopped. Did Kelsey feel guilty? Regretful? Or did Julia's discovery of us just put the damper on everything?

Julia. My roommate who'd broken us out of the friend zone with a bang. Yes she seemed oddly content, but also I could feel her anger still, too. What had happened with us, exactly? I mean, I know what happened, it's just... I didn't realize my roomie was such an... aggressive lover. I tried to think back - I mean, I'd seen Julia bring home boys before. Certainly I'd heard things coming from her room. But nothing like that. Our walls weren't that thick - I was pretty sure I would have heard those poor guys howling.

So was this just my luck? My punishment for deceiving Julia this whole time? It was a weird sort of way to get back at someone. I'm not the type to overanalyze a relationship, but I think this went beyond simple confusion. Where were we by this point? Friends or lovers? Or was that her way of saying goodbye?

It had been days since our last baseball game, and I feared it would be forever until the group would go back to being friendly. Let alone... more. I couldn't help but follow the road, feeling lost, like everything I wanted was suddenly in the opposite direction.

*

We stopped to get gas and pee. I found Sarah by herself in the rest stop, looking at bags of red vines. She smiled and stroked my arm when she saw me.

"So you and Robbie worked things out?" I asked.

"I wouldn't say that, exactly," she said, tilting her head, " I'm giving it a shot. That's all I can do. How are you and Julia?"

"I... I'm not sure."

"You two talked?"

"And then some. What the hell did you tell her anyway?"

"She came downstairs all riled up about seeing you and Kelsey in bed the night before and basically... there was no way around it. So we told her. Everything."

"Yeah, no kidding," I said. I tried to keep my eyes on hers, but I couldn't help but stare at the coed brunette's amazing body. She was wearing a tight white t-shirt and her enormous breasts seemed to be reaching out to search the shelves on their own. She moved on from the red vines and started looking at the Whoppers, which I felt was more than appropriate.

"What happened?" she asked, "With you and Julia?"

"She... I don't even know how to describe it. She hurt me," I said.

"Oh, Ben, I'm so sorry. But you know I think what we were doing hurt her, too. I don't know. That wasn't just a woman upset about what was going on behind her back. I think maybe she had feelings for you and now... "

"So I deserve it, is what you're saying."

"I'm saying that sometimes we do the cruelest things to the ones we care about most."

"Like you and Robbie?"

Sarah smiled wistfully at that. Then she grabbed a bag of candy and walked off to the register. Her beautiful bottom bouncing as she went. All I could do was watch.

I felt a hand on my shoulder. Kelsey. She smiled at me shyly. She was sucking on a slurpee and I couldn't help but think about the other things I'd seen her put her mouth around.

"I'm sorry," I told her, "I think I ruined everything."

"Look," she said, "I'm not mad about last night. I mean, not at all."

"OK - good."

"And this morning was bad but I think the long run everything will work out fine. It's just... after everything that happened with Julia..."



"Yeah."

"Just for a bit, anyway. Once she cools down..."

"If she cools down," I said.

"In the long run, everything will work out fine," Kelsey repeated, firmly. She gave me a knowing smile and all I could do was wonder how she could be so confident.

*

We got to Notre Dame around late afternoon. Julia's friend was already waiting for us at the parking lot. Julia had told me that the girl's name was Melissa, but she introduced herself as Mel. She was about mid-height - taller than Julia and Sarah but shorter than Kelsey - with raven-black hair, caramel skin, and thin brown eyes. I imagined she was probably at least part Asian. Though she had the same twangy, Midwestern accent Julia did.

I don't know that I've met anyone more bubbly or easygoing. Mel made everything seem like it was easy and exciting. Dragging bags up three flights of stairs? No problem! Five of us in one little dorm room? It'll be fun to have some company! It wasn't overstated - everything did not feel like a game show - but Mel just seemed up for about anything and it made the already sunny day seem at least ten percent brighter.

After we unloaded our things, Mel took us on a walking tour of the campus, passing the expected Touchdown Jesus and less expected, but equally exciting, First Down Moses. The campus was grassy and forested - pleasant, and not too empty considering it was now summer.

Sarah had her camera with her, as always, and I could tell that her heart was only kind of into it. Now that her boyfriend had agreed that she should follow her passion for photography, it had to be invigorating for her. But at the same time, I think the downer mood made it hard for Sarah to really engage with her subjects.

The four of us were so subdued, but Mel made up for it by making the most of the conversation.

"So how is the trip going?" she asked me.

"Fine."

"You guys have seen three games already?"

"Yup."

"You're really talkative."

"Sorry," I said. Mel smiled and squeezed my arm.

"Has it been this way the whole trip?"

"Sunny?"

"Quiet."

"Oh. Well... No. Not at all actually."

"I understand. You guys are probably worn out after all that traveling. Well don't you worry. I have something that will help you all really relax later."

*

We ate dinner in the standard college cafeteria and then decamped for Mel's standard college dorm. With most of the students off, it was fairly deserted. I only saw one other person on Mel's floor, a bearded dude who lived about four doors down from us.

Her room was beyond basic. Two small, aluminum-frame beds on either side with a tiny carpet in between them. The walls and floor were concrete. A green ND poster hung on one side.

Mel's roommate had already left for the summer, leaving only the one bed occupied. We'd agreed that Julia would share one side with Mel while Sarah and Kelsey could take the other together, leaving me the always luxurious open floor.

Mel wanted to go into town, maybe get some drinks, but team wet blanket was too tired.

"Can't we just, like, hang out here? Maybe play a game?" Kelsey asked. Mel smiled, wickedly.

"I think I can cook something up, yeah. But if we're doing the homebody thing I'd like to get comfortable first."

We took turns going over to the hall's common area bathrooms and getting dressed for bed. I was last to go and when I came back, I found four beautiful women waiting for me, all in sleepwear. They were sitting on the beds, watching some reality thing. The show was inane, but it was better than the uncomfortable silence I'd been listening to all day.

I'd really done it. Somehow I'd fucked (literally fucked) the whole trip up. No one was even talking, let alone fooling around. What a bust.

When Mel saw I'd come back, she stood up and switched off the TV. Then she went over to her desk drawer and revealed a deck of Uno cards.

"We're going to play Uno?" Julia asked, "Seriously?"

"No, we're gonna play Honesty Uno."

"What is..."

"We play Uno, but whoever wins gets to ask one question and the loser has to answer it. Honestly."

"So we're playing truth or dare," Sarah said, "Without the dare part?"

"No. Honesty. Uno," Mel said, "But first? We're gonna smoke."

"Pot? I don't know..." Julia said.

"Oh come on," Mel said, "Don't act like this is a new thing for you. Besides, you guys are all so worked over from the driving - you really need a way to let go."

"I've never tried it," Kelsey said, "I guess it's just another thing to, like, get out of the way before I go to college. Who knew this trip would be so instrumental to my academic growth?"

"Whenever I smoke these days I get really sleepy," Julia said.

"Not me," Sarah said, "I get kind of... I'm not sure how to put it."

"Weed makes me really super horny," Mel said.

"Yeah," Sarah said, "That."

*

Mel had a stash under her bed. I was surprised to see it, but not exactly shocked. As she packed the first bowl, I realized that Mel was really pretty. Certainly her exotic appearance - the epithelial eyes, dark hair, wide jaw - helped. She had a nice body, too. All her parts so pert and perky. But a lot of it was just her sunny personality. I think if Mel had been a dark cloud, I would never have seen her in that oh so fuckable light.

The room itself, however, was dark. Curtains down, lights off. The barest brightness came from under the front door for all of us to see by. Mel put on some background music, but I could hardly hear it. We all sat on the floor in our best approximation of a circle, legs crossed. I was wearing a pair of long flannel pj pants and a Tigers shirsey I'd bought when we stopped in Detroit.

Kelsey sat to my left, wearing a cute pink t-shirt with a bunny rabbit on it that said 'hop til you drop' and a matching pair of pink shorts. Her bare long legs leaked alluringly out into the center of our circle. Sarah was sitting next to Kelsey. She looked ready for a night in the snowy mountains or an evening with the Amish - a long flannel, button down shirt and matching long pants. She was even wearing little plaid slippers.

That put Julia more or less straight across from me. She was basically in the mirror of my outfit, only hers was a Cubs shirsey. Also it turned out that 'ready for bed' still meant wearing a ponytail and glasses. Finally, Mel was to my right. She wore a purple lacy thing with strappy shoulders that drifted down below her bottom, like a little dress - the closest outfit to lingerie that any of the women had on. Her browned thighs looked even darker in contrast to Kelsey's pink pegs.

Mel dealt clockwise and handed the pipe in the other direction - after taking a hit for herself, of course. The cards came faster than the pot did, but soon we were all nice and toasty. We started off just playing straight up Uno, to get everyone a chance to remember the rules, but also to make sure we were at least floating by the time the game was really going.

I'd played as a kid, of course, but the way Mel set it up was way more competitive. Each card was worth a number of points. When someone went out by playing their final card, everything in your hand was totaled up. Like golf, the high score was the big loser of the round.

"How fair is this going to be?" Kelsey asked, "All us girls and one boy?"

"I'm sure we'll find a way to make it interesting," Mel said, and gave me an exaggerated wink.

"What's the word for when a group is all women?" Sarah asked, "I know with boys it's a sausage fest but what if it's all girls?"

"I'd heard clam bake," Julia said.

"I prefer donut shop," I said.

"That's much sweeter," Kelsey agreed.

Once we'd played a few games for fun, and Mel was packing a second pipe, she announced that it was time to play 'for realz' and dealt out the first hand. Mel clearly had the upper hand in the early going - apparently this was a pretty common thing to get together and play. As a freshman I'd gotten into Magic and before that, Pokemon, but I'd never seen a bunch of college kids get together for some high stakes Uno matches. And what was higher stakes than telling the truth?

Mel started out wild with the cards, but was careful on the questions. I lost the first game to her and she asked me if I wore boxers or briefs. I told her boxers. I noticed that all three of my car-mates almost jumped out and said it for me.

Mel won the next hand as well, but this time Julia had to answer.

"What's your bra size?" Mel asked. Julia responded with a dirty look. The only person here who knew Julia better than me was Mel - she knew exactly what she was getting into.

"A," Julia finally said, punctuating it with a raspberry.

"I'd give them an A+, personally," I said. The room suddenly went silent. Everyone turned to look at me.

"Did I say that out loud?"

Everyone started to laugh and I felt the tension loosen. In fact, everyone seemed rather warm all the way around. I'd thought that this kind of game would only make people tighten up, remembering all the things they were angry about. Instead, we almost felt like friends again.

"Sorry Jules," I said.

"I thought it was sweet," Mel said. That earned her another raspberry from her old friend, but by then the next hand had been dealt.

Mel won (again) and this time it was Sarah's turn.

"Sarah, how many men have you been with?" Mel asked.

"You mean, like, intercourse?"

"What is it with you and 'intercourse?'" I asked.

"Fine, do you mean how many men have I fucked?" She accented the word fuck to try to make it as vulgar as possible, but all it did was turn me on. My poor pecker, dormant all day, twitched a bit in his slumber.

"Yes," Mel said.

"One."

"Wow, girl, we have got to get you out more often," Mel said.

"We've been trying to widen her horizons," I said. That earned me a little kick from across the circle, but Sarah was smiling while she did it.

I'd forgotten about Sarah's daily cycle - how she'd start out cold and distant, guilty about whatever she'd done with me the night before. But then, as the moon rose, so did the sexy brunette's libido. I'd given up on such things, since Sarah'd supposedly worked things out with her boyfriend. But maybe I'd been giving her too much (or is that too little) credit?

Next hand and, guess what? Mel took it. She had this little trick where she'd hold on to her monster cards and then just throw them out all at once to close out the game. Suddenly you'd go from having three cards to ten and her hand would be empty. It felt like we ought to have been able to trap her, but she escaped every time.

Kelsey lost this time and I could see her starting to shy away as Mel constructed her question. Now that the room had been properly prepped, it was likely that Mel would start upping the stakes and Kelsey could clearly see it coming. Prudish Q&A with cards fizzles out far too fast.

"What's going on with you and Ben?" Mel asked.

"That's..." Kelsey started then stalled.

"That's not a fair question," Sarah said, "You can't be so... open ended like that."

"I thought this was my game," Mel said, then smiled warmly, "In that case, Kelsey... Are you and Ben dating?"

"No," Kelsey said, but she did it sort of shyly, like she was worried about the reaction. I gave her a wide grin to let her know she was OK. She was right, we weren't a couple. Just a couple of horny idiots doing each other silly up and down the I-80.

Regardless, my feelings weren't hurt. Though I did think it was sweet of her to think of me.

"Are you seeing anyone else?" Mel asked.

"No fair! Only one question at a time," Kelsey said.

"Rats."

"But for the record Kelsey's single."

"Sarah!"

"What? It was going to get out at some point. Might as well move on from it now."

"Fine. Whatever. Just you wait," Kelsey said, only really mock hurt. Whatever threats Kelsey was intending to fulfill were put on hold, however. She lost the next game, and this time Mel decided to push things further.

"Favorite position?" she asked. The room sort of gasped, in a playful way.

"See?" Sarah said, "Good thing we got the boyfriend thing out of the way."

"Well..." Kelsey said, her voice got quieter with every word she spoke, "I've only done it the one time so I'd have to say I really like it when the guy's like behind you and..."

"You mean doggie?" Mel asked.

"Yeah. That," Kelsey kind of whispered the last word, but she may as well have shouted it.

"Nice!" Mel told her and gave her a high five, "That's my favorite, too."

Now all eyes were on her.

"What?" the pretty dark-haired girl laughed. "Whatever. It's only gonna get worse from here. And by worse I mean way, way better."

The next hand, finally, Sarah managed to sneak out a win. Even better, Mel held the most points, meaning it was her turn to be put to the fire. Sarah seemed to sense the weight of the moment. She leaned back against the bed and smiled, savoring the opportunity.

"How many men have you been with?" she asked.

"You mean intercourse?" Mel asked.

"Coitus."

"Copulation."

"The beast with two backs."

"Ew, Ben," Kelsey whined, "That's gross. You're such a boy."

"Exactly how you like me."

"I've been with roughly three to five men," Mel said, making a big show of looking academic as she said it.

"Come on, that's a cop out," Kelsey said.

"Yeah dude, come on," Julia said.

"Fine. Six guys. Two in high school. Four in college."

"How many women?" Julia asked, smirking. Mel grinned back.

"One question at a time, remember?"

Dammit. Stupid Honesty Uno with its stupid rules.

Once Sarah had broken through, the winning spread out and the questions got raunchier and raunchier.

We (eventually) learned that Mel had also had intercourse (or some form of encounter that could in some way be called intercourse) with three women, all in college. So that meant no late night rendezvous with my roommate and her high school friend, the lovely Julia. That was a disappointing ending on par with the Lost finale, let me tell you.

We found out that Sarah's favorite position was missionary (shocker), that I liked reverse cowgirl (I said it mostly for shock value, but instead everyone seemed interested), that, yes, Julia had once kissed a girl, drunk, at a frat party freshman year, and that Kelsey had never even considered such a thing (but certainly seemed willing to try).

Lastly, we confirmed for the group that Kelsey and I were at least friends with benefits, that Sarah and I were just friends who happened to have done some dirty stuff, and Julia and I were just friends. With neither of us willing to admit to that morning's encounter.

All of this dirty talking led to three things:

First, like Lazarus returned, I had a raging boner that my pajama pants could do absolutely nothing to hide. Mel was the first to notice and, being Mel, announced it to the group.

"Holy crap, man, what exactly are you packing down there?"

I did my best to blush and kind of cross my legs, but that big boy wasn't going anywhere.

"Well now I know why everyone is so 'open' on this trip," Mel said

Second, whether it was the pot (we were on bowl three), the final admission of what had been going on in our car this whole time, or just the way the questions forced everyone to be open, the group finally relaxed and just let things flow. For the first time all day, I felt happy to be surrounded by this group of wonderful women and hopeful for what it all might lead to.

Finally, everyone was getting worked up (I definitely saw some dark spots peeking out from the crotches of certain women's pj pants) and no subject seemed out of bounds. The cards seemed to be played less and less as people just kept asking questions, then follow up questions, then follow ups to the follow ups. Thus Honesty Uno eventually degraded into plain old Honesty.

"So it's been like, just one rolling orgy this whole trip?" Mel asked.

"Not exactly an orgy..." Sarah said.

"It's not like we're all doing things with each other at the same time," Kelsey said.

"Except for that one time in the hot tub," Sarah said.

"Oh my god!" Julia said, and buried her face in her hands.

"I guess we forgot to mention that one when we told you everything this morning."

"Wait," Mel held up her hand as a stop signal, "Jules, you only found out this was going on today?"

"The car is really overpacked. It's impossible to see anything and... Well, I guess Ben thought it would hurt me if I found out."

"Did it?" Mel asked, "Are you and Ben, like, OK?"

"I don't know," Julia said.

"You don't..." I sputtered, "Fine, Julia. My turn. What the hell happened this morning?"

Julia just stared down at the floor.

"Not specific enough," Mel said, "Those are the rules."

"Are we even still playing anymore?" Kelsey asked.

"Jules?" I asked again.

"I came up to just to talk, I swear," Julia said, still looking down, "But then... I don't know. I thought about everything you were doing with Sarah and Kelsey and I just... I'm sorry. I didn't want to hurt you. I was angry, and upset and (she swallowed this last word) jealous. I got carried away."

"I understand that. Maybe I even deserved it. But that was a little more than carried away," I said.

"You should take it as a compliment, honestly" Julia said, "I don't usually get that way... And you sure seemed to enjoy the... y'know. The ending."

"Well yeah, I mean..."

"So then we're ok?"

The scariest thing about that whole sequence wasn't how authentic it was or even that I heard a little sniffle at one point. No, the frightening thing was Julia had gone a whole speech without calling me 'dude' once. Which meant that she really meant it. She was feeling alone and a little scared and I guess knowing we were both in the same place made it all mostly better. And as she'd said, I really did enjoy some parts of it. Especially the ending.

"It's OK," I said, "More than OK. It's... I wanted you, too. I just got a little... I'm sorry too."

I crawled across the circle and hugged her. She hugged back.

"Dude, your... thing is poking me," Julia said and pushed me off.

I slid back to my seat, face red.

"So I just want to be clear," Mel said, "Raise your hand if you've fooled around with Ben this week."

Four hands went up.

"Ben, you don't have to raise your own hand."

"Sorry." I lowered my hand, self consciously.

"Wow, I have to say, that's impressive," Mel said, "I almost want to try it out now, just to see what I'm missing."

Sarah quickly shushed me.

"Three women in almost as many days," Mel said, "clearly there's something going on with you. And there's really only one possible explanation."

"Pretty sure he's just horny," Kelsey said. I smiled, but Mel gave everyone a somber stare before turning back to me.

"Trust me. I know these things," Mel said, "Clearly what we're dealing with here is what is known in the medical community as a 'magic penis.'"

I laughed, expecting the rest of the room to go along with me.

"I told you," Kelsey said, quietly.

"It would explain a lot," Sarah said.

"I must concur, dude," Julia said.

Whatever my feelings were on the subject, my cock was in full agreement. Though still tucked into my pants, he was clearly up for everyone to see. I'd been a on diet of ongoing orgasms for days now, yet I felt as pent up as I'd ever been. How was this still happening? It was like walking out of an all-you-can-eat buffet, Googling for places with good desserts.

"Don't question. Just enjoy," Mel told me. I'd been getting pretty good at that. "And with that grand reveal, I think it's time for the last round."

"I don't think I could do another hit," Sarah said, shifting her bottom in a way that suggested a specific kind of discomfort.



"Oh no," Mel said, "I'm way too worked up from all that pot."

We all shared a knowing grimace.

"No," Mel continued, "each of us gets to ask one last question of everyone else. Absolute truthiness is required. Once everyone asks their questions, we're done. OK?"

The group agreed. The pot smell had settled to a vague haze. The room was still dark but my eyes were adjusting. We looked like we were about to start a seance. Actually, though, we were going to embark on a far more enjoyable ritual.

"I'll go first," Mel slowly looked at each of us, "This has to be one of the most entrancing collections of attractive women I've ever seen in one place. I really mean that. But, Kelsey, my God, you are fucking gorgeous."

The only person who looked uncomfortable with that sentence was clearly Kelsey, herself. The rest of us just smiled and nodded.

"What... was that your question?" she asked. Cleared her throat. I noticed, even in the gloom, that the blonde teenager's chest and face were practically glowing hot pink.

"Kelsey - and remember you must answer this one hundred percent honestly - would you be offended or upset if I leaned over and kissed you right now?"

"Y-yes," Kelsey said, "I mean NO! No I wouldn't be offended. Yes. You can kiss me. Is that OK?"

Mel chuckled, then crawled over on all fours and pressed her lips to the beautiful teenager's. This was not just some little peck, either. They pressed lips together, jaws working, shared a long low sigh.

Without unlocking their lips, Mel continued.

"Sarah," she said, her hands snaking up to hold Kelsey's head, "would you be horribly... offended if Ben went over and kissed you while Kelsey and I kiss?"

"I... I can't. I'm sorry. I want to. You said to be honest. I'm sorry Ben I've just..."

Mel raised an eyebrow as if to say, 'your loss.' Her long black hair spilled over her shoulder. I noticed she and Kelsey were still kissing. And Mel's hands were moving lower.

"I've got him," Julia said, "I know all this girl/girl stuff will kill him if I don't."

My cute roomie practically leapt across the room, knocking me on my back. She pressed her lips to mine. I flinched as she went towards me, but her touch was surprisingly tender and warm.

"Don't know why," she whispered, her tongue tracing my lips, "We didn't do this before. It's kinda awesome."

"You're awesome," I told her, and she sort of purred as I said it.

"I'm sorry," Julia said between kisses, "Sorry I scared you. I just..."

"It's OK. I said it was OK."

I looked behind her and saw Kelsey's arms in the air. Mel was lifting the cute rabbit shirt right over the teenaged blonde's head. Mel went straight for Kelsey's breasts, engulfing the engorged nipple in her mouth.

"Still just kissing," Mel mumbled.

"Uh huh," Kelsey said, staring off into the distance, dreamily.

"You really are a boy," Julia said, "You're kissing me, but you still can't keep your eyes off the two girls making out, can you?"

"Honestly," I said, "No I cannot."

"Dammit, you tricked me out of my question!!" Julia broke our kiss and punched me hard in the shoulder. Then she wrapped her arms around me and started kissing me again. "Seriously, you suck."

"Sorry, roomie, can't help you out with that. You already used your question to me."

"Sarah, honey?" Julia asked, "I know you don't want to do anything because you have a boyfriend, but would it irritate you, honestly, if Ben pushed me down and started sucking on my pussy right now?"

"Oh, fuck no," Sarah said. I could barely see her on the far side of the room. But she seemed to just be sitting still, watching all this happen around her.

"You heard her," Julia said.

"Well, so long as it won't bother Sarah," I said. I flipped Julia onto her back, then pulled down her bottoms. She wasn't wearing panties. I could smell her scent, that inexplicable hint of cinnamon. Then I leaned down and started lapping. Julia lay back, letting me see the action around us as I stayed focused on her snatch. Moaning as I teased at her lips before burying myself far deeper.

Through the haze of pussy - the little grunts and groans - I heard Kelsey ask, "Hey Sarah? I know you said before that Ben being with another girl didn't make you jealous, but honestly, don't you wish you were doing this with us right now?"

"Yes." Sarah's voice was so small, I barely heard it.

"You told me what happened," Kelsey continued, "After what your boyfriend said to you, do you really think that pig deserves your loyalty?"

"I... " Sarah breathed, "You already asked me your question and I answered. Honestly."

Mel reached down to the waistband of Kelsey's shorts and pulled them down. She moved her head lower.

"Stiiiiilllllll just kissing," Mel said, then planted her lips at the striking teenager's no-doubt dripping pussy.

"OH!" Kelsey gasped. "Y... you're really good at that..."

"Would, um, would anyone be mad if I started, um... like, y'know. Down there?" Sarah asked.

"Already ahead of you," Julia said, she dropped her fingers down to her clit while I continued to stick my tongue in her hole.

I heard a bit of shuffling. The sound of pants being slid down. Then a long, wet lick.

"Sarah - you taste yourself before you rub off?" Mel asked, "That's so hot."

"Ummmmm. Thanks? I guess?" Sarah said, then she made a long low hummmm as her hands made contact.

The room filled with the noise of licking, of wet slapping, little moans and long exhales.

"Gonna... gonna cum," Julia told me. I just nodded, which seemed to stimulate her all the more. Her hands suddenly wrapped around my head, way too tight. Her legs around my shoulders.

"oooooOOOOOOHHHHHHHH!" She screamed. I knew to expect my cupful of Julia juice by now, so I just opened my mouth, expectantly. Still some of it managed to shoot past me and splash against my back.

"J... Julia..." Kelsey was wide eyed, "Did you just..."

"Squirt," Julia said, "Yeah. I don't - fuck that's nice - do it all the time. Well, I do it all the time with Ben, apparently, but that's beside the point."

"It's really hot," I said.

"Wish I could do that," Kelsey said.

"Oh baby, I bet you cum just fine," Mel said from inside Kelsey's thighs.

"Oh... y... you're gonna f... find out," Kelsey said. Mel drove her head down into the blonde bombshell's shaved mound. Kelsey's body stiffened. She threw her head back, "Oh! OH FUCK!" Then finally made that long low growl in her throat that let me know she'd peaked.

Julia was lying below me, like she was dead to the world. I noticed through it all that she still had her glasses on. It was really sexy, actually.

"Kelsey, how was that, baby?" Julia asked, though it came out more as a post-orgasmic mumble. "Did my friend do OK by you?"

"Honestly, yes," Kelsey said, "That was awesome."

"Goddammit... Keep falling for that... reallybadatthisgame..." Julia's eyes drifted shut as the words left her mouth. Her legs went limp.

"Did Julia just fall asleep?" Mel asked.

"Pretty much passed out, yeah," I said, lifting my roomie's arm and watching it drop.

"Damn, maybe your tongue is magic, too," Mel said.

"Also, I was being totally truthful right then," I said.

"Fuck! I suck at my own stupid game."

"Suck well, apparently," I said. I noticed Sarah was still rocking back and forth on her hand. Her enormous breasts were shaking in time with her movements.

"Man, those tits are awesome," Mel said, watching the same thing I was, apparently, "Sarah, do you think it'd still be cheating if you fooled around with a girl?"

"Y... yeah," Sarah said, though I thought she sounded a little wistful, "Also, you already used your question on me before."

"Fuck, I keep forgetting. Oh well, it was worth a shot. Anyone else have any questions left? I'm tapped, but I'm still pretty worked up from before."

"Julia's out in all senses of the word," Kelsey said.

"I... I've still g... got all my questions," Sarah said.

"No, you burned them all before. You asked everyone at once," Mel said.

"Aaaugh," Sarah groaned, frustrated with both herself and her fingering, "So not fair."

"Don't hate the player, hate the game," Mel said, "Do I have any... dammit. That's really it? Crap. I'm really f... fucking worked up right now."

"Don't worry," I said, "I've got you covered." Is it too dorky to admit I might have been holding my questions back just for a moment like this one? Whatever - I was going to fucking play.

"Mel," I said, "Don't you think it would be nice of Kelsey here to return the favor for what a good job you did?"

Kelsey and Mel both smiled in unison.

"I can't say I wouldn't appreciate that," Mel said, suddenly a bit shy.

"It is only fair," Kelsey said. She got up and switched positions with Mel. The dark haired girl sat down, then lifted up her little pj dress, giving Kelsey easy access. Kelsey got down on all fours, presenting her eager bottom upward while she dug in to Mel.

"Oooo," Mel grunted, "That's... that's pretty good for a... For a first time."

"Learned from a master," Kelsey said. "Oh wait, I realized I have one question left. Hey Ben? Do you think you could stick it in me while I work on Mel?"

"Honestly?" I said, as I shucked my pants, "you read my mind, baby."

"You don't mind do you, Mel? What we did - what we're doing - I mean, like, it was fun, but I'm still mostly into guys. And it is my favorite position, after all."

"No problem, so long as you still do your job on me. Also, that was your last question."

Kelsey put her head back down, which caused her bottom to rise up even more. Her entrance was up enough that I had to stand behind her in order to get access.

I stepped behind the beautiful blonde, then took myself in hand. Holy fuck was I hard. It felt like I could have pierced right through Kelsey and into Mel if I wasn't too careful. It was an odd moment - my was cock lined up at Kelsey's opening, her scent strong and heady - but I was looking at pretty little Mel as I slowly slid my head forward.

"Ah!" Kelsey jumped a bit, "Wrong hole."

"Whoops! Sorry," I pulled back, legitimately sheepish.

"I mean, maybe another time?" Kelsey said, looking back at me playfully. But only one new experience a night, I think, K?"

She dipped her head back down and Mel groaned, as much from the interruption as from the restart.

"I'll do my best not to distract her too much more," I said to Mel, looking straight into her deep, dark eyes as I put my cock at Kelsey's dripping snatch. I began to press forward. The tremendous teenager might not have been a virgin anymore, but she was still super tight. My knees went weak as my entirety entered that warm, wet place once again.

Wow. Once I was in her, how did I ever have the willpower to pull back out? I swore I was going to just move right in to Kelsey's amazing pussy. Of course, I'd also have to set up a pied a terre in Julia's slippery snatch. Maybe a summer home in Sarah if she'd ever let me. God DAMN was I the luckiest man in the goddamn universe.

I looked down and saw Kelsey's ass writhing against my cock, while at the same time her tongue was buried between Mel's legs. I did my best just to hold there, letting the blonde focus on her new friend's pleasure.

Still, I couldn't resist but reach down for little Kelsey's little clitty and start to rub.

"Hmmmmmm," she groaned into Mel's melting pot.

"Dammit Ben, I told you to let her take care of me first," Mel said.

"Sorry, I couldn't resist."

"She does have a great little clitty."

"Great little everything."

"Seriously, Kelsey," Sarah said from the back, "H... How can you not see this? You're gonna... gonna break those poor boys."

"You already broke me," I said, then squeezed her clit between my fingers. Kelsey's head popped up like a shot.

"Dammit, Ben!"

"Sorry, sorry, sorry."

I stopped moving, just kept myself buried to the root. Kelsey was still shifting her thighs, squeezing my stem, so it was hardly a sacrifice. Then she went back to working on Mel, who started groaning again almost immediately.

"You... you really need to stop teasing me," Mel told her.

"Sorry," Kelsey said, her voice muffled in Mel's muff, "I learned from the best." She gave my cock a little squeeze with her pussy - a promise of things to come.

Then I heard another groan... Sarah. "I... I'm... oh GOD!" But her shuffling didn't stop.

"You finally cumming over there, bestie?" Kelsey asked.

"I... I've been cumming... Again and again. Can't stop. The pot. Think I had too much and I'm... Oh ffffffffuuuuck."

"Sarah?" I asked. My cock was buried in Kelsey, I was looking at Mel, and talking to Sarah. What a wonderful world.

"Y... yeah?"

"Honest question time."

"Uh... Oh... OK?"

I heard Mel grunt and groan. I had no sense for her little sounds - we'd just met, after all - but I could tell that she was getting closer. Very slowly, I started sliding my cock back and forth in Kelsey. She responded with a little wiggle.

"Honestly, Sarah - In your truest heart," I punctuated each of my words with a little thrust into Kelsey. Mel had learned her lesson - she was now holding the teenaged blonde's head down to prevent any further interruptions. I kept talking to Sarah, "Not what you think you should say or what you believe is the right thing. But your genuine answer."

"Uhn... uhn... uh huh?"

"I'm f.. feeding Kelsey. Gonna f... fucking pound her. Ssssooooo good. And if it was you... your pussy."

"She'd try. Oh I promise you she'd try so hard to take that... that fucking - oh god again? How do I keep cumming again and again - OH FUCK! Yeah. My little puss, she wants to show you so bad how good she can be."

"N... not my question."

"Hnnnnnnnn," Mel was shaking her head back side to side, "G... getting close."

"OK," Kelsey said, mouth full of clitoris, "G... get ready to go, Ben. I n... need it. Pleeeease..."

"S... Sarah. Oh, sexy sexy Sarah."

I heard her giggle, then choke as yet another orgasm grabbed at her.

"Honestly. Truly. Genuinely. From the deepest part of your heart. Are you going to let me...? Spread your legs. T... take my cock.. Slide it inside. Let me... p... pound you. Just like amazing little Kelsey. Till you burst. I burst. Fill your hungry pussy till you scream?"

Slick slick slick, the sound of Kelsey's tongue working Mel for all she was worth. Slap slap slap my thighs bouncing off Kelsey's almost nonexistent butt. My balls against her clit. Ah ah ah, Sarah, still rubbing herself, grunting, galloping toward the next peak of pleasure.

Snore, Julia, passed out somewhere still behind me.

"Y... oh god..." Sarah gasped.

I froze mid stroke. Even Julia's snoring seemed to pause.

"Yes," Sarah said. That one little word.

"Nnnnnnnnnn-AHHHHH!" I heard a crack as Mel threw her head back into the wall, too busy cumming to care.

"Ben?" Kelsey asked, as if I need encouragement. I went from slow, sensual strokes to deep and fast. Driving little Kelsey's head down as I battered her backside. My hands gripped her buttcheeks white. My cock dripped with her juices.

Mel, slowly recovering from her own explosion, lifted Kelsey's head up to hers. Held it there. Their eyes locked

"He's... he's fucking me now," Kelsey said, "He's fucking me so fucking good."

"I know, baby."

"D... did I make you cum? Did I get you there?" Kelsey asked.

"You did so good, baby," Mel said, stroking the teenager's cheeks, her hair. "Y... you've gotta hang on now, OK?" Mel said.

"Y... yeah."

"He's almost there."

"Oh... OK... Feels ssssoooooo good."

"I know baby. I know. He's gonna fuck you raw and you just gotta stay with it, OK? I promise. You can do it. He can get you there. I know he will."

Kelsey's whole body was bouncing back and forth as I rammed my cock into her. I gripped her thighs, moving her steaming snatch over my cock. Everyone had cum now and I wasn't going to wait.

"I've got her," Mel told me.

"Oh... OH! OH FUCK! He's... Oh... cock. Pussy. Fuck. Pounding me. K... Keep fucking me don't you dare fucking stop just keep... Harder. OH! That's... That's it. You fucking fucker just... oooOOOOOHHHHHOOOOoooooo."

"Man, she really talks a lot," Mel said, breaking her gaze with Kelsey, still holding her head firm, "I didn't notice before."

"P... probably cause her mouth was busy," I said, "Buried in your pussy."

"Good point."

"Ohhhhhhh... unnnnngh!" Sarah, still going, "So hot! Can't stop."

"S... Sarah?" Kelsey asked, "You getting close, bestie?"

"I... I don't have to answer that... You already used your question..."

"I'm g... getting close," Kelsey said, "His cock. So big. So good and I... Big one coming. Can feel it. Building. He's fucking me so good, our Ben, he's m... making me cum and I'm gonna. OHHHH! Here it... here it comes I... I'm CUMMING oh FUCK ME I'M CUMMMMMMING!"

I plunged in deep and held there. Kelsey's whole body tensed, like the whole thing was hanging onto my cock. Then she slowly loosened back up. I withdrew a bit, then started sliding again. Faster now.

"Oh FUCK that was... So good. OH! He's still... still fucking me. Oh... I... oh GOD."

"I got ya, baby," Mel said. She went back to petting Kelsey's head as I worked the blonde teenager over. "You gotta stay with me, OK? Just... just hang on."

"'Nnnnnnn," I groaned, "Getting there."

"OK Kelsey," Mel said, "Little Kels. You gotta hang on now, OK? Here it cums. Gonna be a big one but I know you can do it, alright?"

"Y... yeah. Oh yeah. OK. Give it to me Ben. Come on."

"You with me Kelsey?" I asked, "Last question, OK? Honestly, truthfully, oh so sincerely... I'm so fffucking close... W... where do you want my cum?"

Kelsey couldn't help but laugh a little.

"That... That's your big question?"

"Be honest now."

"Ohhhhhh I really want it in..." Kelsey paused, looked at Mel, then turned to see Sarah, "No no. Wait. I want it all over me. All over all of us. Me and Mel and Sarah. Just. Just cover us with your cum. Can you do that for me?"

"Oh... oh yeah. Al...almost..."

My pumping slowed. The pleasure was growing. Arching. Building and building and I could feel the entire structure just starting to collapse in crumbling ecstasy.

"S... Sarah," Kelsey said, "Come over here."

"I d... don't..."

"Yes you do. I know you do. You can. Now c... come over here please so you can help me. Help your bestie cum."

My pace was slowing... erratic. I looked over and saw Sarah scooch next to Kelsey and Mel. The girls had all shucked what remained of their clothes and now two naked women were caressing Kelsey close, each holding one of her hands as I pistoned into her. Both using their free fingers to construct their own climax.

"H... here it comes," Mel said.

"Hang on, baby, you can do this," Sarah told her.

"hhhhaaaaaaaHHHHHH," Kelsey cried, the low, throaty growl of her orgasm overtook her. She started shaking. Mel did too. Then Sarah. The three women holding on to each other like enduring an earthquake.

My whole body cinched. My legs nearly collapsed. With my last bit of will I gripped my penis and pulled it out of Kelsey's pussy. One pump. Two.

"CuuuuuMMMMMMING..." Kelsey cried.

"M... meeee toooo!" Sarah said. Mel just shook and shivered, shaking her head back and forth.

Three pumps. Faster. And then suddenly...

"Hrrrrrrrrrnnnnnnn...AHHHHHH!"

My first blast spattered against Kelsey's back and skipped up into her hair. My eyes squeezed shut with pleasure and two more blasts went I don't know where. It kept going, somehow, pulsing.

I managed to arc the next one and I saw it splash down on Sarah - right onto her enormous, amazing breasts. I came again and again. An endless fountain, Oh Oh OH-ing with each one. Mel's face. Her hair. Sarah's chest and mouth. Kelsey's head, her back, her buttocks.



The girls all blanketed by my fertile fountain. Dripping with my salty, white sperm. When I was down to a dribble, we all fell back. Finally sated.

"Fffffuck!" Mel said, staring dumbly up at the ceiling, "You guys HAVE to bring me along on your next road trip!"

"Don't think there's room in the car..." Sarah moaned and we all laughed, exhausted and complete.

*

Everyone just left their clothes on the floor and climbed into bed, mostly naked.

I stumbled over on toothpick legs and picked Julia up from the floor. I carried her over to the bed and placed her next to Mel. Kissed her forehead, lovingly. She looked up at me and smiled.

"Did I miss anything?" she asked, sleepily.

"Nah... We pretty much called it a night after you passed out."

"OK..."

I could tell she was already back in dreamworld. Kelsey and Sarah were in the other bed, wrapped around each other like lovers. Which was sort of true at this point. Their two naked bodies were such contrasts, yet both sexy and beautiful in their own way.

I did my best to clear the floor and make a place to sleep. I had brought a sleeping bag and I quietly unrolled it. Then lay down. Stared up at the ceiling. Somehow, surprisingly, still awake.

Mel's face popped over the edge of the bed.

"Magic penis," she said to me, smiled, "I'm sorry I never got the chance to try it out."

"You could always visit your friend in big, bad Buffalo, " I said, "She and I happen to live together, y'know."

"I'm gonna find a way," Mel said, "You better believe that."

She leaned even further out, then kissed me on the cheek.

The room stank of sex and pot. I didn't want to leave that moment, honestly. Surrounded by so many wonderful women all sleeping contentedly covered in my seed. But eventually I must have drifted off.


The Baseball Trip Pt. 06

Sixth Inning

Part six of nine part series! Read the other parts first, would you? Everyone is over the age of 18.

*****

I woke up early the next morning, my back stiff from sleeping on the floor. The previous night, our amazing baseball road trip orgy had, indeed, become worthy of the word. All of us -- my athletic, tomboy roommate Julia, my best friend's beautiful younger sister Kelsey, her incredibly sexy bestie Sarah, and Julia's perky friend Mel -- had come to various states of completion together in Mel's tiny dorm room.

Now sticky with sweat and girl cum, the summer sun still rising in Mel's window, I decided I needed a shower before we headed out for another day of driving and debauchery (and maybe some baseball this time? After all, that was why we'd planned the trip in the first place).

The dorm floor had two bathrooms, women on the west side and men on the east. I unpacked my towel and padded over to my assigned side. For a place that was supposed to support a whole floor's-worth of men, the bathroom was surprisingly small -- just two stalls and three urinals, plus two tiny stand up showers behind tan curtains.

I hung my towel and switched on the water, quickly diving out of the way as it spit at me, cold. Once things were well and warm I climbed in, closing the curtain behind me. I noticed the plastic sheet only hung so far down, so anyone walking in could see my ankles. There was a concrete wall between the shower stalls, but it wasn't all that high, rising only an inch or so above my head. A tall person could definitely look over at what was happening on my side.

Not that I intended to do anything worth spying on. The last few days had given me more than I could handle. It was an erotic adventure that had started with the buxom brunette, Sarah, grinding on my cock in the back seat of the car and culminated with the previous night's all-in activities. You don't know you're an orgy guy until you become an orgy guy, I guess.

Not that I couldn't get up for another go, because of course I could. In fact, I was learning all kinds of things about my stamina on this trip, and it seemed the more I got the more my body was able to adjust to the moment. But the need to stimulate myself was certainly less than a need at this point. Maybe kind of an offhand thought. Y'know, what with a quiet shower and all.

I heard the rustle of the curtain and looked up. Mel, Julia's old high school friend and our up-for-anything host, stood in front of me in all her glory -- long dark black hair, vaguely Asian features, and almost golden skin. Seeing her in the bright fluorescent lights of the bathroom, I was really able to appreciate Mel's good-sized breasts, slightly hairy puss, and tight, toned legs.

She smiled at me, then slid the curtain behind her.

"I told you I was going to give this a try," she said, squeezing my already rallying member.

"Sorry if I woke you," I said.

"Oh I'm not sorry at all," she said. The bubbly coed slid up to me, running her hands over my shoulders, my chest, my thighs. Soon Mel was slippery as well and we pressed our lips together in time with our bodies.

She felt soft and warm. Strong and pliant. Her breasts were a little more than a handful and I made sure to weigh and measure them as much as possible.

"Lower," she grunted, pushing me back into the shower wall with her hips as she said it.

"Not much of a boob girl, huh?"

"They're fine. I like the way you're rubbing them. But I have other parts that need pleasing."

Well, who was I to disappoint such a wanting woman? Mel reached her hands down to my cock, though she wasn't so much stroking as sort of tracing and teasing. Enjoying the slickness of my shaft. Occasionally she'd reach back for my balls as well, but nothing more than a little tickle before going back to the main event.

I moved my hands down to meet her there. I knew, despite Mel's demands, that no woman wants to just be roughly grabbed down there, so I slid my fingers over her taut stomach and ran through her pubic hair before finding her aching sex.

She was dripping so much like the shower, itself. Lips already open and asking. I'd felt so many vaginas the last few days, I was getting a far greater education on the differences in female sex organs than any biology class (or HBO program) could give me. Mel's was a little more open than the other girl's, clit a little higher and flatter.

I ran my digits around the outside of her labia before sliding into her opening. Then I reached down with my other hand to find her clitty.

"OH! That's..."

*SQUEAK*

The sound of the door opening interrupted Mel's sigh. Suddenly she leapt up, wrapping her legs and arms around me with a little shriek. Buried her head into my shoulder like that would help her hide.

I could see a shadow through the curtain. A tuft of brown hair above. But that was about all. He was humming softly, some tuneless thing, likely unaware of what was going on in the closed shower stall.

Mel cursed quietly into my shoulder. I couldn't help but notice how tightly my plug was pressing against her outlet, begging to complete the circuit and power both of us on.

I heard the streaming sound of someone using the urinal.

"Shouldn't be too much longer," I whispered into the raven-haired coed's ear.

"Hope not," she said, "I could get in serious trouble for being in here."

"So if you were to make a noise, then..."

I reached down with my free hand and found her clit, giving it a quick rub. Mel gasped, then bit down on my shoulder. I leaned against the wall. The pretty, perky woman hung off me like a koala on a tree. That gave me a surprising amount of freedom with my hands, so I kept strumming, though I did lighten the pressure a little.

"That's not funny," Mel growled.

"It's not supposed to make you laugh, no."

If the mysterious pee-er made any notice of this, he said nothing. Just went on humming as he washed his hands. I assumed that we were almost back to our privacy.

Then I heard the telltale swish of the next door shower curtain opening.

"Fuck me," Mel said into my shoulder.

"Are you sure?" I asked, rubbing her harder, "I mean, now might not be the best time... Well, if you insist."

Before Mel could respond, I reached down, straightened my cock, and aimed it right at her opening. Mel squealed as I sank in. Fortunately, her cry was muffled by the sound of the shower being switched on.

I reached around us and grabbed on to Mel's tiny buns -- pushing her forward -- impaling her on my shaft.

"Fuck," Mel said, still fighting to stay quiet, "That's a lot." She sort of shifted her hips, getting comfortable with my penetration. We hung there, under the water, her pussy lightly squeezing at my shaft while we heard our neighbor step into his own shower.

Very carefully, hands still gripping Mel's ass, I began to rock her back and forth against me. Mel did her best to match my motions, alternately stretching and cinching her legs around my middle. It made for a very slow, languid fuck. At this pace, with all my adventures from the days before, I knew it was going to be a while before I gave out.

Mel, though, seemed to be well on her way. She'd stopped letting me steer and was now taking full control of our back and forth to maximize her own pleasure. Since Mel was doing the driving, it freed me to take one hand off her backside and slide it between the two of us. It wasn't easy -- hurt my wrist like hell -- but was able to at least get steady thumb pressure on the coed's clitty.

"Fffffuck that's nice," she said.

"Hey mate, do you have any shampoo over there? Forgot mine back in my room." Our neighbor had a heavy Australian accent that I could barely understand. But I managed to make out the word shampoo. Well, obviously, he'd seen my feet under the curtain -- heard the running water -- but hadn't figured out I had a companion. That was all to the good.

Mel stopped her movement, staying perched on my cock. I did my best to keep my voice steady.

"Sorry, man, no."

"Dammit. Oh well."

He got quiet again. Mel started sliding down my shaft, then up again. Retracing her rhythm.

"Oi, did you hear all the noise last night? Holy fuck, man, the room down the hall must've been having some kinda crazy fuckfest or something."

Mel buried her head in the crook of my neck again, but this time she was laughing. Her whole body shook around me.

"No," I said, straining, "I must've missed it. Passed out early last night."

"That's too bad. I'm gonna be wanking for weeks over some of the stuff I heard. Four doors down from me, clear as a bell. I'm not exaggerating."

"That's crazy," I said. Mel finally caught her breath and, tired of waiting for us boys to move on, started sliding on my pole again. She rocked in a way that made sure my thumb stayed pressed down on her clit. Back and forth. Like teasing herself. I let her make her own pace. Little mewls every time I bottomed out in her.

Mel might not have been the virginal Kelsey, but she was plenty tight. She didn't have killer kegels like Julia, but she was squeezing my cock with her all, in any case. As I said, it was like I'd signed up for Vaginas 101 and I was getting a full course load. I couldn't imagine what the advanced degree might entail, but I was pretty sure it'd make my dick fall right off.

Meanwhile, my unaware neighbor kept on talking.

"I think it was 1404. The one with that hot little Asian-ish chick in it? You ever see her? Holy fuck would I want to fill her up, and then some."

"I think I've seen her around," I said. Mel lost her rhythm again with laughter. Then she got serious, redoubling her efforts.

"I forget her name, but, whoa boy, she has got it going on in all the right ways. I bet she fucks like a jungle cat, too."

"Seems like a good bet," I said. Mel bit my shoulder a little harder after I said that. "It's a compliment," I whispered to her.

"Stop chatting him up and start pounding me down," Mel snarled. In response, I rubbed hard against her clit, smacking it back and forth. Her body tensed and she threw her head back.

"AHHHhhhhhhhh...fffffffuck, that's nice!"

"Fuck, mate! Nice!"

Startled, I looked over and saw my showering neighbor's head hanging over the shower wall. He was grinning widely. His arm was extended over the wall, as well, asking for a high five. I used my non-clitoral hand to slap his.

Mel's blissful state shattered. She looked over and saw the large, bearded Australian staring at her, smiling, and she buried her head in my shoulder.

"Oh fuck," she said.

"That you, Melissa? See, I remembered your name," our neighbor said, "Wow, that body is even tighter than I imagined."

What was it with me and getting watched while I fucked someone? This was the third time it'd happened and I was starting to think I was cursed.

"Hi Brian," Mel said, head still down. I noticed, though, that she hadn't stopped running her body up and down my cock. Was just moving slower, like trying to be stealthy about her urgent movements.

"You won't say anything, will you?" Mel asked. The nervousness of her voice belied the neediness of her body.

"No worries, mate," Brian replied, "I gotta head out, in any case. Give it to her good for me."

His head dropped behind the wall.. A moment later, the water stopped and his footsteps padded off. I heard his humming echoing as we went down the hall.

Mel rested her head on my forehead and we shared a laugh. Then she kissed me.

"You cum yet?" I asked.

"Nuh-uh. Just little ones. Trust me, when I get to the big finale, you'll know."

"Well, let's fix that then," I said. I pulled my hands back to Mel's bottom and then spun around, pushing her back into the shower wall. I slowly drew back, then absolutely slammed back in to the hilt.

"Oh FUCK!" Mel cried, loud enough, no doubt, to let Brian know we were still going at it after he left.

My legs were getting tired from holding us up for so long. The water was getting cold. We'd been doing long and slow for long enough. I didn't hold back. I felt like I was punching her pussy down with my penis. And every time I connected I got a little grunt from the cheery, black-haired, coed.

"Fuck... fuck. So... fucking. Good. Keep... Keep... Pounding... Me. Yes! Oh yes!"

Whaling into Mel was no longer enough. For all her happy cries, the pretty girl seemed to shy away from my thrusts, like the pleasure I was giving her was almost too much. My hands were still squeezing her backside, giving me leverage as I drove into her. Slowly, I slid my one finger down into the crack of her ass and left the tip at her other orifice.

I let it rest there for a moment, just tapping lightly at her back door. If the dark haired girl didn't want it, she had the chance to speak. Instead I felt her sort of nestle against it, like readying herself.

On my next push, as I plunged deep into her, I nailed Mel's ass right onto my pointer finger, penetrating her tiny asterisk. I held her there.

"Hrrrrrrr-aH!" she cried, a bit of pleasure, a bit of pain. My finger was all the way in to the knuckle and I felt her bowels sort of squeeze at it. She was panting. Smiling. The break gave her a moment and she kissed me again.

"Don't stop," she said. Pleaded. "Pleeeeeaaase don't stop."

I drew back with my penis, letting my finger slide out of her, as well. Now Mel was trapped in a see saw, bulldozed in the front with my cock while getting drilled in the back with my finger. The more she pulled away from one, the harder she got slammed by the other.

Both sides of her constricted around the invaders. My finger could feel my cock through the thin barrier separating colon from cervix. Working in concert to bring the perky coed off.

"Oh! Oh fuck! G... getting close... D... don't usually c... cum on just a cock. Fuck."

"You want... you want to rub yourself?" I asked.

"N... no no. 'm OK. Just... just keep fucking me. Oh fuck! You close?"

"Getting there," I said.

"O... OK good. Want... Want you to cum. So bad."

"You first."

"Hrrrrrrrrrrn," Mel drove her head down into my chest. I jammed her back, so her ass was now fully skewered onto my finger and then just drove into her. Again. Again. Again. Her pussy tightened. Legs gripped. I felt her nails digging into my back. Hanging on like I was an earthquake. Her words devolved into syllables. Nonsense. Little grunts.

"Ben.. oh Fuck! F... o... uhn... ah... y... that's right, just... ah... AH... AHHHHHHHH!"

Mel's words got sucked into a scream. I stopped pistoning and just hung on. Her body, before so rigid, seemed to go slack. Then, as if afraid of falling, she clutched herself around me. Her pussy tightest of all. My finger just got squueeeeeezed out of her bottom. She shook. Shivered.

"OK?"

"Ha ha ha, yeah. Oh yeah. More than OK."

I smiled and slowly started moving again.

"OH! Oh god... You're gonna... Gonna just keep going on me aren't you? Fffffuck. Don't know if I'm gonna make it. Fuck! That's fucking good."

I sped up. Beating, battering her into the shower wall. Squeezing her butt cheeks with both hands, so hard I was sure they'd bruise. Her breasts bouncing with each thrust.

"Oh FUCK!" Mel kept rambling on and on, faster and faster in time with my thrusts.

"So big. So good. You gonna keep giving it to me? Oh god. Keep giving it to me. I don't... FUCK! Gonna cum again...hrrrrrrrrr-ahhhhHHH! Oh yes. That... That fucking monster is just fucking me and I don't know if I've ever I mean oh my god I'm CUUUUMmmmmmmmming! Yes I'm cumming and cummingandcummingandcumming and I don't ever want it to stop!"

And I'd thought Kelsey was a talker, holy fucking fuck. Finally I felt that tingle building in my balls. My sack tightening up against her. Ready to flood the bouncy, bubbly, black-haired girl with everything I had.

"Again! Oh how do you keep doing this to me again? OhGOD. Close. You getting close? Oh please I need you to cum so bad..."

"Y... yeah. Almost."

"Oh good. Oh GOD! Cum inside me! Oh I want it so bad you have to fill me up just FILL ME."

"Are you...?"

"Huh? Oh. Oh yeah. Don't worry." Mel laughed then, "Trust me, honey, you can't be this dtf if you're not prepared."

The pressure kept building. I was going faster. Somehow. I caught Mel's eyes. Almost black orbs staring back at me.

"Huh... huhn... huh-ahhhhhhh!" Mel hit her last blowout and I burst along with her. My first jet streamed into her steaming cunt.

"OHhhhhhhhhhh!" I squeezed myself against her. Little jabs as delivery after delivery of my sperm came pounding down her doorstep. In the same moment, Mel seemed to hit an even higher plane. Holding me tight back and howling, her voice going higher and higher till it was a silent scream.

My hips trembled as I gave my last little thrusts, emptying myself into Mel. I hoped she'd taken an extra pill that morning, because there was no way that just one would be enough to block all the fertility I was filling her with.

Mel lifted her head back up and our eyes met again. Little stains on her cheeks told me she'd been crying.

"Fuck. You OK?" I asked her. She nodded, smiling sweetly.

"Oh yeah. That was... Fucking fantastic. Magic penis may have been selling your big boy short."

Slowly we disentangled, held together so long it was like we'd been glued. Our skin made sounds like velcro separating as we reassigned our arms and legs back to their appropriate bodies.

As soon as she stepped down, I saw Mel kind of stumble and I quickly caught her arms.

"You f... fucked the life out of me, I think," she said. Then she slowly straightened. She reached down and caught a handful of cum leaking out of her well-worn puss.

"Fucked the life into you, too," I said.

"Clearly," Mel said, "You don't do anything halfway do you? Those girls -- Sarah, Kelsey, Jules -- they're really fucking lucky."

"I'd say I'm the lucky one," I said.

"See," Mel said, "that's exactly what I mean."

*

After a shower like that one, we obviously needed another. This time we stuck to separate sides, just to avoid a repeat performance and ensure we actually got clean. We met up again in the hall. Both of us wrapped in towels.

The cheery coed was still smiling dumbly when I found her.

"Gonna miss you," Mel said, "And Kelsey. And... fuck it I'm going to miss all of you. You guys are the best."

"You're amazing, too," I told her.

"You sure there isn't enough space in that car for one more?" Mel asked. I laughed. We walked back to the room together, hand in hand.

When we got back, the girls were all up and ready to go. Julia noticed the look in Mel's eye as we entered and gave me a high five.

"Hope you nailed her good, dude," she whispered in my ear, "But you better have saved up some for the rest of us."

Did I mention I loved Julia? Yeah I totally loved Julia.

*

Mel went with us to breakfast. Everyone was quiet, but it was no longer a bad silence. If anything it was sort of sated, easy. No one mentioned the night before. Or, for that matter, that very morning. Mel and I didn't hide what we'd done and the other girls, for their part, made it clear that they didn't care.

After we ate, Mel had to ran off for class. She gave each of us a little kiss on the cheek, then practically skipped across the quad. I admit I watched her bottom bounce as she bounded off. I had three beautiful women with me and I had to focus on the one that went away. Did I mention that I'm a guy? I'm a big dumb guy.

We packed the car and then all four of us stood there, staring at it. As if -- with all the luggage in its proper place -- we didn't know where we, ourselves, fit. Finally Julia broke the impasse.

"Y'know, Ben and I have been up front this whole time. I think it's time we see what it's like in back. Sarah, I trust you. OK to drive this time?"



Sarah nodded sweetly and took the keys. Kelsey practically jumped into the front passenger seat. So Julia and I squeezed into the back. Julia contorted herself into the middle and I took the window.

And just like that, we were off to Cleveland.

*

Our plan for the day was pretty packed. We had a roughly five hour drive to Cleveland followed by an actual, honest-to-God baseball game -- our first in days. I'd have been giddy even without that morning's extra special shower.

Once we were on the highway, Sarah piped up from behind the wheel.

"So, did you have fun with Mel?"

"You guys heard, huh?" I said.

"Most of Albania, heard, dude," Julia told me.

"Sorry."

"Don't be," Julia said, "I think we're all fine with you going free agent, long as you remember who your teammates are."

"I do. You are," I said, "And I'm yours. You know that right? All three of you. You're so amazing and beautiful and wonderful and as far as I'm concerned I'm yours for as long as you'll have me."

"He's so sweet when he isn't stabbing you with his cock, isn't he?" Kelsey asked.

"That's just a different kind of sweet," Julia said. Sarah didn't say anything. We'd tussled plenty, yet she was yet to get jabbed. Instead she just sort of sighed, long and low.

*

Kelsey found us a radio station and we found our way down the road. Also, Julia was finding out why everybody hated the back seat, at least at first. Sarah and Kelsey were talking merrily but Julia had to shout just to be heard and eventually she gave up.

She complained that she couldn't see anything except suitcases and, quoting here, 'a big doofy boy.' She shifted position every ten minutes or so and sighed.

"It's like, I'm crushed against all the luggage or I'm smooshed up against your sweaty body, dude."

"Yeah -- I know. I've been sitting back her practically the whole trip," I said.

"This really sucks."

"Yes -- I know. I've been sitting back here practically..."

"So why does everyone insist on sitting back here?" Julia asked. Practically shouted with frustration.

"Try sitting on his lap," Kelsey called from up front.

Julia sort of pursed her lips, like she was thinking about it. Then she shrugged and shifted over, landing her tight little bottom right on my thigh. She was wearing a pair of tan shorts and a white, wifebeater shirt -- maybe the most feminine outfit I'd ever seen her in. Seriously. It gave me a nice view of everything I might want to enjoy while Julia sat on my lap.

Of my three travelling companions, Julia was the tiniest. Sarah was not large but her ample boobs and butt made her more than a handful (in more than one way). Kelsey was supermodel skinny but she was tall. Almost as tall as me.

Julia, on the other hand, was fairly short and in great shape. She had better abs than me and her arm definition was impressive. So of the three, she was probably the easiest to uphold. Y'know, if she'd actually just sat down.

Instead, Julia continued to shuffle over my thigh like I was an adjustable La-Z-Boy and she couldn't find the right setting. Then, as if she suddenly got it, she shifted back. Her butt landed right on my crotch.

"Oh!" she said.

I was hard. Of course I was hard. I was in a car with three amazing, incredibly beautiful women, and one of them was bouncing up and down on my leg. It was going to happen. I spent more time on that trip erect than flaccid. Which, considering the girl's insistence on constantly taking care of my condition, was pretty damned impressive if I do say so myself.

"See -- isn't that better?" Sarah asked.

"Not really," Julia said, "Now his big dick is just poking me in the butt."

"Sounds much better to me," Kelsey said.

"So now what?" Julia asked.

"Try moving around," Kelsey said, "You know..."

"No, I do not 'know,'" Julia said, obviously getting frustrated.

"I mean, I could draw you a picture if you'd like," Sarah said.

"That's it? The whole big deal. You guys just sit back here and rub each other off?" Julia asked.

"We could switch seats," Kelsey said, "I'd be happy to."

"No, no. Hang on..." Julia started shifting her body, moving it along my cock so that instead of impaling her it was merely buried between her cheeks. Slowly, she ground down, then slid back and forth a bit. She grunted, either in satisfaction or further frustration I could not be sure.

I decided it was time for me to take things into my own hands once again and rested my right hand on Julia's tight tummy. I could feel her whole body working itself. Twisting and pushing, a strangely athletic endeavor, to get herself off.

The grinding felt good enough, certainly, but it was really more knowing what Julia was doing rather than feeling it that was getting me going. Her legs pumping, stomach flexing, bottom driving downward as she raced toward release.

I slid my hand up her stomach and found, to my delight, Julia wasn't wearing a bra. She had the tiniest little titties -- certainly not nonexistent, but also the smallest in the car by far. She'd told us the day before as part of Honesty Uno that she was an A-cup and I guess sometimes that stood for no cup at all.

Cupping was exactly what I was up to on the other hand, and so I reached my palms around Julia's little breasts. I knew from before that what she lacked in quantity she made up for it in quality. Her little nipples were so wonderful and erect -- begging to be sucked or pinched or just played with.

I also knew that they were sensitive as hell and so I wasted no time in using Julia's breasts to help her reach her destination. There was barely enough to hold in my hand, but I did not ever want to let go, they were so perfect and perky. I played around with each, teasing the skin, tracing the areolae, plying at her practically pin-long nips. Then I went back around in a cycle.

"Stop... teasing..." Julia grunted, still working herself up and down my shaft. If there had been any pretense of propriety, it was long gone.

Julia dragged herself up, hitched, the did it again. She seemed determined to do this on her own, but finally she gave up and let me slide my hand down the waistband of her shorts. Julia hadn't skipped underwear completely, she had some sort of panties on, but they were soaked.

I reached down through her down hairs and found her clitty, immediately setting to work. I kept my other hand on her breast, just kneading it in time to my ministrations. Julia, for her part, slid her head up and put her lips onto my earlobe.

It felt warm, sensuous -- then sharp. I cried out. Once again, Julia had bitten me.

"Sorry," she said, totally not sorry. Then she went back to sucking on my ear. I responded by twisting her tit purple, but all it did was make Julia groan. I felt her pussy pulse out a little bit of liquid. Then my athletic roommate stiffened and sighed.

She rested her head back and I slowly started to slide my hand up.

"Just... wait..."

I started to slide my hand back down.

"No no. Not that. Too... too sensitive. Just like... Remember what I did before?"

"You want me to slap you?" I asked, trying to keep quiet. We were all together in the car and yet we each had these strange little moments of privacy between us.

"Yeah. Just like..."

I reached back a little and tapped her clitty with my fingers.

"No, you pussy," Julia said, "A slap not a stroke."

I reared back a bit more and whacked her pussy with the flat of my hand - still far less than anything I'd imagine might hurt.

"Jeez, I'm gonna have to work on you," Julia said. She pulled my hand away, dragged her shorts and panties down to her knees, and then gave her pussy a slap with her own hand.

WHACK!

I'm sure the whole car heard.

"Naughty little puss," Julia said quietly, then pulled her shorts back up. "I don't do that, she starts getting unruly. Demanding all kinds of things she can't have. Like big boy Ben cock."

"I mean, if you really wanted..."

"Not in the car, Ben," Julia said, like that was the most bizarre thought in the world. "But I'm sure we'll figure something out."

Julia leaned back on my lap, leaving my member completely hard and totally unsatisfied. It was sticking out the one leg of my shorts like it was looking for an escape route.

Some way to get out and get it on.

*

About two hours in, we pulled over for a stop and decided to switch seats. Julia seemed less than impressed with the entire backseat experience and decided she wanted to drive, instead.

"It was fine," she said, "It didn't change my life, or anything. It just seemed like a lot of work for not much reward. No offense Ben -- I guess I like having you in me more than on me."

Well when she put it that way, how could I be insulted?

With Julia back behind the wheel, Sarah was sent to the back. I offered her my lap as soon as we sat down, but she shook me off.

"I can't," she said.

We pulled out of the rest stop and got back on the highway. Kelsey found a song she liked and started singing along. I stewed for a moment, then asked,

"What about last night?"

"What about it?" she replied. As if either of us could have forgotten. Sarah had watched us all contort ourselves into all kinds of pleasure. Then she'd let me cover her with my cum after I'd fucked her best friend, Kelsey.

And she'd said it. In a moment of weakness, Sarah had told me -- told the entire group -- that she was going to let me have it. Have her. At some point.

"Well..." Sarah said, "I was just watching. Y'know. I didn't. I mean... I'm sure Rob looks at stuff all the time."

"You weren't just watching," I said.

"Well, yeah. But I'm sure Rob doesn't just watch those things either. Especially when I haven't been around for a while. I'd want him to, y'know, take care of himself if he had to."

Well there was a mental image I could do without. I had no idea what the guy looked like, thankfully, and I was glad it kept me from far more graphic imaginings. Yes, yes, double standard and all that, I know. For the record, I have no issue with male sexuality. I just prefer to focus on my own, thank you very much.

"So you're saying that, as long as you don't do anything you wouldn't want your boyfriend to do, it would be OK?"

"Exactly. And if he said something, y'know, in the process. Something that he maybe meant in the heat of the moment but wouldn't actually do. I mean, I'm OK with that, too."

"Got it."

Sarah was twisting herself into quite the position here, but she was doing it with her clothes on so it wasn't nearly as much fun as it should have been.

"So," I said, "If Rob were on a long road trip in a cramped car and he was uncomfortable and the best way to sit would be on someone else's lap..."

Sarah sat and thought about this. A semi honked loudly and blew by, shaking the little Beetle with it's tailwind. Julia cursed at him, as per usual, but stayed her course.

"I think that would be OK," Sarah said, "I mean, I certainly wouldn't want my boyfriend to be uncomfortable."

With that, she got up and carefully lowered herself right down onto my cock.

"Better?" I asked.

"Oh much," Sarah agreed. She settled herself down and it was old times all over again. My prodigious-feeling penis poked himself right into place between Sarah's most important parts. Except her pendulous breasts, of course. Those would have to covered by another part of my anatomy. If I so chose.

Sarah slowly slid herself back and forth. In the sport of backseat dry humping, she was the crafty veteran, getting by on guile. The way Julia had gone, it had been equal parts pain and pleasure. I more got off on the fact that my roommate was getting off.

With Sarah it was something else. The way she slid and groaned and ground we were both a big part of it.

Sarah sat back and my penis popped right up against her sex. She moaned appreciatively. Her eyes slid closed. Her hands shot down and gripped my thighs. She was sliding faster now, more uneven. Jerky. Then suddenly she stiffened. Her nails dug into my bare flesh.

"Ahhhhhhhhhhh."

The busty brunette slowly uncoiled on me. My skin throbbed where she'd punctured me. What was it with my girls causing me so much pain in the search for their own pleasure?

"Fffffffuck, Ben. Don't know why I... Why my hungry little puss just can't get enough of that."

"We could try slapping it," I said, playfully.

"Don't you dare," Sarah said. She gave a long deep breath and I could tell she was drifting off.

Dammit. That was two girls down and I was still yet to score. But I still had one left, waiting in the on-deck circle. This inning was far from over.

*

We got to Cleveland, parked, and made our way to the stadium. The girls were all in a good mood, talking and laughing. Even Kelsey seemed excited.

"I don't know -- I guess it's been awhile since we saw a game," she said, "I mean, it's supposed to be a baseball trip. So let's watch some fucking baseball."

The Indians were already in the pennant race that year and this was a divisional matchup on a Saturday night. The park was packed, loud -- practically charged. If Wrigley had been a cinematic drama, lavishly shot with a soaring soundtrack, Cleveland was pulse-pounding action film filled with gritty set pieces and pulsing music.

I was so focused on the action that when Kelsey tapped my shoulder, clearly considering a repeat of our adventures in Milwaukee, I shrugged her off.

"After the game, I promise."

She pouted for a moment, then tried Sarah's shoulder instead. But the sexy brunette was behind her camera, totally engrossed. Of course, Sarah was looking almost everywhere but on the field, but still. Kelsey returned her attention to the game and, eventually, started cheering along with everyone else.

Baseball had been away from us for a while but now it was back and it was good. Filling. We took from it what we could and then came back for seconds.

*

I left the stadium feeling all kinds of amped up.

The game had been great, down to the wire, ending with a big win for the home team. As we walked down the concrete ramps and out to the parking lot, it seemed as though the entire stadium was in celebration -- singing and cheering. All those people thought they'd already seen the big event. But they weren't heading home to what I was about to experience.

Kelsey was clearly in the mood -- she'd practically tried to swallow my cock midway through the sixth inning before Julia stopped her. Julia, herself, had already said she wanted me, too. And Sarah... well I wasn't going to stop her from watching if that was all she wanted.

Our hotel was 20 minutes east of the city, not nearly far enough for backseat fun time. But who cared? Once we got to the hotel, all clothes were off. The whole drive, all I could think about was the night before -- all of us tangled and twisted around each other. A mass of sexual bliss. And tonight, I knew, would be even better.

Our little roadside motel was a tiny place, a monument to the wonders of concrete and asphalt. We were so close to the nearby highway, we could hear the cars rushing past. Like the waves on the ocean. Sort of.

Julia grabbed the key and we followed her up to our room. Again, we would all be sharing. But what had before been a potential impediment was now a complete catalyst. We had two Queen sized beds waiting for us. I wondered if we'd even use the one.

Before the door even closed behind us, Kelsey pressed her lips to mine. Her hands shot down, grabbed for my belt and...

"Whoa whoa whoa!" Julia shouted, "Slow down there, Cinemax."

Kelsey reluctantly released my lips and... other parts, and turned to look over at my athletic roommate. Julia was sitting on the bed, her suitcase already half open next to her. Sarah stood over to the side.

"I appreciate that things on this trip have gotten a little... out of hand," Julia said, "I understand you want to get some action -- hell, I want some too -- but not in the room with everyone else watching. That's just... creepy."

"You don't have to watch," Kelsey said.

Julia just sighed. "Look, it's not a jealousy thing. Or... I dunno, some need for everyone to stay with their dance partners. I understand and accept that I need to share. But like, everyone doing it at once? It's just not something I'm comfortable with."

"What about last night?" Kelsey asked, "You seemed OK with it then."

"Last night? Ben told me everyone passed out after I did."

"Ummmm... Sort of?" I said, "I mean, we did pass out. Eventually. I just didn't want you to feel like you'd missed out."

"So you all..."

"Pretty much," Kelsey said, "Even Sarah joined in."

"All I did was watch," Sarah said, "Mostly."

Julia sighed, exasperated. Then she stood up and started pacing.

"Guys... what we have here. I mean... If you want to go bonk each other's brains out, I'm not going to stop you. But this group thing where we all... I can't. I just can't."

"I don't see the big deal," Sarah said.

"I thought you'd be on my side," Julia said. Sarah just shrugged. I guess she enjoyed the view.

"So because you can't have any fun no one else can have fun either?" Kelsey asked.

"Look," I said, "the one thing we've done right, the one thing I'm most proud of..."

"Besides all the fucking," Kelsey said.

"Yes, besides all that," I continued, "The one thing I'm most proud of is that we've somehow managed to respect each other's feelings for the most part throughout all of this. I don't want to suddenly be screaming at each other for 300 miles. Where everyone is out to get everyone else in some fucked up mindgame. What we have is great -- more than just the fucking. It's... unique and weird and totally not sustainable. But it is working and I think we all know we've tripped over something special.

"If Julia isn't comfortable, then we shouldn't push it. There'll be plenty of other opportunities, OK?"

Kelsey groaned. She turned and tossed her suitcase on the bed. Then she perked up again. "Let's go see if this place has a pool!" she said.

"There's no pool," Julia said.

"Goddammit," Kelsey said. She threw herself on the bed. "I get it. I really do. I'm just... I really wanted to get it from someone tonight."

I did too. And despite all her rules, I was pretty sure Julia felt the same. She just didn't want... I don't know what she wanted. To have a totally bizarre sexual relationship in every way except for with the sex? I didn't understand it. But In the moment I felt like we were better off letting her have her way.

We'd all set boundaries before and we'd all broken them. It was safer to play the long game, hoping that my roomie would change tactics in the later innings.

In the meantime though, I had a hard cock and three horny women all trapped in a tight room with nothing to do but try to sleep.

"I'm sorry, Kelsey," Julia said in a way that made me think she really meant it.

"It's fine," Kelsey said, " It's just... Whatever. Just you wait until tomorrow."

Gradually we got ready for bed. Sarah and Kelsey climbed under their covers. I turned in next to Julia. We switched off the light. I closed my eyes.

Nothing. Sleep is a strange thing to slip into and sometimes you get stuck. I can feel when rest is within reach and it just... wasn't. My cock was aching. A desirable woman was lying next to me. Her bottom pressed against my thigh. And two other, also incredibly fuckable girls were just one bed over.

Suddenly the room was too warm. The covers too heavy. The room too dark or not dark enough. I felt Julia next to me, tossing and turning. I couldn't see over to the other bed, but it didn't sound like anyone was out there, either. In fact it was the opposite. Lots of loud sighs and ruffled sheets.

"Goddammit," Julia said. She stood up and walked over to the bathroom. She was wearing another shirsey and a pair of boy's boxer shorts. It was not a sexy outfit but it hardly mattered, her body was so tight.



I heard her turn on the faucet and fill a glass of water. Then she walked back into the bedroom. The lights were still off, but she was a darkish mass standing amongst the darkness.

"Everybody's still awake?" Julia asked. We all chorused a frustrated yes.

"Fine," Julia said, "This is all my fault, I know. There's only one way to solve it. Everyone just rub one out so we can get to sleep."

Kelsey popped up like a piece of toast. "What?"

"You heard me," Julia said, "It's the only way anyone is going to be able to pass out so let's just get it over with."

"Like, take turns?" Sarah asked.

"Here, together," Julia said, "Seriously, it's not that hard."

"But you said..."

"I know what I said, Kelsey, and I'm saying that this is going to have to hold us off for now. Trust me, I'm just as worked up as anyone else here." Julia then climbed back into the bed. Immediately, she slid her shorts off and tossed them to the floor, "Dude, scooch over. You're taking up all my space."

I moved over. Julia's lithe leg flopped on top of mine. It was still super dark, but I could hear the sounds of the other two girls shifting positions, murmuring to each other. I saw Julia's hand go right down to her puss.

*SLAP* Julia smacked her center.

*SLURP* Sarah licked at her moistened fingers.

"AHHHH..." Kelsey, grabbing hold of herself.

Not one to be left behind, I quickly reached for my oh-so-solid member and started to slowly stroke. From the sounds of everyone around me, I could tell no one was wasting any time.

Unable to resist, I sat up to take a look around. Julia ran her free hand up her body and cupped her breast, squeezing it. Her other hand rubbed her clit. Her legs opened and closed like a bellows. Kelsey and Sarah were like mirror images, one hand on their clitties, the other plunged into their respective sexes. Legs all tangled. Heads back.

Kesley went first. "OH! Oh ffffffffUUUUUCK!" Her legs shot straight out.

"Hhhhnn... hhhhhnnnnn...hnnnnnnn" Sarah, as if triggered by her own bestie's explosion, began to burst as well. "HrrrrrrrrrrAAAAAHHHHHHHHHH. Ha. Ha ha." She giggled and soon Kelsey joined her. Their laughter contagious. Kelsey's little snorts peppering their titters.

Julia drew in her breath like she was in pain, but that was far from the case. She gasped, her head twisted to the side. Her legs trembled then stopped.

"Hmmmmm," Julia purred contentedly. Then she looked up and saw I was still hard.

"Dammit Ben, what are you waiting for?"

"You," I said, sheepish.

"God, you take too fucking long," Julia said.

"I thought that was a good thing," I said.

"Well just... finish up. I want to get to sleep."

I reached down and started to stroke my cock with abandon. The other three women all sat up. Suddenly I was the center of attention.

"Come on, Ben, cum," Kelsey said.

"Please," Sarah said, "Give it to us."

"Want it so bad," Kelsey said.

"Yeah dude. Give it to us. To me. Come on."

I kept going faster and faster. Focusing on each of the women. The way they eyed my cock so hungrily. Desirous and demanding.

"Clllloooooose," I said, then groaned.

"Oh God..." Sarah said, breathed, as my first spurt of semen blasted right over the bed. Kelsey made a little gasp then groaned. I shot again and this time it landed right on my roomie's shirt. Julia sighed contentedly as I did it.

"Paint her," Kelsey said, "Cover that slut."

"Yeah," Julia said, "Cover me."

Well I wasn't in a position to argue. I pointed myself upwards, hitting Julia's hair, her cheeks. Her lips. Finally, I drained down. My dick soft in my hands.

Julia's face was covered in thick white globs. She reached up and slid some down into her mouth. Then she slapped her pussy hard with her free hand.

Finally sated, I dropped back down to the bed like a sack of sand. I could already feel sleep wrapping around me.

"...get you a towel," I mumbled, as if I might actually get up.

"'s OK," Julia mumbled back, "Deal with it in the morning..."

The other bed was already silent. The dark room grew darker. I thought it to myself again. Deal with it in the morning. Yes.

The next day there would be plenty more for all of us to deal with.


The Baseball Trip Pt. 07

Seventh Inning

Seventh inning stretch! Everyone is over the age of 18.

Despite my roommate's insistence that we were to stay separate, we all woke up wrapped around each other. Kelsey and Sarah cuddling in one bed. Julia and I spooning in the other.

This was how our baseball road trip had been going. Sexy Sarah had said that she had a boyfriend, but then she started the whole thing by grinding on my lap. Gorgeous Kelsey was virginal and innocent, and then she was neither. Julia and I were in the friends' zone, then suddenly we were in the friends-with-benefits zone.

Every time someone said that the sex was over, that they were moving on from the physical, they followed that up by going even further than before. And so it would be again.

After everyone took a turn in the shower and got dressed, we made our way downstairs. We were about two hours out from a day matchup in Pittsburgh, our second to last baseball game of the trip. That was plenty of time for something of interest to happen and I couldn't even guess at the possibilities.

Kelsey, my best friend's teenaged little sister, had been worked up since the day before when Julia had called an end to the beautiful blonde's frolicking. Of course, Julia, my tomboy roommate, herself, had said that she was looking for more. And then sexy, buxom Sarah had also made things more interesting, despite her supposed devotion to her on-again-off-again boyfriend.

Honestly, I could see any one of them making a move.

Then, before we even got to the parking lot, Kelsey surged forward and called, "Backseat!"

So that answered my question. Kelsey was wearing a tight white, ribbed top and a pink skirt that went down to about mid-thigh. She grabbed my hand and pulled me along with her, as if I needed the encouragement.

"Ben and I are sitting in the back."

"OK, OK. Sheesh," Julia said and shrugged. We were the only car on earth where everyone preferred to be squished in the back rather than comfortable in front.

By now we were all used to the overstuffed situation in Julia's tiny Beetle. I was sure that even a Smart car would seem luxuriously spacious to me after this trip. As usual, Julia took the wheel, giving Sarah the passenger seat. Kelsey climbed in first, settling - at least for the moment - in what little remained of the middle. I got in after her and we were on our way.

We hadn't gotten to the highway before Kelsey unbuckled herself and started to shift over.

"I'm not comfortable. I'm going to sit on Ben's lap," the beautiful teenager told the car.

"Yyyyyup," Julia said.

"As expected," Sarah said.

They kept their eyes on the road. Even if either had wanted to look back, they would have only gotten an eyeful of luggage and not much else. Kelsey lowered herself onto my crotch. I'd been hard since the morning. Since the night before. Honestly, I'd been hard for seven straight days, despite (maybe because of) all the action I'd been getting. At this point, my gun was permanently cocked. Er, my cock was permanently... Anyway. This was hardly the time for wordplay, an absolutely stunning blonde girl was sitting directly over my schlong.

Speaking of which, something felt a little... different about the way she was sitting. Like it was warmer? I couldn't figure it out.

Kelsey sat up a bit, I assumed just to settle herself more directly on my erect member. Instead she reached back, grabbed at my zipper and slid it down. Before I could even gasp, she fished around in my fly and pulled my bare cock right out of my pants.

"Kelsey!" I shouted, despite myself.

"Don't worry, I've got this," Kelsey said. She lifted up the sides of her skirt, almost like doing a curtsy, then sat back down on my crotch.

This time I couldn't miss the difference. Her bare skin landed on mine. Warm wetness kissed against my cock. That little minx wasn't wearing any panties! Clearly, skirts are the greatest invention ever.

Kelsey made a sort of guilty giggle as she pressed against me. My hardness squeezed against her softness.

"Much better," she said, "Wait. One last thing." Kelsey lifted herself up slightly again. She reached behind herself, grabbed my cock, and slid it against her pussy lips. I felt my head nestle at her opening. Then Kelsey let go and lowered herself down.

"Yeah... Now that's comfortable," Kelsey said. I was buried in her to the hilt. So much different than the virginal girl I'd entered only days before. Still plenty tight, but now sopping wet and ready for my stiffness.

Daintily, Kelsey adjusted her skirt so it was covering everything. Her pussy clutched at my cock. We both sighed together.

"Holy fuck!" Sarah cried, "Are you two..."

"Yup!" Kelsey said, "He's in me right now. And it feels sssssssooooooo good."

Julia did her best to glance back, then quickly looked back at the road, swerving as someone honked. "No fair! You didn't tell me we could do THAT back there."

"Finders keepers," Kelsey said, giving my cock another squeeze. "Now I'm going to ride this monster until I cum and cum and cum."

"Ohhhh. That sounds nice," Sarah said, wistfully.

"I hate you so much right now, little slut," Julia said, "I'm so jealous."

"There's always another drive," Kelsey said, "Or our hotel room..."

I could hear Julia's teeth grinding all the way in the back seat. Kelsey lifted herself slowly, then lowered herself back down. I was wrong before about skirts - vaginas are clearly the best invention ever.

"Oooooo... Never done it this way before. Good in a whole different way, you know? Not exactly sure what I'm doing, though."

"Just do what feels good," I said, "Trust me, you don't have to worry about me."

"Yeah," Sarah said, "Just work him the way you like."

"Gaaahhhhhhh I feel ssssooooo full," Kelsey said, "He's like... in me so deep. So big. My poor little pussy's never gonna be the saaaaaaaaame. Ruined me for every other... cock I'll ever have." She was moving steadily now. Up and back. My hands shot out and grabbed her tiny ass, just holding on for the ride.

"Gonna go a little faster now... OH! Getting clllooooose... AH! ah HA!"

The dress wasn't hiding anything at all now. Kelsey was bucking back and forth like riding the mechanical bull. Our sexes sliding, squick squick squick. The smell heady and deep. Kelsey kept grunting. Gasping. Describing her pleasure, like the world's greatest play-by-play.

"OH! Just came there. Little one. Still going though. Still... still fucking him. Riding that... that cock. oh YES! Another one. Bigger that time. So good. Don't think I'm stopping... Gonna just keep... keep riding you till you burst!"

Like I said, Kelsey was a talker. And a bit of a narrator, now that I think of it.

With nothing to hide now, she flipped the dress right up and shot her hand down to her clit. Kelsey leaned back, her lips back by my ear. Her movements slowed and she pressed her button.

"Gonna... gonna cum again. And again and again and again. God how did I ever live without this amazing COCK? I just want it in me all the time. F... feel empty without it. You gonna keep fucking me, Ben?"

"Yeah."

"You gonna fuck your little Kelsey forever?"

"Yeah Kels. I'm yours. Yours forever."

"Mine and Julia's and Sarah's," Kelsey said, "You're ours, you got that?"

"Yeah."

"Hrrrrrrrrrr...AHHHHHHHH!" Kelsey's whole body straightened and shivered. Then she popped back up again and started riding me all the harder. Hands wrapped around the front seat for leverage.

"That's it! Keep hanging on. I'm not done yet. Oh GOD that's good. S... Sarah you... how can you not want this?"

"I do. So bad."

"I'm riding him and it's like... every stroke. Every time his head hits bottom... I can't stop. Won't stop. That's it. Take my pussy. Fill it up. Give me what I need. Just. Keep. Fucking. ME!

The beautiful blonde teenager was practically in a frenzy now. Nearly leaping off my cock, slamming her butt down hard. Like a piston, unable to stop pounding.

"Come on. Come on! Sssssoooooo close now. Gonna hit the big one I can feel it. Superbig. Gonna cum so hard... Ben you gonna cum with me?"

"Yeah."

"That's my boy. That's my Benny. Gonna give it to me so good. Like I... Like I knew you would. I used to lie in bed. Rub myself off. Thinking about you. Did you know that Ben? How badly I wanted you? Wanted you to just bust me open with that big cock? Didn't know it was so big then but I knew... Knew I wanted it. Wanted you. Every night you came over. I would beat my poor clitty sore, wishing it was your fingers. Your tongue. Your dick."

"Oh God, Kelsey. I... I'm getting close."

"Yeah? Yeah - fill me up... Fill me with your fertile stuff. I want it. Need it so bad."

Kelsey reached down and slid my hands up her sides till they were cupping her breasts through the ribbed white t-shirt. The closer we got, the harder I held till I was practically crushing her tits.

"OH! Here it cums! Cum with me. Oh... OH!"

I felt Kelsey's pussy shudder, then clench and that was the end of it for me. Sperm shot right up my shaft and we both exploded with pleasure.

"OH FUCK he's cumming! Oh he's cumming in me I feel it! So hot and... OH!... OH SO GOOD... Oh God that's so good..." Kelsey kept rambling on, the words 'so good' seeming to repeat with each blast of my cum.

I realized I was holding her breasts so hard my fingers hurt. I slowly released. Kelsey slid slightly forward, but kept my cock inside her as my blasts slowed down to a dribble, still filling her teenaged twat with my seed.

I heard a little clapping from up front and saw Sarah smiling at me. Kelsey leaned back and rested her head back on my shoulder. She was still mumbling.

"Never letting you go. Never..."

I heard a loud tapping noise and noticed it was Julia, practically pounding the steering wheel with her fingers. Chanting her own mantra, as well.

"I get next. I get next. He's mine next."

*

The baseball stadium in Pittsburgh is widely considered to be the most beautiful park in the country (except possibly for San Francisco). Long suspension bridges fan out over majestic rivers surrounding an edifice of exposed steel wrapped around green grass. In many ways, this was the stadium that inspired our whole trip in the first place. I just had to see PNC Park in person.

The four of us hardly noticed it.

After we parked, Kelsey finally allowed me to slip out of her nethers and, almost reverently, placed my pleased penis back into my shorts. She smoothed her dress, but did no such thing as put on panties. Just watching her walk, knowing there was only the thin material between the open air and Kelsey's slice of heaven - it was hard to look anywhere else.

Except I had two other women good and ready to be appreciated, as well. Sarah was wearing a bright blue sleeveless blouse and I saw immediately that she had unbuttoned the thing about halfway down. Half her breast was still covered, yet the sexy Sarah was already showing more boob than most women had to give.

Then Julia - JULIA - reached down and held my hand. Scientific papers would be written about this moment. Sure finding the Higgs-Boson was neat and all but my tomboy roommate showing physical affection in public? That was a fucking miracle.

My girls were fighting over me. In a sort of sweet way that was meant to make sure no one's feelings were hurt. But still. If this is what it means to be treated like a piece of meat, butcher me up.

We'd parked in the city at a small lot and then followed the crowds of people over the bridge to the stadium. As we went, I felt like almost everyone was staring. The way Kelsey's (almost nonexistent) ass waggled in that pink skirt. How Sarah's bosoms bounced along in time. Pretty Julia, flirting and laughing - whispering in my ear - her athletic body practically hanging off mine.

At the stadium, we tried to get into our usual routine. We walked around the concourses, talked about food. Sarah got out her camera and tried to take pictures. But we were all too... fidgety. Live. Like kids before Christmas, we were so busy thinking about unwrapping each other, we couldn't sit still. Though we tried.

We got to our seats and sat four across, Sarah then Julia then myself then Kelsey. Julia still holding my hand.

"I hope you're happy," I told the beautiful blonde as the game began, "Look at what you did."

"Sarah started it," Kelsey said, getting into the act.

"Yeah, well, I think you're going to earn some punishment when we get home."

"Not unless you discipline Sarah and Julia, too."

"Are you sure you want that? I mean... what you said before."

"I say a lot of things when your pendulous penis is plugging me," Kelsey said.

"Yeah, no kidding," Julia said. She didn't even look up from her scorebook when she said it. I looked over, surprised. I didn't realize she'd been listening.

"Do you mean when I said that you're my jack for when I jill?" Kelsey asked, "Or when I said that your cock was so big it was breaking my poor little pussy? Or when I screamed that I was never going to stop cumming?"

I heard the person behind us choke on his beer. Julia just lowered her head, trying to keep from laughing. I saw her cheeks turn apple red. But I also noticed she hadn't stopped holding my hand. Almost affectionately. Definitely possessively.

"No, ummmm. I meant... the 'forever' thing."

"Oh! Oh... Ben I was just... Like I said I kind of just run my mouth while you're running me and I..."

"No. Of course. I get it."

"I mean, I said before about this being for fun and I meant it, I mean... I say those things about sharing you with Sar and Jules because I know you're not mine. If you were... If I had to be..."

"Yeah, no. I know. I wasn't... I mean, like you said we talked about it. I was just confused. That's all."

"We're OK?"

"Yeah. Totally OK," I said. I felt Julia squeeze my hand a little tighter, but it felt more patronizing than comforting. I was OK. I knew that Kelsey and I weren't... Weren't anything really. Yet I have to admit I felt my heart drop a little.

I looked over at Sarah. She leaned over and winked, then peeled her shirt back a bit more to show me her ginormous boob. It was safely ensconced in her bra - though honestly calling that undergarment a bra was like calling a piece of string a seatbelt. Keeping those massive mammaries in place was a true feat of engineering.

Still, even so concealed, Sarah's breast looked magnificent - soft and succulent. There was no doubt that she was offering me a chance to worship at her most holy mounds. Was Sarah really about to go through with anything? She'd made it clear that her boundaries were malleable (much like her breasts, I know), but she could just as easily slam shut as she would open (much like her pussy, I know).

Then Julia leaned over, put her lips on my ear and sucked, mixing it with little nibbles at my lobe.

"I get next," she whispered, "Don't forget it."

Well, if Julia was so eager to get an at bat, and Sarah was willing to at least take a swing, who was I to feel down about... anything, actually?

*

All three girls, even Kelsey, kept poking and prodding me. Like they couldn't control themselves. Julia kept switching between hand holding and cock holding (through my pants, but still). Sarah's intermittent strip teases kept appearing. KeIsey kept rubbing my arms, my shoulders, my hair, and - in the times when Julia let her - my still-clothed member.

Our little performance in the car had left everyone wanting more and we were clearly headed for extra innings. Maybe a full on doubleheader. Sex-wise I mean.

The actual baseball game was a blowout, with the hometown Pirates' hopes quickly sinking down to Davy Jones' locker. Then, in the fourth inning, it started to drizzle. Ordinarily, we'd have stuck this out. The rain wasn't heavy enough to lead to a delay but even if it did, Julia and I prided ourselves on being die hards. If the umps didn't call the game then we wouldn't either.

But with a week's worth of games behind us and an evening's worth of activities ahead, Julia announced that she was no longer willing to endure the experience. Kelsey and Sarah had done a great job of respecting our baseball trip, even if they weren't big fans themselves, but they certainly weren't the ones to stick it out. And at that point, I wasn't going to argue it with Julia either.

We left the stadium, all four of us holding hands, united in pervert-ry.

*

No matter how many times we told Julia there was no rush - the hotel was just outside of town, there was zero traffic, the hotel wasn't going anywhere - she sped along anyway. I'm pretty sure we went so fast at one point we actually traveled backward in time.

We screeched into the parking lot and before the rest of us could climb out of the car, Julia was in the lobby. Usually sweet as pie with strangers, my roommate practically ripped the keys out of the desk manager's hand before marching over to our room.

We had another standard hotel room that night - two queen beds with a tiny flatscreen and an even smaller bathroom/shower set up. I was beginning to wonder if these rooms were all printed in one place and then disseminated across the country. They even all smelled the same.

I went in first, but then Julia jumped up and barred the door with her arm. Sarah and Kelsey stood in the hallway, peering around Julia and looking confused.

"What?" Kelsey asked.

"You already had him," Julia told Kelsey. Then she turned to Sarah, "And you aren't going to do anything, anyway. I get next."

"OK. Fine," Kelsey said, "Better than fine. But it's still our hotel room, too."

"Don't care."

"We don't have any other place to go," Sarah said.

"You know..." I said, looking out the window, "It looks like there's a pool down there."

*

The hotel, indeed, had an outdoor pool, set in an open quad in the middle of the hotel grounds. A sort of oasis in a desert of urban sprawl. The rain had stopped, leaving us with a hot, sweaty haze of an evening. The sun was still hanging on to the horizon, leaving the sky purple and pleasant. Though it was the perfect setup for a swim, the pool area itself was completely empty, as if we were just characters in a story and someone had written us the perfect backdrop for our illicit business.

I was ordered to change into my bathing suit and then make my way to the pool while Julia got ready. I slowly slid into the cool water - it almost felt like trespassing the way my body broke through the glassy blue.

What had, at first, felt a little too cold quickly went to welcoming. It really was a perfect pool day, all other intended activities aside. I dunked my head under the water and when I came up, Julia was standing there, watching me.

She was wearing the sexy green one piece from before. It hugged her curves in all the right places, putting forward her toned arms and bare legs, flat stomach, and tiny breasts. She smiled at me shyly, a weird look for my outgoing, almost aggressive roommate.

Julia lowered herself to the side of the pool, then slid in, making barely a splash. Her feet bounced against the bottom, wetting her to about her shoulders. I paddled over so that we were about an inch apart. I saw Julia was breathing heavy, almost panting, like she'd been out on a run.

I laughed a little, lovingly. I reached up and pulled off her glasses, leaving them on the side of the pool. She smiled, sheepishly.

"Kind of hard to swim with those," I said.

"Kind of hard to see without them, too."

"I'll stay close," I said. Then I reached back and found the tie in Julia's hair. I gently unspooled it, watching in awe as her brown locks fell free. Down to her shoulders. I stepped back a little and took my roommate in.



She looked gorgeous. Amazing. More than I'd ever really realized. Big green eyes staring back. Cheeks a little pink from the heat or the cold or just everything around us. She looked so strong. So vulnerable. I leaned in and kissed her. Really kissed her, putting a year's worth of want and worry into one grand expression. Pouring myself in through her lips, her teeth, her tongue. My hands found her shoulders and hers dug into mine and we stood there like the whole pool was swirling and the only anchor was each other.

I tried to pull away but Julia nibbled at my lips, holding them close. Then she released me and started tasting at my cheeks. My neck. My chest.

"Fffffffuck Julia."

"You always say that."

"I know, Sarah said the same thing. I guess I just..."

"Big and dumb. That's how we like you."

I stepped back a bit.

"A joke, dude. Just a joke."

Julia leaned in and kissed my lips again. Dragged her hands around my body, then snaked down and grabbed at my cock - aching and able.

"Well, not about the big part," Julia said, "Seriously how was I living with this monster under my roof and I didn't even know it? You should've at least been forced to disclose it as part of the rental agreement."

I laughed then leaned forward, kissing Julia's impertinent, freckled nose, her blushing cheeks. Mirroring her journey on me. I ran my hands down her sides and then slid them into the suit. She jumped a little as I did and I found that satisfying. It was like we were daredevils, double-dog daring the other to go a little further a little faster. Never caring that neither would swerve first.

My hand found Julia's silky pubes and then her sex. At the same time, she pulled my waistband back and wrapped her fingers around my cock.

"Hmmmmmm," she sighed contentedly. We were still trading kisses. I took my free hand upward and again went under her bathing suit to cup Julia's tiny tit.

"I know..." she mumbled through my lips, "... not Sarah's."

"Do you really think that matters to me? I like you for who you are. And Sarah for who she is. I don't want you to be each other. I want you to be yourselves."

"See?" Julia said, giving my cock a squeeze, "Definitely not stupid."

I traced at Julia's nipple, feeling it harden in my hand. Pointing outward like a little pink needle. Satisfied that her top was primed, I stopped waiting by the entrance at her bottom and slowly slid my finger inside.

"Hm," Julia grunted. It was not a sound of satisfaction.

"Did I?"

"No no. It's just... The water is making me dry."

"Huh?"

"Water is great for lubrication. Unless you compare it to what comes out of me, in which case it might as well be sand." Then Julia stroked at my cock a little too quickly and I could see what she meant. So much for slippery - if anything this kind of hurt.

Still we kept kissing and fondling for all we were worth. I found Julia's clit and started to rub, but I could tell it wasn't really doing anything.

Julia 'hmmed' again then stepped back. She pulled my bathing suit down to my knees, then stepped forward. I slid the gusset of her suit aside and started to guide myself in. As soon as I hit her sweet spot, though, I could tell it was going to be work. Whatever moisture Julia had - and I had no doubt that there was plenty - was almost instantly wicked away by the water.

"Just... shove it in there," Julia said. But I stopped, cock sort of half hanging out of her pussy like a toothpick in a cowboy's mouth.

"No, let's..." I separated and started to climb out of the pool. Julia looked up. Steamed and paced in the water.

"Not fair," she muttered, "We can't just do it out on the sidewalk... I mean, out of the pool, we're..."

"Hotel room," I said, fixing my bathing suit at my waist.

"But the girls are..."

"Do you want to stop now?"

Julia's face set. Determined. She popped right out of the pool, grabbed my hand, and dragged me back to our hotel room, leaving a trail of chlorinated water behind us.

*

Julia didn't even bother knocking, she just threw open the door and pushed me in. Sarah and Kelsey were both lying on the bed in their pjs, watching TV.

"Hey guys," Sara said, "How was the..."

Julia shut the door behind her, then tackled me. Literally, tackled - a perfect technique shoulder drive to my sternum - onto the other bed.

"...pool?"

We were still a bit wet but Julia hardly cared, her mouth hungrily working over my body now. Down to my bathing suit drawstrings. If Julia was aware that other people were in the room, she didn't show it. Her brain had passed into another dimension, the land of Hornia, and damned if she was going to be pulled back to our own world just yet.

My cock was certainly in that same universe because he bobbed up happy and hard as soon as Julia freed him from my shorts. Bounced against my stomach and then stood at attention. He wasn't out in the world for long though because Julia's mouth quickly clamped over him - head to root -- in one big gulp.

"Hmmmmm... kinda chlorine-y," she said around my meat. Her hand went down to my balls - more gently than the last time, thank God - and stroked at the scrotum with her nails. For someone who seemed to be more about her own pleasure than mine, Julia sure did seem to enjoy supping at my schlong.

I heard a whisper and looked over. Kelsey and Sarah were both sitting next to each other on the bed, TV totally forgotten. Seeing that I saw them, they both gave me a shy little wave.

Sllllluuuuuuuurrrrrrrrp. Julia popped her head off my cock, regaining my attention (I know, who gets a blowjob and looks at other women at the same time? Boys - that's who).

Julia smiled at me, tossed her hair out of her eyes, then went back to licking. Now she was more teasing, just little kisses at my head and shaft. Long drags up my shaft with her fingers. Then she gave my erection a little affectionate clasp and sat up.

She looked at me a little guiltily, like a little girl caught eating candy off the top shelf. I smiled back. I was naked on top of the bed, blown in all senses of the word. My bathing suit was... somewhere I suppose? Head, still wet from the pool, dripping onto the pillows. A wanting, wanton brunette by my feet.

Julia brushed her hair back again and pulled the bathing suit straps down off her shoulders. Her little titties popped out proud, nipples standing oh so tall. Then Julia lifted her taut bottom off the bed and slid the suit right off. Her puss peeked at me from behind her tuft of curly brown hair.

Julia looked at me hungrily. "Enough pre-game. Let's play ball." Then she jumped up, slamming her hands into my shoulders. It was less of a kiss than just Julia pressing her face into mine. Then she reached back, found my cock and placed it at her entrance. Impaled herself in one go.

"THAT'S my boy," Julia said. Her pussy clutched at my cock - a starving mouth finally swallowing its well-awaited meal. She leaned back and laughed a little. "Seriously, why do I ever take this thing out?"

Instinctively I turned to look at Kelsey. She'd said the same thing before and I thought for sure she would have some smart remark. Only she said nothing. Just sat there next to Sarah, silently, as if afraid that making her presence known might snap the spell.

SLAP

Julia whacked her clit

SLAP

I looked up and saw Julia was gasping for breath like we were at the end instead of the beginning. Her stomach muscles flexed and I wondered at her body, this monument to what the human form could be sculpted into. Julia was not a natural - one of those people that just woke up in Olympic splendor. She worked her ass off, quite literally. Held her diet. Kept her discipline. Was never late for a class but never missed a workout either. Looking at my roommate now I saw someone I desperately admired, who I knew was better than me. Better than I deserved.

Of course it helped that my dick was buried in her twat in that moment, too.

"OK - Hope you're ready dude. Cause once I start this thing, it ain't gonna stop."

Before I could even respond. Julia started working up and back on my cock. Kelsey had ridden me like a rookie - tentative but with the fervor that comes with a first time. Julia on my dick, she was a master. Gripping and groping. Alternatively pounding me down then slow easy strokes. I was at her mercy.

"Hmmmmm... AH!" Julia stiffened, a bit of her moisture bursting out. "Good start. Gonna rub my clit a little bit." She sat up and put her hand down. Where before she'd been rough, now she was almost kind, stretching and caressing at her magical nubbin.

I heard a little gasp and looked over. Apparently it was time for Sarah and Kelsey's clitties to get some attention, too. Both girls were sitting in the same spot as if they hadn't moved, except both were naked from the waist down. If either cared about the exposure, the way their bare thighs casually touched, it didn't show. They both were busy, palms down, working their girl-y selves for all they were worth.

The three women built to a squishy chorus. A slippery symphony of rubbing themselves off. Julia shifted downward a bit, her hand now sort of trapped between our two pubises. She kept going, eyes rolling back, tongue wagging in effort.

"Fffffff... Ffffffff... fffffFFFFFUUUUUCK! FUCK THAT'S SO FUCKING GOOD!" Julia bent back, her whole body clenched like squeezing something out and sure enough a whole stream of Julia juice blasted out of her sex, soaking me all over again.

"Hrrr... ha. Hrrr... ha. Hrrr... ha," Julia laid back, blown, breathing in great wheezing heaves. "That was... AH." Another little splash. "AH. AH. AH." Three more. "Fuck. It's not... I mean... AH oooooooOOOHHHHfuck..." A bit of a bigger stream. "Not stopping. I mean... fuck. Fuckfuckfuck." Tossed her head back and forth. She started laughing, then a bit of tear ran down her face. "I don't even..." Her pussy clenched my hard, like a convulsion, "OHHHHH FUCK." A blast almost as big as the first. Julia reached down and hit her pussy HARD as I'd ever seen, but all it did was send another ejaculation over us.

"Hmmm... hmmm... hmmmm..." I looked over and saw that Kelsey and Sarah were still rubbing. Only not rubbing themselves anymore. Kelsey's long, dexterous digits were clearly buried between Sarah's legs and her deep brown hand was in the same place on her pink-ish, slender besty. The two working each other over. Kelsey's chest shook like it was sprinting to catch up to Sarah's spectacular jugs.

I felt Julia lay back even more, my cock doing it's best to bend. Would break itself in half to stay inside. Julia was still breathing hard, laughing between breaths, tears now streaming almost the same as her overexcited snatch. "Not stopping... not..."

I slid up, doing my best to stay attached, then wiped the tears off Julia's face.

"Sssssooooo good," Julia said, "Just... toooooo good, too."

"You did good out there," I said, kissing at the tears on her cheeks, "Hit the showers. I'll close it out from here."

Julia laughed, but let me slide forward so that now I was on top of her. My cock slipped out, so I reached down and put it back in scoring position. I felt Julia's lithe legs wrap around my back. Her breathing slowed. Anticipation.

She looked so beautiful then. Flushed pink with pleasure. Eyes sort of searching mine, wondering when I was going to drive it home.

So I did. One glorious stroke and I was back inside my roomie, sharing her space in a far more intimate way. I leaned forward and kissed at her ear. Nibbled at it.

"You don't cum until I tell you," I growled.

"T... too late."

"Understood?"

"Uh huh."

I drew myself back slowly. "I am just going to keep fucking you. And fucking you. And fucking you until you drop." And then, tenderly, I slid myself back inside her. Kissing her lightly on the lips as I did. I drew back and did it again, long languid strokes, letting her feel every ridge, every vein of my cock slide against her tight, wonderful walls.

I felt her cervix tighten, her legs try to push me forward.

"No, Julia. You don't go until I say so."

"Uh... Uh huh..."

"That's a girl." I kept my steady pace, angling a little differently each time, making sure that my head stroked against her g-spot as well as it could. Gradually I started moving faster. Just a little bit at a time. My kisses on Julia's face and freckles becoming less frequent as I focused on driving her into ecstasy.

"You need to rub your clitty?" I asked.

"N... no. Too sensitive. G... gonna cum anyway. Know it. Feel my cum... c... Coming."

"Not till I say."

"Kn... know. I know."

"You need to slap your clitty?" I asked.

Julia kind of laughed at that. "N... no, naughty little puss... she's getting plenty right now." Julia's chest had been pink before from her orgasm but now it was practically cherry red, her body straining to stay on the edge without going over. The more I picked up the pace, the more my brunette buddy had trouble holding together. Legs trembling. Eyes fluttering. Whole body seeming to shudder the closer she got.

"Kels, his... stuff is still in there."

At the same time, Julia and I both froze and looked over. Kelsey lay back on the bed. Legs spread. And Sarah - oh my fucking God fucking Sarah - was lying over her besty's body. Her top at Kelsey's bottom and the other way around.

"Yeah, no duh," Kelsey said, "Been dripping out of me for days. By the time I finally get it all out, that beautiful boy just fills me right back up again."

Sarah sort of shrugged, then lowered her head and started licking at Kelsey. Kelsey picked her own head up and started doing the same to Sarah. The brunette's massive breasts pressed into Kelsey's stomach. The blonde teen had clearly learned a lot from her previous experience with Mel a few days prior, but Sarah was no slouch either and they both sort of moaned into each other's other-mouth.

If the sight shook Julia from her stupor she didn't show it. Instead she just laughed and looked at me as if to say, well, we doing this? I started slowly again, but quickly picked up speed, pistoning into Julia, squeezing her breasts, her shoulders, the bed, grabbing anything for purchase to pound her harder and harder and

"HARDER!" Julia cried, "Pump me... oh pump me FULL! Come on. Give it to me."

"Mmmmmmm Sarah... you taste really good," Kelsey said. Her voice dreamy distant.

"Y... you too," Sarah said.

"Those two... s... sluts," Julia said, "They can't stop."

"None of us can," I said.

"Better not," Julia said, "Don't... ever... stop." Her words punctuated each time by me battering her into the bed. I was going full steam now. Bathed in pool water and girl cum and both of our sweat. Almost violent as I drove myself into Julia's squeezing snatch. I felt her body start to stiffen...

"Hrrr... hrrrrrrrr..."

I slowed.

"OHhhhhhh. Dammit! Why'd you...?"

"This?" I said, patting at Julia's clit, "This is mine. All of it. And it doesn't cum until it's filled all up with mine. Got it?"

"Uhhhnnnn. Nnnnnnnot g... gonna make it. Too good. Too big. That fucking cock of yours is fucking me so good and I..."

"Yes. Yes you can. Yes you will. Just hang on, Jules. Come on." I took one of Julia's stiff nips into my mouth and sucked, hard. She whimpered and I did it again. Then, finally, I released my prisoner and started working Julia again. My cock moving in and out with desperation now. Drive. The end was in the distance, I could see it now, and all I could think was faster. Harder.

"That's it! Come on, Ben. Cum. CUM! I need it so bad I need to..."

"CuuuuummmmmmMMMMIIIINNNNG!" Sarah. Is it sad or wonderful that by now I knew exactly what the sexy brunette's orgasm sounded like? So clearly that I could probably identify it as part of an investigation.

"Cum Ben. Cum on!" Julia urged me forward. Legs locked at my backside, pushing and pulling with her whole body. Nails dug deep into my back. "Plllllease Ben. CUM!"

"Oh... OH Sar! OH your tongue is... oh FUCK ME!" And that was Kelsey. Two down. Bottom of

the ninth. Time to bring the big game home.

"No more nice stuff," I told Julia, bringing my last ounce of effort into just busting her begging pussy with my cock.

"OH! Oh Ben... I... I'm ssssssssoooo close. Help me I can't help it I'm... Please Ben. Let me cum. You have to let me CUM!" Julia's face was practically purple, her pupils down to pinpricks. My whole body stiffened except for my most precious part, my penis suddenly reared back then BURSTING and Julia's eyes exploded open, her mouth hung dumb beating my shoulders purple as she threw her head back and HOWLED my name and told the world that she was "CUMMMMMMIIIIIINNNNNG OH! That big fucking cock is fucking cummming in ME!"

"That's my girl... There you go... Doing so good for me."

"Yes... So good! Oh God I'm fucking cumming so hard with your cum inSIDE me oh fuck yes! Don't stop fucking filling me UP!"

An explosion of Julia's essence shot upwards. Then another and another till I was sure she must be drained. But it kept coming. My own flooding fertility did its best to match. Blasting into her again and again. I started to slide back, thinking to splash some of my sperm on Julia's chest but her legs just held me in, her pussy greedily chugging it all down.

"Mine... all mine..." she mumbled. Her body went loose and I could feel Julia already drifting down to sleep. Her body still shaking as I my spend slowly dried up to a dribble.

Julia's hands went up to my chest, not at all affectionately, and shoved me off of her. I fell back onto the bed next to her. Arms and legs all askew. I looked over and saw Kelsey and Sarah on the other bed much in the same position as we were. All just splayed on our beds staring up at the ceiling. Sleep slowly sliding over us, satisfied.

"Well," Sarah said, "That was fun."


The Baseball Trip Pt. 08

Inning 8

Part 8 of a 9 part series. It's going to be a tight one folks -- who will come out on top after everyone scores? All our players over 18. Now get out there and give 'em your all!

*****

When I finally woke up, my whole body hurt. Looking down I saw I was scratched, bruised, punctured. In giving Julia pleasure, I hadn't noticed how much she'd hurt me. The aggressive athlete was still passed out, snoring lightly. She almost looked cute this way. Like a snoozing tiger.

We had a long day ahead of us, so I started to wake everyone up. We were all mostly naked and, at this point, it hardly seemed to matter. Tits and balls just hanging out all over the place. We'd all seen it all, so why pretend to be prudish?

That didn't stop me from appreciating Kelsey's supermodel body, Sarah's sexy physique, and Julia's fantastic figure. Each girl so different and yet the same result -- they were amazing. Anyone would kill to be with any of them, and I had been with all three. Well, to some extent anyway. Still working on the Sarah stuff, of course.

As per usual, Julia gave me a slap on the ass as she went by, her version of after sex cuddling, I suppose. Kelsey, on the other hand, offered up a high five.

"You two were awesome," she leaned in and whispered, "We are totally topping that today."

I got in the shower, once again clearly covered in bodily fluids. Sarah came into the bathroom completely naked without even knocking. Like it was nothing. She started to brush her teeth. Massive breasts shaking in synchronicity with her arm.

I stepped out of the shower and grabbed a towel. Sarah eye fucked me hard before I could cover up.

"Wow, Julia goes pretty rough, huh?" she asked, pointing at all the scratches and bruises.

"Her thing, I guess," I said.

"Glad it's not your thing -- not sure I'd have survived this trip, otherwise."

"I'm assuming Kelsey was more your speed?" I asked. I was trying to be playful but I could hear it came out mean. Sarah just blushed.

"We... ummm... I mean. You and Julia were going at it and we just... Got a little carried away, I guess."

"Was it good?"

"Yeah. For sure. Did kinda wish that it was someone else's tongue, though. Or maybe his other parts." She reached down and gave my bare cock a squeeze. It was still sticky with Julia's juices but Sarah didn't say anything.

"That could be arranged, you know."

"That was the other thing I kind of figured out last night."

"What's that?" I asked.

"Watching you with Julia... I wasn't just turned on. I mean, OK, I was totally fucking flying. But I felt something else, too. Jealous."

"Sarah, fuck, I mean... You have a right to your feelings. Of course you do. But you can't just... I mean, it's not fair to me or anyone if you're going to do one thing and then expect us to not..."

Sarah put her hand on my cheek and kissed me lightly on the lips. A brush.

"I'm not mad at you or anyone. Well, at myself maybe. And that's really what I guess I'm getting at. Remember that story I told you? About the quarry? I think sometimes doing the safe thing's also the stupid thing. So last night, after everything that happened, I sat up in bed and just... I decided it was time to do something different. Maybe a lot of things. Time to just jump and hope I hit the water."

"I'm not sure what you mean. I mean, no, I get it. I just... you're talking about school? Rob? You and me?"

Sarah smiled then leaned in. This time she gave me a far more passionate kiss. Lips and teeth and a little bit of tongue.

"You'll see soon enough," she said.

*

The second to last day of our trip took us to Toronto for one final game. It was a five hour drive -- one of the longest of the trip -- and all of us, though clearly tired and a little worn, were ready for a last round of fireworks.

Continuing her tradition, Julia asked me to drive post-coitus.

"You fucked me too good," she said, "I can barely walk, let alone drive."

Of course, my own wounds from our encounter went unremarked on. At that point I didn't want to argue it, I just grabbed the keys and took my seat. Julia climbed in the other side, putting Sarah and Kelsey in the back.

Our first hour of driving was basically silent. I didn't even bother to turn on the radio. We all just stared out our windows, not even acknowledging that other people were in the car. I guess we were all a little fucked out.

Then out of nowhere, Julia said, "I think we should all play a game."

"Like, 'I Spy' or '20 Questions' or whatever?" Kelsey asked. She did not sound excited.

"Yeah, but like, I dunno. Fun."

"OK -- what do you have in mind?" I asked.

"It can't be boring," Kelsey said.

"I need to keep my eyes on the road," I said.

"I don't want to do anything... inappropriate," Sarah said.

"Oh we're definitely going to do that," Julia said. Sarah seemed not unpleased by that promise. "OK, here's the game: 'I Bet You Won't.'"

"Oh this can only end well," I said.

"Trust me," Julia said, "One person bets that the other won't do something. Soooo for example, I could say 'I bet Ben won't eat this smushed up gummy bear I found under the seat this morning.'"

"You're damn right I won't," I said, "I'm pretty sure the last time this car was cleaned, Yugoslavia was still a country."

"Right. So in this case I was right. I get a point and it moves on to the next person to make a bet. Whoever has the most points when we get to Toronto wins the game."

"What do we get if we win?" Kelsey asked, ever competitive.

"The satisfaction of knowing all of us better than we even know ourselves," Julia said.

"Bragging rights," Kelsey said, "I can live with that. OK -- let's do this thing."

"Wait," Sarah said, "What if Ben did eat the gummy bear?"

"Then Ben would get the point and I have to do something that Ben tells me to do -- a dare -- since I clearly injured his pride by suggesting he wouldn't do it." Then Julia popped the floor bear in her mouth. "There's an open bag in the door. Jeez dude, it was just an example."

"I don't know," Kelsey said, "It seems like I could just bet ridiculous stuff. Like 'I bet Sarah won't jump out of the car right this second' or 'I bet Ben won't turn his face inside out' every time and win the game."

"It has to be something that someone might do," Julia said, "The rest of the group can vote. If a question is deemed unrealistic, then the person who suggested loses two points and has to do a dare for each other person in the car. OK?"

"Got it."

"Works for me."

"Good, I'll go first," Julia said. She made a big show of considering her options. Traffic whooshed by. Sun glinted through the windshield. It was turning into a perfect day for baseball. And other things, of course.

"OK Ben," Julia said, "now that this gummy bear has been in my mouth, I bet you won't eat it for sure." She took it out and showed me the red, dripping bear, most of its features already worn away.

I shrugged. I'd tasted almost everything else of Julia's. Why not? She reached over and put the bear in my open mouth. It was a little strange, all warm and wet. I was kind of grossed out. A little turned on.

"OK, so that's a point for Ben, plus now he gets to make me do something."

I was kind of at a loss for what I was supposed to do here, so I stuck with something icky and told Julia to lick her window. She did it, not all that excitedly, and then spent the next five minutes wiping her tongue off. "Ugh. Not doing that again. OK Ben, your turn."

We went this way for a while and, about an hour in, the score was basically level with all of us having done one thing and turned down another. We were feeling each other out, like always. Seeing where the line was, then trying to push the other person over it.

Most of our bets involved doing gross things with gummies. The Haribo people would not be pleased.

It was not a great game but it passed the time and led to some laughs. Then Julia made her third bet and I saw what she had really been up to the whole time.

"Sarah, I bet you won't kiss Kelsey. On the lips. For a minute."

Did she really think Sarah wouldn't do that? Oh I guarantee Julia knew she would. Sure enough, without even a word, Sarah leaned over to the middle seat and kissed her besty. Hard. I tried to keep my eyes on them and the road at the same time and failed miserably. It sounded like a heck of a kiss though.

And that -- not the points or the wishes or even passing the time -- was the real point of this game. I can't believe I ever thought that Kelsey was the instigator in our group.

For her dare, Sarah decided to turn the tables. "Since you seem to like kissing so much, maybe it's time you tried it yourself."

Julia sighed, as if she really couldn't have seen this one coming. She turned around in her seat and started shoving things aside. Then she carefully leaned over and shared a taste of Sarah. It was not comfortable for anyone and so they quickly disengaged and sat back down.

But Julia had gotten the point and was now tied for the lead with Kelsey.

"Your lips are awesome. Really full and fantastic," Julia said.

"Oh. Thanks, I guess," Sarah said, turning a little red, "It was kind of nice".

"Sounded like it," I said.

"You like her lips so much Ben," Julia said, "But I bet you won't kiss them."

"I'm driving right now so 'no.'"

"Oh right. Fuck. Well, that's a point for me, I guess."

"Hey guys," Sarah said, "I really have to pee. Can we stop at the next rest stop?"

"I bet you won't hold it for... ten minutes," I said. It wasn't much of a bluff, the next rest stop was 10 miles away.

"Done."

*

We put the game on hold and when we got to the rest stop, Sarah got her point. Kindly, she told me my punishment was also to use the bathroom, as well, which was good because I really had to go.

As we were getting out of the car, though, Sarah said, "Hey Kelsey, I bet you won't 'help' Ben in there."

"You mean, like... hold his thing while he..."

"Yeah."

Kelsey thought about it for a moment, then shrugged and got out of the car. "Come on big guy, let's get 'er done."

The stop was pretty simple -- a concrete slab in the middle of a grassy spot on the side of the highway. The bathrooms were on either side of the building, so Kelsey and I made our way to the left while Sarah scampered over to the right..

At first I'd thought this would be easy, but I hadn't considered the fact that Kelsey was now going to have to find her way into a busy men's room without anyone seeing. The beautiful blonde made a big show of hiding behind a nearby tree, like a goofy James Bond. She even held her hands together like she was clutching a gun, though I have no idea why.

We watched the door as people entered and left. Finally there was a slow point where it seemed like no one was around and we sprinted inside. I grabbed Kelsey's sleeve and pulled her into a stall. Less chance of getting seen in here.

I stood in front of the toilet and held my arms up, making it clear that this was now Kelsey's game.

"Hurry it up if you can," I said, "I really do have to go."

The tremendous teenager reached down to my zipper and slid it open. Then she fished inside my shorts and, finally, grabbed hold of my cock. It would have been stiff at this point, anyway, even if I didn't desperately have to pee.

Clumsily, though not in a way that was at all unpleasant, Kelsey pulled my cock out of the zipper and sort of pointed it forward.

"Good?" she asked.

"It'll do."

I tried to pee, but Kelsey holding my hardness had made my member switch gears. I could piss or I could cum -- not both -- and in the hand of such a beautiful woman, my penis was in the wrong setting.

Finally, a long, slightly burning stream shot out. Kelsey hadn't judged it exactly right, and I started pissing on the floor. She quickly realigned me to the bowl.

"That's really neat," she said, keeping a firm grip.

It felt like forever -- my bladder had more than a bit to give -- but finally it trickled off. I told Kelsey to give my guy a little shake, then let her tuck him back in.

Then she turned around so she was facing me and dropped her shorts.

"What? It's contagious," she said and sat down. I have to admit there was something a bit arousing about watching her pee. I don't want to say it was intimate exactly, but it was something most people don't share with each other and it was watching liquid spew out of her pussy so... Yeah, I mean, if I wasn't already aroused I would have been by then.

Eventually she stood up and pulled her pants back up. I gave her a pouty look as her pussy was put away, but Kelsey just smiled.

"I'm sure we'll get plenty more opportunities," she said.

We were lucky that the bathroom had been empty this whole time. We opened the stall and went to wash our hands. As we did, an older man came in. He stared at Kelsey, shocked that she was there, though probably a bit taken aback, too. Like I said, Kelsey was striking.

"He needed help," she told the man, then walked out. I shrugged and then followed.

*

Back at the car, we agreed to switch seats -- I would continue to drive, but Sarah wanted to sit up front. So Julia joined Kelsey in the back.

Once we got on the road, we tallied the points. Sarah, Kelsey and I were all tied at 4 with Julia close behind with 3.

If Kelsey was competitive than Julia was... I don't know, psychotic. She was not going to lose at her own game and so she made a bet that I'm sure she believed was uncallable.

"Sarah, I know you won't suck Ben's magic dick while he drives."

Sarah didn't even blink. She tucked her brown hair behind her ear, then reached over and grabbed for my fly. I practically swerved off the road right then and she hadn't even touched my cock.

"Guys, are we sure this is such a good idea with me driving?"

"Yep," Julia said.

"Definitely," Sarah said.

She reached down and got me out with ease. Then in one swift motion the buxom brunette bobbed my apple. Holy fucking FUCK! It might seem like this was old hat by now, but Sarah had only touched my dick twice -- once on day one and again on day three -- with her hands, and never since. She'd gone from first to third on an infield grounder, this gorgeous girl with deep brown eyes and an even deeper chest.

"Whoah."

It was all any of us could say. Except maybe for Sarah and she had her mouth full. As I said, I'd never experienced Sarah's ministrations. Kelsey was eager, sometimes a little too much. Julia, like everything, was aggressive. But Sarah was attentive, almost loving. Passionate and strangely appreciative. Like it was me doing her the favor by letting her put my cock in her mouth. Sarah swirled her tongure around my shaft like it was something precious to be savored.

I did my best to keep my eyes on the road, but honestly Godzilla could have stepped onto the highway and I'd have plowed right into him. Instead, because this wasn't dangerous enough, I took one hand off the wheel and rested it on the back of Sarah's head, twining my fingers in her brown tresses.

She hmmmmed softly and shifted her rhythm, switching from little licks to full on suction. I swear I almost blacked out.

"Sar..." I groaned. She lifted her head up with a loud, savory smack of her lips. I bit of drool trailed from her mouth to my cock. Sarah sat back, a contented little smile played on her lips.

"You said just suck, right?" she said. Julia nodded dumbly. Reluctantly I put my penis back in my pants. If my balls weren't aching already...

"So that's a point for me," Sarah said and smoothed her shorts. Don't think I didn't notice the way she moved her legs as she did it. The sexy brunette was as worked up as I'd seen her.

"And Julia, for so rudely challenging me, I believe you should also do some licking. On Kelsey."

Kelsey's legs popped open like they were set on springs, but Julia seemed to hesitate. I'd been living with my roommate long enough to know she was straight as a board. Despite the whole athlete, tomboy thing -- maybe BECAUSE of the athlete tomboy thing -- Julia was into boys all the way.

But if Julia had bet against Sarah's reluctance and lost, well then Sarah hadn't counted on Julia's ingenuity. She leaned over and, like a big dog, took a long wet lap of Kelsey's cheek.

Kelsey giggled, ticklish, and we all laughed. Things had actually gotten tense for a moment there.

"Good enough?" Julia asked. She wiped her mouth, self-satisfied. "I keep telling you guys. You gotta be more specific."

"Clearly," Sarah said, "But don't worry. I'll make it up to you."

"You'd better," Kelsey agreed.

*

Ours was not a fast moving game. People actually took their time on their turns, thinking about who to challenge and with what. Plus the bet, itself, was often time consuming as well. And Toronto was fast approaching.

I got a feel of Sarah's fantastic tits (over the shirt, but still). Then Kelsey got to do the same. Sarah's breasts were getting molested regularly, but she didn't seem to mind. She then bet, perhaps looking for a little revenge, that Julia wouldn't finger herself right there in the back seat.

By the time I glanced back, Julia's shorts and panties were already on the floor. Her pussy pink and drooling.

SLAP! Julia's hand rebounded off her clit.

"Doesn't that, like, hurt?" Kelsey asked.

"That's kinda the point," Julia said, dipping her fingers in, "It's no different than Sarah. Y'know... tasting. Whatever gets you off, you know?"

Julia continued jilling for about a minute or so, then stopped, a little bored with it, and pulled up her shorts. I pretty much missed the whole thing. This driving thing was killing me.

Since it had been Sarah's bet, Julia made her spend the rest of the drive with her tits out. A reward for the entire highway, really. As soon as her shirt was off, her beautiful boobs glinting in the sun, Sarah took her turn.

"Since we just talked about it, Kelsey, I bet you won't slap your bare puss like Julia does."

Kelsey sighed and took off her shorts again. At this point I was starting to think we might be better off just staying bottomless. The beautiful blonde's shaved snatch was out for everyone to see. Kelsey flattened her hand and then tapped her pussy lightly.

"Jeez, you guys are all such pussies," Julia said. She reached over and took Kelsey by the wrist, showing her the motion. "Fast and hard. Like that."

"I did say you had to do it 'like Julia.'" Sarah said. Kelsey growled in response, reared back and hit herself right on the clit. I heard it this time, but Julia still groaned in frustration, as if it was her own sex getting so under stimulated. Then without even thinking about it, Julia reared back and...

SLAP!

Kelsey whimpered, crossing her legs. Julia suddenly stopped herself, looking at her hand in horror. "Fuck, I'm sorry Kelsey I didn't... I don't know what came over me." Julia seemed legitimately upset.

But then Kelsey raised her own hand and whacked her clit, herself, with that same amount of force. Her poor puss looked a little red, but Kelsey just smiled and got her shorts back on.

"Not bad," she said, "Just not for me, I don't think. Well, since Sarah loves sharing so much, I know she won't taste everyone in the car, including herself."

Sarah unzipped her pants, dipped her hand in and licked a finger. Then she reached over to me, sliding her hand right up my shorts leg and did the same to my cock.

"Kinda testosterone-y," she said. She turned to the backseat as if to say, 'well?' Kelsey wasted no time get her finger good and sauced, then stuck it up front for Sarah to lick. Then Julia did the same, winding her arm around the suitcases as best she could.



"Kinda the same," Sarah said, "Kinda different."

We all shared a look at that moment, as if reality had suddenly sunk in. We'd all woken up horny and were now in some higher, super-horny state previously unquantified in human history. All of us was ready for almost anything and the day could promise only that. Anything.

Everything.

It was exciting. Honestly, a little scary. Like four of us going down the deep dive on a roller coaster. Holding each other's hands, not sure if we were screaming in wondrous delight or absolute terror.

*

For our final hour, we pulled over one last time and changed seats. Julia still didn't want to drive and she didn't trust the newly licensed Kelsey to take the wheel either so Sarah got the honor (everyone agreed she could put her shirt back on in exchange for her service). I joined Kelsey in the back -- a dangerous combination -- while Julia sat in the passenger seat. It was probably the safest place in the car, since there were only limited things you could be forced to do to someone who was driving.

Kelsey climbed onto my lap as soon as I sat down. She didn't really rub much, just sort of pressed against me. Amazing how something that once seemed so illicit could now feel this mundane.

We continued betting, but things started to slow. With the score so tight, and the city getting closer, everyone sort of froze, as if content to just run the clock out. Everyone except for Kelsey.

"Why won't anyone challenge me?" Kelsey asked, sort of pouting. She'd clearly thought that being in the back with me was going to lead to something exciting. Instead, everyone avoided her because it was well known that she was up for anything. A call station, in the poker parlance.

"Fine," Julia said, "I bet that Kelsey won't let Ben stick it in her ass."

The whole car practically gasped. Julia smirked, satisfied that she'd shut the teenager up. I could see Kelsey's eyes get a little wide. But she went on undaunted. Up for anything, indeed, Kelsey unbuckled her shorts and threw them up to the front seat.

I shucked my short as well, then I took my tool out of my boxers and held it upright.

"Holy fuck," Sarah said.

"No lube in here or anything, right?" Kelsey asked.

"I have some hand sanitizer," Julia said. Kelsey sort of thought about it, then shook her head.

Without saying a word, Kelsey sat up a bit and spread her cheeks. Then she slowly maneuvered herself downward, careful to aim me at the correct target. I felt Kelsey's tight ring try to wrap around the head of my cock, but then it stopped dead. As if there wasn't an entrance at all. The beautiful blonde gamely tried to go further, but we were stuck.

"Dammit, it won't go in!" Kelsey said. She sounded more disappointed than I'd thought.

"You need some kind of moisture," Julia said, apparently our acting expert on anal.

"I mean, his head is kind of in there..."

"I'll concede that you were willing, if not exactly able," Julia said, "But I expect an IOU at some point."

We were now in Toronto proper and Julia kindly gave Kelsey her shorts back so she could get dressed. When we pulled into the lot we did the math and realized we had finished the game all tied up.

"It's probably for the best," Kelsey said, sadly, "After everything this trip. I dunno. I guess it just feels right that everyone ends up even."

"Oh, we're all winners," Julia said, grinning wickedly, "But we still have one last game to play."

*

As worked up as we all were, somehow we managed to hold it together this time. It was our last game and I guess that sort of trumped everything else. As per usual, Sarah took out her camera, Julia kept score and Kelsey tried to convince me to fool around, to no avail. It was a good game, nothing too memorable. Just the usual weekday matchup between two teams.

I was reminded, then, of the majesty of it all. Of why I'd chosen this trip in the first place. Not to get laid -- that was a nice side benefit -- but because there's something about the game of baseball that just lifts my spirits. I'm not going to go all Ken Burns on you. I won't spend the next six paragraphs waxing lyrically about the innate inspiration of the game. Just know that I felt refreshed under the slowly setting sun.

Alive.

As the third baseman squeezed the final out into his glove, I felt my heart crack. This was really the end. The last game. This wonderful thing I'd planned so many months ago. More incredible than I'd ever imagined. It was over.

Almost.

*

Home was only a few hours away, but when we planned the trip we knew the Toronto game would end late and so we'd gotten one last hotel reservation a short walk away from the stadium.

All four of us had this nervous energy about us. We were all horny as fuck. All a bit apprehensive about what was about to happen. I mean, how did this all go down? Did we pair up or split off or...

Everything to this point had been spontaneous. We all sort of crashed into each other. Now that it felt planned, preordained, it was odd. Uncomfortable. Like getting into the final positions in Twister without ever playing the game. What made sense when taken step by step suddenly seemed ridiculous thrown together all at once.

Our trip was ending and I couldn't stop thinking -- where do we go from here?

*

Our room -- the usual two queen beds with little else -- seemed to stare back at us blankly as we got in. We flopped on the beds and stared at each other. It was strange. We were all so familiar. Too familiar really. But at the moment of truth, no one could even say the words.

"So how do we..." Sarah started to talk, then stumbled.

"Wait," Kelsey said, "Is there a pool?"

Julia shook her head. We were frozen in that moment. Willing to do everything, unable to do anything. The room practically vibrated with anticipation. Or maybe that was the A/C unit kicking in.

And then I had a thought. I walked over to where Sarah was sitting and smiled down at her. "What you said before. About taking a risk. Maybe it wouldn't be so scary if we did it together?"

She seemed to think about it, then smiled broadly.

"So, Sarah," I said, "That bed looks really uncomfortable. What do you say you sit on my lap?"

The sexy brunette smiled then stood up, eager. I put my hand on her shoulder and pushed her back down to the bed. Then, standing over her, I stripped down.

Now I was naked in front of three beautiful, fully dressed women. I should have felt nervous. Exposed. But after everything we'd done together, it was like nothing. Like we were supposed to be this way.

Sarah started to stand again, but I motioned for her to wait. Julia and Kelsey just sat there on the other bed, watching.

I reached over and lifted Sarah's shirt right over her head. I was expecting some pushback. Something. But she just sat there, pliant. My plaything. So I reached around and unsnapped her bra, careful not to touch anything other than lace and elastic. Though damn did I want to. Her pendulous breasts hung out, just begging for my hands. My mouth.

Instead I signaled that Sarah should stand. I reached down and slid her bottoms -- shorts and panties at once -- down to the floor. She stood before me in tan, naked glory. The sexiest woman I'd ever known. Seriously. Sarah's body just seemed built for fucking. I took a moment to appreciate it.

Then I sat down, penis protruding rudely. I gestured, arm extended, like welcoming her to my abode. Which I suppose was sort of the case.

Without a word, Sarah turned and planted her magnificent bottom on top of me. My penis sank between her legs, pressed down by her pussy. The head stuck out a little, as if peeking out from under her sex.

I reached around and hugged her tight, from behind.

"What?" Sarah said, seeing the other two women staring at us, "I'm just sitting on his lap."

And then Kelsey -- God bless her -- Kelsey dropped to her knees in front of both of us. She stuck out her thin, pink tongue and gave my protruding penis one long lick -- up from the root, over the head, and then right into Sarah's gash, finishing with a little slurp on the coed's erect clit. Then Kelsey smiled up at both of us. Clearly pretty pleased with herself.

The blonde teenager, without a doubt the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen, lifted off her shirt and shucked off her bottoms so she was as naked as Sarah and I. Then she leaned forward and took my cock fully into her mouth.

She suckled for a little bit, then released me and went back to Sarah's pussy. Teasing both of us. Her chin lightly rubbing my cock as she went down on Sarah. Her nose and forehead pressing into Sarah's most sensitive place while she worked me over.

In the background, I heard Julia sigh, exasperated. Looking around Sarah and over Kelsey, I saw my roommate stand up and quickly get undressed -- leaving her glasses on and her hair up, of course. I revelled in my roomie's tight, toned body. Truly, my best friend and maybe the most desirable woman I'd ever known.

Julia sort of strutted over, then slid her head around Sarah's and kissed me, full, on the lips.

"Hm!" she gasped, surprised. I looked down and saw that Sarah had taken Julia's tiny breast into her mouth.

"Sorry," Sarah said, "I couldn't help myself."

I felt a warm wet mouth engulf my member. Kelsey, making sure her presence was known. We were all wrapped around each other -- me and these three sexy, beautiful, desirable women -- and I felt like the luckiest person on earth.

Kelsey disengaged from my cock, gave Sarah's clit a goodbye kiss as well, and stood up. She pulled Julia aside. The blonde teenager looked down at Sarah and me, still pressed against each other, like we were a physics problem she needed to solve.

Then Kelsey put her hand on my chest and slowly pushed me into the bed. As I lay back, my cock naturally started pushing upward. Sarah didn't move as my member pressed up into her pubic hair, knocking lightly at her clit.

When my head hit the pillow, Kelsey walked back up to the end of the bed and took Sarah's hand. The brunette's eyes widened slightly, but then she let her friend drag her back. At first I was disappointed as Kelsey pulled Sarah away from my cock. After all, this was the closest we'd come to almost anything. Was Kelsey really going to now take the saddle for herself?

Again, Sarah let herself be posed, this time by her besty. Kelsey set up the sexy brunette so she was facing me, kneeling over my head. Her pussy hung over my mouth promisingly. Sarah's labia were flushed, open. Her clit already showing it's own little erection. I could smell her, too. After everything, I could have closed my eyes and known that it was Sarah sitting over me.

Sarah and I both looked at each other questioningly. Was she really going to do this? I thought. Am I really going to do this? I imagined Sarah was thinking. Then, before she could pull back, I leaned my head up and put my tongue at her dripping hole. Sarah sighed, content, and then let her legs relax, sinking us both down into the pillow.

I worked her for all she was worth, knowing that this was one chance -- one that would almost certainly never happen again and would possibly not last for much longer. I made love to that sexy woman's twat with my tongue. Lapped at her opening, sucked at her clit. Reached up and grasped at her tremendous, gravity-defying tits. Glorified in her little groans.

Then I felt her pick herself up. Sarah got back up on her knees.

"Sar...?"

She put her fingers to my lips and shook her head. Making sure I was watching, she took that same hand and dragged it over her puss and took a long, lingering taste of her self. Then she slowly turned around, making sure her snatch was still centered over my mouth.

Slowly, the sexy coed lowered her sex back down. My cock, till now waving in the cool air, was suddenly warm and wet -- swallowed by Sarah's mouth. As soon as her hungry little puss was within reach, I went back to work on it. Following the pattern of providing attention to every little part.

Sarah did the same, licking and stroking at me in a way that felt like it was as much about sharing affection as it was about giving pleasure. I reached up and grasped her ample ass cheeks with my hand. Squeezing and holding her in place while I continued to lick her.

Then I felt my cock go cold again and Sarah slowly sat up. With a sigh, I felt her climb off my mouth and then step to the side.

"My turn." I looked up and saw Julia standing over me. "Wow, you have a lot of bruises, dude."

"I can't imagine why," I deadpanned.

Julia didn't respond. She just climbed up and took Sarah's place, facing the same direction. Not one to complain about a meal, I quickly started on Julia's quim. She was different than Sarah obviously. Juicier. Her clit didn't stand out as much but I'd been here before and I knew what it liked.

I felt a hand on my dick, stroking slowly. I couldn't tell whose it was.

"J... Jules," I gasped, "Who's..."

"Kelsey is stroking you while she rubs herself. She's at the end of the bed. Sarah is too. They're both... OH! Ffffffuck you're good at that."

"I know my roomie's buttons," I said.

"Kelsey's leaning forward. She's gonna start..."

I felt a warm mouth surround my member. Kelsey, according to Julia. Honestly I could almost have guessed. The way she slurped at my cock. The little bit of teeth. Not the most skilled, perhaps, but certainly the most energetic.

Julia continued with her play by play.

"Sarah she's... kneeling down at Kelsey..."

I felt Kelsey groan against my cock as her besty started licking at her pussy. We were all connected now. Chained together. Sarah licking Kelsey while she sucked me while I dined on Julia.

I felt Julia's fingertips brush against my lips as she found her clit. No slapping this time, she just jammed on the accelerator, rubbing so hard and fast I had trouble staying out of her way. I did my best to get my tongue inside her and let her steer.

Then her legs snapped hard against me head. "AH!" She had me so tight, my face felt like it was turning purple. A splash of warm liquid hit my chest. Then suddenly she dropped away. I looked up and saw Julia splayed next to me, still trembling with little cums, There was a jet of girl cum like a lightning streak down to my stomach.

Kelsey was still sucking my cock, but she looked up, eyes wide. Then I saw her own body cinch as Sarah's work was done. Kelsey groaned, eyes rolled back. My cock slipped out of her mouth. Sarah popped up from behind her friend and smiled at me. Her face sticky with her friend's cum.

Kelsey and Julia both lay there like corpses. Slowly, Sarah climbed up on to the bed. She kissed my leg, my cock, my chest, then finally pressed her thick lips to mine. I tasted Kelsey on her, as she no doubt tasted Julia, but we didn't stop.

I forced my tongue forward and slid it against Sarah's. Wrapped my arms around her back. My cock was trapped between us pushing upward. Sarah ground down on it slightly. Her breasts pushed down into my chest.

"You cum?" she asked.

"Nuh uh. You?"

"Some friends we have," Sarah said, "Leaving us high and dry like this."

"Seriously. I don't suppose there's anything we can do about it at this point."

Sarah kissed me again. Hard. "I'm sure we can think of something," she said, then gasped. "OH! Someone's stroking my... Kelsey. She's rubbing my clit. Her tongue is on my... OH god. Fuck."

I felt a mouth around my balls. I glanced down and saw it was Julia, sucking at me while Kelsey worked on her friend. Stupid penis trapped in between Sarah and I.

Sarah shook, I felt her body press down on me, hard -- maybe my cock was in a good place after all. She buried her head in my chest and groaned. I felt both Kelsey and Julia disengage.

I didn't see where Julia went, but Kelsey just leaned forward, climbing on top of Sarah on top of me. She whispered something in Sarah's ear. The sexy brunette shook her head, but Kelsey kept talking. Then the tantalizing teenager slipped off the bed and walked back around to our feet.

Sarah looked up and stared at me. It was an odd face, satisfied and wanting. Maybe a little scared. I felt a hand slide between Sarah and I. Searching. It found my cock and freed it. Gave it a few small strokes.

"Someone's stroking my..."

"Kelsey," Sarah said, "That little slut."

SLAP! Kelsey whacked Sarah's ass cheek. The sexy coed cringed a little, but she didn't move. "Ben?" Sarah asked, her voice tremulous. I reached up and stroked her hair. It was smooth and cool to the touch. Silky. Kelsey was still holding my cock, but she was no longer stroking me.

"Ben? Kelsey. She's... She's holding your cock."

"I know."

"She's going to... Gonna..."

I felt Sarah shift slightly, like raising her bottom a bit, tucking it under her legs.

"Gonna do it, Sar," Kelsey said, "Gonna give it to you like you deserve."

"Oh Ben," Sarah said, "She's gonna take your cock and st... stuff it inside me. I'm so open baby and she's just gonna... My little pussy. She... She's going to try so hard but..."

I felt Kelsey twist my cock upwards. Sarah shifted herself a little more. My heart raced. Sarah searched my eyes. I looked beyond her, to what was going on at the bottom of the bed.

"She's doing it," I said, "Kelsey. She's moving my cock so it's..."

"Yeah," Sarah said, " She's gonna jam that... that fucking monster in me. Oh Ben. Don't you wish you were inside me right now? Pumping me. ..."

"But Sarah..."

"Shhh... It's OK. I mean... How is that enormous, amazing cock even going to fit?"

Sure enough, Sarah lifted herself a little more. Like she was doing a pushup. I could see between us that Kelsey was still holding my cock in one hand, opening Sarah's sex with the other.

"My little puss," Sarah said, "Shes gonna try so hard. Be so good for you, Ben. I just know she will. Try so hard to take it all. That little... slut. OH! She's gonna make me fuck you, Ben. Make me your slut."

I felt Sarah settle down a little more. I felt her nether lips kiss the head of my cock. Kelsey was still holding me straight up. Feeding me into Sarah's sex.

"Oh FUCK that's big," Sarah said, she tossed her head back and I could see tears forming in her eyes. Kelsey wasn't moving her anymore, wasn't pushing or pulling. Sarah was just sinking down onto my cock while Kelsey held me there, waiting. "Too big. Oh my tight little pussy. She wants it so bad but..."

I felt myself swallowed a little bit. My head wholly inside. Then another inch. Another. Sarah was wet as all get out but it was still slow going as she slowly took me in. She hadn't been kidding -- her pussy really was tiny. Tight. Like nothing I'd ever felt.

Kelsey let go of my base. Sarah dropped a little further. We both sighed, content, as we were finally fully joined.

"OH... Sarah... I'm inSIDE you," I said.

"Uh huh," Sarah said, "See? My pussy did so good for you. Just like I told you she would."

I looked up. Sarah's eyes looked so deep, more than I could ever fathom. She smiled almost shyly and tucked her hair behind her ear. Her breasts hung down over us. I leaned up and kissed an erect nipple. She held my head there in place. Stroked my hair.

And there it was. That thing I'd been lusting for since day one of our trip. Me and Sarah, joined. Connected. After all our other intimacies I thought that this might feel... less, somehow. It didn't. It felt like more. Like the entire universe no rotated around one cock in one pussy.

Sarah groaned and giggled. Clenched herself around my cock and dropped kisses on whatever her mouth could reach. Her pussy was beyond wet, beyond tight. It gripped me warm and dripping like holding on for dear life.



"So good..." I sighed.

"Oh God this is so much better than good. Fuck. Clearly I'm the stupidest girl alive. I could have had this... Had you... This whole time? FUCK."

I saw Kelsey come up by my side. She was examining us, like reviewing a newly constructed building, searching for flaws in the design. She looked right where my cock was buried in her besty.

"Nice!" she said, then gave Sarah a high five. The busty brunette laughed and I felt it through her pussy.

"See?" Kelsey said, "Awesome."

"So awesome."

Sarah slowly started to slide back and forth on my cock. I felt her pussy walls grrrrrrrrrriiiiiip me as she rode up to the top, then went back down to the root. It was like being held in a velvety vice. A warm, wet tube that was designed exactly to my dimensions, only a centimeter too small.

"fffffFFFFUCK Sarah! Fuck you feel so fucking amazing."

"It's so much. Too much. How can I even take all of this I feel... beyond full. Stretched. Oh BEN you're stretching me so good and I'm not ever gonna be able to stop."

I noticed Kelsey was still standing there, staring. She had a strange sort of smile playing on her face. Something kinda like pride but also lust.

"OK -- this is nice and all. But it's my turn," Kelsey said. She climbed up on the bed, facing her friend. Then she inched backward till her pussy was over my face. I couldn't see anything now, but I could feel it. Sarah wrapped tight around my cock. Kelsey pressed hard over my mouth.

"Oh FUCK! Sar... He's licking me. Feels so good and I... He... I think he's breaking me. I want it so bad"

"M... me too..." Sarah said. She started rocking back and forth on my cock. I did my best to time my tongue on Kelsey's clit to match Sarah's movements.

"My little pussy. She was so wanting. Had to let her have it."

"It's OK," Kelsey said.

"I know it's just... Don't know if I wanted my besty to watch me while I fuck another guy."

"Shut up and take it, slut. Besides, it's not another guy," Kelsey said, "It's B... Ben. Our Ben. Ours only."

Sarah bounced up and down, faster. Kelsey ground down on my mouth, harder. I felt both women building. Building on me. Their cums driving mine.

"I think he's... g... getting close," Sarah said, "Can feel him swelling in me. Oh Ben... God... I want you to fill my little pussy up so bad. She wants it all but... Can't... Not... Not on the pill. I've only ever used condoms and I'm..."

I grunted against Kelsey's pussy and she lifted up to let me talk.

"I'll warn you... when I'm about to go I'll..."

"Yeah," Sarah said.

Kelsey's pussy went right back down on my face. I could hear the two girls still talking, only distantly through Kelsey's thighs. My only focus on what was in front of me -- making the tiny teenager on top of me peak.

"OH!" Kelsey cried, "Getting close."

"Yeah. M... me too. Too close. God... Kels?" Sarah's voice got small. "I need to cum... Don't know if I can."

"Gonna... gonna help, OK? Gonna reach down and... that better?"

"OH! OH GOD, Ben our little slut is rubbing my clit. FUCK! My puss, my poor little pussy... I've never c... Never cum like this. Oh FUCK! I don't think she can take much more of... OH!"

"Sarah, I'm cu...cummmmmming!" Kelsey cried.

"M... me tooooooooo!"

I felt Kelsey slide forward as she came. I looked up. Both girls were wrapped around each other on top of me. Holding onto each other, shaking in ecstasy as both peaked. Breasts crushed. Covered in sweat. Howling and trembling through an unending earthquake of pleasure. Then Sarah's pussy CLAMPED down on my cock. Crying out for me to fill it with my fertile cum.

"G... getting CLOSE!" I shouted.

Kelsey suddenly leapt forward, tackling her best friend right off my cock. Sarah fell back to the end of the bed. Kelsey covered me like a grenade. Then she wrenched my cock upwards, aimed at her own puss, and slammed herself down.

It took that one stroke, less than a stroke. Moving from one wetness to another, the violence of Kelsey's pussy suddenly suffocating my cock, I burst.

"Oh FUCK!" My cum, intended for Sarah's unprotected pussy, poured into Kelsey. The beautiful blonde, herself coming down from her last orgasm, now rolled right into another, sparked by my ejaculation.

"CUMMMMMING!" Kelsey cried, her body bent down, now grabbing my legs and shaking. Sarah slid up and kissed her best friend, lovingly stroking her cheek as she came from my cum.

"You stole my cum," Sarah said, teasingly.

"A... all mine," Kelsey said, shaking with our shared explosion.

I filled Kelsey like machine gun fire, blasting into her hungry pussy. The ecstasy of it ever higher as I roared my orgasm.

I forced my eyes open. Panting. I saw Kelsey splayed over my legs, my cock still buried in her. Sarah was smiling, brushing her friend's hair. Lightly kissing her cheeks and eyes.

"You got her good," Sarah said, "Got us both..."

Kelsey slid off my dick, which promptly popped up into place like it hadn't already emptied itself.

"Fuck Ben," Sarah said, "How are you still..."

"Magic. Penis." Kelsey mumbled into the bed, then laughed.

I felt someone near my side and looked over. Julia. Somehow still wearing glasses.

"Wondered where you'd gone," I said.

"Ready for one last at bat?" she asked. I smiled. She climbed on to the bed next to me and spread her legs. I rolled on top of her. My cock resting at her dripping snatch. I pulled her glasses off and kissed her lightly on her freckled cheeks. She smiled at me, a sort of feminine smile I wasn't used to seeing from my Jules.

"Put me in, coach," I said. Julia laughed then reached down, aiming me at her target. I slid forward in one full stroke -- already lubricated from both Sarah and Kelsey's snatches. Tenderly, I leaned in and kissed my friend, entwined our tongues, tried to pour everything I'd ever felt about her right into her open mouth.

"Enough of this," Julia said, biting at my lip, "Fucking fuck me you fucker."

I pulled back and then drove into her with abandon. Plugged away at her hungry puss. Julia started shaking almost immediately. Sarah was tight as all fuck and Kelsey was dripping. But Julia just seemed to... fit. Maybe it was the friendship. We knew each other's rhythms in everything else, why not here, too?

"God that's good," Julia said.

"Your p... pussy. So amazing..."

I gripped Julia's shoulders so I could slam into her harder. Her back arched upwards and I took her tiny breast into my mouth. I bit down on the nipple and she cried out.

"HA aH!" I felt a little burst of liquid splash against my pubic hair. I was never going to get over that -- the way my Jules came for me.

"You gonna fill her up?" Kelsey asked. I turned and saw the blonde teenager standing next to us.

Julia reached out and grabbed Kelsey's hand. "Hey little slut. Haven't you already had your fill?"

"Not even close," Kelsey said.

"You heard the girl," Julia said, "F... Fill us... Fill us both."

Kelsey didn't need a second invitation. She jumped up onto the bed and spread her legs next to Julia. Their thighs crossed over one another, putting their pussies as close as they could.

In one motion I pulled out of Jules and ploughed into Kels. Three hard strokes into her tight, pink puss then back out and into Julia again.

It was awesome for me, but I'm sure it kinda sucked for them. Sure enough, I saw Kelsey reach over and start rubbing Julia's slit. Then, when I switched back to my roomie, I saw she did the same for little Kelsey. Both girls rubbing each other off.

"God you're sluts," Sarah said, looking over at us.

"You wish you could be this slutty," Kelsey said. Sarah nodded, clearly in agreement. Then she got up on the bed and slowly lowered herself down, putting her hungry puss right on her best friend's face.

I heard Kelsey's muffled laugh, then Sarah stiffened as her besty began lapping at her. We all settled into a rhythm, the four of us. One writhing, racking beast. Me pounding Julia, then Kelsey. The beautiful blonde's hand full of Julia's clit, her mouth wrapped around Sarah's nether lips. Sarah grunting in time with me, reaching down to rub Julia, as well.

"G... Getting close," I said.

"Me too," the women chorused.

"On... or in."

"In me," Kelsey said, "Fill me up."

"Me f... first," Julia said.

I gave Kelsey two more hard strokes, then jammed Julia full. At the same time, Kelsey grabbed hold of Julia's clit and squeezed.

"OH FUCK!" Julia screamed. An absolute fire hose of girl cum blasted out of her cunny, shooting so high it practically hit me in the face.

I kept driving myself into her. My balls building and then...

"CummmmmmMMMMMIIIIINNNNG!"

I exploded inside Julia. Like I'd never cum in my life. A long thick stream of sperm shot out of me, like I was trying to match her own ejaculation.

As if somehow my cum had gone straight through to her, Sarah suddenly snapped back. She howled, then fell to the side -- her whole body tremoring, fingers buried in her snatch.

Julia was still screaming, a long high siren's wail. Her whole body bent -- clenched. Gouts of Julia juice bursting out from her like a sprinkler on a Summer day. I did my best to stay with her. My eyes rolling back. I felt a little tug on my arm.

I pulled out of my roomie and plunged back into the beautiful blonde next to her. Kelsey cried out, her own orgasm overtaking her like a tidal wave from her toes up to her head.

My cock was still streaming sperm like it would never stop. A squall of semen blasting past the poor girl's cervix and into her womb. So much that I could already feel it leaking out around me.

I held both girls so tight. My arms wrapped around Julia. Around Kelsey. Sarah. Feeling them all clutching me back. Julia's keening down to a rasping breath. Sarah squeezing my arm and shuddering. Kelsey still bearing down. "Hrrrn... hrrrrrnnnnnn... Hrrrrrrrnnnnnn..."

I shook and seized into them. Barely able to control myself as the ecstasy coursed through me. It was all too much, all four of us writhing on the bed in a tangle of sweat and flesh

I felt my muscles slowly relax. My cock still spitting into Kelsey -- down to a drizzle. I rolled off her, my cock finally starting to fade. Sarah smiled at me, warmly, then knelt down and took my shrinking sex into her mouth, licking hungrily. He did his best, my dick, to produce a little more sperm for her to suck on, and Sarah happily lapped at my essence, at Kelsey's, at Julia's, all until my cock was covered only in her own saliva.

I heard a pained groan and rolled over. I was lying on top of poor Julia, probably crushing her ribs. The three of us slowly slid around. Like working a weird puzzle till we were all side by side. We didn't speak. Just grunted and whined. Then Sarah climbed in too and all four of us squeezed against each other in a bed built for two.

One of the girl's sighed, almost like a cat's purr, and mumbled.

"Best... trip... ever..."


The Baseball Trip Pt. 09

Inning 9

This is the final part of a nine part series. I hope you've enjoyed the journey as much as I have. Everyone is over the age of 18. Now let's bring this bad boy home!

We woke up on a hotel bed in Toronto, all of us weaved around each other in a naked, human quilt. My right arm was snaked around Kelsey's left. Her breasts pressed into Sarah's side. Sarah's legs crossed over Julia's. I noticed my roomie's little tit was just above my mouth.

So I did what made sense, reached up and started suckling.

"Ohhhhhhh," Julia groaned. "Toooo early..."

"Never," I said, then went back to snacking on her erect nipple.

"If we start this again, I think I'm gonna explode," Kelsey said from somewhere at the end of the bed. We were like a Lovecraftian sex god - all mixed up parts - unable to track where any one individual could be separated from the other. I had heads where my knees should be, legs for arms.

Like defusing a bomb, each of us slowly got off the bed and limped to the bathroom. We all needed a shower so we agreed to take turns. It was decided that I could go first, but before I could even get the soap, Sarah jumped in after me. Her magnificent breasts jiggling in the water.

"Couldn't wait," she said.

I leaned in and kissed her on the lips and, to my delight, she kissed back, snaking her tongue into my mouth. Then the sexy brunette dropped to her knees and gave another part of me an even more passionate kiss.

My cock quickly stiffened in her mouth and Sarah wasted no time in sucking me for all she was worth. Most girls work a cock with their hands, as well, but Sarah was able to pull me taut with just the suction of her mouth.

It was strange, able to compare so much oral technique in one sitting, but here I was. In a mostly dark room, smelling of shampoo, leaning against the tile and getting head from this amazingly sexy brunette. Yet able in a moment to recall how two other women had done the same thing.

Kelsey was enthusiastic, though not skilled. Julia aggressive, almost hungry. But Sarah, Sarah sucked cock like she fucking MEANT it. Like it was the most important job in the world and she was going to do it right.

The buxom brunette bobbed back and forth, eyes screwed up in effort. I'd have thought by now my cock was incapable of further ejaculation, but seconds later I felt my balls tighten. My whole body started to clench.

"S... Sarah..."

"MmmHm," the sexy brunette hummed in agreement. My cum rocketed up my shaft and onto her tongue.

"Hmmmmmm," she groaned, sexily. Then pulled me out and pointed, making sure I splashed her amazing breasts with my sperm. She caressed my cock as it came, again so affectionate. Almost loving.

Finally spent, I sank down to the bottom of the shower. Sarah climbed over on her hands and knees, then rubbed my hair. Making sure she had my eye, she opened her mouth and showed me it was full of my sperm. Then she tilted her head back and gulp, gulp gulped. All gone, Sarah leaned in and gave me a soft, passionate kiss on the lips.

We helped each other up and then started the process of cleaning all over again. I reached down to start rubbing Sarah's little pussy but she brushed me off.

"What I did just then? Trust me. That was for me," she said.

I heard angry banging on the door. Apparently we were taking far too long. I switched off the water and then Sarah and I grabbed some towels.

"You two had better not have been fucking without me," Kelsey growled when I opened the door.

"No, no fucking," I said.

*

At breakfast that morning, no one said anything. No one had to. It was clear that whatever spell had held us in its thrall for the past nine days had been broken. There was no playful flirting. No winks or gropes. Just four people who had been oh so intimate the night before, now four relative strangers.

"So this is it," I said. It was almost more of a question.

"That's the last game," Julia said.

"Hell of a trip," Sarah said.

"Hell yeah," Kelsey said. We all smiled and nodded, like each of us remembering our own private peak.

After breakfast , we all squeezed into Julia's overstuffed Beetle for the final time. Julia retook her place behind the wheel. Forestalling any further shenanigans, Julia declared that I would be joining her in the front seat.

The girls in back got out their cell phones. I listened to the radio. The storm had passed, leaving us tired, worn, and maybe a little worse for the wear. But it had passed. And suddenly everything that had seemed possible before just sort of washed away.

*

Two hours later, we parked the car in front of our apartment and unloaded all the suitcases. Jim - Kelsey's older brother and the friend who had caused all this trouble by dropping out of the trip in the first place - was there waiting with his own car. He focused on loading their suitcases. Didn't even look over as he did.

Kelsey came over first and gave me a peck on the cheek. "That was fun," she said, and giggled a little. Then she snorted and started flat out laughing.

"You're amazing Kelsey, don't forget that," I said. She smiled shyly then stepped away.

Sarah came up right after her friend and gave me a hug goodbye. So tight I had trouble breathing. When she let go I saw her eyes were wet. She sniffled. Then before I could say anything she turned around and got in Jim's car.

After they drove away, Julia and I dragged our things up the stairs. Without saying a word, we went to our separate rooms and passed out.

After all this time it felt like the world should have changed in some significant way.

It was exactly the same.

*

The next morning, I found Julia watching some junk on Netflix. I took the remote and, without saying a word, switched it off. Then I sat down next to her on the couch.

"That thing that Kelsey said the other day," I said, "About being together. That thing she said she didn't want? Do you want that?"

"With Kelsey?"

I punched Julia on the arm.

"No with... With anyone."

"I mean, of course," Julia said, "Eventually. Someone I can take on dates and introduce to my brothers and argue over stupid things with? Yeah. But Ben, I mean... Last week was fun. More than fun, fantastic. But part of what made it so great was that it wasn't real. Not really."

"I guess that's what I'm saying," I said, "Do you want to try it for real?" I held her hand, but it hung limp. Cold.

"Ben... Are you even sure that you want that? I mean... the broken bones alone..."

"Be serious for a second," I said. Squeezed her hand harder. As if I could somehow make her hold me back.

"You know the thing I love the most," Julia said, looking me in the eyes, "More than any of that other stuff we did? It's our friendship. You really are my best friend. I'm just... I'm afraid I'd be taking my baseball buddy, my videogames buddy, my one person I know I can rely on buddy and making him into my fuck buddy. Which could work out great. Or terrible. And that to me... I mean... We have something special and..."

"No, I get it," I said. I dropped her hand and leaned back. "I don't want to lose that either."

"I'm sorry."

"No. Don't be. You're totally right. What we have is special and... Well, I'd rather keep you as a friend without benefits then lose you as an... everything. Y'know?"

"Yeah. I know. Thanks."

And then Julia switched the TV back on.

*

A few days later I got a call from Jim. At first I ignored it but eventually I felt like I should just answer and get it over with. I was expecting a lot of yelling, maybe some new curse words. Yes, he'd ditched us to sleep with my ex but... I mean. I'd fucked his sister with him on the phone. He could have broken my thumbs and I would have had to thank him for being merciful.

But instead Jim was solemn. Contrite.

He and Anna had broken up a few days before. 'A fun fling' she told him, apparently. He apologized for dropping out of the trip at the last minute. Said he'd been selfish and stupid. I kind of had to agree. Then he asked how the trip went.

"Did I miss anything exciting?"

I laughed so hard I had to hang up the phone.

*

About a week before the beginning of the new school year, Julia, Sarah, Kelsey and I all met for dinner at our apartment. Julia cooked some noodle thing. We talked and laughed. Retold funny stories. It was forced, uncomfortable.

It seemed like so little time had passed, yet everything was so different.

Kelsey had met some boy at Freshman orientation and - shocker - he was enamored with her. Who could blame him? She showed us a picture and he was what you'd expect - big blue eyes, cheekbones that could cut steel - he could have had his own series on the CW.

"Just having fun," Kelsey said, then laughed.

Sarah had already started photography school in NYC. Her Mom had apparently freaked when she dropped out of Rutgers but Sarah said that Rob was being the model boyfriend. She showed me the leather camera bag he'd gotten her and I agreed that it looked very professional.

"Sounds like you're doing great," I said.

"He's alright," she said, "I'm doing alright."

After we ate, we all sat on the couch and Sarah hooked her camera up to the TV. The first picture was a close up of me in the backseat of the car, looking crushed against the window. I was staring... somewhere. Out into the distance. A whole future in front of me.

The images rolled forward. Julia engrossed in her scoresheet. Kelsey laughing. Me eating a hot dog with gusto. Kelsey lying in bed, topless. An outfielder in Chicago making a catch. Julia giving someone the finger. A couple, napping against each other in the upper deck. Kelsey doing this strange little happy dance in Detroit. Julia in that amazing, green swimsuit. Me, cheering a home run. Kelsey giving me a kiss on the cheek. All of us eating dinner with Mel at Notre Dame. Sarah, herself, sleeping in the backseat (I'd snuck that one).

Cities and sports fields and people - some of whom I kinda sorta thought I was starting to love.

The last one was all of us together in Toronto, taken by a friendly tourist. My arms were around all three girls' shoulders, each of them pressed against the other. We looked happy, maybe a little horny. Definitely inseparable. I started to cry. Big dripping tears like I hadn't since I was six.

My body shook as I burbled and bawled. I felt Sarah wrap her arms around me. Then Julia and Kelsey. We all just became a sobbing lump on the couch.

Our trip was truly over.

*

6 months later

I was sitting on the couch, wishing I could be watching baseball. The forced apartment heat had me sweating like it was mid-Summer.

I heard the telltale bloops of Julia's cellphone, ringing in her room. The walls were thin at our apartment, I could hear her pick up the phone and start talking. I couldn't exactly make out what she was saying, but she sounded excited, then sad.

A moment later she stopped talking, then stepped out into the living room.

"What's up?" I asked, barely looking up from the TV.

Julia squeezed the phone like she was comforting it and sighed. "That was Sarah."

"Sarah?" I spun my head around like it had been set on a spring.

Julia was wearing a sports shirsey, hair up. Even after everything that had happened, I had to admit I still wanted her.

"Yeah," Julia said, "I think we need another road trip."
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The Cum Contest

I woke up with this story in my head, literally narrating it to myself, as if someone had been whispering it in my ear while I slept.

Everyone here is over the age of 18.

"This is the challenge," I said, raising my right hand to reveal a small, egg-shaped vibrator.

My five female friends stared back at me. They were each sitting in a folding chair, set up in a semi-circle in my living room. Their individual expressions told me everything I needed to know.

Kelly glared defiant. Megan smiled at me, wickedly. Abby cocked her eyebrow in curiosity. Grace's face twisted in disgust. Devon wouldn't even meet my eye. Each woman was very different, yet each was also quite beautiful in her own, unique way.

We all thought we understood what was about to happen. None of us could imagine what was coming next.

*

It started with a silly argument.

I was sitting in the living room, pants around my ankles, watching porn on the big screen TV. I was expecting to have the apartment to myself for at least another hour.

Then, out of nowhere, the front door flew open, revealing my longtime roommate, Kelly. The petite brunette, still in her tight workout clothes that showed off her taut body, stared at me, aghast. Her duffle and her jaw dropped to the ground.

Before Kelly could recover, I scrambled back to my bedroom -- a throw pillow covering my most private place. I quickly pulled on pants, then came back out, sheepish and unfulfilled. Kelly was already in the process of making dinner. She didn't even look my way.

I told my roommate I was sorry, but she just smiled and went back to what she was doing. I sat on the couch, waiting for the inevitable onslaught of questions and accusations. But Kelly didn't do any of that.

At first, I thought she was angry, but the longer the evening continued, the more I became convinced that Kelly was fine with it. That my big reveal wasn't that big a deal, and she was ready to move on from it. Maybe I really did have the coolest roommate ever?

The next day, after I'd finally convinced myself that I was safe, it all came crashing down.

"You know that porn's not real, right?" Kelly asked.

We were sitting in our usual booth at the diner. It was a languid Sunday morning, and we were still waiting for our friends to show up for our weekly breakfast get together. The diner was a tiny place, a former train car with a white-tiled floor and floral curtains. It was early, so the place wasn't too busy.

My roommate was wearing a dark green tank top and a pair of navy mesh shorts. Her brown hair was tied back in a tight ponytail. Her arms flexed, muscular, as she poured her coffee. I thought she was playing around, but my roommate just stared back at me, deadly serious. I cleared my throat, but it came out as a nervous choke.

Kelly and I had basically been best friends since college. After graduation, we moved into the city and decided to rent a place together. I know a lot of people thought we were hooking up, but romance had never entered the picture or even came close. We just didn't see each other that way. Though, with how Kelly was glaring at me now, I wondered if our friendship was going to survive for much longer.

"Those videos fake everything," Kelly said as if she was explaining the reality of professional wrestling to an 8-year-old boy.

"Some of it's real," I said, feeling weirdly defensive. "The amateur stuff."

Kelly shook her head at me. "They're performing for the camera."

"Well, of course, but..."

"Ugh, what are you two arguing about now?"

I looked up and saw Megan standing over our table. Broad and curvy, the auburn-haired woman gave us one of her wide, trademark smiles, then sat next to Kelly across from me. She was wearing a yellow, summery dress that made her chest look even larger than usual and flared nicely over her wide hips.

"Seriously, if you two are going to argue like an old married couple, you might as well get hitched," Megan said. She was my friend Shawn's long-time girlfriend and she'd been a part of our group since they started dating. Boisterous, with a body to match, Megan was always the loudest person in the room, and we loved her for it.

"I caught TJ watching porn yesterday," Kelly said, getting right to the point.

"Nice!" Megan said, "Was his thing out? Was it huge? I bet it was huge."

I blushed. Kelly shook her head.

"See? That comment is the perfect example of what happens when you watch porn all the time," my athletic roommate said, "It gives you unrealistic expectations."

"I could have a big dick," I said.

"Yes, baby, I'm sure your mean old monster is ready to bust out at any minute," Kelly said, the disdain dripping from her voice.

"Sure, porn's fake," Megan said, "But it's still fun."

Again, Kelly glared over at her friend. "You're not helping," my roommate said.

"Sorry," Megan replied, but she said it with a twinkle in her eye.

"If you think sex is like porn, when you have actual sex it'll never live up to that," Kelly said, continuing her lecture.

"I know what sex is like," I said, "I've had sex."

"Porn will make it seem less good," Kelly said. I looked at Megan for help, but the auburn-haired girl just grinned. I think she was enjoying my misery as much as Kelly now. "Girls won't ride your cock for forty minutes, even if you could last that long. At that point, it gets painful."

"That is true," Megan said, "Porn's also, like, really anti-girl."

"I know right?" Kelly said, "Most of the time, it's not even about pleasing the woman. And even if it is? So fake. Nobody orgasms like that, I promise you."

"Is Santa Claus pretend, too?" I asked, mocking.

"I actually just read the most interesting thing about the St. Nicholas mythology."

Abby had arrived. The stick-skinny girl was wearing a t-shirt showing the Periodic Table of Cats. Her top was so tight, it made her normally modest-sized chest look liable to explode onto the table, though I doubted she was even aware of the effect. Abby had her poker straight, white-blonde hair tied up in a professional-looking bun. She fixed her glasses as she took a seat next to me.

"Did you see that article, as well?" Abby asked, scooching in.

"No, we're talking about orgasms," Megan said.

"Fascinating," Abby said. She was Megan's best friend, though the two of them couldn't be less alike. Abby was going for her doctorate in organic chemistry. Megan mixed drinks at the local bar. Abby was a hardcore reader. Megan had, famously, once thrown a book at a cop when she was drunk. Abby loved playing D&D. Megan had double... Well, anyway. Somehow the two of them got along like they were meant for each other.

Before Kelly could resume her rant on pornography and the evils thereof, Devon showed up. The tiny girl with tight blonde curls gave all of us a little wave. She was wearing an oversized, fluffy white sweater and tan capris.

"Hi," she said, then climbed over all of us to sit in the back corner of the booth. Devon was Abby's roommate and terminally shy.

"As I was saying," Kelly said, as if the arrival of our friends was a rude interruption, "Women don't cum in real life like they do in porn."

Devon gasped, grabbed one of the giant diner menus, and promptly popped it up in front of herself. The other three women ignored her, nodding along like this was normal conversation.

"Some women cum like that," I said. I got three glares in response. I was pretty sure I could feel Devon's eyes burning me through the menu, as well.

"They don't," Kelly said, firmly.

"Porn is not an accurate portrayal of the female orgasm," Abby said.

"Sorry dude," Megan said.

"Can we please not talk about this in public?" Devon said through her menu.

"Women don't make noises like that," Kelly said, "We don't scream out 'I'm cumming!' or 'fuck me!' or anything like that."

"Or do the whole yes-yes-yes-yes thing," Megan said, "That's just weird."

"Some women make noise when they cum," I said. Again, I don't know how I ended up arguing for the actuality of porn. It would have been easier to defend the existence of Bigfoot. But there I was.

"Do you make noise during sex, TJ?" Kelly asked, sipping her coffee. As if this was the kind of thing people asked each other all the time.

"I mean, I might grunt or gasp some," I said.

"Exactly," Kelly said, "So why do you think it's different for women? Do you honestly believe your penis has magical sound-making powers?"

"If it did you would tell us right?" Megan asked. "Because that would be awesome."

"It is decidedly unlikely," Abby said.

"Can we please stop talking about, you know, this stuff?" Devon asked. Her hands gripped the menu so tightly, the lamination started to crack.

"I get it," I said, "Porn is fake. It's all pretend. But women make noise during sex. My ex would say all kinds of crazy stuff."

"She was faking it," Kelly said.

"Never," I said. I looked at the other women for help.

"I mean, she was probably faking it?" Megan said.

"It does seem to fit the evidence being presented," Abby said, "Nor would she be the first woman to falsify her pleasure in order to accomplish the cessation of carnal activities."

Even Devon lowered her menu to give me a knowing nod. Her tight, golden ringlets bounced along with her chin.

"Just wait till Shawn gets here," I said, "He'll take my side, you'll see."

"Much like your ex, my boyfriend isn't coming," Megan said with a wicked grin. "He got caught up in some weekend work thing."

Great, I was already used to being outnumbered at these breakfasts, but now I was completely on my own. And the girls were ganging up on me.

"Don't feel bad," Kelly said, "Most men wouldn't know a woman's orgasm if it slapped them in the dick. That's the whole problem with porn."

"Women make noise during sex," I repeated, but even I could hear the whine in my voice. It was my argument of last resort, so I clung tight. Even as I slipped right over the cliff. "I know when I've made a woman cum."

"It's OK, TJ," Kelly said, "This is exactly the point I've been trying to make all morning. I'm trying to help you."

"I can prove it," I said.

"How?" Kelly asked, "If it involves watching porn, it won't work."

"I mean, maybe it'll work," Megan said, "We should try it and find out."

"I'd like to do a little test," I said, "To prove I'm right."

"Like an experiment?" Abby asked, unable to contain her excitement.

"We're not all fucking you," Kelly said flatly.

"Hi guys, sorry I'm..." Grace started, then stopped as Kelly's last statement sunk in. She stood over the table and crossed her arms. "What's going on?" The tall redhead had shown up wearing a professional looking green blouse and a dark skirt. Her diamond earrings twinkled incongruently in the yellowed light of the diner.

"TJ here was just making a fool of himself," Kelly said, "About women's orgasms."

"This is what I get for being late," Grace said, huffily, as she sat at the end of the table. "All of you get out of control." Grace was Kelly's best friend from grade school. Of everyone, they'd known each other the longest. But, ironically, she didn't really fit in with the rest of the group. Still, she was nice enough, and she usually bought breakfast for us, so we kept her around.

"TJ believes that women make noises during sex, as in the pornographic videos disseminated across the Internet," Abby said.

"Oh honey, that's not true," Grace said, patting my hand patronizingly.

"He says he can prove it," Megan said.

Kelly snorted and shook her head. She clearly felt that she'd won the argument, which only pressed me harder to champion my side.

"I suggest a little contest," I said. I rubbed my hands together, not unlike a cartoon supervillain. See, I knew the secret to getting Kelly to agree to almost anything. And if Kelly tipped, the rest of the group would topple. It was all too easy. "You say women are quiet when they cum. I think you're wrong. So, let's make a little wager. Put our money where our mouths are, as it were."

Kelly's head popped up and I knew I had her. My roommate was a smart, strong woman who kept her cool most of the tim. But introduce even the slightest bit of competition and she turned into a crazy woman.

"What are you thinking?" Kelly asked

I couldn't keep the smirk off my face.

*

The next week passed swiftly. I expected Kelly to hector me the whole time, but instead, she acted like nothing had happened. Again, I wondered if maybe she'd decided to forget the whole thing. But when Sunday rolled back around, she spent the whole morning reminding me that we were skipping our usual brunch so that I could give her all my money.

"You're an idiot," she told me, flat out.

"We'll see," I said, giving her a playful wink.

The intervening time had given me time to collect my supplies, but also to seriously rethink what I'd agreed to. Not the bet, exactly. I was strangely confident I'd win, though I can't say where that conviction came from.

In one way or another, I'd known each of these women for a long time. Our relationships had always been completely platonic. I thought of the girls as more than friends, closer to family. They didn't comprise our entire group -- there were other outlying friends of both sexes, various boyfriends and girlfriends, that sort of thing -- but the five women, Shawn, and myself were the core. That's also the way I thought of my group of friends, as well: core. They were the central, most important part of my life.

I know it's weird to have my social group be almost completely composed of the opposite sex and not have any of them be a former girlfriend or whatever. It could be a pain sometimes. I felt left out of a lot of conversations and I had a few ex-girlfriends who absolutely couldn't handle the setup. But for the most part, I wouldn't have it any other way.

Did I find the women attractive? Of course. Kelly, Megan, Abby, Devon, and Grace were each quite beautiful and often very sexy. There were weeks where I'd be crushing on one or the other, but I kept it all to myself. Our friendships were too important to me to risk losing. Also, they were all part of a package deal. If things went wrong with one of them, I would lose all of them. That kind of risk was enough to keep me from gambling.

Thus, the stakes for that Sunday were impossibly high -- well beyond the money we'd all agreed to bet against each other. It was a stupid game, I knew, and I kept waiting for someone to step in the way of things. But, like an avalanche, once things started going, stopping it seemed impossible. All there was to do was stare up at the disaster I'd wrought and hope nothing got too damaged.

When the time arrived, I setup the five folding chairs, all facing away from the TV, and pushed the rest of our furniture out of the way. The women arrived together, which made things less awkward. Sort of. Kelly set out drinks and that helped normalize our situation even more.

Finally, once everyone was seated and eyeing me expectantly, I explained how everything was going to work.

"This is the challenge," I said, "This will decide the argument of whether women make noises during sex. Each of you will get one of these." I held up the egg-shaped vibrator. "I get the controls. We'll set the timer for thirty minutes. You can cum as many times as you want during that time, but you must do it silently. If I can tell you're having an orgasm -- if I call you out -- you lose. Last one standing wins the cash. If you all go out, and you will, the money is mine."

We'd agreed that it would cost five-hundred dollars to get into the game. I knew, for some of the women, that was not a trivial amount of money. That was the point though, to really have to risk something. Otherwise, no one would take it seriously. Plus, who could turn down the opportunity to win three grand? Hell, that was two months' rent for most of us.

After I finished explaining how the game would go, I expected the reality of what we were about to do would sink in and the women would start to have second thoughts. Instead, the only thing the girls had doubts about, was who was going to win the money.

"You can just hand me the three grand now," Kelly said. "It's already over."

"You'll be splitting it with me for sure," Megan said.

"You sure Shawn's going to be OK with that?" Kelly asked, referencing Megan's boyfriend.

"Are you kidding?" Megan asked, "When I tell him about it tonight, he's going to be begging me for pics."

"This is so embarrassing," Grace said.

"Then don't play," Kelly said.

"No way, I need that money," Grace said, "Daddy's making me pay back the credit card bill again. Character building, my butt."

"You won't get the full 3K anyway," Kelly said, "At best we'll be splitting it four ways."

"I am forced to reach that conclusion, as well," Abby said.

"Wait, why only four?" Devon asked.

"Because we all know you're a screamer," Kelly said, then cackled.

"What? No..." Devon's face went so hot you could roast marshmallows off it.

"It's always the quiet ones," Megan said.

"I concur," Abby said.

It was time. I reached into the box on the counter next to me and distributed the five vibrating eggs. The room went silent.

"Whenever you're ready," I said.

"Can't we do this someplace private?" Devon asked.

"I need to see you put them in," I said, "Otherwise you could cheat."

"Jeez, it's no big deal," Megan said. She hiked up her yellow dress, revealing a pair of white, thong panties. She saw me staring and gave me a lascivious grin, tossing back her long, wavy, reddish-brown hair. Like it was nothing, Megan pulled her underwear to the side and, 'pop,' in went the egg. All set, the buxom woman flopped back down into her seat, smiling like the cat that got the canary. Or the pussy that ate the gold-colored egg, in any case.

"Fuck it," Kelly said. My athletic roommate stood up and threw off her mesh shorts. She had on a pair of navy-blue briefs, closer to men's athletic underwear. She pulled them down, stuffed the egg inside herself, and replaced her panties. Then she flopped back down, keeping her short, shapely legs crossed.

Abby was next. She slid her jeans down her skinny legs. She was wearing a pair of perfectly functional, bikini cut, crimson underwear. She pulled them to the side and inserted the egg. Matching Kelly, the blonde girl left her slacks piled on the floor. She fixed her glasses, then sat back.

Grace rolled her eyes. She lifted up her skirt to reveal a pair of lacy, black panties. Very tasteful and probably expensive as all get out. She put the egg up to her opening, then made a slightly pained face.

"Hm," she said.

"You need some lube?" I asked.

"It's fine," Grace said. She worked the egg back and forth into her sex. The prim, pretty girl was practically putting on a performance for us. Finally, she got the egg inside and flipped her skirt back down over her bare legs.

Devon was last to go and she looked ready to cry. She played nervously with the buttons of her jeans, but she seemed incapable of undoing them.

"I can't," she said.

"Seriously, what's the big deal, we all did it," Kelly said, "You don't have a magical unicorn cunt, Devon. It's no different than the other four we've already seen."

"I know, I just... I'm out. I can't do this. I quit. Enjoy my money." Devon stood up from her chair and marched out of the room. Her blonde curls bounced jauntily as she went. I honestly felt bad for the girl. I'd always had a soft spot for her, she was so sweet and shy. Also, I knew that, of all of us, Devon was the least able to afford the buy-in. But I didn't know what to say that would stop her.

Just as Devon was about to reach the door, Megan jumped in front of her. Silently, she put her hands on the quiet girl's shoulders and steered her back to her seat.



"I've got you," Megan said. She stood in front of Devon, so I couldn't see. I heard the zip noise of Devon opening her jeans. A little gasp. Then Megan stepped away. Devon had pulled her jeans back up and cinched them shut, safely locking herself away.

"She's all good," Megan said. The look in her eyes made it clear I'd be taking her word for it.

"Awesome," I said.

I held the remote up so everyone could see. The women all shifted slightly, getting comfortable. All that build-up had led to this moment.

"Ready?" I asked.

All five women nodded. Nervous, yet eager. Excited, but afraid.

"Set?"

I rested my thumb on the switch, giving the girls one last moment to give up.

"GO!"

I flicked the controls up to a one. A low buzzing noise filled the room as five separate vibrators all kicked into gear.

"Oh!" Devon said.

Megan trembled.

Grace's face twisted slightly.

Kelly gripped her armrest.

Abby smiled.

The game was on.

Watching all five women slowly warm up was arousing in and of itself. While they were all clearly feeling the effects of something vibrating in their vaginas, no one seemed particularly amped up. I needed them all to be way more excited if I was going to win.

But I knew that going too fast could lead to a crash. Even though it would cost me precious time, I knew from experience that the girls had to warm up slowly or they'd never accelerate at all. A little patience now would take me a long way later.

The women slowly settled into their seats. Even the constant buzzing seemed to quiet down. I found a stool by the kitchen counter and sat on it, a little smile playing on my lips. I'd underestimated how sexy all of this would be, seeing these five lovely ladies get their pleasure. The fact that they were all desperate to hide the signs only made it more exciting.

"Give up yet?" Kelly asked me.

I responded by flicking the control up to two.

"Ah!" Devon gasped. I wondered if the girls were right -- the timid girl already seemed like she was about to go off like a timebomb. If Devon was this expressive at level two, I could only imagine.

The rest of the women stayed mostly calm. Grace swished her legs back and forth slightly. Kelly tightened her grip on the armrest. Megan, on the other hand, lay back. Legs spread. Head lolling. Eyes squeezed shut. There was no doubt that she was undergoing something. Abby was the opposite. She casually examined her nails, then fixed her glasses and crossed her legs. But even so, I saw the blonde's thin face was turning slightly pink, and a trickle of sweat ran down her cheek, despite the fact that it was quite cool in the apartment.

Even more sexy than the sights, however, were the sounds. The room was a chorus of deep breaths -- like five air conditioners running on full -- occasionally punctuated by little 'hms' and 'hahs.' Nothing to point out, just yet, but still plenty of fun.

Despite the obviously good signs, I decided to risk waiting a little longer. I knew I had to time this perfectly. Like a performer spinning five plates, I was responsible for pleasuring five different pussies. Each, probably, with its own unique needs. Too fast and everyone would be out of it. Too slow and we'd never reach the peak. I needed all five women to go over the top in a telltale way, and that required a certain amount of precision.

Instead, I enjoyed what was already going on around me. Though I was only friends with these women, I couldn't deny that watching their reactions to the stimulation was nothing short of spectacular. Kelly's lithe, tight body. Megan's killer curves. Grace's freckled skin and long, feminine form. Abby, the archetypal skinny blonde. Devon, cute with golden curls. The fact that I knew each of them -- their quirks and talents, strengths and fears -- only made them more attractive to me in this moment.

Of course, as I was watching each of these incredible women for their arousal, I was sure that they could also see mine, growing obviously in my pants. I sat slightly to the side on the stool and let my hands hang over my groin. I didn't think a boner would be inappropriate in a situation like this, but I also didn't want to discover that I was wrong.

Finally, after a quiet moment when everyone's muscles seemed to go slack, I asked, "Ready for more?"

"Are you?" Kelly asked, defiant. I'd somehow forgotten how hard it was to do anything competitive with my roommate. As I said, she was normally a calm, collected person. But get games involved and suddenly she'd lose control and turn into an enormous, green, rage monster.

We'd had to ban all video games in the apartment after she'd thrown our console out the window during a particularly heated game of Wii Bowling. Her final words, "Fuck you and your turkey," had become a rallying cry for the entire group when anything went wrong. So yes, as much as I had to admit I was enjoying all this, I was a little worried that I'd already gone too far. Much as Grace could be annoying sometimes, I didn't want to see Kelly toss her out the window.

Feeling like I might be taking my own life into my hands, I ticked the controller up to three. The buzzing got louder, deeper. The girls all made little noises, too, but nothing more. After all that buildup, it was a bit of a letdown.

I looked up at the clock. I was running short on time, and I doubted any of the girls were even close to cumming, let alone accidentally making me aware of it. For the first time, I worried that I might actually lose.

I decided to take a risk. I knew pushing too fast could end the experience, turning pleasure into pain. Or even just annoyance. To this point, I'd also been warning the women of each increase. I'd thought it was the polite thing to do. But it also allowed them to brace themselves. I needed something aggressive and unanticipated.

I gave them both.

Holding the remote to my side, blocking it with my body, I thumbed the vibration up two more levels. Now I got the reaction I was looking for. Grace let out a loud, rasping gasp. Kelly sucked in her breath so hard I thought she might fall over backward. Devon's eyes squeezed shut.

"That... was a little. Aggressive," Abby said. Her voice trembled as she spoke. Like someone was pounding on her back.

"Again," Megan demanded. I didn't think it was gamesmanship. The auburn-haired woman seemed to be in another place entirely. Despite the small, fold out chair, Megan was practically recumbent, her legs straight out and stiff.

"Not y..." Grace said, right as I ticked up the eggs once more. Her words dissembled into a low groan. For a moment, I thought the proper redhead had cum right there, but I couldn't be sure. I thought about taking the chance and calling her out. After all, I was on the clock.

But we'd all agreed that, if I incorrectly identified an orgasm, the game was over. Otherwise, I could just say it every minute or so, no matter what I saw. I couldn't be confident about Grace's cum, so I let it go.

I knew I'd made the right decision almost immediately because, not a moment later, Megan let out a short, sharp squeak. The curvy brunette grabbed her own massive tit over her dress, squeezing her nipple so hard it hurt me. She squealed again, then let out a long, low groan.

"Holy fuck," Kelly said, looking over at her friend. The other women, obviously in the throes, all fought to turn and stare at Megan, now writhing in her chair.

Megan didn't pause. She started pumping her legs up and down, like humping an invisible man. She rolled her head back and forth. Her eyes blew up wide and her mouth dropped open. She croaked out a long, silent scream, back arching upward. Then she dropped limp into the chair.

"Megan, that's you," I said. I expected her to express some frustration, but instead Megan just gave a little post-orgasm shiver, then gave the room a grin. Using the little string, she pulled the egg out of herself. It was still buzzing, angrily.

"Well, that was lovely," Megan said as she slowly stood, pinching her prodigious tit one last time. To my surprise, she wasn't disappointed that she'd lost. In fact, she seemed inordinately pleased with herself. "We have to do that again sometime."

Megan dropped the egg on the counter, waved goodbye to the rest of the girls, and walked right out of our apartment, humming a little tune to herself. That was another rule. Once you were out, you were out. It was too easy for the women to tank each other if they stayed.

As the door closed behind Megan, I took stock of the situation. The setting on the eggs was up to seven. I still had roughly twenty minutes left to catch the four other friends. Based on how the women were all reacting now, I wasn't all that worried. The vibrators were doing their jobs, yes. But the room's reaction to Megan's obvious orgasm was clearly even more exciting.

Kelly sat forward, white knuckled and panting heavily. My roommate's face was wet with sweat. Grace rocked back and forth in her chair, looking anywhere but at me. Her pinkish face was rapidly losing color. Abby was biting down on her lip so hard I worried she might draw blood. The muscles around her neck were taught as bowstrings. Devon kept twitching in place. The cute girl made cute little squeaks with every breath.

But it was more than that. I'd expected that the vibrations would get the girls off, but I hadn't counted on the fact that sitting and watching each other come close to cumming would be such a turn-on. I noticed them glancing at each other and quickly looking away, like just the sight could send them to heaven.

The little sounds they all made were also incredible. Even though nothing was overt, obviously, the tiny mewls and gasps were quite enough to get each other worked up. Even the smell of the room, it reeked of sex, had to be helping them along. I'm not sure we could have devised a better torture chamber. Everything around them was encouraging the women to let loose, but that was the one thing they weren't allowed to do.

The only question in my mind at that moment, was who was going over the top next. Again, my bet was on Devon. I knew she wasn't a virgin; she'd had a serious high school boyfriend once upon a time. But, from the way she talked about sex, she might as well have been. I doubted the petite blonde woman had ever used a toy before that day. Part of me wondered if she'd ever even had an orgasm. If Devon did cum, I had no doubt she would be unable to conceal it.

But if Devon didn't do the deed, then certainly Kelly was quickly coming up. My roommate, despite her earlier protestations, could be quite vocal. Living with her for two years had taught me that (she would say that she was faking it in those instances, but I was dubious). Certainly, Kelly was the kind of girl who had a deep passion for a lot of things, and sex was on that list. The athletic girl -- perched on her chair like it might detonate while also gripping the armrests like they were the one thing in the room that wouldn't -- sure looked close to an explosion.

Though if Kelly didn't keel over, I was pretty sure Grace was going to soon. Sure, the redhead was always so professional and perfect. But, to me, that only made her ability to hold it together all the more fragile. Someone like Kelly, rough and tumble, could take it when things went bad. Grace was more like a porcelain vase, likely to shatter at the slightest provocation. The way she shook on her chair -- her face pale, eyes flitting back and forth -- told me she could break at any moment.

And even if Grace didn't go off, I knew I could rely on Abby to amount to something. The cerebral blonde woman was Supergirl when it came to solving equations, but actual, physical activity was her kryptonite. It meant that while Abby could crush us all on Jeopardy!, her own body was a total mystery. I had no doubt that self-control was something she wasn't practiced at. So even though she looked (relatively) calm -- sitting almost deathly still in her chair -- I was sure Abby was about show me her o-face.

"Ah!"

The sound ripped me out of my reverie. I looked over and saw it had come from Grace. I hadn't even increased the vibration on the eggs, but time had done the job for me.

I was used to the strait-laced woman who always acted so perfectly composed. Now, her red hair was splayed out everywhere. Her back was arched, her tits pointing out, lewdly. Her whole body started to shake like a seizure.

Then, suddenly, Grace froze. Stopped in mid-movement. Like someone had pressed her pause button. Her eyes went uncannily empty. A long, strangled gasp escaped her lips.

Then, like her strings had been cut, Grace dropped back into her chair. She eyed us all, nervously, as consciousness seeped back.

"Grace," I said.

"Dammit," the redhead said. I don't think I'd ever heard her curse before. She stood up, unsteady on her legs, and dragged the egg out of herself. "The vibration was bad enough," she said, then giggled in a way that was so out of character, I wondered if she'd been possessed. "The watching made it way worse though."

Grace came over to me and rested an unsteady hand on my shoulder.

"Thanks for this," she said, genuinely, then gave me a quick kiss on the cheek. I reached to take the egg out of her other hand, but she pulled it away. "I think I'll keep this for a while," she said, pocketing the toy with a saucy grin. The door closed behind her soon afterward.

With that, only Kelly, Abby, and Devon were left. Now that Megan had made her way out and Grace had gone down, I could tell the women were redoubling their efforts to keep things under control. The three of them all shifted in their seats, almost like giving themselves a new start. There were a couple of deep breaths and some clearing of throats.

The game was on.

For a moment, I let myself get caught up in the eroticism of the wonderful women around me. My dick, already stiff, was starting to snake its way down my leg. My balls ached so bad, I had to rest my beer on them to dull the pain. This was incredible. I thought back to Megan's words. We have to do this again. Already, I was conniving ways to convince the other women that this was the case.

I didn't adjust the vibrators. I hadn't had to for Megan or Grace and both were gone. The clock ticked down my doom. It wasn't only about the money anymore. Or even about winning the argument. The first two orgasms had been so amazing, I couldn't bear the thought of missing the other three.

But ratcheting up the eggs was my last trick -- I only had two more ticks on the dial -- and I wanted to save them for an emergency. I decided to try a different tactic.

"Looking good," I said. I'd meant it to be a taunt, but instead it sounded so much like a compliment that it almost made me blush.

Kelly, my competitive roommate, opened her mouth to trash talk me back. But then, just as quickly, she snapped her jaw shut, like trying to keep something trapped inside. I tried to catch her eyes, but she wouldn't let me.

In fact, now that I was paying particular attention, the athletic girl appeared particularly tight. Her arms and legs were completely stiff. Her lips left to thin pink lines. She had the look of someone desperate to hold something inside.

Then, piece by piece, Kelly began to crack. Her thighs, so taut and controlled, started to tremble. She lowered her head, shook it hard, then picked it back up again.

"Hmm." The little sound escaped her lips.

A thin tear leaked out of the side of her eye.

"Hmm." That same sound.

The whole room was watching Kelly now. Devon and Abby both turned her way. Finally, Kelly's bright green eyes met mine. Her expression was shocking. Not cocky or even confident. If anything, she looked afraid. Almost as if she was pleading with me to help her.

I did the only thing I could for my roommate. My close friend.

I turned the vibration up another level.

As soon as I hit the button, Kelly cried out. Her eyes bright green eyes nearly popped out of her head. Her whole body devolved into a shaking, slobbering mess. Grunts and snorts as her orgasm grabbed hold and shook her as hard as it could, breaking her down into tiny pieces.

It was beautiful. Almost magical. My unstoppable roommate wasn't just experiencing the height of pleasure. She wasn't just enduring her orgasm as it shredded her apart. She was open, vulnerable. I'd never seen anything like it, and it made my heart actually ache a little.

"HrrrrrrrrrrrrrAH!" Kelly cried out, the pressure of her pleasure overwhelming her last little bits of control. She was so in the thrall of her own cum, that she tumbled forward out of the chair.

"Kelly," I said. Still, her orgasm wasn't done with her. My lithe roommate lay on the ground, twitching and jerking like someone had doused her in water, then hit her with a power cord.

"I'm. Fine," Kelly said through her spasms. "Not. Cumming."

"Come on, Kelly," I said.

"I'm not," Kelly said, "I didn't." She finally stilled. Kelly took a deep breath, started to get up, then toppled back over as the vibrations overtook her again, sending her tumbling into another body-breaking orgasm. "I didn't...CUM! Fuck. Fucking hell."

"You're out," I told her.

"It is (gasp) obvious," Abby said, "You're. You're not -- uhn -- fooling anyone."

Devon shook her head in agreement. Blue eyes bugged out. Lips pursed tight.

Kelly glared at all of us. But she reached down for the string. As soon as she grabbed hold, she toppled back over as she reached yet another peak. "fffffffFUCK!" she cried out, clearly both in ecstasy and frustration.

Finally, Kelly was able to extract the egg. She didn't say another word as she dropped the toy on the counter and limped down the hall to her room.

All three of us yelled after her, "Fuck you and your turkey!" Kelly gave us the finger before slamming the door behind her.

Two left.

I think all of us were feeling it now. Kelly's performance had been incredible. Watching her, I think I even came a little. It would explain the little wet spot on my jeans.

I was so close to getting it all. Seeing five massive, amazing orgasms. Earning three-thousand dollars. Finally, actually, winning an argument with Kelly. I couldn't imagine greater stakes. And yet, the clock was ticking. And I only had one more level on the eggs to engage. Abby and Devon felt it too. We were coming down to a photo finish. Too bad I had agreed not to use my camera.

After Kelly had left so dramatically, both women were now back to fully focused on the prize. Abby wriggled in her chair like a girl who desperately had to pee during math class. She held her arms crossed against her chest. Every few moments, she reached up and squeezed one of her biceps, pinching it, to keep herself in control. You'd think she was about to go over, except her face was remarkably calm. Almost placid. The only giveaway was a little tremor in her upper lip.

But Abby looked almost wild compared to Devon. After looking like an easy mark, the petite blonde almost seemed asleep. She'd pulled her knees up to her chest, folded her arms on top of them, and rested her head there. Almost like she was making a little cocoon. The only sign of her own impending rapture were the little blonde hairs on her forearms, which were all raised up stick straight. Like getting ready to levitate.

I glanced back at the clock. Seven minutes. I should have been nervous, but seeing those two women, I knew that was five minutes more than I'd need. It was time. I smiled, knowing that I was about to see something fantastic.

I pushed the dial to the highest setting.

Neither of the women even flinched. Abby slowly pinched her arm purple, but nothing more. Devon stayed frozen in place. A little statue.

Then Devon made a little noise. It almost sounded like a word.



She made it again.

Devon's body still wasn't moving. Her head was buried. Her knees were locked in place. But still, that sound.

I slid off my stool and stepped a little closer. It clearly was a word, I could tell. She was repeating it, like a whispered mantra, over and over again. I stood as close as I felt was appropriate without breaking the rules. Leaned my ear over.

"no," Devon said. She repeated it. "no."

"Devon?" I asked.

The words became faster. Starting spilling out. "No no no no no no." A fountain of little syllables poured out of her. Getting faster. Louder.

"No," Devin said, "No. NO! Oh God, please no. Please no. Oh. Oh fuck. Hrrrrr... NO! No No No NO NO! NO!!! OH!!! Oh FUCK! OH fffffFUCK YYYYYYYES!"

Devon's careful armor cracked. Her body spilled open. Eyes wide, mouth agape. Tongue lolled. I saw her crotch had gone dark, and a long thin trail of liquid seeped down her thigh. I thought for sure she'd see me looking and fall apart, but Devon was so far gone, she might as well have been in another universe.

Devon screamed again. So loud that it hurt my ears. The timid girl exploded outward. She sobbed, shuddering and blubbering. Then she stilled.

"Oh fuck. Oh yes. Oh fuck me yes that was good. Fuck," Devon said. She slipped onto the floor like she was liquid. Her pants were completely soaked. Her face was cinched in an almost comical rictus of release.

"Devon," I said.

"I know," she said, "I know. I came. God help me. But that was worth it."

We both laughed, then another little cum overcame her.

"Help," Devon said, "Help me get this thing out of me. Seriously. I can't take anymore."

I reached down and unsnapped the cute blonde's pants, then pulled them down her legs. Her pink panties were so sopping, they could barely be called cloth anymore. Devon reached around her underwear and pulled out the egg. She held it aloft, like she'd won the thing in a carnival game.

I waited for the moment when she realized how exposed she was, but it didn't happen. Instead, Devon waved away my help and stood, wobbling like a baby giraffe using her legs for the first time. Tilting and teetering.

Again, I tried to help her, but Devon waved me off.

"Wow," she said, "That was totally worth five-hundred bucks."

She started to make her way out of the apartment.

"Pants?" I called after her.

Devon gave me a big goofy grin. "Right," she said turning back, "Pants." She went back to her chair and pulled on her jeans. Finally, she made her way out of the apartment.

"Best. Investment. Ever!" she cried out, letting the door close behind her.

I turned back, ready to take on Abby. But as soon as the door closed on Devon, my alarm went off. My heart sank.

I looked over at Abby. The skinny blonde still seemed remarkably composed. She just sat there, like a secretary ready to take dictation. One hand dandled over her panty-covered pussy. As far as I could tell, she'd never orgasmed. Or even come all that close.

I walked back into the living room. Abby smiled, tight.

"Is that it?" she asked, "Has the competition completed?"

"It is" I said, resigned. I stared down at the floor. I can't tell you how disappointed I felt in that moment. How beaten. It wasn't the money. And I was used to losing to Kelly. But the fact that I'd missed out on seeing the final orgasm was like a kick in the balls. I'd imagined so many possibilities for that day, but I'd never truly considered the fact that I might lose.

"The experiment," Abby said, "To be clear. It has -- ah -- reached its conclusion?"

"You won the bet, yes," I said.

"Thank fucking God," Abby said.

Before I could even react, the skinny blonde shot out of her chair, drove into me, shoulders first, and tackled me onto the ground.

"Abby?"

"Shut up," Abby said.

She tore her panties off, reached inside, and ripped the egg out of her pussy, flinging it against the wall with a loud crack. She grabbed my face and pressed her lips into mine so hard that I tasted blood.

I was still recovering from the kiss as Abby's hands shot down and grabbed my belt. She tore the leather strap off me, pulled at the buttons of my pants, and freed my aching, erect cock from the fly of my boxers. She grasped it, roughly, and both of us groaned.

"Oh yes," Abby said. Again, I was too dumbfounded to move. Let alone speak. I just watched in shock as the skinny girl shifted her body, placed my cock straight up, andimpaled herself in one smooth stroke.

I almost screamed it felt so good -- slipping into Abby's wanting warmth. Her vaginal walls impossibly tight, yet incredibly welcoming. Dripping so wet, I felt the heat of her splash onto my thigh.

A moment before, I'd been standing by my apartment door. In a blink, in less time than I could properly process, I was on the ground. Buried to the hilt inside the gorgeous, blonde Abby.

"Fuck me," Abby said, humping up and down on my dick with an almost animal abandon. "I need that cock so fucking bad."

Where had the cute, scientific girl gone? I searched her light blue eyes and saw nothing but animal intensity.

Abby pulled her shirt off, exposing surprisingly full breasts with sharp, slightly upturned, puffy pink nipples. She clutched my head and pulled my mouth to her chest. Gave me no choice but to suckle. As if I was ever going to argue.

Abby groaned as my lips latched on. She pumped her cute little butt up and down, her pussy gripping onto me with the strength of a fist and the slickness of a slide.

The analytical Abby I knew was gone. She drove my dick into herself with a crazed need, like she was desperate to plug herself permanently. Her white, blonde hair was well out of its bun and flying around like crazy. Tits bouncing so bad I imagined they would bruise. My ears echoed with her savage roars and keening mewls.

"That's. Right. Fuck. Me," she said, punctuating every push. I bit her nipple and she screamed. For a moment, I considered that Kelly was probably in the other room reporting a murder. I just hoped I'd get to cum before the cops came.

Abby, writhing around on my shaft, reached up and casually adjusted her glasses. This was the hottest, sluttiest geek I'd ever seen. I reveled in her femininity. I couldn't believe the pleasure she was wrenching forth from both of us. The only reason I hadn't already cum was I was terrified of what she'd do if I didn't help get her there first.

Despite her seemingly endless bank of energy, Abby started to slow. She panted heavily. Body dripping with sweat. Azure eyes small and scared.

I saw what she wanted in that moment. What she needed. I grabbed Abby's thin shoulders and pushed her backwards, tipping us both over. She kept her thighs wrapped around me tight, not letting me escape for even a second.

I'd never been more ready to fuck a girl. To plunge into her depths and pound her into oblivion. Yet carefully, cruelly, I drew my cock out of Abby slowly. I pulled back as far as the skinny blonde's surprisingly strong little thighs would let me.

"Nnnoooooo," Abby said, flexing her body to hold me inside.

"Did you cum before?" I asked. "During the contest?"

"Twice," Abby croaked. I could tell she was telling me the truth. "When Kelly came, I did, as well. Then I did it again, after. I was certain you saw me but..."

"I guess you really are good at keeping quiet," I said.

"But two wasn't nearly enough," Abby said, "I need another. And not from some stupid plastic egg."

I gave her a playful grin. Reached down and pinched her perfect pink nipples. Then slowly, dragging it out, I slid my dick all the way back into her grasping, gasping cunt.

Abby groaned, a long low sound that started as my cock made contact and only faded as I filled her fully.

For a moment, she slipped back into her scientific persona. "Do not become tranquil now," Abby said.

I got the message. I drew back and, with a violence that surprised even myself, I plowed into her as hard and fast as I could. Held her shoulders for purchase. Her bony butt bounced off the hardwood floors. Every push was punctuated by a loud, aggressive slap. Abby reached between us and found her clit, starting to rub it for all she was worth.

"Th... there," Abby said, "Getting... getting close."

"Thanks for telling me this time," I said, wryly.

Abby started to retort, but her orgasm overtook her before she could. Her body arched upward. Her eyes rolled back. Her fingers flew on her clit.

"Hrrrrrr...Ah!" Abby gasped, the sounds escaping her lips like steam. "I need you to... Ejaculate. Ohfuck. Expel your semen against my cervix. It will trigger my own body to produce the -- fuck -- the orgasm I need."

I paused mid-thrust. "Wait, what?"

"Cum in me!" she screamed and slapped my shoulder.

Well, since she asked so nicely.

I raised Abby's legs rested them on my shoulders. I reached down and twisted her bubble-gum nipples. I threw myself into the blonde girl with abandon. I stopped caring about her pleasure. Only focused on my own. It didn't matter anymore. Nothing did. Just the two of us, wrapped in carnal ecstasy in the middle of my apartment.

"Fill me..." Abby gasped. "Please."

"Here it comes..."

I buried myself as deep as I could.

"AH!" Abby's breath caught. She flushed bright red. "Yes. Yes! YES!!!"

A pause. A moment. Both of us peaked at the same time. Like a lightning flash. Brief. Bright. Overpowering.

I erupted into Abby. An epic explosion of cum. Another. I heard a loud shout and I realized it was me. I pumped my pearlescence into the skinny blonde girl, as much as I'd ever made in my life. Blast after potent blast delivered directly to her pussy.

"Oh, I'm cumming," Abby exclaimed, "Cumming so GOOD!"

After what seemed an impossibly long time, my orgasm finally regressed from insistent, ecstatic bursts into low, warm waves of bliss. I gradually became aware of the girl beneath me. Abby was still experiencing her orgasm. Enduring it. Her body constricted so hard around me that it started to hurt. She stared right back at me. Her eyes so blue and bright it was almost blinding.

Finally, I felt her fade. Abby dropped back to the floor like a dead woman.

We lay there in the middle of the living room, soaked in sweat and a bunch of other sticky substances. We panted. Gulped. Slowly grabbed hold of ourselves.

"Well, that was quite an enjoyable experience," Abby said, slowly shifting out from under me.

I let my softening cock slip out of her and we both fell back to the hardwoods in individual heaps. Abby reached down and dipped her hand into her pussy. It came out covered in white goop.

"Your ejaculate is quite voluminous," Abby said.

"What?" I asked.

"You cum a lot," Abby said, as if having to translate for such a simpleton was too much to ask. "I'm getting you a dictionary for your birthday."

"Seems the least you could do after I gave you that," I said, gesturing to her body.

Abby looked at me, dubious for a moment, then broke into a wide smile. "It was pretty fucking amazing, yes."

"I don't think I can figure you out," I said.

"Scientist in the streets, whore in the sheets," Abby said. I cocked an eyebrow, a mimic of her own signature expression. "I can get a little, um, crude during intercourse sometimes," she explained. "Though I cannot recall the last time I was ever so effusive. If ever."

Abby sat up. She combed back her straight blonde hair and tied it back into a bun. Then she stood and began collecting her clothes. I lay back, enjoying what was an excellent view of an absolutely stunning woman.

Even during the sex, I don't think I appreciated how amazing Abby's body actually was. Her surprisingly full breasts incongruous with her skinny body. The way her little pink bum would jiggle slightly as she moved. The shimmy of her hips. The way her fingers moved as she buttoned up her jeans, dexterous and almost dancing. The sparks of so much thought processing behind her eyes.

"Well, this was definitely a unique experience," Abby said, now fully clothed. "Thank you, TJ."

"Thank you," I said, genuinely. I was still naked on the floor. It felt very comfortable, in that moment.

"I'm assuming I can collect my winnings now?" Abby said, fixing her glasses pointedly.

"Seems to me that I made you cum pretty loud a moment ago," I said. "Screaming out 'I'm cumming,' 'fuck me,' 'yes, yes, yes.'"

Abby flushed. She stared down at her surprisingly nice, dark dress shoes. "I believe that occurred after time had passed," she said, still not meeting my eyes.

"Keep the money," I said, "Just tell the girls what happened after. My reputation could use the boost."

Abby paused at that.

"I'll split the money with you," she said, straightening. Again, I felt a little wave of sadness, though I couldn't rationalize why. "But only if you tell the group that I won it all. No other details may be disclosed."

Now it was my turn to pause. Finally, I nodded my agreement. Abby must have read my regret, however, because she bent down and kissed my forehead. Then she spun on her heel and marched out of the apartment.

After the door clicked closed, I climbed to my feet and slowly gathered up my clothes. The living room felt oddly empty. Chairs strewn everywhere. Like a strange, selective tornado had ripped through. Most of all though, everything seemed so quiet. It was weird.

I got dressed and started to slide everything back into place. I was about halfway done when I heard Kelly's bedroom door open. She padded out into the living room, wearing a long, flannel sleep shirt that went down past her knees. So big, she seemed to be swimming in it.

"I don't hear you celebrating," she said, eyeing me.

"The girls won," I said.

"Who took the prize?" Kelly asked.

"Abby, actually."

"Fuck me," Kelly said, "That girl is full of surprises."

"I'm going to make dinner," I said, no longer wanting to talk about this, "Can I make you something?"

"Sure," Kelly said, "I'll be back in my room. Just let me know when it's ready."

"Will do," I said.

She stopped midway to her bedroom. "Oh, and TJ?"

"Yes?"

"You're quite the loud cummer, yourself."

Kelly gave me a wink, then closed her bedroom door firmly behind her.
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The Florida Trip Pt. 01

This is it! Welcome to Part One of The Florida Trip. This is intended as a direct sequel to my previous Trip series, The Baseball Trip. Think of this as The Baseball Trip: Season Two. You don't have to read the original story to get what's going on here, but it'll definitely help. Everyone is over the age of 18.

6 months later

It was the coldest winter I could remember. Snow started piling up in early October and stayed through spring. The wind blew icy, biting. Even inside my little apartment, heat blaring, I was cold. Like the chill had settled into my bones.

It was early February and I was lying on the couch, watching a meaningless basketball game and wishing it was baseball instead. The windows rattled with the cold. It was only 4 o'clock, but the day was already dark and brooding.

My roommate Julia's cellphone started to sing through her door. An upbeat tune that made everything else feel even flatter. Julia and I had been close friends once, but we hadn't been the same since the previous summer.

We'd gone on a road trip together -- six baseball games over eight days across the American Midwest -- along with my friend's younger sister Kelsey and her best friend Sarah. All of us squished together in Julia's tiny Volkswagen Beetle. Through a series of circumstances even I have trouble accepting in retrospect, I ended up hooking up with the terminally sexy Sarah. Then bombshell beautiful Kelsey. Eventually athletic, incredible Julia joined in, too.

Then we got back home, and everything broke apart. Sarah went back to her boyfriend. Kelsey went off to school and met someone, too. As for Julia, I asked her for a real relationship and she shot me down. Hard.

We both moved on. I started dating a girl named Alyssa in October. Julia got a boyfriend a few weeks after. We pretended like everything was OK. But the two of us were living with a sort of zombie friendship that looked like it was fine and acted like it was fine but was clearly dead inside.

Through the bedroom door, I heard Julia answer her phone with a shout. A cry of joy like I hadn't heard in a long time from my dour roommate. She babbled excitedly -- bubbling like a teenaged girl getting asked to the prom. I did my best to pay attention to the TV. I couldn't help but try to listen in. After about twenty minutes I heard Julia stop talking.

"OK," she said, "Yes. I'll ask him."

Julia stepped out into the living room.

"What's up?" I asked, barely looking up from the game. It was a safety mechanism I'd picked up after our road trip. Even though she'd crushed my feelings, I couldn't help but still crush on Julia. She was super pretty -- lithe and fit with tied-back brown hair and bright green eyes. God, she even moved like an athlete: every motion fluid and confident. We were both with other people, but I couldn't help but still have feelings for my oh-so-fuckable roommate.

"That was Sarah," Julia said. I spun my head around like it had been set on a spring. "I think we need another road trip."

*

This was the story as Julia explained it to me. Sarah was at art school and miserable. Classes were tough, and the other students were snobs. Then, when she needed him most, Sarah's stupid boyfriend split. It wasn't a big surprise, really. Sarah had cheated on him the past summer (with me, natch), after she'd halfway sort of broken up with him for being a tremendous jerkwad. Great romance, this was not.

Still, it was one more weight on a set of shoulders that were already slumping and suddenly Sarah was shot. She'd called Julia just to say hello and, out of nowhere, she'd broken into tears. They talked for a while, and then they had an epiphany.

I'm not sure how it came up. I guess the skies parted? Like a golden gift from the heavens the idea just appeared? I don't know. But somehow Sarah and Julia decided that the only cure for the February blues was for all of us to just jump into a car and go.

I hadn't spoken to Sarah since the baseball trip (or Kelsey, for that matter). The thought of seeing the sexy brunette again got me all jostled -- like getting psyched up for a scary ride. Excited about the idea of it, terrified of the actual event.

Would Sarah and I pick up where we left off? What would happen if we did? Worse, what would happen if we didn't? Would Kelsey come along, too? I got so wrapped up in all the questions I lost track of Julia, waving at me from the far side of the couch.

"Earth to Ben," Julia said, "Dude, when you get back to the planet let me know. I have to give Sarah an answer. Are we going on a road trip or not?"

I mean, seriously, did Julia really have to ask?

*

"A road trip?" Alyssa asked. She tossed her red hair back out of her eyes. "Wait, is this going to be another one of your rolling orgies?"

My girlfriend and I were eating dinner at some little taco joint on Elmwood. One of Alyssa's places -- I could never remember the name. They served mediocre tacos and strong margaritas. Played loud guitar music and had pinatas hanging from the ceiling. You know the place.

As I said before, I'd met Alyssa back in the fall. We had the same Modern Poetry class and she did a wicked imitation of our Professor that made me shoot soda right out of my nose. Well nothing says relationship material like a guy snarfing his drink all over a table at the Student Union. Alyssa clearly agreed, and we'd started dating soon after.

Alyssa was clearly too pretty for me. Her long red hair came with the expected complexion -- pale skin and freckles everywhere. Best of all, she had this wicked little smile that seemed to scream danger in all the best ways.

I'd told Alyssa about my sex-crazed summer early on in our relationship. Her reaction had been surprising: she was into it. It turned out my girlfriend had a bit of a wild past. And a not-too-tame present, as well. Alyssa asked me about the baseball trip all the time. She almost seemed more obsessed with it than I was.

"It's really happening," Alyssa said, waving a tortilla chip in the air while she spoke, "Another fuckfest on America's highways. I always dreamed I'd be here for this moment."

"It's not a fuckfest," I said, "Just some old friends getting together for Spring Break."

"Wait," Alyssa said, "Are Sarah and Kelsey coming, too?" The two girls -- buxom, brunette Sarah and beautiful, blonde Kelsey -- had become almost legends to Alyssa, I think. She'd met Julia plenty of times but the other two participants in my epic road trip were mostly myths to her. I'd shown her pictures a couple of times, but they didn't do my companions justice.

"Actually, the trip was Sarah's idea," I said, "I'm not sure about Kelsey -- she's being cagey. Super serious boyfriend. Super stressful classes. That kind of thing."

"Sarah's the really sexy one, right?"

"Well..."

"And Kelsey's the really pretty one?"

"I mean, compared to you she isn't that..."

"Oh my God, yes! I think I might cum just sitting here thinking about it."

A couple of tables turned around to look at us. Alyssa laughed. I shrugged. Slowly, they all turned back to their dinners.

"Don't get too excited," I said, "Julia's got her boyfriend, Brandon. Kelsey and her guy, Kevin, are apparently attached at the hip. Only Sarah is single right now, ironically. Anyway, that's why I wanted to talk to you first. Make sure it's OK."

"Awww, asking my permission?" Alyssa asked, "That's cute."

"Actually, I was hoping you'd come along," I said.

"Wait. Seriously?"

"Don't be mad. I thought you might..."

"Mad? Hello? This is, like, the best day of my life! Oh my God. Where are we going? Should I even bother to pack clothes?"

The tables all turned to stare at us again. I could only smile and shrug.

*

So, my girlfriend was going. We just didn't know where yet. Baseball was again, the obvious first choice.

"No baseball," Julia said.

We were sitting on the couch together, spitballing ideas. Both of us covered in clothes like we were about to brave a blizzard. Sweaters, jeans, and thick wooly socks. Julia looked severe -- her hair was up in her every-present ponytail -- but she was smiling. It wasn't just sharing the same piece of furniture, I felt closer to my roommate than I had in months.

"We did baseball last time," Julia said, "Besides it's too cold. We need to go now. Not in April."

"You love baseball," I said, "I thought we'd go down to Spring Training. It sucks here but this is, like, the nicest time to be in Florida because it's warm but not too humid."

"Look, I promised Sarah a nice trip and that's not baseball," Julia said, "Besides, we owe her for dragging her around last time. And there's no way we can convince Kelsey to come if it's sports."

"Alyssa wants to come, too," I said, "And I bet if Kelsey comes her boyfriend Kevin will join. What about Brandon?"

"Yes, my boyfriend will be joining us," Julia said, "No, that is not an excuse for us to go see Spring Training."

"Fine," I said, "But then what?"

We got off the couch, fired up the computer in my bedroom, and started doing research. I kept waiting for Julia to grab her glasses so she could see the screen. She'd gotten contacts a few months before, but I still wasn't used to it. Seeing her face without the frames.

Julia and I laughed and shoved each other over the keyboard like old times. If I'd thought planning a trip would have fixed us, I'd have suggested it a long time ago. We were "Julia and Ben" again. Benlia. Jublien? I don't know. It was too awesome for me to care. But while the friendship thing was promising, the trip planning was not.

Anything East Coast was too cold. California and Las Vegas were too expensive and too far for a drive. Julia made it clear that Sarah had been promised a road trip -- no planes allowed. I pushed for a boat trip, but that got torpedoed. I fought for Mardi Gras, but that was a no go, as well.

"It's too soon," Julia said, "We won't have time to plan, let alone drive. Besides, my tits are too small for Mardi Gras."

"New Orleans should be so lucky to see your boobs," I said, "I gave them an A+, remember?"

Julia punched me in the shoulder. We stared at the screen, blankly. Then Julia's head popped up like her timer had just gone off.

"Wait a minute," she said, "Maybe you weren't far off with Florida. Like you said, it's warm but not blistering. And it's just on the far edge of drivable."

"Baseball?" I asked.

"I'm going to shove a bat up your ass," Julia said, "No. The other thing that's in Florida."

"Gators? Crazy people? Wait, I know, basketball!"

"Disney, you doofus," Julia said, her eyes alight, "We should go to Walt Disney World."

*

I'll admit, I didn't really see the appeal of going to Walt Disney World at first. It seemed like a great place for two groups: people who had an eight-year-old child and people who were an eight-year-old child. What was a group of crazed college kids going to do at Disney?

"You don't get it," Julia said, "This isn't like, Six Flags or whatever. Disney is... It's not just rides. It's the characters and the atmosphere. The whole feeling of the place. OK, you said it's for children and it totally is. But that's kind of the point? You get to feel like a kid again with all that unspoiled wonder and awe. The sense that there really might be magic in the world."

"They should hire you to write the brochures," I told her.

"Trust me, when I tell Sarah and Kelsey they'll flip out. And when you get there? You'll see it too. I promise, Ben."

Sure enough, when Julia called Sarah to tell her about our plan, she screamed so loud I heard it all the way across the room. Kelsey, who to that point had been wishy-washy about the whole trip thing, agreed to go as soon as Julia said the word 'Disney.'

With that level of enthusiasm, how could I possibly say no? I figured, well, the girls all put up with baseball for me. The least I could do was endure a corporate, cartoon rat and his animal kingdom.

We found a surprisingly affordable deal online. Two rooms and five nights at the Happiest Place on Earth was, somehow, within our reach. The five of us -- me, my girlfriend Alyssa, Julia, her boyfriend Brandon, and Sarah -- all agreed to pile into Julia's tiny Beetle, once again. Kelsey decided (insisted, actually) that she and Kevin would go in their own car and we would all caravan down to Orlando together.

Surrounded by such freezing cold, the thought of warm Florida seemed almost impossibly good. And while Disney may not have been my first choice for a vacation, I was more than happy to sacrifice if it meant seeing my friends again. Everything was set. Of course something had to go wrong.

*

This time it was my fault. Sort of.

Two weeks before our trip, Julia's boyfriend Brandon came over for dinner and... other things. Brandon was a nice guy, really. Good looking with that permanent stubble-beard thing going on. I tried hard to hate him, but I couldn't.

We all ate dinner together. Afterward, the amorous couple went back to Julia's bedroom. I knew what that meant. I turned on the TV as loud as I could. The last thing I wanted to hear was the sound of Julia and her boyfriend fucking. It reminded me too much of our own previous adventures.

If all of this sounds petty, well, I suppose you're right. I had my own girlfriend after all. I doubted Julia enjoyed hearing the two of us from her bedroom, either. I could rationalize it all I liked, but it didn't change things. The heart doesn't have ears or understand language. It doesn't 'do' logical arguments. The heart just yearns.

I was midway through the midnight SportsCenter when Brandon came back out into the living room. He was wearing boxers and nothing else. I couldn't help but be jealous. I mean, I'm still in pretty good shape, but that dude was freaking cut.

Brandon sat down next to me, pulled a pillow over his lap, and sighed. "How'd the Sabres do?" he asked.

"Lost one zip."

"Fucking hell," he said. The room was dark, and the TV lit us both up bluish. Something about the way Brandon stared off at the TV seemed sad.

"Hey man, can I ask you something weird?" Brandon asked. "Julia told me you two were, like, together. Before we met."

"I don't know if I'd say together," I said, "We hooked up a couple times. It wasn't anything serious. Just something that happened that, honestly, probably shouldn't have. We're just roommates, man, trust me. You've got nothing to worry about."

"Sure, but... OK this is awkward. I'm sorry. When you two were together. Like, intimate. I was just wondering if she was, like, I don't know..."

"Aggressive as fuck?" I asked. When we'd hooked up over the summer Julia had nearly killed me. People thought I'd been ravaged by a wildcat after a night with Jules. Maybe they weren't far off.

"Ummm, no?" Brandon said, "Really super passive, actually. I mean, she just lays there like she can't wait to get it over with."

"Yeahthat'swhatImeant," I said, the words spilling out faster than I could gather them, "I was being sarcastic. You know? Like how the big guy from Robin Hood was called Little John. It's a joke."

"Oh."

"She was the same way with me. Totally. Never said a peep."

"Yeah, man. Sure," Brandon said. We sat in silence for a while. Watching the television like it would tell us all the answers. My breath shallow in my chest. Finally, Brandon got up and stumbled back to Julia's bedroom. I sighed in relief and went back to SportsCenter, so happy that I'd somehow escaped my miserable mistake. God, I thought, could you imagine if he hadn't bought it? I'd be a dead man.

*

Brandon broke up with Julia the next morning.

I was out for an early morning class, so I missed the fireworks. I came home to a living room littered with spent tissues and a pretty, red-faced girl watching hockey on TV and sniffling.

"What happened?" I asked.

"I don't know," Julia said, she didn't look up, "He just woke up this morning and..."

"I'm so sorry, Julia."

"Did he say anything to you?" she asked.

"No," I said, too quickly, "We talked a little last night after you two... We watched TV. That's all, I swear."

"Fuck him," Julia said.

"Brandon?" I asked.

"No, Jack Eichel. Yes, fucking Brandon! Stupid asshole."

I sat next to Julia and tried to comfort her, but it was like hugging a triangle. All sharp edges and odd corners. I felt terrible, but I also didn't want Julia to know exactly how terrible I felt. I'm a bad friend, is what I'm saying. But I did my best.

We spent all day on the couch together, drinking hot cocoa and staring at the TV. It was oddly comfortable -- this shared, miserable silence. Then we were watching some dumb afternoon gameshow and they gave away a vacation in Hawaii. Julia gasped and leapt to her feet.

"Our trip," Julia said. "Fucking hell. That asshole waited till, like, right before we leave. It's like dumping me the day before my birthday."

"Fuck Jules, with all the... I didn't even think about the Florida trip."

Once again, we were about to leave on an expensive, expansively planned road trip and we were short one member. Losing Brandon meant losing his money towards gas and hotels. Plus, now we had an extra five-day Disney ticket that no one was using, which felt wasteful. It seemed to me that Brandon ought to shell out for his last-minute change in plans.

"Even if you could convince him, I don't want his fucking dickwad money," Julia said.

"Fuck, Julia, I'm really sorry," I said.

"It's not like he was my soulmate or anything," Julia said. She flopped back down and dug her feet under my legs. It was kind of affectionate, sort of aggressive. Typical Julia, in other words. "I'm sad he's gone but whatever, I'll get over it. We need to find another person for the trip, though. I don't think I can afford to go, otherwise."

"What about your friend Mel from Notre Dame?" I asked, "I bet she'd love to come along."

"She's in Australia with her boyfriend. Some guy she met last summer, like, right after we left. I guess he's from down under and she's off meeting his family?"

"Holy shit. Seriously?" I said, "Wow, good for her."

"And bad for us," Julia said, digging her toes deeper into me, "You sure you can't think of anyone else?"

"I'm sorry. I'm blank. Maybe I should call Jim?"

"Very funny. I'll see if Sarah has someone."

Julia reached for her phone and texted Sarah. As it turned out, she did have someone: her little sister. Well, not so little. The girl was about to go to college the following fall. It seemed like having Sarah's sister around might be a damper on things but, well, I couldn't exactly complain. This trip was going to be awkward enough.

That night, Julia, Alyssa, and I began packing for just the three of us. Julia seemed surprisingly upbeat throughout the process. I thought maybe she had Disney-brain: that state of mind that said nothing mattered, so long as you were on your way to the Magic Kingdom. A bomb could go off in the apartment, but who cares because Mickey! I worried that maybe once we got on the road, she'd start to feel the sadness.

"Do you want me to be sad?" Julia asked

"Of course not," I said, stuffing a stack of shorts into my suitcase.

"Well there you go."

"Stop haranguing your roommate," Alyssa told me, then sidled over to Julia and gave her a kiss on the cheek, "Just be glad we're escaping the snow."

Well I couldn't argue with that.

*

That night, Alyssa and I lay in bed, held awake by the anticipation of leaving for Florida the next morning. The heat was on full, we were wearing thick pajamas, and we were covered in blankets. Somehow, we were still shivering. We couldn't even fool around, we were both trying so hard to stay warm.

"So you all just piled into Julia's little Beetle?" Alyssa asked, staring up at the ceiling.



"I've told you this," I said.

"I know," Alyssa said, like a child eager to hear her favorite fairy tale, "Tell it again."

"The four of us squeezed into that little car, yes," I said, "And I guess, being so close together, something happened."

"Do you think it'll 'happen' again?"

"Small car. Long drive. Maybe. Do you want it to?"

"You made it sound so exciting," Alyssa said, "All of you together like that. You wouldn't mind if we, like, fooled around a little, would you? Both of us, I mean. Nothing serious. Like we talked about before."

About a month into our relationship, Alyssa had told me about some hookup party her friends were having, and I'd balked. Alyssa got angry, gave me the whole "we're dating, but you don't own me" speech. If I couldn't handle it, well, there were plenty of men ("grown-ups" was the word she used) who would.

We were clearly at a breaking point. So, with nothing left to lose, I'd told Alyssa about the baseball trip. How I'd gone on this wild journey with three women and no strings attached. And I told her the truth, that at the end of the trip I'd learned that I wasn't meant for long-term relationships. That having fun was more important than having feelings.

I got so into my story, I was sure it was the last conversation I'd ever have with Alyssa. Instead, she seemed impressed. Like she was seeing me in a totally different way. And so we agreed that, in the future, it was fine for both of us to fool around. With caveats, of course.

I'd never had an 'open' relationship, so Alyssa helpfully explained the ground rules. The big one, like most things where sex is involved, was consent. No one could do anything without their partner's permission. We had a whole big talk about it and afterwards I felt both very mature and also very horny.

Despite all that setup, neither of us had done anything. In fact, since we'd started dating, I'd only been with Alyssa and she'd only been with me. But that door had been left open with the understanding that Alyssa would, again, want to step through it. And I could either come along or be left behind.

I looked over at my redheaded girlfriend. She was super pretty and so out of my league. Alyssa smiled at me, coyly. She wasn't really asking me a question.

"I don't see any harm in doing a little bit," I said, "So long as everyone is into it."

Alyssa cheered and clapped a little. She leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. The peck on the cheek turned into a kiss on the lips. Deftly, Alyssa slid her hand down, under the waistband of my pjs, and found my cock. The redheaded girl smiled at me -- that dangerous, sexy grin -- and stroked me hard.

Alyssa slid her bottoms off and climbed up on top of me. Another kiss on the lips. Alyssa didn't even bother taking my pants off. She just steered my cock to her waiting pussy. Slowly backed down.

"I want... I want Julia to lick my pussy while I ride your cock," Alyssa said. My eyes went wide, and I looked over at our door. It was shut tight, but still. I knew Alyssa was bi. She'd told me she had a crush on my roommate (who could blame her, really). But I didn't expect it all to come out like this.

"I'd think that's up to Julia," I said.

"Ohhhhh FUCK!" Alyssa said, sliding all the way down my shaft. She leaned back and started to rub her clit.

"Yessss...OH! That fffffeels so good," Alyssa said. Her eyelids fluttered shut and I thought she might be imagining it right there -- my athletic roommate licking my girlfriend's snatch while she rode me.

"I think... Oh I think I want to lick Kelsey's pussy while you fuck her, too," Alyssa said. She was rubbing even faster now. Her hips bucking. Head lolled back.

"You haven't even met Kelsey," I said.

"Going to be so SO gooooood..." Alyssa said. Her body crested and she froze. Tits pointed to the sky and shaking. Alyssa leaned forward. She hung her breasts over my head, inviting me to suckle. I took her little pink nipple into my mouth. Tried my best not to bite down while Alyssa began pumping her tight ass up and down. Working my cock. The dregs of her own orgasm now hungering for the beginning of mine.

"What about you?" Alyssa asked, "You want to fuck Sarah while you lick my little pussy? Oh, I bet you do."

The picture filled my mind as soon as my girlfriend said it. The image of it gripped me as tightly as Alyssa's sweet snatch squeezing at my cock. I groaned.

"That's it," Alyssa said, "Attaboy. Think about it. I'm riding Julia's face while you're plowing me from behind. Little Kelsey is licking your balls and all you're going to do is... CUM! Oh FUCK!"

My cum raced up my shaft and filled Alyssa's pussy. She'd barely ridden my dick at all. She'd given me more than I could take, all that talking. Pleasure exploded out of me as I blasted into my girlfriend's snatch.

Alyssa started to laugh. Rocking back and forth on my cock as she milked me for every last drop. My dick went soft and Alyssa fell off to my side. Gasping. She reached for a tissue to wipe herself off. Handed me one, as well. Still chuckling.

I rolled over and kissed Alyssa on the mouth. She grabbed my cheeks and held me there, staring right at me with her pale green eyes.

"This trip is going to be AWESOME!" she said.

*

That night, I dreamt about being back in Julia's Beetle. On the baseball trip. Nothing sexy at all was happening. Instead, I found myself in the backseat, smushed against the window with nowhere to go. Julia honking the horn. Beep beep beep! I twisted and bent in my seat, trying to get comfortable. It was hot and the air was short. Gasping.

Burning.

Beep! Beep! Beep!

I woke up with my back aching. My phone alarm blaring. Just the idea of being in Julia's little car had given my body flashbacks. I switched off the beeping alarm and lay back. Tried to catch my breath. God -- what was going to happen to me when I was actually in the car? The last time there'd been four of us and we'd barely fit. Now we were five. Alyssa and I'd fantasized about fucking around on the road. How were even going to fucking fit?

My girlfriend rolled over and rested her head on my chest. "How did you all fit in that little car?" Alyssa asked. Clearly my psychic abilities had reached a whole new level overnight.

"Like I said, it involved putting our parts into each other's parts. Purely for convenience of storage," I told her.

"Uh huh."

We slowly rolled out of bed and got dressed. The sun wasn't even up yet, but we couldn't bear the thought of turning on a light. When we walked out of our room, we saw that Julia's door was already open. Her luggage was gone.

We didn't even bother with coffee. We just clambered down the stairs, suitcases bouncing behind us. I was nauseous with the early morning wake up. The adrenaline of the upcoming adventure. The fear of how overstuffed Julia's Beetle would be.

But when we got outside -- under the cold, still-dark skies -- Julia's car was nowhere to be found. Instead, my cute roommate was standing there on the sidewalk, smiling from ear to ear.

"I have a surprise for you guys," she said.

"If it's lube we already brought two tubs-worth," I said. Alyssa punched me in the arm. Julia turned to the side and pointed at the car parked across the street from her. Some shiny, white van-like thing that none of us would be able to afford for another ten years post-graduation.

"Did you hire a limo?" Alyssa asked.

"It's my brother's. He said we could use it," Julia said. She ran over and posed in front of the car, arms outstretched, like she was giving it away on a gameshow. "Isn't it great?"

Our new ride was a Honda Odyssey, bright like it was right off the lot. It was a monolith. A monument to the momentousness of our trip. It shone like a pale beacon under the starlight.

"I told my brother about everything with Brandon and the trip and how my little Beetle was barely adequate, and so he drove his car up here last night." Julia's eyes were shining as she said it. Her voice thrummed with excitement. "Isn't he like, the best brother ever?"

We had to agree that he was. We put all our things into the trunk and the back was still so empty I almost ran upstairs to grab more stuff before Alyssa stopped me. The back seats had more legroom than our living room couch. It was like moving from a studio apartment to a mansion. Almost overwhelming to find ourselves with so much space.

Julia grabbed the wheel, of course, while Alyssa took shotgun. I got in back, but it was hardly a sacrifice. More like being chauffeured than suffering in the shit seats.

"It's really comfy back here," I said, "Maybe a bit too comfy."

"Looks perfect to me," Julia said and stared back at me, knowingly. She didn't need to speak the warning for me to hear it clearly.

*

We drove down to New York City in darkness. Near silent. Like sneaking into the city. I dozed in and out through most of it. By the time I was wide awake again, we were turning off the highway. The sun sneaking slightly above the horizon.

As we slowly wended our way around Manhattan, it began to rain -- a morbid, drizzly thing. One last eff you from the northern weather gods. With the wet and the early morning sun, I could hardly tell one street from another. But Julia navigated it with ease, taking every turn with absolute assurance.

Then we slowed and I saw her standing on the side of the street: Sarah, the sexiest woman I'd ever seen. She was next to an anemic looking tree, under a blue umbrella, wrapped in a tan heavy coat. She could have been wearing a burqa -- I felt like I'd have recognized her immediately.

I felt my heart ache a little, seeing Sarah again. Then that desire got washed away by a wave of guilt. My girlfriend was in the car with us, for God's sake. All other conversations aside, I couldn't just openly perv on another woman.

Julia double-parked in front of Sarah's apartment. We opened the doors and climbed out. I was stiff in more ways than one, and I slowly made my way over to Sarah. We hadn't spoken in months. Would this be as awkward as I feared?

"Ben!" Sarah wrapped herself around me. Her ample chest pressed into me through all those coats. I could smell her vanilla perfume. Feel the warmth of her cheek against mine.

Sarah had grown her light brown hair a bit longer. Her face looked a little thinner, like stress had worn her down. But her body, wow, it was still as amazing as I'd remembered. Maybe even a little better. Curves in all the right places.

Sarah pulled back and smiled. Those deep brown eyes shining back at me. God, even with the obvious exhaustion -- the tension -- that girl looked so good. Oh so sexy Sarah. Being in her arms now, it felt better than I'd ever remembered.

"It's so nice to see you," Sarah said. She started to move forward, like to give me a kiss.

"Hi, I'm Alyssa," my girlfriend said, getting between us. The redhead extended her hand and Sarah shook it. "I'm Ben's girlfriend."

"It's nice to meet you," Sarah said, genuinely.

"Uh huh."

Sarah turned and found Julia, hugging her with almost the same excitement as she'd shared with me.

"You look good," Julia said, "You lost some weight?"

"Just a little," Sarah said, "You lost your glasses!"

"I got contacts," Julia said.

While the girls talked, Alyssa and I started loading Sarah's suitcases. But as we did, I felt another pair of eyes on me. I looked up and saw a young woman staring at me, standing by the brownstone steps.

This had to be Sarah's younger sister, Chloe. She was wearing a purple raincoat that went down to her waist, a pair of tight blue jeans, and tan strappy sandals. Wishful thinking, I suppose.

I went over and introduced myself. She was slightly shorter than Sarah. Slimmer in face and build. And chest. But the resemblance was still uncanny.

Then Chloe turned and reached down to get her suitcase and Oh My God. While Sarah's backside was merely nice, Chloe's was clearly incredible. Round and thick -- even under denim it looked amazing. I say this as someone who is usually more into the T than the A: Chloe had an ass for the ages. Almost the perfect upside-down heart shape and plenty prominent.

I stared, dumbfounded for a moment. I felt Alyssa brush against me none too subtly. I startled and turned to pick up Sarah's suitcase. Like that had been my intention the whole time.

"Amazing, huh?" Alyssa asked, following me back to the trunk of the Odyssey.

"Yeah, look at all the room we still have back here," I said. Alyssa waggled her finger at me and skipped away.

"It is a really big car," Sarah said, almost wistfully, watching as we reorganized everyone's things.

"I know, isn't it awesome?" Julia said.

Sarah started to climb into the backseat, but Alyssa stopped her.

"I want to sit with my boyfriend," she said. Sarah nodded dumbly.

"Come sit with me, Sar," Julia said, "We have lots to catch up on."

I climbed into the back with Alyssa and Chloe. Sarah's younger sister took the third row to herself while my girlfriend sat in the bucket seat next to me. There was less room for all of us in my apartment, I swear.

Julia got behind the wheel and keyed the ignition. As we started to pull out, Alyssa gave me a wicked look. Before I could blink, the saucy redhead leapt into my lap.

"Oh no you don't!" Julia said, slamming the brakes. She adjusted the rearview mirror and looked back at us, sternly. "This is my brother's car and I promised he'd get it back in one piece. No food, no drinks and definitely none of our usual... shenanigans. We get one stain in this car? He'll kill me. And I'll take all of you idiots down with me. Understood?"

Alyssa glared up at the mirror for a moment, like she might put up a fight. But then she meekly slid off me and settled into her own seat. "Understood," she said, pouting.

"Shenanigans?" Chloe asked.

"Julia's rules," I said, "No shenanigans, hootenannies, or ragamuffins allowed."

"I knew I should have left you in Buffalo," Julia said. She put the car back in drive and peeled off.

*

The next stop was New Jersey so we could meet up with Kelsey and her boyfriend, Kevin.

We went over the George Washington Bridge, as empty as I'd ever seen it, and got onto the Parkway. Soon we were slowing, once again, into a very different neighborhood than the one we'd gotten Sarah at. Tall old oaks and even larger houses. Bright white shutters and shining, obsidian BMWs.

It was weird pulling up in front of Kelsey's place. I'd spent half my high school years there, hanging out with her older brother, Jim -- my former best friend. He and I had barely spoken since the baseball trip. We weren't completely on the outs, but the friendship was clearly terminal and neither of us was interested in taking the time to resuscitate the patient.

I got out of the car and pulled my jacket tight across my chest. The weather had cleared, and the sky was bright, ice blue. Sarah got out of the other side of the car and we both walked up the driveway to Kelsey's door. I'll be honest, my heart was pounding in my chest. Seeing Sarah again had already gotten my engine going. My anticipation for Kelsey had me absolutely racing.

The door swung open and there she was. Like I said, Sarah was the sexiest woman I'd ever seen. But Kelsey was the most beautiful. Time dulls things. You tell yourself that nothing is as intense as you remember it. When I saw Kelsey in the open doorway, it all came flooding back.

Blonde, incredible Kelsey. I mean, wow. She'd cut her blonde hair to shoulder length and it looked good, accentuating the almost impossible beauty of her face. Kelsey was no Sarah in the curves department, but it seemed like her chest had filled out a bit since I'd last seen her. She was wearing a bright yellow sweater and dark blue jeans. Dress-down casual Kelsey looked better than most people did in their finest.

She gave us both a tight hug. We stepped back and stared at each other, grinning like idiots. Kelsey's bright blue eyes shone, like they could warm the world. Lord knows I started to feel a bit sweaty just looking at her.

"I can't believe this is happening again," Sarah said.

Kelsey stiffened slightly. "My boyfriend, Kevin, is upstairs finishing off a shower," she said.

I looked over at the pile of suitcases sitting behind Kelsey in the foyer. "Let me help load your car," I said.

We each grabbed a bag and went down the front steps. As soon as Kelsey walked onto the lawn. Julia shrieked like a pre-teen girl at a Taylor Swift concert. I never knew my tomboy roommate could make such a sound.

"Little slut!" she screamed and raced up to Kelsey, wrapping herself around the blonde girl like a snake on its prey, practically tackling her to the ground.

"Be quiet!" Kelsey said, then more softly, "Shut up about that stuff, seriously."

"What, are your parents home?" Julia asked.

"No, it's just... Kevin," Kelsey said, "He thinks I'm a nice, wholesome girl and I don't want you guys convincing him otherwise, OK?"

Julia nodded understandingly, but I could see a little bit of disappointment in her eyes as she let Kelsey go.

Alyssa and Chloe heard the commotion and came out of the car to say hi. I swear I saw Alyssa go weak in the knees when she saw Kelsey for the first time.

"I thought you were exaggerating before," Alyssa whispered in my ear, "I mean, Sarah's cute and all, but Kelsey? Holy fuck! I think you might have sold her short a bit. I didn't think there were people who really looked like that without retouching."

After I introduced Alyssa to Kelsey, Chloe went up to her to say hello. "Wow," the beautiful blonde said, "You've really grown up Chlo." Sarah and Kelsey had been friends as kids, so clearly Kelsey knew Sarah's younger sister, too. They gave each other a tight hug.

"Seriously, you look really good," Kelsey said. Chloe blushed a bit and smiled. "I didn't realize you were coming. What happened to Julia's boyfriend? Brandon?"

"He's dead, hopefully," Julia said. Kelsey's eyes went wide. Still a bit innocent, I suppose. "We broke up. Well, he broke up with me. Ben scared him away."

"I did no such thing," I said, as if I had no idea what she was talking about. But deep down I felt like I did know, and it scared the hell out of me.

"Well anyway, he sucks," Julia said.

"I think we can all agree with that," Sarah said.

Finally, Kevin came down the stairs, carrying the rest of the suitcases. He looked exactly like the pictures I'd seen of him -- tall with light brown hair, jutting cheekbones, and big blue eyes. People like this weren't supposed to exist, but here they were in suburban New Jersey, willing to be spotted with us lowly peons.

Kevin had a firm handshake and a boyish, charming smile. Damn, Kelsey had done good. I could tell my girlfriend felt the same way. Already flushed from meeting Kelsey, she went practically ruby red after Kevin gave her a hug hello.

"Wow," she said to me, "I mean, wow."

"I know," Julia said, "there's still so much room in the Odyssey. We could probably all go in the one car."

"That's OK," Kelsey said, "I think it'll be easier if I ride with Kevin in his car. That way we can switch things around, if needed. Besides, why crowd in if we don't have to?"



"Why indeed," Alyssa said, grumbling to herself.

With everything loaded, we reassumed our seats in the Odyssey -- Julia driving with Sarah up front and me, Alyssa, and Chloe in the back. Kevin slammed the trunk of his little blue sedan and climbed into the car with Kelsey. He leaned out the open window and gave us all a thumb's up.

We were finally -- FINALLY -- ready to begin our road trip.

*

Julia got back on the highway, heading south to hopefully warmer weather. We spent the first few hours of our epic drive ice cold. Like we were all starting from scratch. Julia blasted the tunes. I stared out the window. Lumps of grey snow piled everywhere. Trees looked more like twigs. No one sat on each other's laps or even gave each other a longing look. We were five friends, siblings, and lovers on a long drive. Suddenly feeling like strangers.



Even with the early start, we still had two long days of driving ahead of us before we arrived in Orlando. The plan was to marathon 10 straight hours and stay the night in Florence, South Carolina. This meant being absolute road warriors -- no sightseeing or nothing.

"You can pee when I stop for gas," Julia said.

"What if I have to go before then?" Chloe asked. Julia reached back and handed her an empty water bottle. Chloe looked at it like it was radioactive.

"Whatever, dude," Julia said, "I use it all the time."

"I wish I could tell you she's joking," I said, "I really do."

Chloe eyed the car window nervously, like she might be thinking about how to climb out.

*

When we got to Maryland, we stopped for gas (shout out to the Chesapeake House Service Area!), allowing Chloe to leave Julia's urine bottle on the floor of the car. I went in to get some snacks and found Kelsey already in there. The beautiful blonde was eyeing up the various sizes and flavors of Snickers, like trying to memorize the labels for later.

"Kevin had to pee," Kelsey said, "He's such a road trip lightweight."

"He seems nice," I said.

"You've barely met him," Kelsey said, "You're just using the 'guy way' to tell me he's fucking hot."

"That he is," I said, "Seriously. Nicely done."

Kelsey gave me a little curtsey. She'd dressed down to a light pink t-shirt, like she was already preparing for the warmer weather to come.

"Alyssa's very pretty," Kelsey said, "I'm almost jealous."

"Nothing to be jealous of," I said, curtseying back to her, "You'll always be my little slut."

"You have to stop saying things like that," Kelsey said, shushing me.

"You mean he really doesn't know?"

"That I went full nympho on a summer trip last year?" Kelsey said. Almost growled. "No, I can't imagine why I'd tell him that."

I held up my hands in mock surrender. "Alyssa knows," I said.

"It's different for girls," Kelsey said, "I bet she thinks it's hot, all the stuff you did."

"No, she's... Yes, OK, she totally does," I said, blushing a bit.

"If Kevin knew? I mean, if he even suspected? Girls aren't supposed to do stuff like that, you know."

"Your boyfriend should like you for who you are, Kelsey," I said, "Not the person you want him to think you should be."

"And that's how Alyssa feels about you?"

At that moment, Kevin came over and joined us in the candy aisle.

"Hey guys, what's up?" I had to concede -- he really was the dictionary definition of a hunk with a broad, muscular chest and a playful smile. I hoped my heterosexuality could take the hit.

"Just catching up," Kelsey said, "I've known Ben for a long time. He was best friends with my older brother growing up."

"And you guys did that whole baseball thing last summer. I remember," Kevin said. He cocked an eyebrow. "All of you squished into one car for a whole week. I imagine it was pretty hard not to end up doing something dirty."

"Nope. Not a thing," Kelsey said.

"Totally chaste," I said.

Kevin nodded thoughtfully.

*

When I came back from getting snacks, I found my own Alyssa sitting behind the wheel. She gave me a wild grin and stuck her tongue out at me. "I get to drive," she said in sing song.

"What the hell, Julia?" I said, "Last time you let me drive, like, once the entire trip. But you trust my girlfriend already?"

"It was twice," Julia said as she got into the backseat, "I'm not a crazy person, dude. I need to rest before I swerve us into a Jersey divider somewhere in Virginia."

Chloe had already taken shotgun, so I climbed back into my bucket seat in the middle row. I looked over and saw Sarah sitting next to me. She smiled and ran her hand through her hair, tucking it behind her ear, shyly. I smiled back, like a couple flirting across a crowded room. There was nothing between us.

The tires screeched as Alyssa rocketed out of the rest area and back onto the road. As we went south, it seemed the seasons, themselves, were passing us by. First the snow disappeared. Then the grass turned greener. The trees began to bud. Alyssa lowered her window and let her red hair ripple back in the wind like a bright, crimson streamer.

Sarah made a show of studying the road as it went past. But I kept catching the sexy brunette staring over at me when she thought I wasn't looking. I took it as a chance to start a conversation.

"So, what happened with Robbie?" I asked.

Sarah shook her head. "It's fine. Totally expected, honestly. I think we're just two very different people. That's all."

"He's an asshole," Chloe said from the front.

"That was always my feeling," Julia said from behind us.

"It's fine, guys. Really," Sarah said, "Honestly, it's nice to be single for once. We'd been together for so long, Rob and me. I think I need the time to be myself. Figure out who I am, rather than just being some dude's girlfriend."

"Amen to that," Julia said.

"Same here," I said. Alyssa tried to reach back and swat me, but she missed.

"Maybe you girls are on to something," Alyssa said. She gave me an ugly look in the rearview mirror.

"What about you, Chloe?" Julia asked, "Are you gloriously free from the restrictive grips of our male oppressors?"

Sarah started to giggle.

"Sort of?" Chloe said, "I am in a relationship, just not with a boy. Her name is Jessie."

"Sounds awesome," Julia said without missing a beat.

*

We stopped at a McDonald's in Virginia for lunch. Afterwards, for the first time, Kelsey was willing to be separated from her boyfriend. Instead, Chloe went with Kevin in the other car. I suppose Kelsey was comfortable with that arrangement, knowing that Sarah's sister wasn't into guys.

Julia must have been feeling guilty about before because she now gave me the keys, joining me up front. Kelsey got in next to Sarah, while Alyssa took the back row -- a place I'd already come to think of as the napping spot.

Once we got back on the road, I did my best to focus on driving. I wasn't used to such a large car and it felt more like steering a boat. Having Julia watch my every move didn't help -- she acted like I was holding her newborn child: every move I made seemed to elicit an angry tut or an elongated sigh.

Yet I could only focus on one thing: what was going on behind me.

It started with some light chatter. Alyssa asked Kelsey the usual questions -- where was she going to school, what was she studying -- that sort of thing. But as the conversation kept progressing, the questions got more risque. My girlfriend giggled. Tossed her hair. As I watched, agape, the mindless small talk transformed into full on flirting. My red-headed girlfriend was clearly putting the moves on beautiful blonde Kelsey!

"So, have you like, ever been with a girl before?" Alyssa asked, winking at me in the rearview.

Like I said, I knew my girlfriend was bi. Before she was with me, she'd been with another girl. And, I mean, it was Kelsey. Even straight girls fell for Kelsey. So, it's not like I was really shocked. Kelsey, on the other hand, did not seem pleased to be caught up in the racy conversation.

"It's awesome, right?" Alyssa said, "Girls take you to a totally different place than boys. Not that I don't love a good hard dick. I mean, nothing beats that. But sometimes you want someone who's put in serious hours on the equipment, y'know?"

"Oh, I totally know what you mean," Sarah said.

"What about you Kelsey?" Alyssa asked, "Wouldn't you agree?"

I gave Julia a knowing look, but she just glared and pointed me back to the road. Then she leaned in and whispered in my ear.

"Don't worry, I'm keeping my eye on them."

"Thanks, roomie."

"I mean, if they ruin my brother's upholstery..."

By the time we parked at the restaurant for dinner, everyone was feeling more than a little aroused. Alyssa and Kelsey from their flirtatious conversation. Me, Julia, and Sarah from having to listen to it. Even Kevin and Chloe seemed a bit worked up from the other car, which was interesting.

We stopped at an Outback Steakhouse in Lumberton, North Carolina. We were only an hour away from our hotel, but we were all beat and starving so it was time to rest, regardless of logistical convenience. Alyssa grabbed my hand as I got out of the car. Kelsey reached for Kevin, while Sarah and Chloe held hands, too. Poor Julia was the only one companion-less. I extended an arm for her, but she slapped me away. She smiled as she did it, though.

Inside, we got a big table for all seven of us. Somehow, I hadn't realized what a huge group we were until we were all seated around the table. We felt like a little, college-aged, army corp. All hopped up on hormones and ready to hit the battlefield.

After hours upon hours of sitting it was still oddly nice to sit, especially in a place that wasn't moving. Being in a restaurant, looking at a big menu, somehow it helped me feel like a human being again. Build back the equilibrium I'd lost from long hours in the car.

I intentionally sat myself and Alyssa away from Kelsey, hoping to give the beautiful blonde a break. Fortunately, Kelsey seemed way too captivated by her own boyfriend to notice if anything was up. Trying to help with the beautiful blonde, however, sat me right next to sexy Sarah. The buxom brunette kept catching my eye and smiling at me. I guess I wasn't the only one in the relationship getting some outside attention.

Alyssa looked over at Sarah and frowned. Then she stood up and announced, loudly, "I'm going to the bathroom." She grabbed my hand and pulled me off with her.

"I don't think you need my help to..." but I couldn't even finish speaking before we were gone. Alyssa dragged me down the darkened hall to the restrooms. There was the usual communal men and women's rooms, but in the center was a door marked with the word "Family." Alyssa swung open the door, slammed it behind her, and clicked the lock closed.

Before I could ask what was going on, my redheaded girlfriend jumped against me, slamming her lips onto mine.

"Fuck, I want you so bad," she gasped, then jammed her tongue in my mouth. She ran her breasts against my chest. Her hands danced down my sides. Her sex pressed into mine almost as hard as her mouth was against my lips.

"Here?" I managed to choke out. Alyssa responded by shooting her hand down my slacks and grabbing my member. Her knees went weak.

"God, I love that big cock," she said, then groaned. I was already rock hard, but somehow I still managed to expand in my girlfriend's eager hands. I reached into her pants and found her pussy -- open and dripping. "Fuck that's nice. Oh, Ben."

Our pants were too tight to allow much moving. It was mostly us just gripping each other's organs as hard as we could. It felt so good to have Alyssa holding my cock. Her pussy suckling at my fingers.

Breathless, Alyssa pulled away. She shook herself off and straightened. Pulled her hair back.



"Fuck, we need to get to that hotel fucking fast," she said. She gave me a quick kiss on the cheek and bounded out of the bathroom.

When we got back to our table, there was no hiding that we'd been up to something. Julia gave me a thumb's up, but Sarah wouldn't meet my eyes. Cutely, Kelsey and Kevin excused themselves a few minutes later. But they returned soon after, looking barely disheveled. I doubted she'd given him more than a kiss. Still, it was sweet to be someone's inspiration. Chloe and Sarah got up at one point, as well, but I'm pretty sure they were just going to actually use the bathroom.

When dinner finally showed up at our table, we were too hungry to keep being horny. Everyone ate in silence. Whatever talking we had left in us had been drained by the long drive.

It felt like a quick meal. We stumbled out of the restaurant feeling like hours had passed. I took a deep breath and looked around. Stretched my tender legs. The sky was pitch black. The parking lot smelled like tarmac and pine. But most importantly -- the thing that had me thrumming from the hairs on my skin to the marrow in my bones -- it was warm. Not hot. Not yet. But comfortably, wonderfully warm.

I looked around and saw my old friends standing next to me. These people I'd bonded with so closely once before. It felt like stepping back into a wonderful dream, only to discover that this was the reality. The cold loneliness the mirage. Like I'd rediscovered my happiness, here, in some random rest stop in the middle of North Carolina.

I hugged Alyssa tightly and took a deep breath. As if the evening air could cleanse my very soul.

*

Julia got behind the wheel of the Odyssey once again. Sarah got in the passenger seat while Chloe, Alyssa, and I retreated to the back together. Kelsey rejoined Kevin in his car

I'd thought eating would reinvigorate everyone, but instead it seemed to have sapped the last of our energy. We let the road noise lull us as we went. Thinking about our little make out session at the restaurant -- hoping Julia couldn't possibly be that attentive -- I reached over for Alyssa's hand. She just snored slightly and turned onto her side. Well, so much for a more exciting evening.

The last hour of driving seemed to take as long as the entire day. Finally, we reached Florence, South Carolina and pulled into our hotel parking lot. Compared to where we'd been that morning, in NYC, the building was tiny. But out here it looked like the tallest thing for miles. I shook Alyssa awake and we unfolded ourselves out of the car. Bodies aching. We'd been sitting for almost a day straight and all I could think about was resting.

We waited outside while Julia and Kelsey went into the lobby to check in. I was in far better financial shape than I'd been the previous summer. I'd taken a part-time temping gig -- answering phones for a reinsurance office when I wasn't taking classes -- and so I had some spending money this time around. Of course, looking back, I was still broke as hell. But, at the time, I was starting to see my wallet thicken and it filled me with cash-based confidence. It's how I could justify the trip to Disney in the first place.

But we still couldn't afford to get individual hotel rooms. It's why we needed Chloe to replace Brandon in the first place. We literally could not afford to lose the extra person. Stuffing seven people in a room, though, was not an option either. So we split into two groups and called it good enough. Whatever money we had, we wanted to save it for the Happiest Place on Earth.

Julia came back outside holding the keys like she was showing down her five-card stud hand. I saw she was smiling broadly and I couldn't figure why.

"Dude," she said, "They have a pool!"

*

We parked the car, got what we needed from our bags, and tromped up to our hotel rooms. Kelsey, Kevin, and Julia went to one, while Alyssa and I followed Sarah and Chloe into ours.

We had the standard tiny room with two double beds and a bathroom so small that sitting on the toilet put your feet in the shower. The whole place smelled like old carpet and fresh aerosol. As soon as we walked in, Alyssa flopped down on the bed like a corpse.

"Chloe and I will change first, then you and Alyssa can go," Sarah said. She started walking into the bathroom.

"I'm not even going to bother with pajamas," Alyssa said, face planted in the pillows.

"Neither are we," Sarah said, "Just bathing suits."

"What?" Alyssa's head popped up, "Are you crazy?"

"Alyssa, there's a pool," I said.

"Ben," she stood up and took my head in her hands like I was an idiot child, "It feels like it's after midnight and I'm exhausted. How are you all not exhausted?"

"First of all, it's only 9. And second of all..." I looked her straight in the eyes, "There's. A. Pool."

"Oh, fuck. Yes," Alyssa said, the knowledge slowly seeping into her mind. "Why didn't you say so?"

*

When we met downstairs in the lobby, I had to laugh. Sarah, Kelsey, Julia, and I were all wearing the same exact suits we'd bought the last time we were all together. Sarah in her dark green one-piece and Julia in the verdant one with crisscrossed straps in the back. Kelsey had on one of the bikinis she'd bought, a yellow one that was probably the most conservative of everything she'd gotten way back when.

Alyssa was also in a bikini, a little blue one with buckles on the sides of the bottoms and no shoulder straps on the top. Chloe, on the other hand, had something on that was much like her sister's -- a red one-piece that looked like it was made more for athletics than attraction. Also, Kevin and I both had on trunks. Not that either of us cared. I could tell he was appreciating the women around him as much as I was.

Damn. Why did we need to go anywhere? I could have just stayed in that lobby for hours, staring, and felt like my vacation had been worth every expense.

Alyssa, her body freckled from head to toe. I knew what she looked like under that suit and I couldn't help but imagine undoing those buckles on her bottoms. Sliding that top over her shoulders. Julia so athletic and lithe. Her little boobs did their best to show in her suit. So in contrast with Sarah -- of course, sexy Sarah -- her massive breasts practically bursting. I couldn't stop appreciating her curves. She was a little slimmer in her stomach than I'd remembered, and it made her assets seem to expand outward all the more. Chloe had about three-quarters of her sister's chest, but it hardly mattered with that full, rounded bottom of hers poking out. She could have been wearing a barrel and I'd have noticed her perfect posterior. And Kelsey, of course. Kelsey was just so beautiful. The supermodel body with the starbright smile.

"So, we swimming or what?" Chloe asked.

"Yeah," Alyssa said and snickered, "Swimming."

We invaded the pool, a horde of horny college kids come to break down each other's doors -- rape and pillage in all the best sort of ways. We greeted the over-chlorinated water with a chorus of splashes and girly squeals.

Chloe and Julia raced each other end to end. Sarah and Kelsey sank to the bottom, holding their breath for as long as they could. I settled back against the side of the pool, letting it all drift away.

Then Kevin found a beach ball. He pretended to toss it to Kelsey, but he threw it to me, instead.

"Hey, that's not fair," Alyssa said. I whipped the rainbow-colored ball right past her and back to Kevin. He held it right above Kelsey's head. Grinning dastardly. As Kevin and I tortured our girlfriends (all in good fun, I swear), Sarah, Chloe and Julia swam off to the side wearing bemused smiles.

"Not really regretting this whole 'single' thing right now," Julia said.

"Me neither," Sarah agreed.

Kelsey leapt at Kevin, but he arced the ball back to me. The blonde girl hit the water with a frustrated grunt.

"I know how to solve this," Alyssa said. She swam over, pulled Kelsey to the side, and whispered in her ear. The blonde nodded, seriously. They paired off -- Alyssa in front of me while Kelsey went to Kevin. I wasn't sure what the plan was. It seemed like Alyssa's idea was to just stand there and stare at me?

Alyssa shifted her shoulders. Her blue bikini slid down. Slowly, my amazing girlfriend's incredible tits slid into view. Freckled skin. Erect nipples. Her pinkish globes of pleasure slid out in all their glory. I stood slack jawed. Alyssa was the better side of a B and her breasts really were close to perfect. Perky and soft.

Somehow, I wrenched my eyes over and saw that Kelsey was giving Kevin a similar show. Though I could only see her back, my knees buckled with the thought of what he must be seeing. I glanced back and saw the beachball was gone.

Alyssa cried out in triumph, then skittered away. "Catch me if you can!" Her bare breasts bouncing as she went. And then Kelsey was off as well. Both of them jiggling in concert around the pool.



"I take it back," Julia said, eyes fixated on the action in front of us, "Single is overrated."

"Fuck yeah," Chloe said, similarly entranced.

I tried my best to take off after my girlfriend, but I suddenly felt heavy in the water. My body's reaction to Alyssa and Kelsey's display certainly didn't make me any faster. Kevin and I both sort of drifted around the pool. Looking at each other with a mix of humor and frustration.

As if we'd arranged it, Kevin and I leapt forward in unison, trying to catch the girls as they pranced around the pool like mischievous nymphs. I spun left to go after Alyssa while Kevin went toward Kelsey, of course. Did we really want the ball anymore or were we just hoping to catch our topless girlfriends? I mean, did it even matter?

I reached for Alyssa's arm, but she slipped away and fired the ball over to Kelsey. She grabbed it out of the air, then spun out of Kevin's reach. Both girls cackled. Kevin and I froze in place. Like tigers, we waited. Haunches tight. Ready to pounce.

Again, we attacked to no avail. How were these women so quick? We settled back into the center. And then Kevin said the word that rocketed everything to the next level.

"Switch!" he shouted. Without warning, Kevin dove toward my girlfriend. I had no choice but to chase Kelsey.

I'd like to think I heard a gasp come from the corner where Julia, Chloe, and Sarah were standing. I'd like to believe that the lights suddenly went brighter, the music ratcheting up an octave. But there was no music. The lights all stayed the same. And that gasp could easily have just been the gurgling of the pool water.

Instead, we both leapt forward like it was nothing. The two girls froze in surprise. Kevin quickly wrapped himself around my topless girlfriend. I did the same to Kelsey. The beautiful blonde's bare breasts pressed against my arms. Butt cheek grinding on my erection. Her breathing came fast in my ear. Arousal? Exertion? Fear? Maybe all of it. I know I was feeling that way. A sick mix that made my stomach flop while my cock held hard.

The beach ball sputtered into the center of the pool, forgotten. Kevin and I stood on opposite ends of the pool holding each other's significant other. Alyssa looked at me from across the water, her eyes wide. Red hair plastered against Kevin's rugged chest. We froze in shocked silence, as if none of us could understand how we'd ended up this way.

Chloe broke the standoff. She jumped into the center of the pool, grabbed the ball, and took off. "Mine!"

But what really made things interesting was what Julia did. As Chloe leapt for the ball, my cute roommate reached out to grab her. But instead of getting skin, Julia caught the back of Chloe's swimsuit. SNAP and Chloe was as topless as the rest of us.

The teenage brunette looked down at her now naked breasts in shock. Everyone seemed staggered with the same surprise. Chloe had nice breasts, no doubt. She was no Sarah, but that girl had a pair of tits to rival any I'd experienced. They'd probably have been the biggest boobs I'd ever seen, if I hadn't already spied her older sister's.

Had Julia exposed Chloe on purpose? Or was it an accident? I'll never know. But if we hadn't sparked ourselves up already, everything was now fully aflame.

Chloe spun around, not even bothering to pull up her top. The beach ball forgotten, she tackled Julia and tore the athletic girl's top right down, exposing my roomie's sexy little titties. The two of them started wrestling, writhing. Splashing and screaming. It was clearly all in good fun. Mostly.

I stood, stiff in so many ways, holding half-naked Kelsey in my arms. Kevin did the same with Alyssa. All of us sort of entranced. Terrified to move forward. Afraid to stop.

Sarah was off to the side as well, jaw agape as the two girls wrapped around each other for leverage. "Fuck it," she said, "Keep your hands off my sister!" Sarah dove between them trying to pull the women apart. There was a cloud of water, flailing arms and legs. And then all three of them stood staring. Panting. And Sarah was now topless, as well.

"Holy fuck," I heard Kelsey gasp. She ground her backside into me even more urgently.

The comparison between all of the tremendous chests became clear. Everyone there had a rack worth displaying, none of them came close to competing with Sarah. It wasn't just that Sarah's breasts were big -- there's plenty of enormous boobs out there in the world. It was the size combined with the shape. The quality that matched the quantity. That girl was sex on a stick.

My distraction -- the whole room's really -- gave Kelsey the chance to finally slip out of my grasp.

"Revenge!" she cried and jumped on Sarah's shoulders.

Seeing that Kelsey was free, Kevin let go of Alyssa, as well, and soon all the girls were chasing after each other, breasts bouncing in the water. So many shapes and sizes and all so wonderful. Kevin and I remained to the side, forgotten, silently enjoying the show.

There was some semblance of sides for a moment. As if the girls were still playing instead of taking the opportunity for some secret groping. Then they all came together in a massive, topless scrum in the center of the pool. 'Accidental' feels copped all around. Little gasps and screams. Wet bodies writhing in the water. My dick couldn't get any harder, but it tried anyway.

The women all broke into peals of laughter and fell apart.

"Whew," Alyssa said, "Definitely time for the hot tub after that."

*

We all settled into the roiling, soothing heat. I noticed not one of the girls had stopped to adjust her state of undress. Not that I could see much around the foam. The thick bubbles kept me from ogling much at all, actually. I couldn't complain -- I was relying on that same camouflage for my own arousal. I had barely been able to sneak out of the pool as it was. Not that I really thought anyone would be scandalized. I mean, really. A bunch of half-naked women gave me a hard-on. What a scandal. Still it somehow seemed safer to keep things in the bubbly shadows. For the moment.

"God, it's good to be back together with you guys," Sarah said. We all nodded in agreement.

The room went silent. Just the white noise of water. I found a jet and shifted to get it on my lower back. I lolled my head onto the tile. Stared up at the fluorescent lights and sighed. I was tired. Invigorated. Strung out from all the ups and downs of the day.

I heard something that sounded like a gasp. I shot up and looked around the hot tub, but I saw nothing. Probably just jacuzzi noises.

An arm shot across my stomach. Reached straight down and grabbed my aching cock through my swimsuit. Holy fuck!

I looked over to my left. Sarah! The sexy minx. She gave me a guilty smile and gestured for me to stay quiet. Then she sort of nodded her head over to the other side of the tub. Alyssa was sitting across from me, between Kevin and Kelsey. Both her arms were outstretched under the water. Almost as if she was... Holy FUCK!

I could tell by Kelsey's face. The way her mouth hung slightly open. Brow furrowed. It looked like Kevin was fairly focused on what was going on between his legs, as well. My redheaded girlfriend was working both of them. A sexy little smile played on her lips.

The water was frothing enough, of course, that I couldn't be exactly sure. Kelsey and Kevin could easily have been working themselves. I didn't think so, though. In fact, I was pretty sure that Kevin was reaching over to return Alyssa's favor. But the water made everything unclear. Thus no one could notice, either, that Sarah had now slipped her hand under the waistband of my suit and taken hold of my bare cock. Lovingly stroking me up and down.

Well, my girlfriend had said she wanted us both to fool around. So, dutiful boyfriend that I was, I shifted over to give Sarah better access. Then I slid my hand down her stomach and into her own center of pleasure.

Sarah sighed deeply as my fingers found her hungry puss. I knew the water couldn't be doing much for her lubrication, but she was still plenty slippery and certainly eager. Her snatch squeezed around my digits. I'd forgotten how tight Sarah was. Always talking about her tiny pussy -- she wasn't kidding.

"God, I've missed this," Sarah whispered in my ear, giving my dick an extra hard squeeze as she said it. As I explored Sarah's sweet interior, I remembered how she liked to taste herself before rubbing off. But I couldn't think of a way to give her a sample without taking my hand out of the water. As open as we all were, we were all still pretending at propriety. Sort of.

I looked around the tub -- it seemed like everyone was enjoying each other now. To my right, Chloe and Julia were sitting awfully close to each other. Heads resting on each other's shoulders. Kelsey was lying back. Her chest red. Alyssa was smiling from ear to ear, arms moving up and back in unison. The queen on her throne. She saw me looking and gave me a little wink.

For a moment I felt a twinge of jealousy, but then Sarah sped up and I lost focus on anything but her nimble hands. I did my best to find her pace with my own fingers. Pressed her clit with my thumb. She grunted as I made contact. Her bare breasts shook slightly. Oh, to take one into my mouth. But that would have shattered our unspoken rule, where everyone was getting off with someone they shouldn't, and the only way to make it OK was to pretend like it wasn't happening. What goes on beneath the bubbles, stays beneath the bubbles.

I felt my ecstasy go from impending to reality. My cock swelled. Sarah arched her back, then fell forward. Her head landed on my shoulder. Her whole face screwed up in pleasure. Then she shivered and went slack. Her orgasm finally triggered mine. She barely even had to stroke me. My cock exploded and the pleasure swallowed me whole. A stream of my semen splashed against Sarah's hand. Raced into the warm water.

Sarah laughed a little, quietly, then kissed me on the cheek. When I looked up, it seemed everyone had hit their peak and were now on the descent. Kelsey and Kevin laid back, eyeing each other around my girlfriend. Alyssa had a self-satisfied look in her eyes. Like a cat after sneaking a snack off your countertop. Julia and Chloe both leaned against each other. Eyes closed.

"Well," Alyssa said, "That was fun."

"The pool," Sarah said, "Yes. Good to get a swim in after such a long day." She slowly pulled the straps of her suit back up over her shoulders. The other women followed her lead, slowly covering their chests. What a shame to see them go.

"And the hot tub," Alyssa said.

"Right," Kelsey said, "So relaxing."

"Definitely," I said.

"But we have a long drive in the morning," Julia said. "So we should go to bed."

"For sure," Kelsey said.

We all slowly slid out of the water and stumbled to the elevator. Tired, post-orgasm. Under-exercised and overstimulated. We dragged ourselves down the hallway and up the stairs until we finally made it to our respective rooms. Like jellyfish on land -- undulating across the faded, checkered carpeting.

I wanted to talk to Alyssa. It seemed like we should have some sort of post-mortem or something. I mean, she'd always said that was the point -- to share everything. But then there was the bed and we were both lying down and as the words formed in my mind I found that I was already asleep.

In my dreams we were back in the hot tub. But now everyone was naked. Kelsey, Sarah, Chloe, Julia, Alyssa. Even Kevin. Bodies pressed warm and wet. I felt Kelsey's lips on mine. Julia's breasts in my hands. Sarah's mouth on my cock. Her sister helping to stroke me.

I looked over and saw my girlfriend kissing Kevin. I tried to reach out, but she danced out of my reach. I was falling backward into the water. Crashing under the weight of four beautiful, female bodies.

I had one last coherent thought before slipping into unconsciousness: we were already so deep into everything, yet our Florida trip had barely even started.


The Florida Trip Pt. 02

Welcome to Part TWO of The Florida Trip. This is intended as a direct sequel to my previous Trip series, The Baseball Trip. Think of this as The Baseball Trip: Season Two. You don't have to read the original story to get what's going on here, but it'll definitely help.

Everyone is over the age of 18.

I was back in the hot tub. Sitting in the warm, sudsy water. Sexy Sarah was by my side, slowly stroking my cock. My girlfriend, Alyssa, watched from across the way. Her own hands full of beautiful blonde Kelsey and her boyfriend Kevin. The pressure from Sarah's touch felt so good, pumping me, but somehow I couldn't cum. Alyssa cheered me on.

"Come on, Ben," she said.

"Cum for us," Kelsey said, her eyes half-lidded from the pleasure my girlfriend was giving her.

"Yes, Ben, do it," Julia said. My roommate was sitting across from me in the tub, leaning forward on her elbows like she couldn't wait for the big finish.

"I know you want to so bad," Sarah said.

"Come on, baby," they said, all in unison now, "Cum!"

I blinked my eyes open.

I was lying in bed, daylight creeping through our hotel window. My pillow smelled like chlorine and industrial cleaner. I rolled over, groggy, and found Alyssa staring at me. Light-green eyes half open.

"Hey," she said, sleepily, "Good dream?"

"Not bad," I said.

"Sounded like it," Alyssa said, "You were groaning in your sleep. But not better than the reality, right?" She smiled that naughty smile of hers.

"Yes," I said, "I mean no. I mean, about that. What happened last night..."

"It was awesome, wasn't it?" my girlfriend said. She brushed her red hair out of her face. "I mean, when you told me about your road trip last summer, I figured some of it had to be made up. But after last night at the pool? Holy fuck you weren't kidding. This is going to be so much fun. For both of us."

Alyssa leaned over and kissed me on the nose. I didn't know what to say. Like I had a question in me somewhere, but I'd left it next to my car keys back on the kitchen counter.

Before I could find it again, Alyssa rolled out from under the covers. She'd changed into a light blue, knee-length cami at some point during the night and I loved the way the sheer material hung off her incredible body.

"After all that, I definitely need a shower," Alyssa said and padded off to the bathroom.

I now had a clear look at the other bed. Sexy brunette Sarah was lying back like she might still be asleep. Her little sister, Chloe was next to her, resting her head on Sarah's shoulder. Eyes wide open and staring off. The high school senior saw me looking and grinned.

"Well that was interesting," Chloe said.

"What?" I asked.

"Don't play dumb, it doesn't suit you," she said.

"That's not what I've been told."

Chloe tsked her tongue at me and threw off the covers She stood up and stretched her arms over her head, giving me quite the view of her substantial assets. Then, as if no one else was in the room, Sarah's teenaged sister reached down and pulled her shirt right off.

"Chloe!" Sarah said, suddenly wide awake.

"What?" Chloe asked, "The bathroom is taken and I need to get changed. Plus there's nothing here he didn't see last night."

That was true, but that didn't stop me from appreciating the high school senior's body. Chloe really had a nice set of tits -- large and firm. And when she turned around to get into her suitcase? I mean, my God. That girl had an ass that demanded to be squeezed, slapped, taken. My brain knew Sarah's younger sister was a lesbian, but all my penis saw was a perfect target.

"Also, you're my sister and he's a boy," Chloe said, "So I don't really care if either of you are looking. Now if Alyssa was out here..." Chloe saw the surprised expression on my face and stuttered to a stop. "Your girlfriend's hot, Ben. That's all I'm saying."

"She is," I agreed.

"I really like her, Ben," Sarah said. She was sitting up now. Her brown hair hung down all tangled, creating curtains over her amazing, massive chest. Sure, Sarah was wearing a tank top and long pajama pants. It hardly held in how sexy she was.

"Thanks," I said, "For last night."

"Oh, it was my pleasure," she said.

"See, now that's gross," Chloe said and shook her head, "Breeders." She pulled on a sleeveless striped top and a pair of short, khaki shorts. We'd begun our trip freezing in Buffalo. We weren't even in Florida yet, but we'd already entered summer clothes territory. It was a wonderful thing to wake up to.

Chloe started to sit back down on the bed, but her older sister stopped her. "I need coffee, Chlo," Sarah said, "Can you go get some?"

"Get it yourself," Chloe said, "Ben and I are recapping last night's action. Speaking of hot chicks, Ben, your roommate's pretty awesome, too. And don't even get me started on Kelsey. I mean, I remembered she was pretty, but..."

"Chloe," Sarah said, holding her head like it was vibrating, "Coffee. Now."

"Fine fine," Chloe said, picking up her purse and heading for the front door, "Somebody needs to get laid. Try not to fuck on my side of the bed though, OK? I know I'm not sleeping there again, but I'll still be able to feel it scorch my soul."

Sarah threw a pillow at her sister, but Chloe had already escaped out the front door.

"So, about last night," Sarah said once her sister was gone. The buxom brunette scooched over to the side of her bed, reached out, and took my hands. Pulled me up so we were sitting across from each other.

Oh no, not this again.

On our previous road trip -- the one in the summer with a little bit of baseball and a fuck-ton of fucking -- Sarah had spent the whole time doing dirty stuff with me at night and then feeling guilty about it in the morning. I'd assumed that since she was no longer in a relationship, Sarah would finally break her cycle of horny guilt (turned on remorse?). Apparently not.

"Sarah, it's fine," I said, "Seriously."

"But you and Alyssa."

"I'm pretty sure you saw how Alyssa feels about all this," I said, "She's just having fun. You should, too."

Before Alyssa and I had left for the Florida trip, we'd both agreed that it was OK to fool around a little. After all, it was a trip tradition. Besides, if the last adventure had taught me anything, it was that I wasn't made for real, deep relationships. That made Alyssa my perfect partner.

"Remember what Kelsey said the last time?" I said, "Just playing around. There's nothing to get mad about. Certainly not to be sad about. It's not a relationship, so enjoy the ride."

Sarah squeezed my hands. Sort of swung my arms back and forth. Nervous. "No, I get it. I mean, I started it last night. Well, Alyssa started it but it's not like I had to keep going. Anyway. I know it's not cheating. It's just... I want to make sure I'm clear about my intentions."

I smiled, genuinely. This was the Sarah I remembered and adored. Overthinking everything only after it had already happened.

"I'm happy you're with Alyssa," Sarah said, "I really am. Last summer was incredible. It changed my life. I know that sounds weird, but it really did. But even if we could be together, Ben? I wouldn't want it. Don't take it hard. I wouldn't want anyone right now. I feel like I've been trapped for so long and I want some freedom to figure out who I am."

The bathroom door opened with a pop. We'd been so engaged, I never heard the shower stop. Alyssa walked out wrapped in a too small, white towel. Her pale, freckled skin still dripping. She looked down at where Sarah and I were holding hands and frowned. Sarah dropped me like I was poison ivy.

"I should jump in the shower," Sarah said.

"Yeah, you do that," Alyssa said.

*

Alyssa and I got dressed while Sarah got clean. Eventually, everyone met down in the lobby. It was still early, but the sun was already way too bright for a group of people that had been up far too late the night before. The breakfast area was busy, but we were able to find a table big enough for all seven of us: Me, my girlfriend Alyssa, my roommate Julia, Kelsey, her boyfriend Kevin, Sarah, and her younger sister Chloe.

As we ate the hotel breakfast -- dry pastry and wet, powdered eggs -- I tried to catch Alyssa's eye. But she wouldn't look my way. She'd told me she wasn't upset back in the room, which is just girl-code for "I'm upset." I didn't know what to do with that. I tried explaining that Sarah was in the middle of giving me the "it's not you, it's me" speech, but Alyssa had waved me off.

Everyone seemed a bit uncomfortable that morning, honestly. As if being so intimate the night before had left us all feeling distant. It made sense. We were all still in our respective relationships. No one had broken up or even argued (Ironically, holding Sarah's hand had gotten me in more trouble than fingering her pussy). Yet we'd all gotten naked and done dirty stuff together. It was a tough thing to reconcile, even for those of us who'd done something similar the summer before.

Were we all 'on a break' or did the fondling mean something? Was this a one-time thing or was the whole trip going to be this way? All of us carried the questions but no one was willing to bring them out and share the weight. So, we just sank lower with the burden of it. It didn't bode well for our future of being cooped up together for hours in the car.

Julia looked up and caught my eyes. Like the truth of it all had struck her, mid-bacon.

"Disney," she said. I couldn't help but smile wide. Suddenly, everyone around the table was grinning and nodding. Like Julia had spoken the magic words to wake us from our melancholy spell.

"We're going to be in Disney World. Today."

*

After breakfast, we collected our things and marched out to the parking lot. I assumed we'd all grab the same seats: Kelsey riding in her boyfriend, Kevin's car. Me, Alyssa, Sarah, and Chloe with Julia in the big white Honda Odyssey. But as I climbed into my usual spot in the middle row, I looked up and saw Alyssa on the other side of the lot, getting into Kevin's little sedan instead.

I jumped up to go after her, but before I could move, Sarah got in behind me and I was blocked. The one moment I didn't want the sexy Sarah sitting next to me.

"Hang on," I said, and started to open the door on the other side.

"Dude, if you've got to piss, use the bottle," Julia said as she climbed into the driver's seat. "We've already wasted too much time this morning."

"But..."

Julia started the car, the roar of the engine preemptively ending our argument. I pulled on my seatbelt as if I was chaining myself to the seat. I stared out the window like a puppy watching its new owner head into the supermarket. What the hell?

I kept an eye on Kevin's car as it followed us out of the parking lot, down the service road, and onto the highway. As if by tracking my girlfriend, I could keep our relationship under control. I knew Alyssa wasn't happy about... something. But it didn't make sense. She'd encouraged me to fool around. After all, hadn't she done the same with Kelsey and Kevin?

But maybe that was the problem. Alyssa told me she was attracted to the K couple, as I'd started to think of them. To be fair, everyone was into them. They were celebrity attractive, yet real-world right there. But what if Alyssa meant something more than just the usual objectification. What if last night had meant something more. Not for me or Sarah, but for the triad in the other car?

Sarah reached over and rubbed my arm. "I wouldn't worry too much," she said, "Remember, Kelsey's on her best behavior for her boyfriend."

I nodded. That did make me feel a little better. The old Kelsey would have... Well I didn't want to think about what our little slut would have been up to with my girlfriend.

"Yeah, what's up with that?" Chloe asked. I couldn't help but notice that she'd claimed the front seat next to Julia. The two of them had been hand-partners the night before, as well. I knew Chloe was in a relationship and Julia was about as straight a girl as I'd ever met. Except for that one time the previous summer. And these road trips did have a history of ending high school relationships. OK, so maybe I didn't know anything at all. I guess my point is that the two of them together again caught my eye. That's all.

"Kelsey wants to be a 'good girl' for her boyfriend," Sarah said, "She doesn't want him thinking she's some kind of slut."

"Seems like a lot of work, just to end up with an unhappy boyfriend in the end," Julia said, "Either he likes you chaste and he's going to be disappointed, or he wishes you were loose and leaves for someone who will be."

"That reminds me, what happened with you and your last boyfriend?" Sarah asked, "I mean, I'm happy to have Chloe along and all, but I thought Brandon was coming with us. Not that I'm prying. OK, I'm prying. What happened with you two?"

"Ben fucked it up," Julia said.

"Seriously?"

"I did not," I said. I was happy to have a distraction from my own dark road, but this was not the alley I wanted to turn down. I still felt responsible for Julia's break up, which meant I definitely didn't want her to blame me for it. Because, you know, being defensive and cagey is always the way to improve a friendship. "We had one conversation about the Sabres," I said, "That's it."

"And the next morning, out of nowhere, the fuckface dumped me," Julia said, "Whatever, I'm over it."

"Well, I mean, the Sabres are pretty bad this year," Chloe said.

"Shut the fuck up. Like your stupid Devils are any better," Julia said. She swerved the Odyssey out of the lane, slamming the gas and the horn at the same time. "Out of my way, assbitch!"

Well at least Julia was over it.

*

We crossed into Georgia and, I swear, the sun got brighter. The roads opened up, the trees turned greener, and all the highway signs showed speed minimums but no maximums. An invisible line and a "welcome" sign with a big orange peach on it could change the world, apparently.

We were all for marathoning it through -- we wanted as much Disney time as possible -- but our gas tank wasn't on the same page, so Julia pulled over to fill up at the first exit we came to. Kelsey's car slid into the pump behind ours.

I saw Alyssa jump out of the back seat and head over to the station's convenience store. I climbed over Sarah to do the same. No matter what anyone said about Alyssa understanding, I needed to talk to my girlfriend. The other girls stared after me as I sprinted into the convenience store.

"Wow, he really did have to pee," Chloe said.

"I don't know why he didn't just use the bottle like a big boy," Julia said.

Inside the rest stop, I scanned the aisles of candy bars and Pop Tarts until I saw that telltale shock of long red hair. I found Alyssa near the back, studying a shelf full of chips like they might hold the secret to solving our global energy crisis.

"I'm really craving Ruffles," she said, "But they don't have any. They are these things called 'Ridgies' but I don't think it'll be the same."

"Are we going to talk about this?" I asked.

"You think I should get Doritos, instead?" Alyssa asked.

"Come on. You're not allowed to be mad at me," I said, "We talked about this. Being an 'adult' and all that. Besides, you were fooling around in the hot tub, too." Alyssa looked at me a little surprised. Did she really think I hadn't noticed?

"No, of course I knew," Alyssa said. "I just..."

"You wanted to have a little fun," I said.

"Yeah, like we talked about," Alyssa said, "I thought that's what this trip was for."

"So you can play around," I said, "But when I do it, I get in trouble?"

Alyssa eyed me up, like trying to figure out if all my wires were connected properly. "You don't see it do you?" she said, "You and I can be together and do these things because we trust each other that it doesn't mean anything. That girl? Sarah? She wants something more."

"Alyssa, I told you this already. When you came out of the bathroom, Sarah was telling me she doesn't want a relationship. Seriously. She's just playing around. Like you. Like all of us."

"If you say so," Alyssa said. She leaned over and kissed me on the cheek.

"I know so," I said.

"Look, I'm not saying you can't fool around with Sarah," Alyssa said, "Hell go slap around those giant fun bags of hers till they burst. I trust you. Just keep an eye out is all I'm saying. I've seen it happen before and it's like spilling poison down a well. Once feelings get involved, you can never get them out again."

"It's just a little playful fondling," I said, "Nothing more. Like we agreed. I know that you're the only one for me."

Alyssa stepped back and smiled at me. "Well, let's not go crazy or anything," she said, then skipped out of the store.

*

I went to the bathroom, then bought a bag of the Ridgies and a bottle of Coke. After I paid, I walked back to the car. My legs were already stiff from the long drive and I hobbled around like someone had tied my laces together.

Alyssa was sitting in the backseat of the Odyssey, waiting for me.

"Kelsey and Kevin wanted some 'alone time,'" she said and shrugged. I figured the couple was having their own negotiations about what had happened the night before. Not just the helping hands from my lusty girlfriend, but before then -- in the pool -- when Kevin had grabbed for topless Alyssa, sending Kelsey and her bare breasts over to me.

"Their loss," Julia said, "This here's the party car."

Sarah took shotgun next to Julia this time, so Chloe settled for the third row. Once we got on the road, Julia used the GPS to show us how much further we had to go -- a thin green line, shorter than my pinkie, was all we had left. Disney felt so close, so real. Suddenly it was the only thing we could talk about.

"I can't wait to meet Mickey," Chloe said.

"Oh come on," Sarah said, "That's a cop out."

"Please, like you don't want to go see Winnie the Pooh," Chloe said.

""Everyone wants to meet Mickey," Sarah said, "It's like saying vanilla's your favorite ice cream. What Pooh and I have? That's special."

"Uh huh," Chloe said, "What about you Julia? First character?"

"I don't know," Julia said, "I'm way more excited about the rides. Buzz Lightyear maybe? Or Stitch? I guess Stitch."

"Way to nail it down there, buddy," I said.

"I haven't heard you mention anyone," Julia said.

"Oh that's easy," I said, "Cinderella."

"Ben that's creepy," Chloe said.

"Seriously, dude," Julia said.

"Fine fine," I said, "I guess I've got enough princesses here in the car to keep me busy."

"It's been so long since I was at Disney," Alyssa said, "I don't think I even remember which characters are there."

"We went a few times when I was younger," Julia said, "I haven't been since high school, though."

"Chloe and I haven't been in a long time, either," Sarah said, "Not since we were super young. Before our Dad... Well I doubt Chloe even remembers. What about you Ben?"

"I haven't been since third grade," I said, "Family car trip. Exactly like we're doing now."

The whole car turned and stared at me. Even Julia, who was driving. Four beautiful female faces, all of them turning a bit pink. Arousal or embarrassment, I couldn't say.

"Fine," I said, "Not exactly like we're doing now. Not at all."

*

When the car crossed into Florida, we all cheered. In only two days we'd gone from too cold for heat to too hot for A/C. From icicle covered, leafless trees to balmy palms. It really felt like we'd accomplished the impossible.

We had originally planned to stop in Jacksonville for lunch, but now that the Mouse was within reach, no one wanted to even pause. Instead we broke open the chips and candy we'd bought at the rest stop and resolved to drive on.



The snacks didn't make anyone less restless, however. As if we were approaching the speed of light instead of Orlando, everything seemed to slow down. The mile markers loomed ever more distant. I felt like I could count every rotation of the tires. I needed a distraction, or the last two hours of our ride would feel like two years.

"We need something to do," I said, "Get us through the home stretch."

"We could play our game," Sarah said.

"Oh no," I said.

"What game?" Chloe asked.

"Oh wait," Alyssa said, "Is this the one you guys did at the end of your trip last time? When you all ended up, um, doing dirty stuff in the car?"

"Trust me," Julia said, "We didn't need a game to get us to do dirty stuff in the car."

"God, Ben, what did you tell your poor girlfriend?" Sarah asked.

"Just about everything," I said, "Except for the part with the kangaroos. I still can't think about marsupials without getting erect."

"Good Lord," Julia said, "I swear I'd pull over just to hit you, only I'm worried I might never stop punching."

"What exactly have you gotten me into here, sis?" Chloe asked.

"It's not a dirty game," Sarah said, "At least, not inherently."

"Inherently?" Alyssa asked.

"Sarah's use of vocabulary is both voluminous and meticulous," I said, "Also she's right. There's nothing saying this has to turn into something sexy."

"And yet, somehow, it always does," Julia said, sounding not unhappy about the idea. "In any case it's really simple. The game is called 'I Bet You Won't.'"

"Oh God," Chloe said, "This can only go badly."

"I know!" Alyssa said, "That's the best part!"

"Right, so here's how it works," Julia said, "I bet that someone won't do something. For instance, I bet that Ben won't eat this gummy bear I found under the seat."

"Ha ha. I know that you're messing with me again," I said, "You took that gummy from a bag you bought before." I reached forward, took the bright red bear out of her hand and popped it into my mouth. "You lose," I said, mouth full of gelatin.

"Right, so, if Ben had been smart about this and said 'no' to the bear, I would have gotten a point. However, since he did eat it, I was wrong. So Ben gets a point and I have to do something equally disgusting. Also, for the record, I really did find that one under the seat. I don't think my brother cleans his car all that often."

"Blech!" I spit the bear out.

"So what's Julia's punishment?" Alyssa asked, clearly intrigued. I thought about it for a moment.

"I should make you eat that same disgusting gummy," I said, "But instead I think you should have to put your mouth on something way dirtier. I dare you to kiss Alyssaaaaa's... cellphone."

"Oh man," Alyssa said, "I got excited for a minute there."

"What's so bad about kissing your girlfriend's cell?" Julia asked.

"I happen to know she dropped it in the toilet two weeks ago," I said.

"Yuck!" Julia said.

"That's pretty gross," Chloe said, "Can't we veto things that aren't fair?"

"The phone can't be that bad, she's still using it," I said.

"Only because I can't afford a new one," Alyssa said, "You sure Julia shouldn't kiss anything else of mine, instead?"

"Ben said cellphone," Sarah said. Alyssa shot her an ugly look.

"Fine," Julia said, "Whatever." She reached back and took my girlfriend's phone. "I'm assuming you replaced the case? I'll just kiss that." She gave it a little smooch, then handed it back to Alyssa, who looked at it with a little pout.

"Alright, enough arguing about useless stuff, let's do something fun," Sarah said, "Ben, it's your bet."

As before, we did some silly stuff, mostly eating snacks that had been in each other's mouths. Naturally, things progressed to kissing -- cheeks, hands, innocuous stuff. Finally, Julia bet me I wouldn't kiss Sarah on the cheek (which, of course, I did). That was enough of a green light to get my girlfriend to go for something a little racier. As if the redhead really needed the motivation.

"Julia, I bet you won't kiss me on the lips," Alyssa said with a smile.

"God, why is it -- just because I'm athletic, everyone thinks I'm into girls," Julia said, "No offense, Chloe."

"None taken," Chloe said, but it seemed to me that she did look a little hurt.

"In any case, I'm driving," Julia said, "So that's a hard no. But since you lost that bet, I think you should smooch Sarah on the mouth, instead."

Well Julia had Alyssa there. Because if there was one person in this car Alyssa didn't want to kiss, it was the ever-so-sexy Sarah. Something about the brunette seemed to switch Alyssa

off -- beyond what she'd already told me at the rest stop. On the other hand, though, Alyssa clearly wanted the game to get beyond tame, gross-out challenges. So the pretty redhead stretched forward and planted one right on Sarah's pink, delectable lips.

Sarah, to her credit, leaned into it, doing a creditable job of showing something like affection. I saw she even snuck her cute little tongue against my girlfriend's mouth. Finally, Alyssa pulled back, looking a little dreamy.

"She's a good kisser," Alyssa said and shrugged, "But I bet she won't kiss her sister that way."

"What, I don't get a turn?" Chloe asked.

"You are," Alyssa said, "Right now."

"Fine, fine," Sarah said. She slid between the seats to get to the back row. Then she leaned in and kissed her younger sister on the mouth. "Not like we haven't done this before."

"Wait, seriously?"

"Not like that!" Sarah said, as she and Chloe ended her kiss, "Just like, sisterly greetings or whatever."

"Suuuuure," Julia said.

I admit I was a bit taken aback. I knew Kelsey kind of had an incest thing (Well, sort of? She'd told me she played around with her brother but she'd also hinted that it was more about her brother's friend, aka me, so I wasn't exactly sure what was going on). Now it seemed like Sarah and Chloe had maybe done some stuff, as well -- based on how red they were both turning. I was starting to wonder what the hell I'd missed with my own older sister, once upon a time. Was everyone doing this stuff except for us?

Sarah really did seem embarrassed, but Chloe laughed it off. "Finally, my turn," she said, "Since Julia is too busy driving for a kiss on the lips, I bet she won't let Alyssa kiss her other places, either."

"Wait, what exactly do you mean by 'other places?'" Julia asked.

"Kisser's choice," Chloe said. Well now, this was getting even more interesting. Clearly, Sarah's little sister was wise beyond her years.

"I'm not allowing anything until I know what's getting kissed," Julia said.

"Words to live by," I said.

"Soooooo, I could kiss your hand?" Alyssa asked, clearly her first bid.

"Yeah -- I'll do that," Julia said.

"Too easy," Chloe said. "Try again."

"Boob?" Alyssa asked again. Julia stared forward. I saw she hit the gas a little harder. Ticking the speedometer up to 75 on a 65 road. But it was my girlfriend who was really testing the limits.

"Yeah. OK," Julia said and sighed like it was the biggest imposition in the world, "But don't push your luck."

The whole car sucked in its breath. Like I said, Alyssa's last relationship before ours had been with a girl. It was no big deal, really. I was also well aware that my girlfriend had a bit of a crush on my roomie. I mean, who could blame her, really?

I know I spend most of my time rambling on about beautiful Kelsey, sexy Sarah, and my own amazing Alyssa. But the truth is, Julia was easily one of the hottest women I'd ever met. Her athletic body and big, green eyes. She had a girl-next-door face that made me want to move into the neighborhood and never leave. Maybe I don't spend as much time on Julia because it was harder to explain how gorgeous she was. There was nothing "prominent" about her. No superlatives. But she was super all the same.

I got why my girlfriend was into Julia, is what I'm saying. Because, damn, I was into her, too.

Alyssa and Sarah switched seats so the redhead could get better access. No, car safety wasn't the first thing on anyone's mind at that point. Alyssa started to lift Julia's shirt from the hem, but the lithe brunette started to giggle.

"Ticklish," she said, and shoved her elbow back down.

"Well then how am I supposed to win my bet?" Alyssa asked.

"Over the shirt will have to do."

Alyssa visibly pouted. "That's no fun." Still she leaned over and put her mouth right where she imagined Julia's nipple would be. Even though it was through a shirt and a bra, it clearly got to Julia who sucked in her breath like she'd been bit. Maybe she had.

Alyssa leaned back into the driver's seat, looking self-satisfied. "Better than I imagined," she said, then licked her lips.

"Oh whatever," Julia said, "There's hardly anything to kiss anyway." Everyone loved Julia's little titties except for the girl, herself, it seemed.

"I'd take a bite of perfection over an all you can eat buffet of mediocrity," Alyssa said. I saw Sarah cock her eyebrow. The car went silent.

"Well, Chloe, you lost that one. Time for your punishment," Julia said, "And since you were so kind as to involve me in the last one, I think it's only fair for me to give you your sentence."

Everyone leaned forward. Like we were about to hear who won the next election.

"Kiss Ben," Julia said.

"On my tit?" I asked, smirking.

"Lips are fine," Julia said, giving me a nasty look.

"Rats."

Chloe screwed up her face with distaste.

"Hey, you can't do the punishment, don't commit the crime, sis," Sarah said. She was clearly excited about the opportunity to egg everyone on. Especially her younger sister. Sarah: secret troublemaker.

Chloe nodded her head. Grave. She switched seats with her sister. I leaned back and closed my eyes. Let her come to me. Our lips made contact. Pressed close. I thought about how attractive Chloe was. Her cute face and killer body. I let that desire drive my every action. Teased and tasted at her mouth. Slid my hand up to Chloe's chin. Ran my fingers through her hair. And then, when I felt her body relax, I slipped my tongue forward.

Chloe's breath caught, but she didn't pull away as I probed at her mouth. She let her tongue sort of dance around mine. Chloe's hand drifted down to my bare leg. Like my body wasn't already responding to everything I'd already seen, I felt my cock stiffen to the point where I'd swear it was sneaking out my shorts' leg to meet the teenager's wandering hands.

But as Chloe finally gave in and pushed forward, I slipped out of her grasp. Always leave them wanting. I looked at the young brunette -- her eyes closed, lips pursed. Still engulfed in the kiss even though it had ended. Slowly, she blinked her eyes open. Smiled at me, dreamily.

The car gave us a round of applause. Even Alyssa smiled at me shyly, like I'd done her proud somehow.

"Ew, boy," Chloe said, "Yucky." She made a big show of wiping her lips clean with her arm. But no one was buying it.

We'd reached a precipice. Everyone felt it. The sexual tension had climbed and climbed until, like the rollercoasters we were about to ride, we all reached the tippy top. Now gravity (and desire) took hold and started to drag us down with a vengeance.

All sorts of possibilities opened up. The things we could all "make" each other do. The ways in which we could assemble, break, then recombine. Our lust almost unstoppable.

Then Julia screamed.

*

"There it is, there it is, there it is!" Julia said. Sure enough, the highway was now adorned with signs pointing to the multiple Disney hotels and theme parks. It was so incongruous, such stately green highway signs displaying fantastical words like Kingdom, Epcot, and Pop.

As I said before, Disney hadn't been my first choice for a vacation spot. I'm not saying it had to be baseball, but how many college kids talk about their wild Spring Break at the Magic Kingdom? It seemed like a place for kids. Families. But Julia had been excited -- all the girls really -- and so I'd let them sweep me up in it.

But even though I'd eventually agreed to go, this trip wasn't something I was enthusiastic about. Seeing my friends again? Being warm? Hell yes. Going to Disney World in my early twenties? Eh.

But then we saw those signs -- those words -- and I was nine again, in my parents' car. So amped up I could barely sit without kicking my legs and swinging my arms.

"Hey, be careful," Chloe said, "You almost hit me."

"Sorry," I said, "I got caught up for a moment there."

I heard honking and I realized it was Kelsey, celebrating along with us. A month of planning, weeks of anticipation, days of driving. We'd finally arrived: Walt Disney World.

And that was when things really started to get crazy. I thought we'd reached the top. Our climb had barely begun.

*

We pulled up to our on-site hotel, Disney's All-Star Movies Resort, and parked under the dwindling shade of a palm tree. Kelsey swung into the spot right next to us. Then, en masse, we marched through the lot and into the hotel lobby.

Julia and Kelsey got in line to check us in while the rest of us stood to the side. Our group was giddy -- too much soda and Disney, not enough sleep. Shaking and bopping like we all had to pee. I tried to rein myself in. Just lean back and soak up the atmosphere.

The lobby was empty, though not deserted. Poppy music echoed through the hall, punctuated by the bloops and bleeps of a nearby arcade. Somehow, over it all, I heard the dialogue from at least two separate Disney movies. One was Moana, I'm almost certain. The lobby itself was bright with polished floors and day-glow, colorful walls that made our hotel seem like the world's cleanest, most enthusiastically decorated mall.

There were two sets of sliding doors on either side of us. Behind one set of glass was the pool, overseen by a sculpture of Sorcerer Mickey, filled with kids and families jumping around and screaming. To the other side was the hotel restaurant, fronted by -- shocker -- a gift shop. What slot machines are to Vegas, souvenir stores are to Disney.

"Our rooms are ready," Julia said. She walked over to us, a rainbow of wristbands held tightly in each hand. She distributed one to each of us -- these Magic Bands would be our hotel keys, our wallets, our tickets. Everything we needed for our five-day adventure. "I vote we throw our stuff in our rooms and then hit the park."

Everyone agreed, immediately. We went back to the cars, got our bags, and started the walk to our rooms. The day was hot, the air clean. The suffocating cold of Buffalo had already melted off me and I felt completely content sweating through the heat. Like it was burning away months of misery.

We walked through the lobby again, past the pool, then down a pebbled sidewalk surrounded by parched shrubs and giant statues of dalmatians and fire hydrants. My suitcase rumbled over the pavement. The sky was so blue it hurt my eyes.

I saw Kevin slow, letting the girls get a bit ahead of him. He motioned for me to do the same.

"Hey man, I just wanted to say I'm sorry for last night," Kevin said, once it was just the two of us. Admittedly, I was only half-listening, caught up in the five perfect bottoms bouncing in front of me.

"It's fine," I said, "I don't think you have anything to apologize for, honestly."

"Could you tell Kelsey that, please?" Kevin said. He wiped his brow. He really did look upset. I thought people that good looking didn't have problems.

"She read you the riot act, huh?" I asked.

"For five straight hours! I know Kelsey can be a bit of a prude. I mean, I get it, first real relationship and all. I told her that we were just playing around. You know it's not serious, I know it's not serious. That kind of thing. But it didn't stop her from railing into me the whole drive down about boundaries and knowing where my bread is buttered -- whatever the hell that means. You'd think I was the lord of the perverts. I mean, shit, I didn't make Kelsey take her top off. That was her idea."

"Actually, I think that was Alyssa's," I said, "My girlfriend can be a bit of a troublemaker."

"Whatever man," Kevin said, relief starting to spread across his face, "We've both got issues with our girls. As long as you and I are cool, I'm cool."

"Yeah man," I said, cautiously, "We're fine." Issues? What was Kevin talking about exactly? Him and Kelsey were riding the rapids a bit, sure. But Alyssa and me? We were smooth sailing all the way.

I didn't have time to think about it, though, because we came up on our building. On the one side, it was covered by a three-story high, inexplicable hockey mask from The Mighty Ducks (as if any of us had even heard of that movie until that very moment). In front there was a small pool made to look like a hockey rink. All in all, it was like a Motel 6, but gaudy. Which is quite an accomplishment if you ask me.

We'd gotten two rooms again, both in the same building, but on opposite sides. We all decided that we should split by relationship status. Alyssa and I would share the pool-view room with Kelsey and Kevin. Meanwhile, the singles -- Julia, Sarah, and Chloe -- would stay on the far side facing the parking lot. Of course, all situations were negotiable depending, but this seemed as good a logic as any for how to divvy ourselves up at the start.

Everyone was raring to go, but we all wanted to throw our suitcases inside and freshen up before heading out. So we split off, promising to meet in front of our little pool in ten minutes. Alyssa, Kelsey, Kevin and I walked into the giant hockey mask and up the stairs to the second floor. Then we went down the concrete walkway, past a cleaning service cart full of linens and toilet paper rolls. The air smelled of pool water and fresh paint.

When we got to our room, I waved my new magic bracelet (blue, with a Mickey head on the face) at the door. The lock clicked green, and I pushed into our home for the next five days. Inside was your standard motel decor: two double beds, a tiny flatscreen TV, and a bathroom -- separated from the rest of the room by a heavy curtain -- on the far side. There were a few expected Disney touches as well, including a filmstrip ribbon of All-Star Movies' icons (Herbie the Love Bug, 101 Dalmatians, Toy Story, Fantasia, and Might Ducks) running around where the wall met the ceiling.

I threw my suitcase onto the closest bed and sprinted to the bathroom. Long drives and big sodas are a lethal combination. Just as I was tucking myself back in, the curtain flew open and Alyssa burst into the room. She swung the curtain behind her, curtly. I couldn't help myself; I flinched. All I could think was, oh God, what did I do now?

I braced myself for the onslaught, but it came in a way I wasn't expecting. My girlfriend tackled me, grinding us up against the tile wall. Arms wrapped around my neck, tongue plunging into my mouth.

"That game in the car got me so hot," Alyssa said. She reached down and grabbed my cock (my fly was still open from before) and started stroking me with abandon. I shot my hands down under Alyssa's waistband and found her hot and ready. What was it with my girlfriend and bathroom handjobs lately? Well I certainly wasn't going to complain.

Alyssa gripped my dick hard, working me back and forth with a friction that almost hurt. I did my best to catch up and return the favor, but Alyssa's shorts were far too constricting. I reached up to unsnap her pants. Despite the pain, I could feel my pleasure building. Until...

"Guys hurry it up in there!" Kelsey called out, "The others are already waiting for us."

"Dammit," Alyssa said, dropping my cock immediately. I swear that was almost the most painful part of the whole experience. Going from all to nothing like that -- us boys just aren't built for it. Alyssa straightened herself, snapped her pants back into place and quickly checked the mirror to fix her hair. Then she gave me a kiss on the cheek and popped out of the bathroom like nothing had happened.



"Sorry," I heard her say, "You know how long it takes guys to use the bathroom."

I took a moment to collect myself and then walked out. I was only a minute behind her, but my redheaded girlfriend was nowhere to be seen. Instead, just Kevin and Kelsey stood in the center of the room, whispering to each other. They were both smiling, Kevin's arms around the beautiful blonde's waist.

I couldn't help but be a little jealous. Kelsey had been mine, once upon a time. Well not mine. Kelsey was a person, not an action figure. But she'd held me and smiled at me and looked at me with those big blue eyes -- affectionate and wanting. Who doesn't want that?

Because we'd been in separate cars for the whole drive, it felt like I'd barely seen the K-couple on this trip. Although, the night before I'd also seen a bit too much of both of them. So I suppose it balanced, in a way. Still, it almost felt like we were on two different trips to this point and I was looking forward to spending more time together.

"Alyssa's already waiting for us outside," Kevin said.

"What took you so long in there?" Kelsey asked.

"Oh, you know, just some um, problems. I mean, not those kind of problems, I just... Well, that is, Alyssa. You know what? None of your business."

The K-couple stared at me.

"Well, OK then," Kevin said.

We found Alyssa leaning against the balcony outside, studying her phone. We walked back down the stairs to the pool as a foursome. Julia, Sarah, and Chloe were already waiting for us, the three of them leaning against the chain link fence, squinting under the sun.

"Took you guys long enough," Julia said, pointing down at her magic band like it was a wristwatch, "Mickey's not waiting around forever you know."

"Some of us non-robots had to use the bathroom," I said.

"Hey, I have to change my oil every now and again," Julia said, "I just don't take forever to do it."

We tromped back to the front of the hotel. I felt oddly light without my suitcase to drag behind me. I kept patting my pockets, counting and recounting my belongings as if I was forgetting something important.

"Everything OK?" Sarah asked. I didn't see her sidle up next to me.

"Yes, I just have that feeling like I'm forgetting something," I said, "You know what I mean?"

"I do," she said. She looked pointedly in front of us, where Alyssa was walking with the rest of the group. She was doing the flirty-touching thing with Kevin. Laughing too loudly at Julia's jokes. Making sure to keep pace with Kelsey.

"Not forgetting anything there, either. Right?" Sarah asked.

"You know Alyssa," I said, "Well, actually, you don't. But it's fine. She's getting in with the group. That's a good thing. I think."

"Just making sure," Sarah said, "Don't want to lose anything on the trip, you know? Something you might miss later."

I cocked my head, confused. But Sarah just smiled and sped up to catch everyone else.

*

We'd planned to go to Magic Kingdom that day. While that only gave us a half-day in the most packed park, it was impossible to imagine starting our adventure anywhere else.

Back in front of our hotel, we got in line for the bus to Magic Kingdom. A few people were already waiting when we got there -- a couple of families with small kids and a grandma sitting in a Rascal scooter. We queued up behind them, between the silver chains that marked off the waiting area. A couple of the guys, Dads with their wives and kids, saw us come over and openly stared.

That seemed to happen a lot on our trips. Usually it was the men who did the drooling, but sometimes the women did, too. I could see why. Alyssa, Sarah, Kelsey, Julia, and Chloe were all fucking gorgeous, each in their own unique way. And then Kevin and I were the only guys with them -- I mean, I'd be jealous of me, too.

A long accordion-style bus with the words "Magic Kingdom" on the front pulled up. "First ride at Disney!" I said as I stepped in. The group all gave me a dirty look.

The seats were hard, and the A/C ran harder. As a group of seven, we all had to split up in different spots. Alyssa and I managed to sit across from Kelsey and Kevin near the front, while Julia, Sarah, and Chloe went to the rows of seats near the back.

We sat for a little bit while everyone got loaded onto the bus. It was surprisingly full for a mid-Monday ride. Then we glided off. The K-couple seemed pretty engrossed in each other -- not making out or anything like that but holding hands and staring at each other in that young-love kind of way. That didn't discourage Alyssa at all.

"So, Kev," she asked (Kev?!), "Have you been to Disney before?"

"This is actually my first time," he said.

"Virgin, huh?" Alyssa asked.

"Oh, not even close, sweetie," Kevin said. His girlfriend shot him a death stare.

"What about you, Kelsey?" I asked, quickly moving to intercept, "Have you been to Disney before?"

"Twice, as a kid," Kelsey said, "Last time we went I was in high school."

"So last year, then?" I asked.

"Very funny," Kelsey said, "It was two years ago." Kevin, Alyssa, and I all laughed. Then we realized Kelsey was trying to be serious.

It was a long ride and they played jaunty Disney songs the whole way over. I found myself staring out the windows, as if I could figure out where we were going. There was a ton of construction everywhere. If something wasn't getting built it was being torn down.

Then I saw the sign. A bright blue arch with the words Magic Kingdom sitting over it in yellow. I got Alyssa's attention and showed her the gateway. She smiled and leaned back to look. We all did. Whispering and pointing like we'd spotted a UFO. It had only been a few weeks, really, from planning to fruition. Somehow, finally getting here, it felt like the culmination of an amazing, arduous quest.

The bus stopped with a squeak of breaks and a long, exasperated sigh. We stepped out under a series of individual awnings, each marked with different resort names. The rest of the bus stops were empty. Julia shot me a wide grin as she got off the bus. We weren't even inside the park, and she was already a schoolgirl, skipping happily down the street. I didn't recognize happy, silly Julia. I kind of liked her.

We walked through the parking area. There was a lake on our left and a large ferry boat was docked there, letting off its own passengers. Then the road went up, slightly. Above us, I could see the bright blue monorail station. To our right -- through dark, wrought iron bars -- were fields of flowers: yellows, oranges, and reds all in swirls of color.

Sarah grabbed my arm and pointed at the front gate. A large wall of archways loomed ahead. There was a clock in the middle of it and, on top, train tracks. As we came closer, I saw a line of security guards and metal detectors blocking the way forward.

We'd left almost everything back at our hotel room -- kind of smart, sort of stupid -- so getting through security was a cinch. The girls had to show their purses, but that was it. Kevin and I waited on the far side as they went, then we all walked through the metal detectors.

Still, somehow, we weren't in the park. We got into the next line. Disney employees each stood in front of four metal poles with a round Mickey symbol on top of each of them. Alyssa went first, then me. I pressed my Mickey-headed bracelet to the Mickey-headed sphere. I put my finger on a fingerprint reader. After a moment, they both glowed green.

We were in!

We went under the shaded archways, past faux-movie posters for some of Disney's most famous attractions, and then we were there.

The Magic Kingdom stretched off in front of us. If you've never been, this is the picture you've seen a thousand times. A downtown street right out of the suburban 1950s ran before us and, beyond, as if another dimension had crashed into our own, was the massive, bright Cinderella castle. Grey stone turrets topped with bright blue cones.

On film, on the Internet, it's neat but not a big deal. In person, something about the view made my whole body thrum. It's not something I can describe, exactly. Maybe it's cultural programming -- if I was from Zimbabwe maybe I wouldn't feel this way. It would just be a weird amusement park. We've all been brainwashed by TV and movies. Our entire existence, honestly, is designed to make us respond to things a certain way.

Or maybe it really is magic. Maybe that family from Zimbabwe would walk in and stand, shocked, like we did. Hearts pounding. Suddenly engrossed in this other, incredible place. I can't speak for other people. I only know what I felt stepping into the Magic Kingdom, surrounded by my friends. I was nine again, my world filled with wonder, caught up in the candy-scented breeze.

*

We were in a small square with a flagpole in the center. Next to the pole, in a little park surrounded by dark chain fencing, Pluto was standing and taking pictures with families. The line to meet him ran through the little circle where he stood and all around the fence. Rationally, I could say that it was some poor guy in a bright yellow dog costume. But my heart just screamed 'it's Pluto!' and at that moment I couldn't imagine feeling any other way.

Julia squeezed my arm and pointed at the same place. I guess I wasn't the only one having a moment. All of us bopped around, laughing and calling out all the different little details. The firehouse and the movie theater. And, of course, the great big castle at the end of the street. The excitement of it all so great that it filled us up, burbled out, and spilled over everyone.

We strolled up Main Street, past the shops. They had little sculpted, moving vignettes in the windows from the different movies. It reminded me of the windows at Saks Fifth Avenue during Christmas. A woman stood on one street corner holding what looked like hundreds of Mickey-shaped balloons. Everything smelled of fresh popped popcorn.

The road was crowded, but it wasn't a press. People were stopping in the center of the street for professional pictures in front of the castle, but most were like us, moving a brisk pace up the sidewalk. A couple of times, I almost got run over by someone with a stroller. If that happened to me anywhere else, I'd probably be cursing them out for hours. Here, I just smiled and let it go. I don't know, maybe they were pumping Xanax into the air. It would have explained a lot.

We passed a bakery and I looked in the window at all the Mickey-shaped treats. I felt my stomach grumble. We'd skipped lunch and now everyone admitted they were hungry. We wanted to get moving, start doing Disney stuff, but we couldn't deny the need for food.

At the end of the street, we found a hot dog spot called Casey's Corner. It had striped awnings and a picture of an old-timey baseball guy out front. I mean, how could we say no to such a portentous icon? Also, we were starved, and Julia said if we made her walk any farther she'd eat one of us alive.

Fortunately, four o'clock isn't a big eating hour. There were no lines and plenty of seats. We used our phones to order food, then pushed together a couple of tables in the outdoor courtyard. A man was playing the piano in one corner. I sat back in my little metal chair, ate my hot dog, and soaked in the sun.

There was something about just being on the street eating that felt so comfortable. I'm going to be saying this a lot, but it's not something I can exactly explain. The atmosphere relaxed me, took all my worries and melted them away. Watching the crowds stream by, listening to the piano music, I felt good about the world. Like everything was in its proper place.

"This is not bad," I said, "Not bad at all."

"This is probably the worst thing we're going to do all day," Julia said, "Seriously, if you're going to get all mushy about Casey's Corner, what happens when we go on an actual ride?"

"Prolly die," I said, mouth full of hot dog.

"We can only hope, dude," Julia said, and punched me.

"You've wounded me!" I said, "If only there was a medical student nearby to save my life." I looked pointedly over at Kelsey. The beautiful blonde rolled her eyes at me.

"I'm not even pre-med, yet," she said, "Julia's physical therapy degree would be better help than anything I could do."

"I can't look for assistance from the one who attacked me," I said.

"Guess you'll have to die alone, then," Kelsey said. She went back to eating her hot dog. I gave Sarah a look that said "ouch" and she nodded back, knowingly.

When we were finished I collected everyone's plates and took them to the trash. Sarah came along and helped.

"I wouldn't take it personally," Sarah said, "Kelsey's been that way the whole trip. She's my best friend, supposedly, and she's barely even said two words to me."

"That's odd," I said, "Wonder what's up her butt?"

"I think that's exactly the problem," Sarah said.

*

Full of food, we made our way around a few grassy plots and up to Cinderella's castle. Spires reaching to the sky. Somehow, they found a way to make stone shine in the sunlight. It's quite the effect.

I started to pull the girls forward and get them set up for a picture in front of the famous edifice. I turned to Sarah, our resident professional photographer in training, and realized that she wasn't holding her camera.

In fact, it suddenly occurred to me, I hadn't seen her take one picture the whole drive down. The previous summer, Sarah had done a whole photoshoot at a Canadian gas station. Yet here we were, probably the one of the most photographed spots on Earth, and she didn't even have a disposable.

"Must have left it in the hotel," Sarah said, "Oh well. We all have cellphones."

So we did. But even with that, I noticed Sarah wasn't taking any pics. We grouped, separated, regrouped again. Alyssa and I with Kevin and Kelsey. Julia and me. Sarah with her sister and Julia. Chloe and Julia alone. We even found a young couple willing to take a shot of all of us together, smiling and pointing back at the castle. As they walked away, I heard the man say, "Holy fuck, every girl in that group was fucking hot." His wife slapped his shoulder, like something straight out of a famous meme.

The sun was starting to sink in the sky, but we still had a few hours of light left. After 'wasting time eating and taking pictures' -- as Julia's put it -- we all wanted to make the most of what was left of the day. For a group that had spent hours together in the car, we proved surprisingly unwilling to separate. Which was fine, except no one could then agree on where to go.

"Less arguing, more rides," Julia said, hands on her hips.

"Fine, you fix it then," Kelsey said.

Julia stepped back and pointed to each of us, like she was directing traffic. She sent Sarah, Chloe, Kevin, and Kelsey off to Fantasyland. Then she told Alyssa and I that she'd come with us to Splash Mountain if we'd agree to do Space Mountain afterwards.

Finally, we all had a deal and a destination. Even this way, though, it wasn't perfect. As a compromise, doing both Mountains together made perfect sense. Geographically that's a disaster. The rides are essentially on opposite sides of the park. No one recommends doing Disney this way, but whatever.

Julia, Alyssa, and I backtracked past the sculpture of Mickey and Walt, pointing off to the future. Then we cut over a bridge and into Liberty Square -- the section of the park made to look like Colonial America. I saw Haunted Mansion in the distance, another one on my wishlist that would have to wait, and then turned into Adventureland.

On the right was the river and Tom Sawyer's island. On our left were restaurants and the show for the Country Bear Jamboree. Finally, at the end of the road, we saw it: Splash Mountain. We walked down the hill and right to the entrance of the ride. The sign said there was a 30-minute wait, which, all things considered, seemed pretty good. I had been prepared to wait for hours. But it was still late February, near the end of daylight, and the park was beginning to cool down. It was busy, of course, but only in pockets. We'd lucked into an open space.

We sprinted to get on line, then slowed to a crawl as we waited, step by agonizing step. I leaned against the wooden fence, hands on my knees. We were all out of breath from going as quick as we could. My shins burned. Since when was I so out of shape?

"All that sitting the last few days," Alyssa said, "It made us weak."

"Also, how much exercising have you been doing all winter?" Julia asked. I had to admit, it wasn't much. Yet another thing to blame the constant cold for.

"Don't be too hard on yourself," Alyssa said, "You've still got a super sexy bod. Don't you think so Jules?"

We went around a few corners and then started up some wooden stairs. This waiting area seemed to go on forever. I couldn't imagine what it was like when a ton of people were there.

"Seriously, Julia, isn't our Ben still totally sexy?" Alyssa repeated her question.

"He's OK, I guess," Julia said, finally, "Not that I make a habit of noticing, or anything. He's just my roommate, after all."

"Come on, look at those calf muscles," Alyssa said, reaching down to squeeze my leg, "And those biceps. Broad chest and shoulders. Our Ben is a prime piece of man meat. And I haven't even mentioned the choicest cut."

Both Julia and I got tactically distracted. The architecture of this ride was really something. The feel of an old mill, all the pictures of the brer characters... That's great Imagineering right there. Right?

Look, I don't mind being objectified -- I clearly do it all the time, so I can't exactly complain when it's done to me -- but I could tell Alyssa was making Julia uncomfortable. The family-friendly environment wasn't helping things. I kept waiting for a disdainful mother to glare all of us down to size. None of that stopped Alyssa from going over my finer assets and asking Julia for her expert opinion.

We started going back downstairs. I could hear people loading into the boats. Everything was wetter. We were clearly getting close.

"OK, yes, he's hot," Julia said when we reached the bottom. Then, quieter, "I always thought so."

"See?" Alyssa continued on, "And he's all ours." Julia raised an eyebrow. Alyssa reached over and squeezed Julia's bicep. "Ooooh, you're not so bad yourself."

The line jumped forward before Julia could respond and then we were splitting off to get into our shared log. I ended up between the two women -- Alyssa at the front of the boat and Julia behind me. We all cheered as we lurched forward.

"Now this is our first ride at Disney!" Julia said and squeezed my shoulder from behind.

After the walk and the line, it felt nice just to sit in the log as it carried us along. Up a hill, then around past animatronic rabbits, foxes and bears. A couple small drops, then climbing up again. Always bringing us closer to the big finish. Kind of like a lot of other things I'd been doing on these road trips, honestly. I reminded myself to stay focused -- we were on a fucking kid's ride after all. I was pretty sure an erection in that moment would be just cause for immediate ejection.

We made the final climb. A pair of vultures warned us about going to the Happy Place. The boat paused at the top. Brer Fox held Brer Rabbit over a boiling pot. We slowly tipped forward. Gravity reaching for us. Gripping. Wooosh! We raced down the hill and then hit the bottom, water splashing over us.

The ride held for a moment at the bottom and I checked the damage. I'd gotten a little wet, mostly on my arms, but not nearly as much as I expected. Then we went around the corner and all the animals serenaded us with "Zip A Dee Doo Dah" before we had to climb out.

"I think they turn down the water when it's not so warm," Julia said as we walked through the gift shop, showing me that she hadn't suffered much of a soaking, either. Alyssa had been in front, yet she was mostly dry, as well.



"Well, after spending time with you two hotties at least some parts of me are dripping," Alyssa announced loudly as we left. Well, so much for staying behaved on the kid's ride.

*

With one Mountain down, it was time for us to fulfill the other end of our bargain and race to the far side of the park. We went back through Adventureland, right past that same Walt and Mickey statue, under a rocket-ship shaped archway, and suddenly we were in the future. Well, a 1960s-style, retro-future, in any case.

Tomorrowland seemed busier than where we'd been and the wait at Space Mountain was reflective of that: 45 minutes, the sign said. It flipped to 50 as we got in line. The sun was low now, rubbing up against the horizon. To think, we'd been in South Carolina that morning.

"Crazy, I know," Julia said, "It feels like we've had such a long day, but it's also like everything's just beginning?"

The line was inside the building which was, thankfully, well air conditioned. One day of heat and I was already craving cool air. This was my ironic punishment for complaining about the winters up north, I knew. There were large screens on either side of us with simple, sci-fi shooting games. Voices echoed as people waited. I saw another group of people about our age playing a charades game with their phones.

"I know what you mean," Alyssa said, "Like, that whole car ride feels like it was yesterday already. But it also seems like it was five minutes ago? I don't know it's weird."

"Yes, my whole day feels discombobulated," I said.

"Discom-boob-ulated, as well," Alyssa said with a smirk. Then she saw Julia's frown. "Sorry. I guess I'm still a little worked up from the game before. We never did finish, exactly, did we?"

"Oh, I think it's done," Julia said.

"What? You didn't enjoy my little kiss from before?" Alyssa asked. "Maybe I didn't do a good enough job. Oh! Let me try again. I bet I do way better."

What was it with Alyssa? She was always a bit enthusiastic, if you get my meaning, but she seemed to be going totally over the top with this. Almost trying too hard.

"The kiss was fine," Julia said, "OK, it was kind of great. It's just... It's no fun doing those things here. And without a partner. You know? Maybe if Brandon was here."

"I understand," Alyssa said, "I'm totally happy to share mine." She gave my arm a squeeze for emphasis. "Come on, I'm bored. Let's play."

Julia and I both shared a look. "I'm not doing anything here," Julia said, "It's not appropriate."

"Ooh, that sounds like a challenge," Alyssa said, "Oh I know, I bet Julia won't kiss her roomie here on the line."

"I, um, I think it should be Ben's turn to make a bet," Julia said, "He was the last one to, y'know. When he kissed Chloe." Julia looked down at her hi-top Converse. Amazing what could be so interesting when someone was putting the pressure on you.

Alyssa gave me a little kick in the shin, then nodded her head from me to Julia. Like she was my wingman at a middle school dance, trying to get me to ask my crush girl to join me on the floor during a slow jam.

"Um, yeah," I said, "I bet you wouldn't, um, kiss me." I kept it ambiguous, remembering that the last time I'd put it that way, Julia had managed to slip out of it by kissing me on the cheek. I figured she'd catch my hint. She looked so miserable standing there, I felt I owed my roommate and nominal best friend an easy out, at least.

Julia looked up from her laces and stared at me. Licked her lips slightly and stepped forward. She put her hands on my cheek and pressed her lips to mine. My breath caught. I hadn't kissed Julia in nearly nine months. It felt familiar as yesterday. Captivating and wonderful.

The way she held my face in her hands. Teased at my mouth with her tongue. Even nibbled at my lips with her teeth. Fuck. The moment seemed to drag me down, so much harder and faster than any flume ride.

Julia's hands slipped away. My mouth felt cold. I opened my eyes and hoped I hadn't been standing there, dumbly, for too long.

"Wow," Alyssa said. I braced, still not exactly comfortable with kissing other women in front of my girlfriend. "That was awesome!"

*

Alyssa was playing a dangerous game and it had me far more nervous than the rollercoaster we were about to climb on. Space Mountain, after all, was just a wild mouse ride in the dark. What Alyssa was doing -- creating a high stakes scenario with no discernable rules -- this had fucking consequences and I could feel them creeping up the back of my neck.

Fooling around, in theory, was fine. Upsetting my roommate, toying with her emotions? Making Kelsey break her promises to herself? Whatever it was we were doing with Sarah? These all seemed like bad ideas, the opposite of the fun without consequences that Alyssa seemed to be selling.

We got on the ride and launched into space. Ripped this way and that. Up and down. Unable to see where the next turn was coming from. Every time it seemed we were coming to the finish, we would drop and then curve round and around. Finally, we stuttered and slowed. At least I knew this ride had an ending.

After we were done, the three of us walked back outside and found, in our absence, that the world had turned to night. Tomorrowland was well lit -- everything flashing bright and colorful. The park was still crowded, and huge groups went by holding glow sticks and wearing neon necklaces. The rides nearby roared and flashed. It was like a completely different place. More otherworldly than where we'd been when we started the ride.

I checked my phone and found that the other half of the group was looking to get together for dinner. I suggested a burger place near us in Tomorrowland and so we agreed. After walking the park end to end for the last two rides, I was glad to have a short jaunt to eat.

Julia kind of hung back as we strolled over. She seemed a bit embarrassed by what had happened on the line. Probably regretted it. I resolved to talk to Alyssa as soon as we got some alone time. Things with Julia and me had already been on the brink before we started this trip. We were supposed to be making things better, not worse.

Cosmic Ray's was busy, but not too bad. At the front was a large, animatronic, lounge-singer alien sitting behind a circular piano. He played some tunes and told bad jokes. It was cute. Again, I used my phone to order our food. Then Alyssa and I found seats while Julia went to grab ketchup and napkins.

With the two of us alone at the table, I took my chance. I grabbed Alyssa by the arm and looked her straight in the eyes.

"I think you're making Julia uncomfortable," I said.

"I think I'm making her horny," Alyssa said.

"OK, seriously," I said, "I mean, this is fun and all, but you seem to really be pushing for stuff."

"You have to trust me," Alyssa said, "Julia's acting cold but she's feeling just as hot as you and I."

"If you say so," I said, "I don't want to make her mad."

"It's not about feelings," Alyssa said, "Like your trip last summer -- no one's falling in love. We're enjoying each other. But it's no fun to fool around all by myself. That's the point of having a partner. I keep telling you, we have to do this stuff together."

"So you're trying to set me up with Julia?" I asked.

"Amongst other things," Alyssa said. She winked at me, cryptically. "Trust me, you're going to be a happy boy by the time I'm done."

Before I could press her further, Julia came back with the condiments. As if she'd led them there, Kevin, Kelsey, Sarah, and Chloe then joined us at the table, already holding trays of food. While we ate, we talked about what we'd been up to. The other foursome had taken it easy, getting pictures with Donald and Goofy and then going on the Dumbo ride. Chloe showed me the pics on her phone and it looked like they'd had fun.

After dinner, we all wanted to attack the Magic Kingdom with gusto, but we were all too tired to really consider it. The length of the day -- careening from intense boredom to unbearable excitement -- it was starting to wear on us.

We agreed to do one more ride all together, then call it a night. The group consensus was Dwarven Mine Train, but the line was over two hours. Haunted Mansion was also backed up. But Pirates of the Caribbean was only a twenty-minute wait and if that's your last choice, then you're doing pretty damn OK.

We walked out of Tomorrowland and back past Cinderella's castle. We'd only been in Disney for a few hours, and already this path felt well-travelled. It was different, though, seeing everything at night. For a well-lit place, I found the Magic Kingdom to be oddly dark. It gave the park a whole different atmosphere, the castle glowing brightly in the distance. Once we were in Adventureland, we went past the flying carpets and the Jungle Cruise, and then got on line for Pirates.

This was more of an old-school Disney line with no entertainment. Long switchbacks separated by dark black chains. There were a few displays -- treasure chests behind prison bars, that kind of thing -- but nothing to keep us entertained. I resisted the urge to stare down at my phone. It seemed like such a waste, to drive so far and spend so much money, just to stare at a screen. Staring at a fake sewer grate in a faux-stone wall made way more sense.

"So you guys just did the rides?" Sarah asked, leaning against the wall, "Nothing... out of the ordinary?"

"Ben kissed Julia," Alyssa said.

"Reaaaallly," Sarah said. She gave me a smile that showed she was intrigued. "That's way more interesting than I imagined."

"It was a dare," Julia said, hands on her hips, "That's all."

"We were continuing our game from before," I said.

"Oh, that's cool," Chloe said, "We should totally keep going with that."

"No," Julia said, "We shouldn't."

The line moved more quickly than I thought it would. When we got to the front, I told a man dressed in a pirate costume there were seven of us. He broke us into three groups. Alyssa and I got in the front. Kelsey, Kevin, and Julia went behind us with Sarah and Chloe sitting behind them. We had the whole boat to ourselves.

Once everyone was seated, the boat lurched forward and plunged us into darker darkness. We floated through a wall of mist.

"Dead men tell no taaales," a pirate-y voice said.

"Dead men eat no snaaaails," I said.

"Dead men don't ride raaaaaails," Alyssa said.

"Bread men won't find saaaaales," Kelsey said.

"You guys are ruining the mood of this," Julia said.

We went past a scene of a crab picking at a skeleton, then dropped down a short hill. It was less dramatic than I remembered, but maybe I was desensitized from the fall on Splash Mountain.

The boom of the cannons buffeted us on either side. When a 'cannonball' hit the water, Sarah got splashed and screamed. We all laughed, her included. We'd somehow managed to get wetter on Pirates than on Splash.

We came around the corner to the famous auction scene. I was really looking forward to the pirate saying 'I'll take the redhead' since, you know, I was with a redhead and I had taken her. But they'd changed it and now the pirates were selling chickens, instead. I guess I could see the point -- selling women isn't exactly an acceptable thing to do. Even for pirates.

After we went past an animatronic Jack Sparrow, we got out of the boat and rode up a long, flat escalator. I couldn't keep the smile off my face -- the ride was as fun as I remembered. Maybe even a little better. Robot pirates for the win!

We went through the gift shop and back out onto the streets. I almost suggesting turning back around and getting right back on Pirates. I really wanted to keep going. There was so much more to see! But I couldn't. My legs ached. My eyes burned. My body basically started its shut down procedure without my permission. I could tell everyone else was going through the same process of excitement and exhaustion.

So, with heavy hearts, we started heading back to the hotel. As we turned down Main Street, however, a booming voice announced that we were five minutes away from the fireworks show. We all looked at each other like little kids begging for our parents' permission.

"Yes," I said, "We pretty much have to."

We found a place on the grass and settled down. The sky was a sheet of black. The grass surprisingly soft. The lights around us went dark and the castle, itself, lit up. Music swelled. The sky boomed and filled with a rainbow of exploding, chemical stars.

The air was cool enough that I started to wish I'd brought a sweater. I suppose Sarah was feeling the same because I suddenly felt her press against my side. I saw that Chloe was lying on her older sister, on the other side.

I felt someone lean against my left arm. I assumed it had to be Alyssa, but when I looked over, to my shock, I saw it was Kelsey. Her short blonde hair rested against my chest, tangling with Sarah's long locks. I caught Kelsey's eye and the beautiful blonde smiled and snuggled closer. Kevin lay down so his head rested on Kelsey's chest.

I felt a pair of arms wrap around my shoulders. I looked back and saw my girlfriend smiling at me. The attractive redhead looked purposefully at the women on my left and right and squeezed me tighter. I saw that Julia was now lying on Sarah, as well. Right next to Chloe.

I leaned back into Alyssa's chest. Let my head loll. Smelled the coconut scent of her hair. All seven us now resting against each other. The park went completely dark. Music played while characters were projected onto the castle. The skies filled bright with color. As if the whole World was celebrating our arrival.

The big finale came and the music soared. A bright, green glowing Tinkerbell leapt from the castle and flew overhead. The crowd cheered and we all shouted along with them. A minute later, the lights came up on the park. The show was over.

We all slowly got up, brushed ourselves off, and started marching toward the exit. Our first day in Disney was done.

"This is nice," Kelsey said, as if she'd just figured that out.

"It really is," I said.

*

The bus for All Star Movies wasn't there, but All-Star Music was already waiting and so we took it, instead. The vehicle was super crowded, full of sleepy toddlers, weary parents, and overloud preteens. We all managed to squeeze on, but it meant standing the whole way back to our hotel. I gripped the overhead bar and Alyssa held onto me. We swayed back and forth with the road.

The bus pulled up at the All-Star Music and then vomited us out like a Freshman girl at her first frat party. We got our whole group together and walked along the front driveway, through a parking lot, and towards our own hotel. The night sky was washed out from all the ambient light. I thought the resort grounds might be busy, but it was practically silent -- everyone was either already in bed or still out at the parks. It wasn't all that late, really, but it sure felt like it.

When we got to our building, we all exchanged quick hugs.

"How was your day?" Julia asked Sarah, "I mean, this is supposed to be your trip after all."

"It's been awesome," Sarah said.

"It still is awesome," I said.

"It's going to get even awesom-er," Allyssa said.

That established, Sarah, Chloe, and Julia all went around to their side of the hotel. Kelsey, Kevin, Alyssa, and I tromped up the stairs to our room. We stumbled through the doorway. Our suitcases, still unopened, were waiting for us on the beds. Getting changed for sleep was going to be a bit of a complicated operation, I could tell.

"Girls in the bathroom, guys out here?" Alyssa asked. Kelsey, Kevin, and I all shared a dubious look. But none of us could think of a better option. The girls grabbed their things and went into the bathroom. I took my suitcase off the bed, opened it and found a pair of plaid pjs. Quickly, I shucked off my pants and boxers and pulled up the pajama pants. I head the rustling sounds of Kevin doing the same.

I climbed into bed and lay down, I was about to flip the TV on when I heard giggling coming from behind the bathroom curtain. Alyssa and Kelsey both. I looked over at Kevin. He was lying back on the bed, also wearing plaid pj pants. He really was in fantastic shape, I noticed. A good amount of dark chest hair that belied his clean-shaven face.

The girls started laughing again and Kevin rolled his eyes.

"You may have to go in there to rescue your girlfriend," I said.

"Not without backup," he said. I wondered if he realized what he was suggesting.

Finally, the bathroom curtain slid open and both girls walked out. Kelsey was wearing a pair of tiny yellow boy shorts and an old t-shirt with, appropriately, a picture of Minnie on it. Alyssa had on a silky, white top with black, lacy edging. It left her shoulders uncovered and hung down to right above her knees. It was super sexy, and probably the least revealing thing I'd ever seen her sleep in.

The girls joined us in our respective beds.

"What was that all about?" I asked Alyssa.

"Just girl talk," she said, then kissed me on the cheek. Kevin reached over and switched off the light. I closed my eyes and started to think back through the events of the day. I barely got past breakfast before I started to drift off...

I felt Alyssa shake my arm. I struggled back to consciousness. I couldn't tell what time it was, only that I'd certainly been asleep.

"What's up?" I asked, doing my best to whisper. The pretty redhead shushed me anyway. Then she nodded her head over at the other bed. I tried to look over, but I couldn't see much. Two human-sized lumps under the sheets. Maybe a bit of movement?

Alyssa smiled at me, dangerously.

"They are not," I said, quiet as I could.

"Yuh huh," Alyssa said. She leaned up and kissed me hard on the lips. She put her hand on my cheek and then started to drift it downward. Through my chest hair and into my pajamas.

I reached down and grabbed her wrist. I mean, I wanted her to keep going, but I also couldn't imagine getting frisky while Kevin and Kelsey were in the bed next to us. There was risque and then there was risky.

"They're doing it," Alyssa said, pouting. She started to kiss me again. I felt her lift the bottom of her dress up over her hips. Her butt. She settled herself back down on my crotch and I swear I could feel the heat of her sex through the fabric of my pants.

Nervously, I looked over at the other bed. My eyes were starting to adjust. I could make out that Kelsey was resting her head on Kevin's chest. They did seem to be moving back and forth a bit. Then they shifted, rolling over so Kelsey was lying on her back. I saw the sheets rise as she opened her legs. Raised her knees upwards.

Well then.

Alyssa reached down and pulled my pants down to my knees. Then she grabbed my manhood, more than ready, and rested it up against her opening. She smiled at me. Looked over at Kevin and Kelsey, then back at me, and dropped right down. Sheathed me in her sweetness.

Alyssa let out a long, satisfied sigh. It had been days since we'd done this and it felt incredible. She sat up, letting the sheets fall back. There was no hiding what we were doing any more. I looked over and found Kelsey staring back at me. Blue eyes shining through the darkness. I gave her a smile and she nodded at me. As if giving me permission.

Kelsey's body began to slide back and forth slightly. Kevin was clearly fucking her. The beautiful blonde's face contorted in pleasure. Alyssa began moving, as well. Sliding up and back slowly, letting both of us luxuriate in the feeling of my cock in her cunt. Alyssa raked her nails across my chest, playfully.

I heard Kelsey make a long low moan. I looked over and saw her eyes flitting around the room. At Kevin as he plowed into her. At Alyssa as she rode me. Right at me, both of us, feeling that drive to release.



"He's giving it to you good," Alyssa said, and I realized she was talking to Kelsey. I don't know why, but somehow acknowledging each other made everything feel even stranger than it already was. The odd discomfort that was also illicit. Thrilling to feel so right and wrong in the same moment.

"He is," Kelsey said, "So good. Ben?"

"His cock feels so nice," Alyssa said, "Riding him is the best. You should do the same to Kevin."

"OK," Kelsey said, as if it was an order. She rolled Kevin over so he was on his back. Then she climbed on top and, in a mirror of my redheaded girlfriend, impaled herself on Kevin's dick. They groaned together.

Both women were now on top, in reflection of the other. Kelsey's breasts were slightly smaller than Alyssa's -- she was smaller in general, actually. But their female forms seemed matched as they both rode the cocks inside of them. I stared at them both, entranced.

Alyssa's movements got more frantic. She bent down, resting her weight on her arms. Her freckled breasts hung down so invitingly. I saw Kelsey lean down, as well. Her short, blonde hair tossing back and forth.

"You look really good," Alyssa told her.

"You don't... look so bad... yourself," Kelsey said.

"He getting you there?" Alyssa asked.

"Getting... close. Yeah."

"You going to cum, Kevin? Alyssa asked. "You going to fill your little Kelsey up?"

He grunted in response. Alyssa slowed her movements, savoring being wrapped around my dick. Watching while Kelsey started to shake. Moan.

"Here, let me help you," Alyssa said. Before any of us could react, Alyssa jumped off my cock and went over to the other bed. She slid in behind Kelsey while the little blonde rode her boyfriend. Alyssa put her hands around Kelsey's waist, then ran them down, through Kelsey's flaxen pubes and right to her clit.

As Alyssa's fingers made contact, Kelsey stiffened. I thought she was upset, but then her whole face contorted with pleasure and she screamed. Shook.

"Oh! FUCK!" Kelsey said. She fell forward, still shaking from orgasm. Leaving Alyssa sitting there and staring down at Kevin's cock as it jutted outward. Dark and curving upward slightly.

I turned to my side, my own dick still sticking outward, too shocked to do anything but stare. My girlfriend leaned back a bit and stripped off her outfit, leaving her completely naked on top of Kelsey's boyfriend. Alyssa looked down at his cock and licked her lips a little.

"Here, let me get that for you," she said. She bent at the waist and took Kevin's stiff prick into her mouth. I waited for him to say something, but instead he just groaned. Kelsey turned and looked back to see what Alyssa was doing. Her eyes went wide.

"It's OK, I've got him," Alyssa said, mouth still full of cock, "You take care of mine." She said it like it was the most natural thing in the world. Kelsey gaped for another moment, then nodded and slid off the bed. Wordlessly, she climbed up between my legs, dipped her head down and swallowed me whole.

I cried out in pleasure. Kelsey had always been an enthusiastic cocksucker and, immediately, I could tell that she'd gotten practice. Her movements were a little more controlled, skillful. Beautiful blonde Kelsey sucked my cock -- tasting me and the remains of my girlfriend's juices -- while my girlfriend, herself, worked Kelsey's boyfriend, licking her flavor off him.

I looked down and saw Kelsey had her hand between her legs while she sucked me. I reached down and found her breasts. Rubbed at her nipples. I slowly pulled her up to me. We didn't say anything. Didn't even meet each other's eyes. Kelsey reached down, aimed my cock, and sat right down on it.

Fuck her pussy was tight! I heard a long, low groan and saw that Alyssa had done the same with Kevin. All four of us now, as before. Only we'd switched top halves. Kelsey had her eyes closed. Her lips pressed tightly together. She grunted every time she bottomed out on me. I reached down, found her clit and started to rub. The beautiful blonde moved faster. Her breasts bounced. Her movements became more erratic.

I heard the sounds of similar coupling in the other bed. It was strange, hearing the familiar noises of Alyssa's pleasure, but not being the cause of them. Not that I was paying all that much attention -- I couldn't take my eyes off Kelsey. God, she was so amazing. I'd forgotten how nice it was to be buried in her snatch.

"Come on, Ben," she said, "Cum. I'm so close. I need you to cum for me."

"Yeah," Alyssa said, "Give to her. Give it to meeeeeee!" Alyssa jumped off Kevin's cock. She started stroking it with abandon. Kevin grunted, and a steady white stream shot out. Splashing Alyssa's pink breasts. Her neck.

Kelsey put her hand on my cheek and gently turned me to face her. Then she let herself fall forward. Pressed her breasts against my chest. Whispered in my ear.

"Don't worry," she said, "Your little slut knows where your load is supposed to go." She made a little gasp, then shuddered. She started rocking back and forth. Faster and faster. Chanting.

"Cum Ben. Come on. Cum." Louder and louder. "Cum in ME!"

I stiffened from fingers to toes and, finally, went over the top. Ecstasy started at the root of my shaft and radiated outward as I blasted my cum right into Kelsey's pussy. Again and again. Load after load of fertility filled the beautiful blonde and as I did, I felt her body collapse over mine. Her mouth open in a long, strangled gasp.

"Ha. HA AH!" Kelsey breathed, arching her whole body. Then finally she settled. Sank back into my arms. She giggled a little bit, then rolled off me. She looked over at the other bed and saw Alyssa splayed on her back next to Kevin. The two girls' eyes met and they both started to laugh.

"Well that was different," Kelsey said.

"That was awesome," Alyssa said. She got up off the bed. Kelsey started to stand up, but Alyssa motioned for her to stay down. The lascivious redhead sauntered over and casually spread Kelsey's legs open.

"Since you were kind enough to take my boyfriend's cum, it's the least I can do," Alyssa said. She knelt down and put her mouth on Kelsey's sex. I watched in awe while my girlfriend lapped my jizz right out of Kelsey's dripping cunt.

The blonde laid back and sighed, like she was getting a massage at the spa. Her arms and legs spread out languid. Kevin and I both sat forward and stared. Mute.

Kelsey gasped and shuddered. She giggled again and stretched, sighing.

"Much better," Alyssa said. She stood up and wiped her mouth with her forearm. Kelsey gave Alyssa a look like she was now ready to go all over again, but my girlfriend just gave the blonde girl a playful slap on the ass and climbed into bed next to me. Kelsey shuffled over to her own bed, not too pouty, and lay down next to Kevin.

"That'll teach them to fool around when there's another couple in the room," Alyssa said. She kissed me lightly on the lips and I tasted a strange melange of her own sex, my spend, and Kelsey's juices.

"Like we learned in kindergarten, you have to bring enough to share," Alyssa said. She curled up around my shoulder and drifted off. I heard Kevin and Kelsey do the same.

*

I waited for sleep to arrive, but it ghosted me. The room was still dark, filled with the heavy breathing of three other, blissfully unconscious other people. The A/C rumbled quietly. I lay there wide awake. The music in my head was too loud -- the memories too thick and fast -- and it swept me away.

When Alyssa had said we could be an 'adult' couple -- people who didn't need to be tied up in silly stuff like jealousy -- I'd assumed she'd meant superficial stuff, mostly. Maybe I'd cup a boob or something. But this was way more than I'd ever imagined. I didn't want to be one of those 'what does all this mean' people, but there I was. Wide awake. Wondering what it all meant.

You're not a settle-down-with-one-person type of guy, I reminded myself. Last summer proved that. It's why I was with Alyssa, after all. So why did I suddenly feel so guilty?

I stared up at the ceiling and surrendered. I carefully extricated myself from the bed. Found my pants and shirt on the floor and got dressed. Slid on my sneakers. I creaked open the front door and stepped out.

It was warm out compared to home, but cold for Florida. I wrapped myself in my arms and shivered. The sky was still dark and starless. I heard the rumble of distant fireworks. Then I looked down off the balcony and saw a familiar face looking back up at me.

"Hey," Sarah said, and gave me a little wave. She was leaning against the pool's chain link fence in a way that made it seem like she should be smoking a cigarette.

"What are you doing out here?" I asked. She shushed me and motioned for me to come down. We met me at the bottom of the Mighty Duck mask steps. Sarah was still wearing her outfit from the day -- shorts and a t-shirt -- but she'd pulled a yellow sweatshirt on over it and it made her look very cuddly. Kind of like her buddy Winnie the Pooh, actually.

"Couldn't sleep?" I asked.

The sexy brunette shook her head. "You?"

"Same."

"Too excited about being at Disney?" Sarah asked.

"Sure," I said, "Let's go with that."

She gave me a dubious look but didn't say anything. Buried her hands in her sweatshirt pockets.

"Is that why you're out?" I asked, "Disney buzz?"

"Sure," Sarah said, "Let's go with that, too."

We shared a long look. Sad yet also warm. Like we'd known each other a thousand lifetimes and this was just the next one in the string.

"You going back to bed?" I asked.

"Don't think so," Sarah said, "Pool's right there. I think it's closed for the night but that never stopped us before." For a moment I really thought about it. This was an old tradition, right? Me and Sarah getting soaked. But then, that was exactly what had gotten me all worked up in the first place.

I looked down at my phone. It felt so late, but it was only about 10:30. "You know what?" I said, "I have a better idea."

*

We walked back up to the lobby. We didn't say a word the whole way. About halfway over, I reached back and Sarah grabbed my hand. She smiled at me and flounced a little -- gave her chest a little extra bounce.

We went through the lobby, discordantly loud and bright for the hour, and made our way over to the bus stops. We waited by the side of the road until the bus labeled Disney Springs showed up and we climbed on board.

Still saying nothing, like words might break the spell, we sat together on the bus. It was about halfway full, everyone talking quietly. Sarah rested her head on my shoulder. The ride to Disney Springs was way shorter than the one to the Magic Kingdom. Before I knew it, we stopped with a hiss and the doors swung open.

When I was a kid, they'd had this Downtown Disney area with a few shops and it was like the world's saddest outdoor mall. Now, though, this was something different. The place was lit practically to daylight. Stores were bright and huge crowds flowed past. Live music blasted out of bars and busy restaurants. It was still a big outdoor mall, but it felt like a real thing now. Like somewhere you might actually want to go and have fun.

Again, Sarah took my hand and we started to walk around. We looked in shop windows and did some people watching. I tried on some silly Mickey hats. There were two different Star Wars shops and, of course, I had to go into both. We found a bench with a sculpture of Winnie the Pooh next to it, and Sarah let me take her picture standing next to the funny old bear.

We didn't talk much, just absorbed the atmosphere. Exploring together like this, it felt like being a couple, and I let myself enjoy that sensation. Maybe more than I should have.

After all that wandering, we were both feeling hungry. Sarah went into a bakery and brought out a very decadent looking cupcake, covered in other candies and cookie crumbs. Like it needed any extra sugar. We sat on the edge of a fountain and shared it. Listened to the rush of water while everyone walked by.

"So, you want to talk about it?" Sarah asked.

"Not really," I said, "You?"

"It's like, we're here. It's all happening," Sarah said, "Julia and Kelsey. You. Maybe I am feeling the Disney buzz."

"If you're thinking about me, Julia, and Kelsey that's not Disney you're buzzing on," I said.

"That part, too," Sarah said, "The last time we were all together it felt like this amazing, magical, inexplicable thing. And I missed it."

"You didn't miss it," I said, "In fact, I'm pretty sure you started the whole thing."

"Sure, I guess. But I was with Robbie and caught up in all that life stuff. I mean, you guys had so much fun and I feel like I just sat on the sidelines."

"That's football," I said, "In baseball terms you felt benched."

"Is now really the time to get into this?" Sarah asked. She stood up and started walking. I hurried over to stay with her.

"Right. Sorry. Look, I get what you're saying. Sort of. Maybe I remember it differently, but I'm not going to tell you that you don't feel the way you do. We're here together now, aren't we?"

"That's just it. We're here," Sarah said. I took her hand in mine again. "Together. With my little sister and your girlfriend and Kelsey's boyfriend. Don't get me wrong. I'm happy for you guys. I'm just sad for me. At the end of last summer, I thought I had it all figured out. My future. My love life. All of it. We rode off into the sunset, happily ever after.

"I went to school and, I'm sorry, it sucks so hard. Artists are assholes. I kind of forgot that. Then I caught my stupid boyfriend fucking one of them. And I couldn't even get mad cause I did the same thing to him the summer before. But it still sucked. I called Julia because I felt all alone and I felt like you guys were my only friends in the world and here we are. All together again. Only not, you know, together."

"So that whole speech you gave me this morning," I said. God, how was that only this morning? "The one about wanting to be alone. Find yourself?"

"I meant it," Sarah said, "I'm not looking for a relationship. I'm not. I just... it doesn't stop me from feeling lonely, either. I'm the worst person in the world, rooting against other people's happiness. This selfish, unlovable bitch that no one can bear to be around."

"You know that's not true," I said, "God, Sarah. I wish you could have seen inside my heart that first time I saw you again, outside your apartment. Maybe you felt like the last trip was a happy ending but for me? God it was so hard to see you go. I'm not sure how I'm going to do it this time. I'm trying not to think about it. Maybe you can take me with you to art school. I can beat up all the mean people for you."

"You're sweet."

We found a bench looking out on the lake and sat down. I saw that Sarah was crying. Her face lined with tears. I felt self-conscious, but no one was looking our way.

"I must look so stupid. Crying like a five-year-old at Disney World."

"You fit right in," I said. Sarah punched me, not hard, then sniffled.

"I'm sorry," she said, "I didn't want to lay all this on you. I'm at the happiest place on earth and it's just making me sad. I'm alone, I'm miserable, and I don't know what to do anymore."

"And you're not taking pictures," I said.

"Yeah, that too," Sarah said, "In some ways that hurts the most. Like the one thing that I know makes me happy has been cut away. But every time I pick up the camera I get this sick feeling in my stomach. Like I don't deserve it."

"You deserve happiness," I said, "I promise. And you're not alone. I really am here." I took her hand and pushed it against my chest. "See. Solid. Julia and Kelsey both love you and if you let them in, they'll be there for you too. You have your sister. You're talented as fuck and... God, you're so fucking gorgeous it hurts me to look at you sometimes. I think everything's going to turn out OK. I know that's easy for me to say but I really feel that."

Sarah looked at me, deep brown eyes shining. She wiped her tears away and took a deep breath. Then out of nowhere she shot forward and kissed me. Not like the silly, playful ones from the car. Or the sex-driven, hungry ones from before in the bedroom.

A real, true, loving kiss. The kind that communicated all the things we don't have words for. I let myself drown in Sarah's lips.

We pulled apart. Sarah brushed the hair out of her eyes.

"I think I can go to sleep now," she said. We stood up and made our way back to the buses, hand in hand. They were starting to close the area down. Everything droned down to nothing. Lights winking out one by one.


The Florida Trip Pt. 03

Welcome to Part THREE of The Florida Trip, aka The Baseball Trip: Season Two. We're really rolling now!

You don't have to read The Baseball Trip (or, for that matter, any of the previous parts of this series) to get what's going on here, but it'll definitely help. Seriously, it's your smut, read the whole thing backwards if that makes you happy.

Warning: there's some light incest play in this one (I know, shocker). Everyone is over the age of 18.

*****

I woke up the next morning with Alyssa lying in my arms. My lustful, redheaded girlfriend absently stroked at my chest hair as she stared off into the distance. Kelsey and Kevin were both spooning in the other bed. As if we were two perfectly normal couples who hadn't swapped partners the night before as part of a hormone-fueled fuck session. It was the least Disney thing I'd ever done, which is pretty impressive considering we'd done it at Disney.

"Last night," I said, like that had all the meaning in the world.

"I know, it just keeps getting better, right?" Alyssa said. We both spoke quietly, as if the other couple couldn't hear. "Watching you fill up little Kelsey like that? It was so hot. And don't think I missed how much you liked me licking it out of her after. I told you this trip was going to be great."

"It was," I said, "It is. I'm just, well. We didn't go too far did we? I don't want to, like, abuse your trust or whatever."

"Oh, don't worry honey," Alyssa said and kissed me lightly on the forehead, "We're a ways away from getting there."

I leaned forward to kiss my girlfriend back, but she put her hands on my chest and stopped me, as if something had suddenly occurred to her. "Hey, where'd you go last night?" she asked, "I felt you get up after."

"I realized I forgot to submit a paper that's due today," I said, "So I went down to the business center in the lobby and jumped on email real quick. No big deal." Alyssa had told me it was OK to fool around with Sarah. But for some reason, I didn't want to tell her the truth: that I'd been at Disney Springs with the sexy brunette, pouring our hearts out till we drowned.

"Fucking school stuff," Alyssa said, "College would be awesome if it wasn't for the classes. Can't wait till we graduate in a few months." She got up and stretched. My girlfriend was completely naked, but she didn't seem to care. Her bare, freckled butt was right in Kevin's face. He smiled at it, appreciatively.

"I need a shower before we get going," Kelsey said.

"I think we all do," Alyssa said.

"No," Kelsey said, "Don't say it. Don't even think it."

"We'll take turns?" Alyssa asked, looking bewildered by Kelsey's response.

"That's a good slut," Kelsey said, "I'll go first." She collected her things from around the room, then stomped into the bathroom, sliding the curtain behind her.

"Wow, she seems really pissed," Alyssa said.

Kevin sighed and stood. At least he had the decency to wrap his more indecent parts in the sheets from the bed. "I guess I can go talk to her," he said, "She's my girlfriend after all."

I'm not sure what possessed me next. It's not like I had any great insight into Kelsey's mind. I was honestly more confused about her than ever. Nor did I really need to withstand another tongue lashing from the beautiful blonde. Well, that is, I wouldn't have minded if she used her tongue to...

Anyway, for no reason that I can consciously describe, I suddenly decided that I had the magic touch to solve everyone's problems. So without really thinking about it, I stood up and said, "Actually? I think I can help smooth things out. Kelsey and I have a lot of history together. Her brother and I used to be best friends, so I've known her since we were kids."

"Are you sure?" Kevin asked, "I mean, I'd really appreciate it if you did. Sometimes, I mean, I feel like I don't get Kelsey at all. Last night she's all into everything but now it's like... I don't know. She's a different person."

"I think I understand," Alyssa said, "Why don't you and I talk out here while Ben helps with Kelsey. He's gotten to know her really well. A lot of times. Over and over. Right hon?"

I shook my head. Even when she was trying to be supportive, Alyssa couldn't stop herself from getting dirty. Thinking I might as well jump in the shower once Kelsey was done (and not before, I warned myself), I grabbed my own shower stuff and went back toward the bathroom. As I was about to enter, Alyssa sidled up next to me and whispered in my ear.

"Don't worry," she said, "I'll take care of things on this end if you do your job in there."

"Why does that sound really filthy when you say it?" I asked.

Alyssa reached down and pinched my butt. "I can't imagine," she said, and kissed me on the cheek.

*

The shower rushed like a rain storm. Kelsey was already inside, behind a heavy shower curtain covered in colorful Mickey pictures. I knocked loudly to make sure she knew I was there.

"You have to pee or something?" Kelsey asked.

"Actually, I wanted to tell you this funny Disney joke I heard yesterday. You see Minnie tells Mickey that she wants a divorce. And Mickey, he's shocked, he says, 'Divorce? What're you crazy?!'" I did the Mickey voice as I said it. I heard Kelsey laugh a little despite herself.

"So, anyway, Minnie says to him, 'I'm not crazy, Mickey. I'm fucking Goofy!'"

The shower water seemed to get louder. Steam rose up from behind the curtain. I sat down on top of the toilet seat. It creaked under me.

"That's not funny, Ben," Kelsey said.

"It's kind of funny," I said, "You laughed a little."

"Fine," Kelsey said, "Whatever."

"OK, seriously. I can tell you're upset. Everyone can tell you're upset. I got a call from the lobby this morning - the guest relations clerk wanted me to know that he's pretty sure you're upset. So what's wrong?"

"Really?" Kelsey asked, "Do I have to draw a picture for you?"

I saw her shadow against the curtain and for a moment I startled. I mean, Kelsey - incredibly beautiful Kelsey - was naked right there. Only a thin sheet of plastic between us. Of course, we'd been a hell of a lot closer the night before. The globs of my cum that Alyssa had neglected to suck out of Kelsey were probably running down her leg as we spoke. But that didn't stop me from fantasizing about the hot, blonde coed.

"If it helps, Kevin's not mad," I said, "Like, at all."

"Well, I am," Kelsey said, "So there you go."

"I get it," I said, "We all slip up every now and again."

"You make it sound like I skipped leg day," Kelsey said, "I fucked you while my boyfriend fucked your girlfriend. That's not a slip up. It's a full-on crash."

"The sex was that bad, huh?"

"The sex was amazing, but that's not the point. I think I might have really fucked things up this time."

"I think it's going to be fine," I said, "You'll see."

"Kevin, he's so handsome and smart and... He's too good for me. Now that he's seen this? He's going to leave me for sure. I don't care what you say."

"I'm pretty sure he's fine," I said, "If anything he seemed more disturbed by your reaction a few minutes ago than anything we did last night. Seriously, I wouldn't worry - Alyssa's talking to him about it right now."

"Oh my God," Kelsey said, "You think that's going to make things better? I hate to break this to you, Ben, but I think your girlfriend has superpowers. She might be a succubus or something."

"A suck you... What?"

"A sex demon who feeds on human fucking. We used to joke about your magic penis. But that girl might have a magic mouth. She says things and everyone just wants to do them. She's like the director of the porn movie of our lives and all we can do is follow her orders."

"I forgot about you and your porn habit," I said. Kelsey gave me a loud raspberry from behind the curtain. "In any case, Alyssa is a normal human being. She's not a sucking bus or whatever. She just has a unique take on life. And relationships. And fucking."

"Yes, I know," Kelsey said, "But it would be easier if I could blame it all on her."

The pipes squeaked as Kelsey turned off the shower. She threw the curtain aside and stood before me, completely naked. I sat there slack-jawed. All this casual nudity was breaking my brain.

"Come on," Kelsey said, "Like you haven't seen it all before."

"I've seen it," I said, "But I'm never getting over it. Holy fuck, Kelsey." I wasn't exaggerating, that girl had an apex body with perfect, pearl-drop tits, a wasp waist and flaring hips. OK, so she was missing a bit of a butt. But if the Maxim people ever caught Kelsey like this, they would never stop calling her. The blonde girl simply was the ideal.

Kelsey pulled a towel off the shelf and wrapped it around herself. She sat down on the side of the tub and sighed. "Like I said before, you don't get it. It's different when you're a girl. You sleep around and you're a whore, a skank, a slut. We don't have a mean word for guys who sleep around. They're just called guys."

I started to retort, but Kelsey stopped me.

"Ben, we're in Disney," she said, "Here amongst the Princesses, isn't it obvious? They're all pure and loving and happily ever after. The slut doesn't get the happy ending. She just gets screwed."

I didn't know what to say to that. I stared down at the tile. Counted all the little black and white squares. Wondered where it all had gone wrong. It had seemed so easy stepping into the bathroom. Just convince Kelsey that everything was OK. Now? I wondered why I even thought it was a good idea to try.

Kelsey stood up and started to get dressed.

"You're right," I said, "I don't know how all that works. I want you to be happy. This? It doesn't seem like you're happy. I feel like some of that's my fault and I'm sorry."

Kelsey smiled wanly. "I'm not mad," Kelsey said, "Not at you anyway. But I will be if you won't leave me alone. I've got a good thing with Kevin, and I'll never forgive you if you, or your stupid sexy girlfriend, ruin it. So stay away. OK?"

Kelsey pushed through the bathroom curtain. Kevin and Alyssa were both sitting on the bed in a way that looked off - like they'd been sitting way closer a second before. Kelsey practically growled at the two of them as she walked past.

Alyssa raised her eyebrow at me. So much for my special relationship with Kelsey. At least I knew better than to try and continue the conversation. Instead, I shrugged my surrender to the three of them and went back into the bathroom. I closed the curtain behind me and got into the shower. After all that, I needed a serious soaking.

*

We all showered, dressed, and made our way downstairs. Once again, Julia, Sarah, and Chloe were waiting for us by the hockey rink-shaped pool. Everyone smiled and nodded as we walked up. Julia let out a big, lazy-cat yawn. We were all too excited to admit we were probably all still sleepy from our adventures the day before.

We agreed to go to the lobby and grab coffee before we went to the park. The sun was still creeping over the horizon. The resort was still waking up. A few people walked past holding trays full of baked goods and eggs; modern hunter/gatherers returning with the catch for their waiting families.

Sarah came up from behind and sort of hip checked me. She was wearing a navy blue sleeveless top and a pair of short denim shorts. For most people, this was dressed down. For Sarah - her massive tits trying to rip their way out of her shirt like the Hulk after someone screws up his latte - this was just another way of sharing her incredible sexiness with the world.

"How'd you sleep?" Sarah asked, a big goofy smile on her face.

"Surprisingly well," I said, "You?"

"Same," she said, "Somehow I feel really refreshed. I guess I just had a great night."

"I get that."

"I slept OK, too," Chloe said, coming up on my other side. She was wearing a similar outfit to her sister's, though the two didn't need to dress the same to look a lot alike. Thinking Sarah was sexy meant enjoying Chloe in a similar way. The high school girl's chest was a little less outstanding, her backside was a bit more. "It would have been fine, except Sarah kept shaking our bed. I think she was rubbing one out."

Sarah suddenly stopped in place, like her feet had hit wet concrete. Her face went hot. "Chloe!"

The whole group froze and turned to stare at Sarah's little sister.

"What?" Chloe asked, "I thought we were all being open and stuff. I mean, after everything we did yesterday, I had to jill myself silly in the shower. Didn't everyone?"

Kelsey, Kevin, Alyssa, and I all shared a knowing look.

"I know I did," Julia said. My athletic roommate walked up from behind us. She had her brown hair back in the usual ponytail. Her athletic body looked so good, even in just a t-shirt and shorts. Julia put her arm around Chloe's shoulders and pulled her forward. "Come on, these prudes can catch up with us later."

"Well that was informative," Alyssa said, staring after them. She looked back at Sarah for a moment, then started to follow the two girls. Kevin and Kelsey went too. Sarah, though, just stood there. Still beet red.

"I didn't 'rub one out,'" Sarah said, indignant.

"OK," I said, offering her my hand, "Though I'll tell you, I'd be pretty turned on if you did. Especially if your sister was in bed with you when you did it."

Sarah looked at me for a moment, then shook her head. She grabbed my hand and we both started off after the group.

"Kelsey told me you had an incest fetish," Sarah said.

"I do not. I mean Kelsey's the one who... Oh fine whatever."

Sarah cackled malevolently. We didn't let go of each other's hands until we rejoined the rest of the group.

*

After we got coffees, we walked outside into the beating sun to grab our bus to Epcot. It was early, the park wasn't even open yet, but there were still plenty of people waiting in line with us.

On the bus, we managed to grab seats near each other. I sat next to Alyssa with Sarah on my other side. Kelsey and Kevin were facing us. Julia and Chloe, however, walked right past and sat in the back. The two of them were locked in conversation. Well, Julia was talking. Chloe was staring down at her feet like a dog that had wet the living room carpet too many times.

"I'm really looking forward to Epcot," Alyssa said, "I can't wait to go drinking around the world."

"Ugh, sounds like it'll turn into puking around the world if we're not careful," Sarah said, "I can't wait to do the Frozen ride."

"Yes to both," I said, "What about you guys?" I asked Kelsey and Kevin. They were sort of huddled next to each other.

"We're hoping to have some couple time," Kelsey said, glaring at all of us menacingly. I looked over at Alyssa and she shrugged.

*

Epcot was still closed when we arrived. We passed under the shadow of the massive geosphere - the multi-faceted silver globe dominated everything around it like a great shining moon - and got in line for security. Bag check was a bit more complicated than the day before (we'd smartly brought snacks and supplies this time), but we were ready to go when the gates opened.

The seven of us double-timed it under the giant golf ball and into Epcot proper. It was the beginning of another beautiful day with a pale blue sky and a bit of a breeze. Banal sci-fi-ish music played peacefully in the background, a strange contrast to our over-hurried pace. The whole area was very open with a retro-future vibe. Angular, glass buildings and swaths of concrete. Small bits of brush were set in places, but mostly it was just open ground, waiting to cook us once things got warm enough.

We followed the crowds forward but then swung off to the right. We went through a small tunnel advertising pictures with Mickey. Then everything opened up again, revealing a greenhouse-like building at the top of a large ramp. A sign in front said The Land. In smaller lettering under that, it announced our destination: Soarin'.

Inside, The Land building looked more like a shopping center to me than a Disney building. It didn't help that the bottom floor was basically a big food court. Above, the ceiling was lined with yellow and orange ribbons around a bunch of light blue spheres shaped to look like tiny hot air balloons. The place smelled a bit mall-ish, as well. Trust a Jersey guy on this.

We raced down the long escalator to the first floor and got right on line for Soarin'. They weren't letting anyone in yet, so we stood in the long hallway leading down to the ride and waited. This really was a weird building - with thin carpeting and taupe walls, it felt like we were in line to meet the CEO, not go on a thrilling, simulated hang glider ride.

Finally at our destination, I was able to rest. I leaned against the wall and tried to catch my breath. Man, I really needed to get back to working out once we got back home. Everyone looked a bit beat from the walk-sprint over to the ride. Julia and Kelsey both leaned against the opposite wall, chatting about school. Alyssa and Kevin were flopped onto the ground, laughing about something. Sarah and Chloe were behind us, also sitting on the floor. I went over to join them.

"I'm really sorry, Sis," Chloe said, "Julia gave me a talking to on the way over. I thought we were having fun. Playing around. Well, anyway, I need to be better about my boundaries."

"It's OK," Sarah said, "This setup, it's weird for all of us."

"I understand," I said, sliding down to sit next to them, "It's not like there's a set of rules on the Internet on how to conduct a... Well whatever the heck you want to call all this."

"Thanks for understanding, both of you," Chloe said. She turned to her sister, "Hey, at least I didn't say whose name you cried out when you came, right?"

Sarah went bright red all over again.

*

The ride was awesome, it really felt like flying. Over orange groves and around skyscrapers. Which I think was the problem.

As soon as I stepped off, I felt wrong. Dizzy, like someone had been shaking me up and down for an hour and now I couldn't get my balance back. I stumbled back out to the food court and fell into an empty seat in the food court. The rest of the group came up behind me. Even sitting, the stupid world refused to stop spinning.

"I think I'm a little motion sick," I said.

"You going to throw up?" Julia asked, stepping back to give me room. Sarah came over and rubbed my back. Everyone else sort of circled around me, like I was about to dispense some great wisdom.

"No, I think I'm OK," I said, "Just feel off, that's all."

"I think it's best if you rest," Kelsey said, "Your body will settle down and you'll feel better."

"Not leaving me to die, after all?" I asked.

"Not yet," Kelsey said, "If you pass away now I'd miss the rest of Disney."

I shook my head ruefully, then regretted it. The whole room seemed to tilt on its axis. Everyone standing and staring didn't help the situation. Sarah squeezed my shoulders, tenderly. "Let us know if there's anything you need," she said.

"No, it's OK," I said, "You guys should all go and have some fun. I don't need a babysitter. Just a break."

"You sure?" Alyssa asked.

"I'll feel way worse if I keep you guys from having a good time," I said.

"Well, Kevin and I are going to go do Test Track," Kelsey said. She grabbed her boyfriend's hand and started leading him over to the escalator.

"Oh, I wanted to do that one, too," Alyssa said.

"You should totally come with us," Kevin said. I saw Kelsey deflate like a late-evening Macy's parade balloon.

"OK, awesome!" Alyssa said, and jogged over to join the K couple. "You don't mind do you, babe?"



"Not at all," I said. Kelsey shot Alyssa and I a look that said she, on the other hand, absolutely did mind. But the beautiful blonde didn't say anything.

"I feel like someone should stay with Ben," Sarah said, "Just in case." To make her point clear, the buxom brunette sat down in one of the chairs next to me.

"You and I could go do something, Julia," Chloe said, "You know, if that's OK?"

"I suppose," Julia said. She was looking at Sarah and I oddly. As if she was calculating something in her head as she stared at us. "I mean, yeah. Yes. Of course. You want to go up in the big golf ball?"

Chloe enthusiastically agreed, and both girls took off, leaving me and Sarah sitting at the table.

"Have fun you two!" Alyssa called from the top of the escalator. I felt my phone buzz in my pocket. A text from Alyssa. "And if you do, send pics!"

I laughed, but it only made me feel worse. We watched our friends drift up the escalator and out of sight. I put my head in my hands, like I needed to hold it still. Sarah lightly brushed my back.

"I'm going to get something to eat," Sarah said, standing up. She sounded so jaunty and it dragged me down. "I skipped breakfast and I'm starving. Plus, I bet you'll feel better after a snack."

I started to snap at Sarah - my head was bothering me, not my stomach - but I held it back. Instead I nodded. Sarah gave my shoulder one last squeeze and started over to Sunshine Seasons. As she went, I couldn't resist appreciating her body: I was sick, not dead. Sure, she didn't have her little sister's incredible backside, but Sarah had a nice, bubbly bottom all the same. It shook alluringly, as she walked away.

While I waited, I did my best to unwind. The line for Soarin' had practically tripled in size since we got off. It made me feel good about getting to Epcot so early. The sign said the wait was already over an hour and I couldn't imagine doing the ride that way. Or much of anything, for that matter.

The rest of The Land was getting busier, but not by much. A few people were getting food along with Sarah. Chip and Dale's breakfast restaurant on the other side of the building seemed crowded, but not full. As long as you didn't look at the line for Soarin', it really felt like a nice, lazy morning at The Land.

Sarah came back carrying a tray of food and I found myself eyeing her all over again. This was the brunette's better angle, after all. I know everyone's eyes went straight to her chest, but Sarah actually had a very pretty face. Deep brown eyes and full, bow-shaped lips. Her long hair sort of golden brown in the light.

Sarah always seemed to have a bit of a smile on her face - like she was perpetually having a good day. Not that she couldn't frown or be sad. I'd seen that Sarah, too. As recently as the evening before, in fact. But when Sarah was happy, man, it made all of existence seem about 10% brighter.

And yeah, her tits were huge and awesome. So there was that.

Sarah put the tray down on the table and sat next to me. She'd gotten us a couple of Danishes, some coffee, and a cup of orange juice. One sip of the juice and I felt worlds better. I was so glad I hadn't yelled at her before, because I would have had to apologize right there. Maybe I was less motion sick and more low on blood sugar. I ate as much as I could without looking like a pig. Then I ate a bit more.

I didn't feel perfect after eating breakfast, but I felt way better. I told Sarah so and gave her a quick kiss on the cheek. She turned and pointed to her mouth.

"This would be a real thank you," she said. I gave her a look, like I was thinking about it. Well, Alyssa had told the two of us to have fun. And I could only imagine what parts of Kevin and Kelsey my redheaded girlfriend might be kissing as the day went on.

"Only to be polite," I said. I leaned in and gave Sarah a kiss on the lips. It was nothing special. We didn't swap tongues or anything. But it was still electric, illicit, and Sarah's silly smile after made it feel all the moreso.

I stood and stretched. Amazing what time, a bit of food, and some Sarah could do for my constitution.

"Want to try a ride?" Sarah asked. She pointed over to a sign on the other side of the building that said, "Living with the Land" in bright yellow letters. There was a line of boats waiting, but barely any people. The ride looked pretty tame, and I was feeling better, so why not?

We walked over and basically got right on. Sarah held my arm tight and rested her head on my shoulder. "If it's boring, we can make out," she said.

"I'm pretty sure this is a serious discussion about the environment," I said, "Not the love canal."

"No, but if you're behaved you might be able to experience my love canal, later," Sarah said. Her flirt game was clearly rusty. "Oh, like you can do better," she said and punched me for good measure.

"Is that your way of saying you want to do it like Julia?" I asked.

Sarah shook her head. Then she whispered in my ear. "I prefer it my way. And I'm pretty sure you do, too."

I didn't outright agree with her. But I didn't exactly argue, either.

*

Living with the Land was pretty dry, but we had a good time regardless. It was basically a long slow boat ride through a Disney greenhouse. The journey was pleasant, slow paced, and oddly enjoyable.

We did not make out throughout. But, I may have missed some key parts during a random kiss or two. Nothing inappropriate, I promise. Just had to make sure Sarah's mouth was still working properly.

Compared to everything I'd done so far, this was nothing. Less than nothing, really. A few clandestine kisses that didn't even involve tongue while we floated past cacti and tilapia. It would have made for the least sexy porno ever.

But I guess that was kind of the problem too. Because this - more than the handjobs and the boob grabs and the swapperoo with Kelsey and Kevin - this felt like cheating. Like Alyssa had said, once feelings get involved it stops being just for fun. And while Sarah and I might not have been touching in a way that was inappropriate, we were absolutely pounding each other with feelings. And the worst part of it was, the only thing I felt bad about was when we had to stop.

After we got off (The ride! I swear we were both behaved), Sarah got a text from Chloe that she was waiting for us outside.

"Julia wants to go do Mission: Space, but that's too much for me," Chloe texted. We went back outside and found Sarah's sister sitting on a bench outside The Land, bathing in the bright sun. The day had started warm but now it was quite hot. The lack of shade anywhere only exacerbated the heat of the day. Winter seemed hundreds of miles away. Which, to be fair, is geographically accurate.

"Chloe gets motion sick easily," Sarah explained while her sister gave us both a hello hug, "It's why we did mostly character stuff yesterday."

"Yet you were fine on Soarin'," I said, rubbing my head ruefully. I was better than before, but I still felt a bit jostled.

"I closed my eyes," Chloe said, "I didn't want to look like a big weenie in front of the other girls."

"No, apparently, I'm the big weenie," I said.

"That's what I'd heard," Chloe said, then winked at me. Both sisters laughed. "Ooooh, Ben's turning red! I think I got him, Sar."

"You are looking a bit sunburned there, buddy," Sarah said, "Maybe we should get you inside."

I shook my head, but I let both girls lead me across the courtyard to the other nearby building: The Seas. Since we didn't have kids, we decided to skip the whole Conversation with Crush thing, and instead walked around and looked at the fish.

With her sister there, Sarah stayed on her best behavior. The three of us together felt very comfortable, though. Instead of obsessing over what I should or shouldn't be doing, I enjoyed the girls' company.

At one point, Sarah wandered off and I found myself standing next to Chloe, just the two of us. She really was a smaller version of her sister - their faces were very similar. They had the same light brown hair, the same caramel eyes, even a similar build. Of course, Chloe was missing her sister's massive assets, but her perfect butt more than made up for it. Nothing wrong with that.

I'd spent so much time eyeing Chloe up, I realized we hadn't really talked at all. She seemed sweet. Funny. Obviously very smart. But I hadn't really looked beyond the label of Sarah's Lesbian Little Sister.

"It's OK," Chloe said, "It's not like I've taken much time to know you beyond The Guy My Sister is Totally in Love With."

We were both looking in a little cylindrical aquarium, the blue water dusty from the sand. A bright green seahorse swam by. Barely noticeable through the brown dust that obscured its living space.

"Sarah's not in love with me," I said.

"Sure," Chloe said.

"Seriously, she told me she wants to be single."

"There's what you want and there's what you want to want," Chloe said, "And those things don't always match up."

"What about you?" I said, "You said you had a serious girlfriend back home. Is she what you want?"

"We're not that serious," Chloe said, "Besides we're in high school. Anyone who says they know what they want in high school is kidding themselves. Or crazy."

"I hate to break it to you, but college isn't exactly a font of self-knowledge either," I said.

"You don't know what you want?" Chloe asked, teasingly

"I'd think that was pretty obvious," I said.

"I suppose. I mean, if I had to choose between Julia, Kelsey, Alyssa, and Sarah, I might be pretty confused, too. Those girls are hot. And yes I'm allowed to say that about my own sister."

"I'm not choosing between any of them," I said, "They're people, not ice cream flavors."

"If they were ice cream, you could stack them all up one by one and lick them top to bottom," Chloe said. She wet her lips and my eyes nearly popped out of my head.

"You're a very strange girl, Chloe," I said. She shrugged, as if to say that this was not news to her.

"Hang on," she said, "I want to try something." She reached for my shoulders and pulled me close. Before I could breathe, Chloe's lips were on mine. Her tongue snaked into my mouth. I nearly fell back, but quickly recovered. Did my best to give as good as I got.

Suddenly the fear took hold of me. Where was Sarah? I looked around for her frantically. She might have been OK with me kissing another girl, but her sister? I seriously doubted it.

Chloe pulled back and tasted at her lips. "Weird," she said. Not exactly the response I was hoping for, admittedly. "I mean, good. Just not as good as yesterday. You seemed a bit distracted. But still, way more than I'd expect from kissing a boy. My big sister might be on to something."

"Hey!" I felt a hand on my shoulder and saw Sarah standing next to me. She crossed her arms in front of her chest.

"Oh! Hi. Chloe and I were just..."

"How was kissing my sister?" Sarah asked.

Once again, my cheeks grew hot. Clearly, I needed to see a doctor as soon as possible for this debilitating condition. "Well, I mean. She leaned in and I..."

"Oh, calm down. I'm the one who told her to kiss you," Sarah said, then turned to her sister "How was he, Chloe?"

"Almost as good as the first time," Chloe said, "Seriously, I don't know what's wrong with me."

"I'm not that bad," I said. I was relieved to not be in trouble with Sarah, but this was starting to hurt my feelings a bit.

"It's a compliment," Sarah said, "Trust me." Then, since things couldn't possibly get more uncomfortable, I felt my phone shaking in my shorts. It was Alyssa. Of course.

"Kelsey isn't playing nice," my girlfriend whined as soon as I answered.

"What's up?" Sarah asked.

"Is that Sarah?" Alyssa asked. "Do you have any pics for me?"

"No," I said through gritted teeth. I walked away a little, to get out of Sarah's earshot. Why were these girls all trying to get me in trouble? "We're wandering around the aquarium."

"Seriously? Not even a kiss?" Alyssa asked.

"I thought you didn't like Sarah," I said.

"I don't trust her. There's a big difference. I tried to hate her, trust me, but I couldn't. She's a really nice girl, Ben," Alyssa said. As if I didn't already know that. "So you're feeling better?"

"I'm getting there," I said, "How about you? Are you behaving?"

"Oh, don't you worry. I'm being a gooooood girl," Alyssa said, "No thanks to Kelsey. I don't think your talk with her this morning did all that much."

"I'm sorry Alyssa," I said, "I really did try."

"It's not your fault. In any case, we're all ready to eat. Want to meet up in Germany for lunch?"

I called Sarah and Chloe over and we all agreed to start walking over to Disney's Deutschland. Sarah made a joke about craving some tubed meat, but I did my best to ignore it. That was still my girlfriend on the phone, no matter how open-minded she might be.

"Try not to get in too much trouble on the way over," Alyssa said.

"We're all being behaved, I promise," I said. I mean, it was sort of true. In a way.

"That reminds me," Alyssa said, "How was kissing Chloe?"

I nearly dropped my phone.

*

The walk to Germany was a bit of a hike, but hunger made it easy to press on through. We went back through the center of Epcot, past the geodome, and straight out of Future World. Walking past everything, I should have felt at least a mild case of FOMO, but it looked like almost everything was either closed or under construction. This was going to be a very different place in a few years, but at the moment there wasn't all that much to be excited about.

When we got to the World Showcase, we turned left toward Mexico and started making our way through the countries. Sarah grabbed my hand and squeezed it tight. Chloe took my other one and held it, too. Then both of them leaned over and gave me a kiss on the cheek. There was something final about it, like they were saying goodbye to our morning. Moving on.

No feelings, I reminded myself. If all these girls could do it, so could I.

"You told Alyssa you were going to kiss me?" I asked Chloe as we went from Mexico to Norway. The giant Aztec pyramid gave way to Scandinavian huts. We passed a couple of topiaries shaped like Anna and Elsa.

Chloe nodded. "I thought I should ask before, you know, doing stuff," she said.

"You didn't ask me," I said. Sarah and Chloe both gave me a look, as if to say 'seriously?' I waved them off with a smile.

"That kiss you gave me in the car yesterday," Chloe said, "It kind of... Well, I talked to Sarah and we agreed that I should try it again. Make sure it wasn't a one-time thing. But then I had to ask Alyssa if it was OK, too. I don't want to get you in trouble with your girlfriend."

Well that was different - most of these girls seemed to delight in the idea of causing me trouble. "To be fair," I said, "I think it would take a lot to upset Alyssa."

"You never know," Chloe said, "I've met a lot of girls who talk big till it's time. Then suddenly they shrink away."

"Yeah, that's not Alyssa," I said. "Wait, Sarah, does that mean you asked Alyssa if it was OK to kiss me, too?"

Sarah smiled and held up her phone and showed me the text she'd gotten from my girlfriend. The screen said, "Make sure to make out with Ben."

"Also, apparently I owe her pics?" Sarah said, "She's going to be disappointed, I think."

"My girlfriend is upset because I didn't do more with another woman," I said, "What a weird existence."

"It's a great life if you can live it," Sarah said, then smiled.

*

The restaurant in Germany was set up like a huge beer hall (shocker). Long wooden tables stretched out from a small stage. Even though we were inside a building during the middle of the day, it felt like we were sitting outdoors in early evening, lit by hanging lights under a dark blue sky.

Usually they sat people at shared tables, but the seven of us were enough to claim a full seating for ourselves. A woman dressed in 'traditional' garb with blonde, braided pig tails came over and took our drink orders. Alyssa, Kevin, Julia, and Sarah ordered beers. Chloe and I got sodas - she was too young for alcohol and I didn't want to risk it with my dizzy spell still casting its shadow over everything.

Then Kelsey ordered a beer. All of us turned, surprised. Kelsey was barely nineteen, let alone twenty-one. But no one said anything as she reached into her purse and handed the server her ID. I tried to look at the thin white card, but I couldn't see anything. The waitress looked, nodded, and handed it back to Kelsey before heading off to get our drinks. Kelsey pocketed her license, giving all of us a mischievous smile.

"What?" she said, "I have a friend back at school who hooked me up with a fake."

I shook my head, but I didn't say anything. We all got up with our plates to take advantage of the buffet. The food was set up a short walk away from our table. There were plenty of the expected options - various sausages and sauerkraut - as well as more generic fare like mac and cheese.

I got in line for hand-carved beef and I found myself standing next to Kevin. The girls were all fawning over the desserts a few tables away, so it was just the two of us.

"Having fun?" I asked.

"When Kelsey lets me," he said and chuckled ruefully. "When you did that trip last summer, was she like this?"

"Like what?" I asked. Had I learned my lesson from my fiasco with Julia's now ex-boyfriend? You bet your ass I did.

"I don't know," Kevin said, "All uptight. Nervous. I mean, even at school she's not this bad. I get that I'm her first real boyfriend and she isn't into certain stuff. But still, this is like being back in high school all over again."

"Kelsey's sort of a late bloomer," I said, "Seriously, she used to be super dorky. Braces, gangly, the whole thing."

Kevin snorted, like he found it hard to believe.

"I'm not kidding," I said, "You just have to give her time to get comfortable. She'll open up."

"You mean like last night?" Kevin asked.

I hesitated. Kevin didn't seem upset but reminding him of our newly minted Eskimo brotherhood seemed like a bad idea. I started to stammer, but Kevin continued on, smiling broadly like it was nothing.

"I mean, I trust you," Kevin said, "Like you told me before, you've known Kelsey a long time. And you're dating Alyssa. I mean, fuck, anybody who can get a girl like that must know what he's doing."

I smiled at him, nervously. The more Kevin talked, the less I found myself able to speak. After all, I was supposed to be jealous of the handsome, clean cut Kevin. Not the other way around.

After we both got our roast beef, we started to walk back to the table.

"How'd you guys meet?" Kevin asked as we sat down. I looked over at the buffet and saw that the girls were all still getting food. Wasting valuable plate space on salads and such. What a bunch of noobs.

"Me and Alyssa?" I asked, "We met in a poetry class if you can believe that. I made her laugh, I think."

"And the whole 'open relationship' thing?" Kevin asked, "How long did you have to work to get her to agree to that?"

"Are you kidding?" I asked, "That was all Alyssa."

"Seriously?" Kevin said, "Fucking hell."

I could tell he was about to ask me more questions, but the girls all came back and sat down. Alyssa next to me and Kelsey across from us with Kevin.

Loud oompah music started playing and a group of men in lederhosen stepped out onto the stage. They started playing some drinking songs. A bunch of kids crowded at the front of the stage to listen.

"This place is fun," Alyssa said.

"It's like a perfect recreation of what Americans think Germany is like," Kevin said.



"You've been?" I asked.

"I have a grandfather in Baden," Kevin said, "I spent a couple of summers there."

"Sounds amazing," Alyssa said, "I've been to Europe a bunch of times but never Germany."

"Where at?" Kevin asked. I let the two of them drop off into travel geekdom. Since her boyfriend was locked in the same conversation, I decided to engage Kelsey, instead.

"Alyssa told me you're not playing well with others," I said.

"I don't really care what Alyssa thinks," Kelsey said.

On the other hand, maybe it was time for me to try the meatballs.

*

We all had a 1pm Fastpass for the Frozen ride in Norway. We'd reserved a few rides this way throughout the week. Mostly just the ones whose waits could easily eclipse two hours. Being able to plan ahead helped a lot with Disney.

So, once we were finished eating, we marched en masse back toward Norway. Post-meal everyone was pretty quiet. Even though we weren't all couples, we paired up anyway. Alyssa walked with me while Kevin and Kelsey went ahead of us. Sarah and Chloe walked together, too, while Julia, the only uncoupled one, led the way.

We paused in China and explored the shopping areas. Lots of stuffed pandas and giant, folding fans. It didn't feel like we were in another country, exactly, but it was definitely a very different experience than being in Germany.

Soon, it was time for our ride, so we crossed the border into Norway. The line for Frozen was so long, it went right out of the country. Fortunately, our wristbands got us around the wait and right onto the ride. We all climbed onto one boat (another boat, I know. I swear it felt like everything was on the water those first few days) and took off.

In that moment, I felt really good. The animatronics on the Frozen ride were amazing, like nothing I'd seen before. Olaf in particular, leaning over and talking to us as we passed. My stomach was full of various cured and salted meats. The air breathed clean and cold.

For the first time since Soarin', I felt like myself. Making out with Sarah had been fun. Chloe was also suddenly interesting. I was sitting next to Alyssa, my oh-so attractive girlfriend, in Disney - enjoying everything around me.

We slid into Elsa's ice castle. She started singing her famous anthem, "Let it Go." And I felt the meaning in my heart. Don't worry so much, it said, everything will work itself out.

Elsa banished us from her castle with a wave and the boat dropped backwards. My head snapped along with it. And I realized, suddenly, that I was on my last ride for the day.

*

If I'd felt a little jostled before, this was like a full-on earthquake. I really did think I might throw up, right in the middle of Norway. If anything, just from embarrassment. What kind of loser gets sick on the freaking Frozen ride, anyway?

I sat/fell onto a bench overlooking the central lake. My head felt like an undercooked egg, all warm and sloshy. It wasn't awful - I wasn't heading to the hospital or anything. Just the lingering malaise that made my whole world feel like it was a snowglobe, set on angle.

The girls, once again, formed a protective circle around me. Even Kelsey, previously so cold, showed her concern.

"I'm OK," I said, "Really I'm fine." But they weren't hearing any of it. Alyssa sat by my side while Sarah ran and got me a cup of ice water. All this attention would have been pleasant if I hadn't felt so pitiful.

"You'll be fine in a bit," Chloe said, leaning back against the railing in front of the lake, "But I'd recommend staying off rides for the rest of the day." I remembered that Chloe also had problems with motion sickness, so I figured she was a good expert to listen to.

I drank my cold water and felt a little better. Not nauseous anymore, at least, which was a good start.

"This is a good park to feel dizzy in," Sarah said. Once she'd brought back the water, she'd started lightly rubbing my shoulders. I'm not sure what it was supposed to do for me, but it seemed to make her feel better, so I wasn't complaining. "I mean, if you have to be off, Epcot is good. There's lots of things to walk around and see. No need for rides."

"Yes," Chloe said, "I mean, just visiting the different nations is pretty awesome."

"I don't know dude," Julia said, standing right in front of me and squinting through the sun, "What's the point of the park without rides?"

"Well you can go do them on your own then," Sarah said and glared right at my roomie.

Julia stared back at Sarah, her jaw slightly open. Her mouth started to form words, but no sound came out. She'd been joking around, I could tell. But getting verbally slapped by Sarah - now she really was upset.

"You know what?" Julia said, "Fine. You all would just leave me out of all the fun, anyway." She nodded curtly and started to walk away.

"Here, we'll come with you," Kelsey said. She grabbed Kevin's hand and pulled him forward. But then she paused, gave both Julia and Kevin a wait sign. The beautiful blonde walked back over to me and gave me a light kiss on the forehead. "I'll talk to her," Kelsey said, "You just get better soon, OK." Then the three of them took off.

"Wow," Alyssa said, "I don't think I've ever seen Julia so upset before. Even after Brandon broke up with her."

"Well, she was being rude," Sarah said.

"You should go, too, guys," I said, "I don't know how long I'm going to be on this bench and you've still got a whole day to go have fun."

"This was going to be my day, anyway," Chloe said, "I can't really do a lot of rides. Honestly, I'm happy to have someone else going my speed. Not that I want you to get sick or anything. I mean..."

"It's fine, Chloe," I said, "I get it. Thank you."

"And I'm going to stay with my sister," Sarah said, "If that's OK with everyone."

"Honestly, sis," Chloe said, "I'm sure Alyssa and Ben are more than enough chaperone for me."

"Alyssa and Ben are the ones I'm worried about," Sarah said, but she smiled as she said it.

We stayed at that bench for a while, till the spinning slowed to a slight rocking. Still, even as I felt myself recenter, I knew my day of excitement was pretty much done. Sitting was getting boring, however, so we got up and started to walk through the nations. We started in China, then went back through Germany and into Italy.

There, we found a seat on a stone bench in front of a large fountain. I let my head loll back. It was nice to just enjoy the atmosphere and watch the people walk by. Alyssa sat next to me while Sarah and Chloe went to get some coffees.

"Do you think you're feeling well enough to go on a ride?" Alyssa asked. She kicked her legs like a little girl.

"Not even close," I said. "But you don't have to babysit me. I'm a big boy."

"Don't I know it," Alyssa said. I gave her a side-eyed look. I really needed a girlfriend in that moment, not a fuck friend. "Sorry, old habit."

"If you want to go with the others, I understand," I said.

"No, I want to be here for you," Alyssa said, but she was staring off as she said it. Like her mind was in another place entirely.

When Sarah and Chloe came back, we all got up and went into the United States. That section has a stage show about the history of our country, and we decided that I could handle that. We went up the escalators past all the flags and filed into the large theater. The chairs weren't comfortable, but it did feel nice to sit in the cool air.

The show was good, another example of amazing animatronics. It didn't give me 'the feels' or anything, but I enjoyed it. Afterwards, we got up and went back out into the sun. It was a beautiful day and being indoors reminded me of how much I wanted to enjoy the outdoors. I walked over to the lake and leaned against the railing, watching the other nations across the way.

Epcot is odd, the World Showcase ever moreso. It works so hard to recreate the feel of each individual location, it ends up feeling like nowhere at all. Standing in America and staring out over Canadian mountains, Mexican pyramids, and the Eiffel Tower is weird. And yet somehow it all knits together in a way that makes a strange sense. Of course, the world is this way. How else should it be?

Alyssa came over to the railing and smooched my cheek. "I'm sure some of your other parts could use kisses, too," she said to me. I smiled.

"There is a public bathroom over there," I said, pointing behind us.

"Cute," Alyssa said, "I'm glad you feel well enough to joke around, at least." She kissed me on the lips.

"Come on guys, you keep making out and Chloe's going to want to try Ben again," Sarah said. She and her sister walked over and stood next to us. Chloe smacked her sister's shoulder.

"She's more than welcome to try me," Alyssa said, "Just to be sure."

Without a word, Chloe went right up to Alyssa, took the redhead's head in her hands, and kissed her, hard, on the mouth. Alyssa gasped, but then the two of them drifted into each other.

"Well that was surprising," I said.

"Not if you know Chloe," Sarah replied, "She's very scientific."

"Yes," I said, "That's what this is. Science."

The two women broke apart. Alyssa's face flushed in all the right ways. Chloe cocked her head.

"That was good," Chloe said, "But it wasn't the same as Ben."

"Really?" Alyssa said, "That felt pretty damn great to me."

"Looked good, too," I said.

"If you'd like I can try Ben again," Chloe said, sighing like she was offering to take on a thankless, time-consuming project.

"No, that's alright," Alyssa said, "I think that's enough for one nation. Maybe save some frenching for France."

*

We shopped in Japan and Morocco, and then went into L'Artisan des Glaces in France to get ice cream. There was nowhere to sit inside, so we found a small metal table out in the square to eat and enjoy the atmosphere. Despite Alyssa's earlier joke, no tongues were exchanged.

After, we saw Princess Belle over in a gazebo. Chloe wanted a picture so all four of us waited in line with her. Alyssa and I stood with the princess and then Sarah and Chloe went. Again, Sarah wouldn't so much as take out her phone to take a picture. She'd pose, but she wouldn't shoot. Belle was very polite during our photo, pointing out I had three lovely princesses to accompany me. I didn't know what to say, so I just stammered something about carrying a magic charm with me.

"You'd better believe it," Sarah said, then gasped and covered her mouth. Belle just smiled and laughed, prettily.

After the character meeting, we went on to England and finally, Canada. It was hard to get too excited about the last nation, considering I lived about a forty-minute drive from the border. Still, we stayed and watched the Martin Short movie. Nothing too thrilling, but that was my speed, by that point.

We had dinner reservations in Mexico, and mealtime wasn't too far off by that point. So, we walked around the empty side of the lake, past the generic gift shops. By this time my dizziness had mostly subsided, replaced by a dull ache in my feet and legs. I'd thought I was in shape - I bet even The Rock feels like he needs to put more time in at the gym after a day in Disney.

When we got to the big pyramid, Kelsey, Kevin, and Julia were already waiting for us.

"How are you feeling, buddy?" Kevin asked me as we walked up the steps to the restaurant. I told him I felt much better, but that I was probably off rides till the next day. He nodded and clapped me on the back.

"How are things with you?" I asked, nodding over towards Kelsey and Julia.

"Jules has been pouty all day," he said, "Don't know what that's about. Kelsey seems happier though. I think the 'couple time' has helped out."

Inside the building, it was permanent twi-night. There were several shops selling Mexican-style art - lots of Day of the Dead stuff. In the distance, a volcano rumbled and spewed orange light. It was strangely transportive, standing there. The magic of Disney taking us to yet another place, entirely.

They seated us near the railing at the front. Again, everyone ordered alcohol except for myself and Chloe. Honestly, based on the prices for drinks, I was beginning to think that sobriety might be a healthy choice both for me and my wallet.

We were so close to the front that we could looking over the rail and see the boats going by us for the Gran Fiesta Tour ride.

"We did that," Kelsey said, pointing to the water, "It was weird but also a lot of fun."

"I'm sorry I missed it," Alyssa said.

"I think after dinner we should split up again," I said, "Let these poor girls get on some rides rather than having to take care of me."

"Seems like caring for you should lead to more rides, not less," Kelsey said with a smile. Both Kevin and I looked at her. "What? Everyone can be flirty but me?"

We had a nice meal. The food was fine, but the atmosphere was lovely. I really felt like I was sitting in some outdoor cafe. Sure, it was fake Mexico (Fexico?), but it felt comfortable and warm and I could've rested there for hours. After dinner, we went back outside. It was a weird transition. I was so used to the almost-night inside, stepping out into the pure darkness of actual night felt odd.

Immediately, the group started planning. Kelsey was talking about going back on Soarin'. Kevin was itching to take on Test Track. Alyssa wanted to start drinking around the world. It all sounded fun, but it also reminded me that I couldn't enjoy much of anything.

"Hey guys, I think I'm just going to go back to the hotel and sleep," I said.

"Sure," Kevin said, looking at both me and Alyssa, "Sleep."

"No, seriously," I said, "Alyssa, you should go have fun. I feel like if I rest I'll be ready for Animal Kingdom tomorrow."

"Taking a break really is the best plan," Chloe said, "When I get really bad, it's the only thing that helps."

"Hey Ben, if you really are going back I have one request," Kelsey said, "I think we should change up rooms tonight. You know, that way everyone gets to sleep with everyone else."

We all paused and stared at her.

"Not like that! Jeez, you guys are dirty. I just mean, like, if I want to spend a night with Julia, or Sarah or... OK, this isn't getting any better."

"I get it," I said, "That's fine. I don't mind switching. But I have no way to get into the other room."

"We can go with you," Sarah said, "Chloe and I. We'll let you into our room, then go back to the parks."

"Are you sure?" I asked, "That seems like a lot."

"It's no problem," Chloe said, "We weren't going to do too much more tonight, anyway."

I looked at everyone else, waiting for an objection. But Alyssa just leaned over and whispered in my ear, "Pics. Seriously, don't let me down."

"Only if you send me some, too," I whispered back.

"Really?" Alyssa asked, the excitement leaking into her voice, "You're sure?"

"Yes," I said, "We're both supposed to be having fun, after all."

*

Sarah, Chloe and I made our way back to the entrance, using the big golf ball as our guide. On the way out, we stopped in the gift store, Mouse Gear. Sarah bought herself a headband with pink, Minnie polka dots that she promptly put on. I got a three-quarter sleeved Mickey t-shirt, and Chloe bought a large, knee-length pj with Tinkerbell on it.

When we walked out, the fireworks show was starting. We didn't have the best view, but we stayed to watch and listen. Afterwards, the crowds really started heading for the exit, and we followed them. As we left, I noticed the ground lighting up beneath us. There were these little golden stars embedded in the grey concrete that slowly warmed when someone stepped on them. It was such a neat little touch, the kind of thing that most people seemed to miss. Yet it made all the difference to the magical feel of Epcot.

We had a bit of a wait for our bus, but finally it showed up and we got on. We got seats in the back as the bus filled up with families and young children. Everyone was either way older than us or far younger. I felt like a huge loser going home.

"You're going back to your hotel room with two gorgeous women," Chloe said, "I don't think you're a loser."

I smiled. I supposed she was right.

*

About halfway through the ride, Alyssa sent me her first text. It was a picture of her kissing Kelsey on the cheek. They were both holding up beers, like they were toasting the beginning of a wild evening. Drinking around the world was clearly leading somewhere interesting.

As we walked back from the bus stop, I got a few more pics from my girlfriend. Alyssa kissing Kelsey on the lips. Alyssa getting a kiss from Kevin and Kelsey at the same time. A shot where my redheaded girlfriend clearly had her hand on Kelsey's boob while a male hand, I assumed Kevin's, was groping my girlfriend's tit. "Wish you were here," she wrote.

We went back to my hotel room first and I collected my things. I threw everything into my suitcase and then wheeled it down the steps and around the far side. When we got to the door, Sarah waved her wrist band and opened it.

"Here it is, in all its glory," she said. It was almost an exact mirror of my other room, including the mess of clothes all over the floor. Since Julia and I were switching rooms, we picked up her things and packed them up so she could just grab her bag when she got back.

"Well, that's that," Sarah said once we were done. I sat down on the bed and it sighed along with me. Our first full day in the World had been such a bust. I started to pull my socks off and get ready for bed.

"Ready to head back to the park?" Chloe asked her sister. Sarah stared at me, like she was processing something.

"Hang on," she said, "There's one more thing I have to do."

Sarah walked back into the hotel room and stood over me. I stared up at her face as best I could, around her tremendous tits.

"You have the nicest eyes," Sarah said, looking down at me, "From a distance they're brown, but when you look closer they're the deepest shade of green. Really beautiful."

I felt my cheeks go warm and I tried to look away. It was such an honest compliment, coming from out of nowhere that I think even Sarah was surprised to say it. She held my gaze though, affectionate.

"Now Ben," Sarah continued, "I hope you don't mind, but there isn't a lot of room in here and I need to sit."

Without another word, Sarah spun around and planted herself right on my lap. I hadn't been hard sitting there, but my cock leapt straight up in seconds. Sarah ground her butt back against my erection and groaned. God I'd missed that.

I heard a little chuckle. I looked around Sarah to see Chloe leaned against the door frame, staring at us both and shaking her head. "I should have known that was too easy," Sarah's little sister said.

"Go ahead, sis," Sarah said, "I'll catch up in a little bit." But Chloe didn't go anywhere. Instead she let the door close behind her and she stood there, watching us. My cock didn't care who was looking, and I ground it upward into Sarah's ass. I leaned forward and put my lips on her neck.

Sarah moaned, but then sort of squirmed. "Ben, I'm looking right at my little sister," she said.

"I'll go somewhere you don't see me," Chloe said. She stepped off to the side, back behind us I didn't know where. I kissed Sarah's neck again and this time she acquiesced. She wasn't going to let her sister's curiosity get in the way of her own desire, clearly.

Both of us rubbed our crotches against each other, gasping for breath. Even through layers of clothing, it felt so good to be pressing my sex into Sarah. Still, there was far more I thought we ought to be doing. I reached down, found the hem of Sarah's blouse, and pulled it up over her head. She lifted her arms to let me, and I carefully stretched it over her head to avoid knocking her polka-dot Minnie ears out of place.



I immediately went back to kissing Sarah's neck, her bare shoulders. Her skin somehow tan despite the fact that we'd only been in warm weather for two days. Of course, I couldn't keep my attention from Sarah's prime assets for too long, however.

She was wearing a black, lacy bra. Something far racier than I'd expect from the demure girl. How Sarah found a bra that could even contain her mountainous mammaries was a mystery to me, and I resolved to relieve the poor, overstretched piece of cloth from its misery.

As I continued kissing at Sarah's shoulders, I reached back with my free hand. I slid one finger through the one, two, three... holy fuck... brackets of her bra and then, simply snapped them open. The underwear was so tight around Sarah's chest, I half expected it to simply explode off her like a rubber band. But instead the bra simply fell forward. I used my teeth to pull down the shoulder straps, baring Sarah's incredible breasts.

I knew I shouldn't be so focused on them - Sarah herself had once complimented me for seeing her as more than just a pair of boobs - but in that moment I couldn't help myself. My hands shot right out and grabbed at Sarah's tits, kneading and squeezing hungrily.

Sarah didn't seem to mind, either. She laid her head back on my shoulder. I noticed she'd stopped grinding, as well. Just let the sensations wash over her.

My phone buzzed on the bedspread next to us.

"You need to get that?" Sarah asked.

"It's only Alyssa sending us dirty pictures," I said, "I can look later."

"Well that doesn't seem fair," Sarah said. She picked up my phone and handed it to me. I put in the passcode, but before I could look at what Alyssa had sent, Sarah snatched it right back out of my hand.

"Well we can beat that," Sarah said looking through the shots, "Chloe come here. If you insist on staying, you can at least be useful."

Chloe came back around so she was facing us. At Sarah's direction, her younger sister held up her own phone and took a picture of us on the bed, my hands covering Sarah's ample tits. It wasn't a super dirty shot - like I said all the good bits were covered - but it was still really sexy. Sarah on my lap grinning hungrily, my hands the only things that kept her boobs from being exposed.

"Send that," Sarah ordered and Chloe complied. I went back to massaging Sarah's breasts, now pulling lightly at her nipples while she cooed. Chloe didn't move, still watching us. If Sarah cared, she didn't say.

I didn't want to let go of Sarah's chest, but I didn't want to leave her other parts unexplored, either. So, I slowly let go of Sarah's tits and began unbuttoning her jeans. I waited for Sarah to protest, to say something. Even to suggest that, maybe, we were going too far for a guy who had a girlfriend. Instead she looked right at Chloe and said, "Help Ben get his shirt off."

In retrospect this all seems so strange, fooling around in front of Chloe. But it felt natural at the time. Like, of course, Sarah's little sister should help us get undressed. Why wouldn't she? Chloe obviously didn't think it was weird, either. Instead she got on the bed behind me, grabbed the bottom of my shirt and lifted it right over my head. I noticed Chloe dragged her hands over my bare chest, as she did it, as if appreciating my build.

The snap on Sarah's jeans popped free and I shucked them over her bottom and down her legs. When they reached her feet, she simply kicked them off. She had on a pair of modest cut, canary yellow panties that looked really sexy next to her tan skin. I could see a dark wet spot there. Could smell her heady sex, as well.

"Fuck Sarah," I moaned, my usual exclamation when examining the brunette's incredible body. I ran my fingers over her shoulders, her stomach. Sucked at her earlobes. Stimulated everything except the one part I knew she'd beg me to touch. Sarah laughed a little, then ground her thinly-clad bottom against my aching member. We both groaned in unison.

"He's not naked enough," Sarah said.

I felt a pair of hands slide down my bare back, then push at the waistband of my khaki shorts. I lifted my butt and Sarah lifted herself as well, turning to watch as her little sister undressed me. I expected to lose my outer layer, but Chloe pushed down on my boxers too and suddenly I was totally naked. My penis popped out and bowed to the room - the star of the show had arrived.

Now it was the girls' turn to stare. "Fuck Ben," they said in unison, looking down at my cock, dark purple, slowly bobbing in the open air. I slowly sat back down on the bed, but I felt a pair of hands under my buns, rather than a bedspread.

"He's got a really nice butt, sis," Chloe said.

"You're one to talk," I said.

"You've been ogling my little sister?!" Sarah said, giving me a fake angry look.

"Damn straight," I said, "Have you seen that ass? It's practically perfect."

"It is nice," Sarah said. She sat back down, making sure my erection pressed into the crack of her own panty-covered bottom. Chloe still had her hands under my own butt, and I couldn't help but notice she'd begun to slide her fingers forward to where she could tickle at my balls.

"Whatever sis," Chloe said, "I'd kill to have your boobs."

"Yours aren't bad," Sarah said, "Here, show Ben."

The sexy brunette spun around and, before anyone could react, she lifted Chloe's shirt right over her head. Chloe's skin was tan, like her sister's. She was wearing a green bra, but Sarah snapped that right off, as well.

Chloe did have nice breasts - probably the nicest I'd ever seen, excepting the ones attached to her older sister. They were smaller than Sarah's, but not by much, and capped by dark pink nipples. I smiled at her appreciatively.

Sarah grabbed my shoulders and pushed me back into the bed. "I don't think she's ready for this ride yet," she said, "Me, on the other hand? I've got this bad boy Fastpassed."

Sarah shifted so she was lying over me, her legs spread. She pressed her mound down into my hardness - her sopping yellow panties the only barrier between us, and those only barely. I saw Chloe scamper off to the other bed. I heard the sounds of her sliding off her own bottoms, but I didn't look over. I was too entranced by the beautiful face staring down at me. Sarah's boobs hung down, conical, over my chest.

Again, I expected Sarah to pause here. To consider her actions and ask if what she was doing was alright. But this was a different Sarah. She knew what she wanted and she was taking it.

Sarah slowly crawled down my body and took my cock into her mouth. She slurped me up in one quick motion - top to tail. Then she giggled over my meat, a wonderful sensation all its own. I looked down and realized she was still wearing her mouse ears. It was kind of sexy, but I thought they were probably getting in the way, so I softly lifted them off Sarah's head.

Sarah licked up and down my shaft, gave the head little kisses, then sank back down. She followed the motions of her mouth with her hands, rubbing me as she licked. Her eyes were so loving, so focused on what she was doing. This wasn't the enthusiasm of Kelsey or the aggression I'd seen from Julia. Alyssa, my girlfriend, sucked cock like a professional: perfect, yet in some ways perfunctory. Sarah's cocksucking was something else entirely. Closer to absolute worship. She licked and sucked at my dick like having it in her mouth made her the luckiest girl alive.

Then she pulled off. My cock felt cold in the open air. I looked at her, questioningly. Sarah smiled back, playful. She reached under her tremendous tits and lifted them till they were wrapped around my penis. Oh God. My eyes started to roll back in my head and she hadn't even started rubbing yet.

Sarah pressed her ample boob flesh into me on either side and slowly stroked upward. My cock was still wet from her sucking, so I was good and lubricated, sliding between those two loaves of heaven. Sarah tipped her head down and caught my cock in her mouth. She sucked happily while working me with her breasts. Fuck. It only took a couple of strokes and I was almost ready to burst.

Sensing she might be getting me too close, Sarah gave me one last long slurp up the underside of my dick and slid forward, letting her breasts fall back to her chest. She got up slightly and slid her panties off.

Sarah reached down with her right hand and dragged it through her open slit. Then she brought her fingers up to her mouth and took a long, lazy lick of her juices. She smiled at me, shrugged, and lowered herself back down again, lining it up so her clit rested right against my up-turned tumescence.

Slowly, Sarah ground herself forward.

"Oh fffffuUUUCCK," she said, groaning, and I couldn't help but join her. The pressure felt incredible. The way she rubbed down against me, her need urgent, it was almost sexier than the sensation itself.

On the third grind, Sarah let the head of my cock catch on the entrance of her pussy.

"Ready?" she asked me.

"Fuck yeah," I said.

Sarah slid a bit further down. Her face contorted a bit in pain and she stopped.

"Forgot... forgot how big that is," she said, "My teeny pussy, I don't think she's ready for this."

"We can slow down," I said. I kissed her lips, lovingly, "There's no rush."

"No fucking way," Sarah said, and she impaled herself on my cock with a loud scream. Finally, fully buried, I looked up and saw Sarah sitting upright. She was gasping. Her face and chest were flushed. Her incredible breasts swayed along with her.

"You OK?" I asked.

"So much better than OK," Sarah said.

"You want a picture of this?" Chloe asked. I looked over in surprise. In everything we'd been doing, I'd somehow forgotten that Sarah's younger sister was still there with us. Watching. Chloe had stripped down to nothing and it was strange to see a younger version of Sarah looking back at me while the original model was still sitting on my cock.

Chloe had one hand buried in her pussy (I noticed that, unlike her sibling, Chloe shaved herself bald). The other was holding up her phone, ready to take the picture.

"That looks pretty fucking amazing," Chloe said.

"You'll have to try it sometime," Sarah said.

"I'm thinking about it," Chloe said, "So - a little memento for little Alyssa?"

"Nuh-uh," Sarah said, "This one's all for me." With that, she rose up on my dick and then slammed herself down, screaming as she did, "Oh FUCK yes!"

Sarah slid her hands down to my shoulders, squeezing them so hard I could feel her nails in my skin. Using that leverage, she began to jackhammer up and down on me. Panting and mewling with ever push.

Fuck Sarah was tight. I'd forgotten how good her pussy felt. Warm, wet, and fucking gripping for all it was worth. Oh fuck she felt so good. Sarah's tits flailed lewdly about the room as she rode me. She sucked in a deep breath. I felt her pussy suddenly tighten, impossibly, even more. Her eyes squeezed shut and she let out a long low howl.

If I thought Sarah's first orgasm was going to stop her though, I was mistaken. Instead she seemed to move even faster now.

"You guys look so hot," Chloe said. I turned, expecting to see the teenager still sitting on the other bed, hand in her twat. Instead though, the voice was coming from behind Sarah.

Chloe climbed up on the bed and slid her arms around her older sister, holding her from behind. Sarah's movements slowed as Chloe kissed her neck. Slid her hands down to Sarah's incredible breasts and squeezed them tightly. I mean, could you really blame her?

"Keep going," Chloe whispered, "I've got you."

Sarah started sliding up and down my cock again. Her body shook as she crested over another massive cum. She threw her head back and Chloe kissed her. Held Sarah close as her sister's orgasm overcame her.

"I've got you, sis," Chloe said, "I've got you." She kept one hand on Sarah's breast, but snaked the other down to her big sister's clit. Slowly she started rubbing. Sarah froze in place. Just stopped moving entirely. Chloe's hand moved faster. Her fingertips brushed against my balls. Sarah and I sat there, my cock firmly implanted inside her, and watched while Chloe worked her sister over.

Sarah suddenly cinched and I realized that what I'd seen before were barely cums at all. Just little apexes of pleasure, nothing compared to what was building now. Chloe concentrated fully on her sister's magic button. So fast I could barely see her fingers.

Sarah began lifting herself and back slightly. Then she stopped. Her eyes went wide, like she was in shock. Maybe she was. Her mouth hung open and a low, gutteral groan rose out of her. The noise got louder, higher, until it was a shriek.

"I'm cummmmmmIIIING," she cried, "Oh I'm cumming so GOOD!"

Her body shook like she was having convulsions. Sweat poured down her chest. Sarah went lax and I thought she was, finally, done.

"Need... need you to cum," Sarah said. It was a gasp. A whisper. "Oh, Ben." Louder now. "I need you to cum so bad. I'm... Fuck I need you to fill me up."

Sarah tried to start moving again but her body failed her. I shot up, wrapped my arms tightly around both girls, squeezing Chloe into her sister. We all tipped over, till Sarah was on her back on top Chloe. I hung over both of them. Two dripping, purple pussies beneath me, begging for my cock.

For a moment, a split second, I considered jamming myself into Chloe. But I thought better of it (I also thought that maybe THIS was the picture I should send to Alyssa, but I decided that wasn't a good idea, either). In one motion I buried myself back into Sarah.

"Huh AH!" she cried as I stuffed her pussy again. With abandon I pounded into her, driving her back against Chloe. I thought the teenager might be upset, but instead she wrapped her arms around Sarah tight.

"Give it to her Ben," Chloe said, "My sister needs it so bad."

"Getting close," I said. Driving into Sarah. Looking into both girls' eyes.

"Yes... come on. Give it to me," Sarah said, "I'm so close. Going to cum so hard... I need your cum."

And suddenly I remembered. The last time we'd been together, Sarah hadn't been on the pill. Now I was inside her bareback again and...

"Sarah, I'm really close. I know you want me to... Is it safe? Can I cum inside you? Please I need to cum so bad."

"Y... Yes. Fill me up. Cum in me, PLEASE!" Sarah howled, "Oh God I need it. Stuff my pussy full. Oh Ben please cum in MMEEEEEEEEeeeee."

I realized that Sarah hadn't exactly said it was safe - only that she wanted it. But I was no longer in control enough to care. Chloe was underneath us both, Chanting. "Give it to her. Fill her up. Cum Ben. Cum!"

And then, with both sisters begging me, my body finally filled with pleasure. My first burst of fertility shot out into Sarah's waiting womb. Like she'd been shot, Sarah flinched. She went stiff and, finally, I saw her really, truly cum.

There weren't words, just an endless stream of nonsense. Whines and cries. Sarah's body shook, her legs kicked out, her eyes went wide then rolled back. This was a woman overtaken by pleasure. Destroyed by it. Ripped to little ecstatic pieces from her fingers to her toes.

My roars of pleasure filled the room as my sperm filled Sarah's pussy. My own peak sharper, harder, for all the buildup. Blast after blast. Thick gouts of my fertile spend shot into Sarah's needy cunt. I collapsed forward, the pleasure all too much. The three of us held each other there, shaking in ecstasy.

Finally, we fell apart. Sprawled over the bed. Sarah grabbed my cock and pulled me forward. She pumped it a few times, getting my last few dribbles to splash on her younger sister's chest.

"Oh, that's nice," Chloe said idly.

"Since you didn't get to cum, little sis," Sarah said, "Thought I'd share some."

"Oh, I came a couple times," Chloe said, "Watching you two on the bed. And when you... When you both came I think I did a little too. Just... just a little one. Sympathetic orgasm or something."

I rolled over and started to crawl over to Chloe, "Want us to get you there?"

"No," Chloe said, "I'm OK." I could tell she was already sinking into sleep.

"Fuck that was fucking good," Sarah said. She was staring up at the ceiling, arms and legs flat like they no longer belonged to her body. "You're amazing Ben."

"I don't think I did much," I said, "You should see what happens when I don't lie there and let your sister do all the work."

"Is that a promise?" Sarah asked.

"You bet," I said.

A moment later, I went to ask Sarah a question, but all I got was a cute little snore in return. Both girls were dead out. I lay back, arm behind my head. A big smile danced across my lips and I couldn't make it go away. I was almost giggly. My God.

As I lay there, I realized that I wasn't guilty at all. I'd just fucked another woman (with help from her sister) and I didn't feel bad that she wasn't my girlfriend. In fact, quite the opposite, I felt great. I didn't care what Alyssa was up to in that moment (my phone was still buzzing on and off with texts). I didn't worry what my girlfriend would think when she found us all naked later.

And that's what kept me from falling asleep that night: the knowledge that I'd never been happier, lying there in another woman's bed.

*

Careful not to disturb the two sleeping sisters, I sat up and slowly got dressed. As I stood at the door, I looked back at the bed. Four incredible, massive boobs looked back at me. Goddamn was I a lucky guy.

Outside, the night air was surprisingly muggy. I walked down the concrete steps of our hotel. It felt like 3am, but when I looked at my phone it said 10:30. Not bad at all. I slowly paged through Alyssa's pics. She'd only sent me a few more, each from a different nation. All of them showed her with Kevin and Kelsey. The last one had both girls lifting up their shirts and showing their tits. Another foursome worth spending time with, I thought.

As I went around the path toward the hockey pool, I saw her leaning against the chain link fence, her face illuminated by her phone. Julia.

"Hey," I said, and strolled over. She looked up, surprised, then a little scared. "I'm here to take your wallet," I said, "But if you'd like me to rape you, instead, I could be convinced."

"That's not funny," Julia said.

"You're right. I'm sorry."

"Me too," Julia said. I tilted my head at her, confused. Julia sighed. "I shouldn't have snapped at you earlier. You were sick, and I was a bitch. I really am sorry. I hope you're feeling OK."

"I'm still a bit off, but fine overall," I said, "I hope you aren't awake because of that."

"No dude," Julia said, "Well, maybe a little. Lots of stuff, I guess."

"You want to go for a walk?" I asked, "Disney Springs is still open. Its nice. So I've heard."

"Nah, giant outdoor mall doesn't really appeal," Julia said, "But you know what else is open late?"

*

Without a direct way to get there, we flagged an Uber. Fifteen minutes later, Julia and I were walking onto the well-manicured greens of the Fantasia Gardens Miniature Golf course. Each of us had a club in our hands and a colored ball - I chose red and Julia took blue.

This was the typical Disney course, which meant that there was nothing typical about it at all. Dancing hippos and xylophone stairs, all kinds of wackiness awaited us. The sky was black and dull, but the course was lit almost too bright and it made everything look overly dramatic. A few other people were on the course - young couples mostly, who probably thought we were the same as them. It was crowded enough to make us feel like we were part of a larger whole, yet it still seemed as though we had the course to ourselves. The perfect mix.



Julia lined up for the first hole. She focused, then gave the ball a good whack.

"Calm down there, Rocky," I said, "This is golf, not rugby."

"You're mixing up sports," Julia said, chastising. I took my shot, far more measured. We both moved up - Julia took the next swing.

Whack!

"Seriously, you want to talk about it?" I asked.

"No dude, I do not," Julia said.

So we silently worked our way up the front nine. Neither of us were big golf people, so we mostly embarrassed ourselves. Still, we managed to keep our ball on the course and I consider that a major accomplishment.

I hadn't said a word the whole time, but when we finished the ninth hole Julia looked at me, exasperated, as if I'd been haranguing her the whole time. "I just feel like I'm getting left out, you know? All over again."

"How do you feel left out?" I asked, reaching down to pick my ball up out of the hole.

"I don't know. You and Alyssa. Kelsey and Kevin. It seems like everyone's fooling around and I'm left to watch."

"Is this about Brandon?" I asked, while Julia lined herself up for the tenth, "The break up? You feel like you should be part of a couple, too?"

"No, it isn't," Julia said, whipping her golf club back and forth. I started to worry she might clomp me over the head with it if I wasn't careful. "OK maybe a little. But it's not like Sarah's got a boyfriend, either and she's still getting some action."

I nearly choked when Julia said it. "We didn't. I mean, I don't know what makes you think..."

"We all saw it," Julia said, "Back in the pool in South Carolina?"

"You did stuff there, too," I said.

"I got fingered for a minute by a lesbian in a hotel pool," Julia said, "That's not exactly what I had in mind."

"She's a pretty hot lesbian, though," I said.

"She's amazing," Julia said, "But that's kind of the problem. I know I did stuff last summer, but I never saw myself... that way. You know?"

"You mean gay," I said.

"You make me sound like a tremendous asshole," Julia said. She lined up and swung hard. Her ball thunked against the far wall, nowhere near the hole.

"I'm sorry," I said, putting my own ball down to take my shot, "You seem so upset at yourself for, I don't know, being yourself."

"My whole life - because I was athletic, because I have no tits - people would just lay into me about my looks. Call me a dyke or whatever. I guess it got to me after a while. I mean, I like dick. Love it. Definitely."

"Definitely," I said. Julia laughed. I started laughing too and my ball flew off on an angle. Julia shook her head at me in disdain. Like she'd done any better. We walked together to take our second shots.

"Chloe's just one part of it," Julia said, "It feels like it's happening all over again. Everyone having a good time until mean, cold Julia shows up."

"Again?" I asked.

"Yes again. I see you with Alyssa and Sarah. Kissing Chloe and flirting with Kelsey. It makes me feel like the baseball trip - when you Sarah, and Kelsey did each other in every which way while I was left unawares. Like you were the starters and I was stuck on the bench."

"Yes!" I said, "That was exactly how to use the right sports reference." Julia eyed me oddly. She gave her blue ball a good smack and it careened out of play. So much for our perfect record.

I chased after her ball. When I got back, I apologized. "I feel like I'm having deja vu," I said, "I don't know... At the time the trip felt different to me. Like it was all of us together. I guess I was wrong. I'm sorry that I let you down, Julia. I'm sorry if I'm still letting you down."

I took my turn and the ball lipped out of the hole. I knocked it in, then reached down to pull it out. Julia dropped her ball on the turf and took her shots, silent. When the ball dropped, she bent over to get it. I couldn't help it, I admired her pert, little bottom.

"You're not letting me down, Ben," Julia said as she stood back up, "More like I'm betraying myself. I was really looking forward to this trip. After everything with stupid fucking Brandon I promised myself I'd... Well it doesn't matter what I promised myself. You know? It's what we do that counts."

"I hear that," I said.

"Don't make this dirty," she said, "I mean, I guess I'm afraid? Scared of what happens if I don't get involved. Afraid of what I'll become if I do."

"I don't understand," I said, "Like Kelsey? You're worried that doing these things makes you a slut?"

"No, I'm not afraid of being a slut!" Julia said, a bit too loudly. A few of the other couples looked our way. Julia started again, now quietly. "No. Fuck this is hard. I didn't, um, like the person I was on the baseball trip. Like I was seeing myself from a distance and there was this stranger that I couldn't understand. When we got back home, I thought I had it back under control and now I just don't know. Who I am. Who I'm supposed to be."

"You're Julia," I said, "Wonderful, funny, smart, sometimes a little frightening Julia."

"Frightening?" Julia looked at me, cocking one eyebrow.

"In a good way. And, look, if you want to 'get involved' there's nothing stopping you."

"You sure about that?" Julia asked. She stalked toward me. Golf club gripped tight. For a moment I didn't know what she'd do. Kiss me? Beat me to death right there on the course? Everything was in play.

I took a deep breath. This was silly. How could I demand that Julia be herself if I let that same person scare me? "Yes," I said, "You're welcome to join in whenever, regardless of whatever. I want you to."

"I'm going to hold you to that," Julia said. She slowly walked to the next hole, accenting the bounce of her muscular butt as she did.

*

We finished off the golf course, so far above par it wasn't worth remembering. We gave back our golf clubs and went to the curb to wait for our Uber driver.

"You think you can sleep now?" I asked. Julia seemed to think about it. Then she drove into me, pressing her lips into mine. This wasn't some loving kiss - there was no affection - it was aggressive. Wanting. Julia nipped at my lips. Jammed her tongue against mine. Dug her nails into my neck. Then Julia stepped back and smiled at me, hungrily.

"Now I can sleep," she said.

*

Julia came back with me to the room, grabbed her things, and left for her new bedroom. We didn't say anything, but she smiled at me as she went. Sarah and Chloe were still in bed, dead asleep. Thankfully, they'd woken up enough at some point to put on pajamas.

In the other bed - sleeping like an angel, her red hair splayed over the pillows - was Alyssa. I undressed, then slipped under the covers. I planted a kiss at the base of my girlfriend's neck. She sighed lightly.

"'vrything ok?" she mumbled.

"Fine," I said, "Just fine."

A million thoughts raced through my head. About Sarah, her sister. Julia, Kelsey. My girlfriend. All of it mixed and spinning till I finally fell asleep. No closer to an answer than when I'd started.


The Florida Trip Pt. 04

Welcome to Part Four of The Florida Trip, aka The Baseball Trip: Season Two. You don't have to read the earlier stuff to get what's going on, but it'll definitely help.

There is some light incest play in this one, so be warned. Everyone is over the age of 18.

*****

I woke up feeling right with the world. The night before, I'd been with the terminally sexy Sarah (with a little assist from her younger sister). Afterwards, I'd gone out with my roommate and best friend, Julia. We'd had a serious heart to heart and then kissed in a way that was way less than wholesome.

My girlfriend, Alyssa, was lying next to me in bed, snuggling up to me. Both of us basking in the early morning sunlight like it was just another day for us as a serious couple. She didn't care that I'd been with Sarah. Instead, my girlfriend had sent me a stream of increasingly inappropriate pictures of herself with the beautiful blonde Kelsey and her boyfriend, Kevin, in return. That didn't bother me, either. After all, both of us having fun was the whole point of being together in the first place.

I'd finally figured it all out: my girlfriend, my roommate, my friends. All of us together at once and nothing in the world to worry about.

Well, there was one thing. I looked over at the bed next to us. Buxom brunette Sarah was slowly stretching awake while her younger sister Chloe stayed buried under the covers. Sarah saw me staring and gave her chest a playful little shake. Holy fuck her massive tits were amazing.

"I think I need a shower," Sarah said. She grabbed a handful of clothes out of her suitcase and walked across the room.

"Is that an invitation?" Alyssa asked. She sat up slowly, blinking her eyes in the brightness. Sarah laughed, wagged her finger at us, and stepped into the bathroom, closing the curtain that served as a door behind her.

"Hang on," I said, and jumped out of bed. Fortunately, I'd slipped into my pajamas the night before, so nothing untoward was exposed. Like everyone in the room hadn't already seen everything.

"I'm pretty sure she was joking, Ben," Alyssa called after me, but I was already behind the curtain.

*

The room was filled with steam and the hiss of water. Sarah was already under, unfortunately, but I could easily make out her shapely shadow behind the vinyl Mickey curtain.

"Hey Ben," Sarah said as I walked in, "I'm sorry but I don't think this is really a two-person kind of shower. Not that I don't appreciate the thought and all."

"Oh, that's OK," I said, sitting down on the closed toilet lid. This was becoming a very odd tradition: me sitting nearby while a woman who was not my girlfriend took a shower - my cum leaking out of her. It would have been creepy if it wasn't already bizarre. "I just wanted to tell you a joke."

Sarah didn't say anything, so I took that as permission to keep talking

"It's a quick one," I continued, "Why did Chip and Dale take Daisy Duck to the hospital?" Pause. Still nothing but the ongoing splash of shower water. "Because they busted a nut in her."

"That's not really funny, Ben," Sarah said, but I could tell she was smiling as she said it.

"So, hey, ummm, on a somewhat related topic. About last night," I said,

"You don't want me to tell your girlfriend?" Sarah asked, "I'm pretty sure she already knows. I mean, we sent pictures for God's sake."

"You're not regretting things are you?" I asked.

"Oh GOD no," Sarah said, then laughed, "Well maybe the stuff where my sister joined in. Nah - you know what? I'm good with all of it."

"Oh, OK good. It's just that last night, when we were, you know, doing stuff. You said it was OK for me to cum. You know, like, inside you."

"Believe me I remember," Sarah said, "It's leaking out of me right now. When I told you to 'fill me up' you really took that seriously, huh?" Sarah stuck her hand out of the shower. She was holding a palm-full of my sperm, mixed with a bit of shower water. "Just because you fuck like a racehorse doesn't mean you have to cum like one. Not that I'm complaining, exactly."

"Yeah, well, I guess I wanted to make sure it was, you know, safe."

"Oh Jeez, is that what you're so worked up about?" Sarah asked, "Look Ben, I know I get into this stuff but it's not like I leave my brain behind when we do it. Don't worry, baby."

Babies. Yes, that was exactly what I was worried about.

"I'm on the pill," Sarah continued, "After I broke up with Rob I got a prescription. Yes, I know, I'm the only woman on Earth who starts birth control after she stops being sexually active. I guess I had a feeling it might be an issue going forward, or whatever. Not that I saw you reaching for a condom, either."

"Good point," I said. I really did have a box of condoms in my suitcase. It just seemed like every time an opportunity came up to use one, I kind of forgot? What can I say, I'm a classy guy.

"Anyway, if that's all, do you mind letting me finish up in here?" Sarah asked, "I don't want to give Alyssa and my sister the wrong idea."

*

When I opened the door to the bathroom, I saw that Alyssa and Chloe had definitely gotten the wrong idea. Or maybe I should say they'd gotten the absolute right one. Alyssa was lying back on our bed, completely naked. And between her legs - head down, perfect ass up - was Chloe. Sarah's little sister was snacking on my girlfriend's snatch like it was cotton candy.

"Oh, hey Ben," Alyssa said, as conversationally as if I'd come by for tea. "You were taking a while in there and so Chloe and I started to get to know each other better."

"I can see that," I said. Boy oh boy could I see - just about everything, in fact. I'd been admiring Chloe's bottom since the beginning of our trip and now I was getting to see her ass in its fullest glory. Pink and prominent, a perfect heart shape. And beneath that, her purple, dripping pussy. Chloe's backside bounced up and down while she went to town on my lascivious girlfriend.

Alyssa had her head back against the headboard, eyes half open. Her red hair sticking out at all angles, still disheveled from sleep. Her legs were spread as wide as she could, granting Chloe direct access. Her freckled fingers held onto the back of the brunette's head.

"Fuck that's nice," Alyssa said, "It's been too long since I had a girl do this."

"Holy fuck!" I turned and saw Sarah next to me, wrapped in a towel. She looked at the bed, mouth slightly agape.

"Sorry sis," Chloe said, her mouth still full of Alyssa's pussy, "Last night left me feeling pretty revved up and I needed some release."

"It looks like Alyssa's getting most of the release," Sarah said. The redhead groaned as if in response. Her legs tightened. Once again, I was witness to all the subtleties of my girlfriend's pleasure while I wasn't taking part in it. It was like watching a familiar film, only all the actors were different. Odd yet not unsatisfying.

"We're taking turns," Chloe said.

"Although," Alyssa let the word drag out with a smirk, "Chloe's ass is right there. One of you could certainly contribute. I'm just saying."

God, Chloe's ass was certainly inviting. I could see standing behind her, my hand on each ample cheek, driving myself home into her waiting, wanting snatch...

"Please don't Ben," Chloe said, "I'm not ready for that. Not yet."

Not yet? Sarah and I both shared a look.

"Well I'm going to get dressed and grab some coffee," Sarah said, "Ben you should come, too."

"Yes Ben," Alyssa teased, "Oh FUCK I'm getting close... You should definitely cum, too."

Sarah went around the bed, slid off her towel and started pulling on her outfit like nothing was going on. I took the hint from Sarah, grabbed my clothes and went into the bathroom to get dressed. I heard a series of moans and groans coming from the bedroom. Like someone had left the porn station on.

When I came back, I saw that the girls had switched positions. Now Alyssa was giving while Chloe received. It was strangely familiar seeing Sarah's little sister's face twisted in pleasure. A lot like looking at Sarah, herself.

Alyssa's bottom was the one pointed upward now. All tight and pale. Compared to Chloe my girlfriend had almost no ass at all, but her pussy shone pink and glistening - hanging open like it was calling to me - and at that point I couldn't help but answer.

"Sorry," I said to Sarah, "Got something I need to take care of before we head out." I pulled down the shorts I'd just put on, lined myself up, and buried my cock right in my girlfriend's aching pussy. She felt fucking fantastic, dripping wet and squeezing at my cock. She always tightened up after a good cum and I could tell she'd had at least two or three before my cock came along.

"Now we're fucking talking," Alyssa said, almost to herself.

"I'll meet you guys at the bus when you're done," Sarah said, so casual I almost broke out laughing. Then Alyssa's snatch squeezed my dick and laughter was the last thing on my mind. I heard the door shut carefully. I rested my hands on Alyssa's bottom, then looked up and saw Chloe staring right at me.

In some ways, it was like we were both fucking each other. After all, my cock was in a pussy and Chloe's own snatch was feeling pleasure. Chloe and I could look at each other, across the divide that was my girlfriend, and sort of pretend. That it was her cunt. That it was my cock.

"She doing you good, Chlo?" I asked.

"Oh yeah," Chloe said, "Your girlfriend's a natural."

I reached down between Alyssa's legs and found her clit. Her whole body bucked when I did it.

"Fuck!" Chloe said, "Could you at least wait till I cum before distracting her?"

I apologized and let my hand slip back. Slowly, I drove myself into Alyssa's cunt. My girlfriend made loud smacking sounds while she snacked on Chloe. The young brunette's chest went red. Her mouth opened in a gasp but no sound came out.

"OH!" Chloe said, her legs snapped shut around Alyssa's head. She arched her back and she let out a loud, "fffffffffffffFFFFFFFFFFFFUCK! I'm cumming! Oh, I'm cumming so good!" Chloe sobbed and shook, then finally her legs flopped down on either side. Again, her peak seemed an echo of her older sister's. Similar yet not exactly the same.

As Chloe slowed, Alyssa ratcheted upward. She brought her head up and planted her hands on the bed, letting me know that I was supposed to start plowing her. I reached down, found Alyssa's clit again and started pounding my girlfriend as hard as I could. Her pussy clenched around me, rhythmic. Back and forth with my body. Side to side with my fingers.

Alyssa's breasts trembled. Her elbows locked. "Now Ben," she said, "Now." Her head dropped and she moaned a long, low, "ooooooOOOOOOHH." Alyssa's cunt bore down on my cock and there was nothing I could do but cum. My first blast went right into Alyssa's snatch and she giggled, happily.

I pulled myself out of her. Alyssa's pussy made a wet slurp as I did. She looked back and smiled, seeing what I was up to. I gripped myself in my hand and my next ejaculation shot out onto Alyssa's butt, her back. Again and again, the pleasure consumed me as I exploded over the bed.

When I was finally able to look up again, I saw that I'd gotten my goal. Alyssa had a smattering of white splatters running up her back like tracks. And, as I'd hoped, Chloe had several globs of my sperm on her stomach and chest, right near her breast.

"Ugh, Ben," Chloe said, but she scooped it up and took a taste, smiling as she did. Alyssa flopped onto her side. Giggling.

"This trip," she said, gasping for breath, "This fucking trip."

Chloe gave a long cat-like stretch. "Need a shower," she said and slowly rolled off the bed.

"Me, too," Alyssa said, she padded after Chloe, a big silly grin on her face. I thought about Sarah saying the shower wasn't for two before but decided I didn't need to get in the way of their fun. I reached down for my discarded pants but fell onto the bed instead. The day had barely begun and already I felt blown out.

Suddenly, the front door of our room swung open, the bright light blinding me. "Hey dude, I was just coming by to get some of my stuff and..." Julia. She stood there frozen in the doorway. "Oh my God were you just fucking?"

"Well, Alyssa and Chloe were..."

"Fuck. Seriously, how do I keep fucking missing this stuff?" My cute, athletic roommate let the door close behind her and slumped against the wall.

"You're not being left out, Jules," I said. I climbed out of bed, went over and kissed her cheek, forgetting that I didn't have pants on. My penis, pretty spent from the morning's activities, left a post-cum trail on Julia's leg.

Julia's hand shot out and she grabbed my cock and balls together. My dick, so tired a moment before, began rapidly strengthening in my roommate's tight grasp. Julia leaned in and kissed me hard on the mouth. She used my crotch to steer me back toward the bed, pushing me down.

"Show me," she said and tore her top over her head. She gave me a hungry grin as her little titties came into view. I took my shirt off, mirroring her, then dove and grabbed my cute roommate by the waist, spinning her and throwing her back on the bed.

I went right for her tiny breasts, latching on to the nipples. I gave each a little bite and Julia groaned. Her hands reached down for my cock, fully hard now and far too much for one hand. She squeezed it, right on the edge of painful, until I took my mouth off her breasts. I started to kiss down her rib cage, her stomach, till my mouth was even with the buttons on her shorts.

I pulled them and her panties down in one shot, exposing her snatch. It was covered in short brown hair. Without another word I pressed my tongue into her clit. Julia snapped still like she'd been shocked.

She reached down and squeezed my head like she was testing it for ripeness. I felt her sharp nails digging into my skull.

"That's it," she groaned, "Oh God you were always so good... at this..."

Before I knew what was happening, Julia's legs wrapped around me and a burst of warm, wet fluid splashed against my face. "Fuck YES!" Julia screamed, holding me so tight I couldn't find the air.

"God. FUCK! I haven't cum like that in... Holy fuck."

I did my best to extricate myself and looked up at my roommate, smiling proudly. She grinned back at me, then suddenly her face got very serious.

"You think you're done? Oh, you're not even close," Julia said. She grabbed my head and slammed it back down between her legs. If anything, now she was holding me even tighter and my only hope was to breathe through my nose and lick as if my life depended on it. Which, apparently, it really did.

Another burst of Julia juice splashed my face. Another. I heard Julia's howls of pleasure in the distance, between the sweaty warmth of her muscular thighs. Finally, I felt her loosen and fall back. I picked my head up gasping for air. Julia reached down, grabbed me by the ears and pulled me up.

She kissed me roughly, as if I hadn't just been bathing in her essence. Then, in one move, she grabbed my shoulders and flipped me over to my back. Julia slid forward so that my cock was lined up with her pussy. She gave me a dirty little smile, then reached her hand up and aimed.

Crack!

Julia cringed, then laughed. Her pleasure almost musical as her little pussy went red from the slap. Julia looked down at me very seriously. Her little breasts hanging down. "Not until I say," she told me. In one swift motion she dropped down, burying my cock in her warm, gooey center. "FUCK that's good!" Julia cried.

She started riding me with abandon. So hard her tiny tits were almost able to bounce along with her. Chanting. "fuck. Fuck. FUCK! I missed this cock so much! Oh, Ben you have no idea how good you feel."

Well, she was doing a pretty good job of giving me a picture. Honestly, after all those oral orgasms, I was kind of surprised Julia had the stamina. I shouldn't have been all that astonished. This was my roomie at her apex. Her pussy cinched around my cock so tight, I was afraid he might strangle the same way I had between Julia's legs. Instead all it did was get him ready to shoot.

"Jules..." I started.

My athletic roommate reached back and gripped my balls. "Not. Until. I say," she said through bared teeth.

The bathroom door popped open. Alyssa and Chloe stood there, both fully dressed, wearing goofy smiles.

"Hi Jules," Chloe said and waved at us both, shyly.

"Hey," Julia said, giving Chloe a quick nod.

"You need any help with that?" Alyssa asked.

"No, I got him," Julia said and clutched my balls for emphasis.

"OK," Alyssa said, "But don't be too much longer. We have a whole day ahead of us."

"No prob," Julia said. She sat there, my cock buried in her snatch, while Chloe and Alyssa walked past. They were almost both out the door, when Chloe bounded back and kissed Julia hard on the lips.

"Sorry, I couldn't resist," Chloe said. She reached down and pinched Julia's boob. I felt my sex partner's pussy tighten on my cock as my girlfriend did it. Ultimate lie detector.

Alyssa took advantage of the opportunity and did the same, pinching Julia's other tiny tit. My wanton girlfriend cackled in delight, then both girls left the bedroom.

"Now then," Julia said, "Where were we?"

She started pounding down on my pelvis. Shaking. Screaming. You'd think I was murdering her in there, but instead she was killing me. Raking her nails down my chest. Biting my neck, my nipples. My Julia rode me like I was a bucking bronco, but all I could do was hold on as she let out who-knows-how-much pent up frustration on my dick.

Yet for all her violence, Julia's vigor and adoration for my member seemed to know no end, either.

"God, I love your cock," Julia told me, panting as she came down from yet another massive cum. I'd lost count long ago. "So. Fucking. Fantastic."

She started lifting herself up again. Dropping down. "Guh. God. I don't know how I'm ever going to stop. Oh my God. OhMyGod. OH MY GOD FUCK!" Another burst of clear liquid exploded upward.

Julia looked down at me with something almost like fear in her eyes. "Seriously, I think I'll die before I stop."

Something about the way she said it, like I only existed for her pleasure - even if it gave me pain. I wasn't going to lie back and take it anymore.

I grabbed Julia's waist and ripped her over till she was on her back. I held myself over her. Glared down. Seriously. Seriously?! This was the girl whose boyfriend had said was too quiet? Who just laid there during sex? How was I the 'lucky' bastard who got this side of Julia? I mean, look, this was incredible. Amazing. But did she have to make it so painful at the same time?

"Sorry, Ben," Julia gasped, "I'm so sorry I didn't mean to..."

I rammed my cock into Julia's pussy with a roar. Jammed it in full. She screamed in pleasure or pain I don't know and I know longer cared. I reached up and crushed her little titties purple. Pulled on them for leverage as I pile-drived my penis in and out of my best friend's pussy.

Julia gasped with every penetration. Eyes wide. I felt my pleasure building and I didn't wait. If she was unprotected (I was pretty sure she wasn't) well then too bad. If she wasn't ready, if she wasn't on the edge of her orgasm, then I would leave her wanting. It was the only choice she'd left me.

I leaned back and grabbed Julia's legs. Pushed them back and wide. Held her open. Our pubic bones smacked as I drove into her. Loud slaps. Each punctuated by Julia's sounds of ecstasy.

"Oh. OH! Fuck. Keep. Fucking. Me! Yes. Give me that cock. Pound me with it. Give it to me so fucking good OH! I'm getting close. So close. SO..."



I reared back and without another word I shot my sperm deep into Julia's pussy. Her eyes went wide. She threw her head back. "Oh YES! I'm cumming! OH! I'm cumming with you, FUCK!"

I tried to jam Julia full of cum as violently as I could, like firing at her with my cannon. But it only came out as pleasure and we both shouted as our ecstasy grabbed us tight and shook till we could no longer stand it. I felt my chest get soaked with Julia's juices and I did my best to drench her back.

"Oh fffffFUCK you're filling me up you perfect fucker!" Julia said, rocking her head back and forth so hard I thought she would hurt herself, "Ohhhhhh that's so fucking GOOD."

"Oh Julia. Oh God," My eyes squeezed shut and all I could think of was putting more and more of myself into my friend's dripping pussy.

I fell forward, both of us finally defeated. Julia hugged me tight and laughed, nipping at my face. The last dregs of our shared spend slowly leaked out of us. I rolled off my roomie and fell onto my back next to her.

Julia reached out and grabbed my hand. Squeezed it tight. She climbed back on top of me and kissed me on the lips. I looked up at her, somewhere between shock and awe. I hefted her little titty one last time. Julia buried her head in my neck.

"You need a shower," she told me, "You smell."

"Yeah, this crazy woman kept fucking me and covering me in her cum," I said.

"Sounds like my kind of girl," Julia said, then she got up and started to get dressed.

*

In the shower I looked down at myself in disbelief. Bruises were already beginning to form. Bright red scratches on my arms, my legs. Places I didn't even realize Julia had touched. My whole body ached and not the post-fuck pleasurable one I was used to.

When Julia had come into our hotel room and pushed me onto the bed? I mean, of course I was OK with it. The whole time we'd been together was, wow, it was amazing. I'd felt drunk with it. But now that I was in the shower - as post-orgasm reality crashed down on me - I realized I wasn't content or even worn out.

I was angry.

Why did I have to be Julia's punching bag? Her ex-boyfriend had told me she was passive. He'd broken up with her because of it, I was almost positive. I didn't want Julia to be a dead fish in bed, of course not. But did she have to gut and fry me? This wasn't fun. It wasn't fair.

I got out of the shower, determined to call Julia out for it. I had the whole argument laid out in my mind. What she did and how I didn't deserve it. No one did. I didn't even bother with a towel, I threw the bathroom curtain open, stalked out and...

The room was empty.

I looked down at my phone, lying there on the bed looking as worn down as I felt. I had a text from Alyssa telling me to meet everyone at the lobby at 9. It was 8:45. I didn't even have time to be upset. I threw on my clothes and raced out of the room.

Into the already-sweltering Florida sun.

*

It was the hottest day we'd had since driving down to Disney. Even the plants seemed to shy from the brightness. Fortunately, our plan for the day was to go to Animal Kingdom, easily the shadiest park in the World.

When I got to the bus stop in front of the lobby, I saw that everyone was already waiting for me. Sarah handed me a croissant and a to-go cup of orange juice.

"I figured you'd need it after your workout this morning," she said.

"Oh, you went to the gym?" Kelsey asked, "Fuck, tell me you're going next time. I really need the exercise."

"I'd be happy to help," I said. Julia punched me in the arm. I looked at her and she didn't even have the decency to look ashamed. She just grinned at me, big and happy.

We went out to the waiting area. The line for Animal Kingdom was nearly twice the length of anyplace else. Buses were running behind, as well, and it made for a bad combination. We considered walking over to All-Star Music to see if it was any better. Finally, two buses in a row showed up.

Our ride was still so busy, however, that we had to stand separated from each other. As a reminder, I felt a dull pain in my shoulder as I reached up for the hang bar. Another uncounted memento from my roommate.

I looked over at Julia all the way in the back of the bus and she waved at me. I resisted the urge to growl back. My roommate had been sullen almost the whole trip. Now she seemed truly happy. Even better, she seemed to be legitimately enjoying my company.

I'd spent so much time lamenting what Julia and I had lost after the last road trip, it was hard for me to stay mad at her. Having my cute best friend back, it was all I could ask for. Right? Why did it have to be on my terms if it was working?

"You OK?" Sarah asked. She'd managed to find a space to stand next to me.

"I'm fine," I said.

"Yes, how's your head?" Chloe asked from across the way and a little further down.

"Oh, much better," I said. I'd spent pretty much the whole day at Epcot dizzy. This morning, however, I felt perfectly fine. Like it had never happened. Well, at least one part of me was healing.

*

We arrived at Animal Kingdom a little while after it opened. It felt very different than the other parks, quiet and almost private. We did the whole process of security, metal detectors, then Magic Passes, and finally through the gates.

Epcot and Magic Kingdom both greeted you with massive structures, announcing you had arrived at the park. Animal Kingdom was subtler, almost understated. There was forest everywhere. Slowly drawing us into the wilderness. We stopped to look at a long-haired anteater as we walked by. It was huge, and it was hard for me to imagine how all those tiny ants could feed such a big animal.

Alyssa pulled me forward, however, and so we kept going through the wilderness. The forest started to clear, opening up into a clearing. There was the large structure I'd been missing before: The Tree of Life rose above everything else around it. As we got closer, I saw that the trunk was carved into multiple animal shapes - more and more became apparent, as if it was almost infinite. I couldn't imagine tracking them all.

We stayed and took a few pictures in front of the tree. Again, Sarah would pose but she wouldn't take pictures. Even standing there while others clicked, it seemed to physically hurt her. A reminder of the phantom pain from her lost photography limb.

When we were done, we turned off the path toward the newest section of the park: Pandora While we walked over, Sarah explained to Chloe that the land was based on the Avatar movies. Chloe asked if they had the little boy with the blue arrow on his head. Finally, I gave up and had to explain it to her.

"Like smurfs," I said, "But giant."

"I don't think I remember this movie," Chloe said.

"We can stream it when we get home," Sarah said.

"Nah," Chloe said. That about summed up my feelings on the whole matter.

The park didn't do a lot to transition us from the hyper-real world of Animal Kingdom to the planet of Pandora. Instead, we crossed a bridge and suddenly we were there. Once in that land, though, it really did feel unique. Alien. We made our way around strange-looking plants and under floating islands. There was the sound of drums in the distance, rising above the crash of waterfalls. The paths, themselves, seemed to meander around, making everything feel strange and disorienting.

Well before we got to our ride, Flight of Passage, we met the line for it. It was immense - maybe the most impressive thing I saw the whole time in Disney. More than anything the Imagineers could create, this line was a thing of horror and extravagance the everyday mind could never have conceived.

Fortunately, we all had Fastpasses, so we were able to avoid most of it. We walked around and behind the waterfalls and then up into what was supposed to look like an abandoned military base. Or perhaps a corporate research center? I don't know. It was industrial and concrete, but the air conditioning was awfully nice.

I joke about the line, but the ride itself was pretty awesome, too. There were moments that really felt like flying as we raced around the world of Pandora, gliding and diving through trees, over islands, and through caves. Best of all, when the ride was over, I felt perfectly fine. Doing Flights of Passage right after my bad trip on Soarin' had been a bit of a risk, I admit. But the ride gods did not punish me and I came out the other side ready for more adventures.

We met up outside the gift shop. A crowd had formed around a man in a suit made to look like he was in a giant mech. I thought it was cool, but the girls all thought it looked dopey. That was about it for the alien planet. There was another ride, but we didn't have Fastpasses and I didn't feel like waiting over an hour to do it.

Instead, we went back into Animal Kingdom proper and wandered around the park. The whole area was clearly designed for that kind of thing, ambling around, and we found we were rewarded for taking our time, rather than racing from ride to ride.

The cool mists and shady corners - the excitement of flying on the back of a pretend strange beast - helped me at least ignore my anger at Julia. Confronting her in the park didn't seem like a good idea. So instead, I just kept my distance. Besides, everything else was going great. Sarah was being flirty. She and Alyssa both held my hands at one point. Even Chloe seemed strangely engaged, at one point stroking my arm and giving me a couple of 'come hither' glances.

After a while of walking around, however, we decided to split up so that we could do different things. Julia wanted to get on Kali River Rapids and I was happy to let her go without me. Instead, Alyssa agreed to accompany Julia so both of them, in her words, could get wet together.

I think my girlfriend was excited by what she'd seen that morning and was hoping to get Julia to play around even more. Alyssa did have a crush on my roommate, after all. I wondered if Julia would extend her torture to the saucy redhead. I couldn't decide which possibility I preferred more.

Kelsey and Kevin wanted to go on the Safari and agreed to take Chloe along. That left me alone with - who else? - Sarah. Not that I was complaining. Not one bit.

After everyone split, Sarah and I walked into Asia, over a long brick bridge. Almost immediately, we were back to walking arm-in-arm. I really felt like I was out on a day with a girlfriend and not with a friend who was a girl who I happened to fuck when my actual girlfriend wasn't around. It felt safe in a thoroughly dangerous way.

We saw the Up! Bird Show was starting, and so we snuck in at the last minute to watch. The birds were cool, but the show seemed to be trying too hard to make it 'fun' for kids. Sarah kept trying to turn it into a makeout session, but there were too many people watching and it made me uncomfortable to be hooking up in the middle of a family show.

After it was over, we walked deeper through Asia and into the Maharaji Jungle Trek: a path leading past multiple animal enclosures. We stopped to watch some of the monkeys leap from rope to rope. We went past a room with bats - neither of us wanted to look at that. Then we came to what had been made to look like a long-abandoned Indian temple.

Animal Kingdom was busy that day, for sure, but mostly in the Pandora section. The rest of the park had people here and there, but it felt empty compared to the crush of Avatar Land. The paths around the Jungle Trek, in particular, were almost deserted. By the time we got to the temple, it was just me and Sarah by ourselves.

"I think my sister wants to be with you," Sarah said, suddenly. As if this was a perfectly natural transition from silently observing wild animals.

"You mean like, be with be with?" I asked. We looked through one of the glass windows and saw a tiger in the distance, lolling in the sun under a scarce tree. Sure, Chloe had fooled around with us a little the night before. And then the thing with Alyssa that morning. But I thought Chloe had a girlfriend back in high school. Which precluded doing anything with me in a whole host of different ways.

"Yes, I don't get it either," Sarah said, "I mean, I get it. Obviously. I can't keep my hands off you. But what Chloe's up to? I don't know."

"So she's bi?" I asked.

"She says she thinks she might be Bensexual. Whatever that means. I think it's her way of getting around the fact that, all of a sudden, she's curious about being with a guy. Which is fine, I guess. You and your magic penis - apparently it can even cast spells at a distance."

"Whatever," I said, "I'm sure if she kissed Kevin she'd feel that way about him, too."

"She did kiss Kevin," Sarah said, "Yesterday. She said she felt nothing. Apparently, it's Ben or bust for us Hanover girls. If she did go for it, would you? I mean, would you even want to?"

"Of course!" I said, perhaps a bit too enthusiastically, "I mean, your sister is hot. Ummm. OK, this conversation is only getting me in trouble."

Sarah laughed. "You're fine. We've talked about weirder things. Well, maybe not, but still. Don't be too forward about it, OK? I want Chloe to feel like it's an option, if she wants it. But it's got to be her choice. I don't want her to get hurt."

"If you tell me to stay away, you know I will," I said.

"I do," Sarah said, "And that's why I trust you. I guess act surprised if it happens. Still, I can see why she'd want to give you a try."

Sarah pushed me into a blind corner and pressed her lips against mine. I moaned into her mouth. Our tongues danced against each other. Sarah leaned forward so her sex lined up with my own erection. God, after that morning I thought I might never be hard again. All it had taken was one kiss from sexy Sarah and I was good to go all over again.

Sarah gave me long, loving kisses. Pressed her massive chest into mine. As she pulled back for another assault, I looked up. A huge orange and white head was staring back at me. Green eyes glowing almost nuclear.

A tiger.

He was up on his hind legs and watching through the clear window. I don't think he really saw us. He was looking at the other tiger - the one we'd seen on the other side of the temple, under the tree. But there he was, all the same, face massive in the glass. The moment was so surreal I staggered back.

Sarah spun and saw the tiger too. Her eyes went wide. She reached down for her camera, but, of course, it wasn't there. She hadn't been carrying it all trip. She stood there, flabbergasted, hand frozen in the place where her camera should have been.

I reached for my phone and got a quick shot before the tiger dropped down and wandered off. Another small group of people came by and pointed at the tiger walking away from us, tail twitching. As if that was anywhere near as incredible as what we had just seen. The crowds started filing in. The spell broke.

I put my hands on Sarah's shoulders and gave them a tight squeeze. Kissed her on the cheek. The sexy brunette stood there, silent. Watching for a long time. Like there was some unfathomable truth stuck out in the middle distance.

My phone buzzed. It was time to meet the rest of the group for lunch.

*

We all met up at Flame Tree BBQ, back near the front of the park. The crowds had made it out of Avatar and were now waiting for lunch. The line to order was busy, but the seating area was even worse. Alyssa agreed to get my food if I scouted out a table for us. So, I split off and found a place to sit that wasn't too dirty with a bit of shade, down a set of stairs. A surprising number of geese startled as I sat down.

With nothing to do but wait, and no one else around, I did what any normal human being would do: I got out my phone. All the pictures that Alyssa had taken the night before were there, waiting for me. With everything that had gone on, I hadn't ever had the chance to look at all of them.

They were pretty racy, I have to admit. My girlfriend had sent them to me as part of our play-and-play-alike policy. I supposed this meant that it was supposed to turn me on. After all, it was pictures of the redheaded Alyssa kissing the beautiful, blonde Kelsey. The ones where my girlfriend was with Kevin, however - their lips together, his hand on her breast, her hands on his crotch - made my stomach twist and not in the good way.

I reminded myself that this was all part of the fun. After all, I was getting to be with all the girls too. Jealousy doesn't listen. Jealousy only sees.

I felt a tap on my shoulder and looked up.

"Nice, right?" Alyssa asked, standing over me.

"These pictures are pretty crazy," I said.

"Oh God," Kelsey said. Everyone else had arrived carrying trays of food and they were sitting around me, "You sent all those to Ben?" She looked legitimately mortified, refusing to meet anyone's eyes.

"I told you that's what I was doing," Alyssa said, "You have nothing to be embarrassed about, trust me. She leaned over to give Kelsey a kiss on the cheek, but the beautiful blonde ducked away.

"Oo, let me see," Julia said, but Kelsey reached across and ripped the phone out of my hand before she could. My roommate jumped back like Kelsey had taken a sharp swipe at her.

"It's nothing that bad," I said, "Nothing exposed or anything."

"Except for Kelsey's and my boobs," Alyssa said. She grabbed the phone from Kelsey and swiped over to that shot so we could all see. "It's one of my favorites."

Kelsey howled and buried her head in her arms. Her boyfriend, Kevin, looked down at her with disdain, like she was a little girl throwing a tantrum. Which I suppose she was. The rest of us sat in silence, trays of food stacked in front of us and untouched. This was not the performance I'd paid for - no Fastpasses had been acquired - but that didn't stop me from watching.

"Come on, Kel," Kevin said, "It wasn't that bad - all we did was kiss."

"And fondle," Alyssa said. She paged to another picture.

Kelsey groaned and tried to hide her head even deeper. Kevin shook his head. "I'm going to... I don't know, I'm going to go away for a while," he told us, gestured fruitlessly at Kelsey, and stalked off.

"See?" Kelsey said, finally looking up. Her face was red and it would have looked cute if it wasn't so troubling. "He's pissed. I told you not to take those pictures."

"If he's mad, it's because you're making such a big deal over nothing," Alyssa said. "As I recall, you were pretty eager last night."

"I was drunk," Kelsey said, "And you used your magical powers on me."

Alyssa looked at me, querying. I shrugged. I didn't think the whole 'sucking bust' speech was going to go over well in that moment.

"So, what we did last night was wrong," Alyssa said, "A mistake."

"Obviously," Kelsey said, throwing her hands in the air, dramatically.

"You were tricked. And I'm just some slut for doing it," Alyssa said.

"That's not what I said," Kelsey said. I looked around for Kevin, hoping that he might be able to stop this before it got worse. But he was nowhere to be seen. The rest of us all stared blankly. A fly landed on my barbecue chicken.

"My first boyfriend was ten years older than me," Alyssa said, "I was young and naive and he took advantage of that."

"I'm sorry," Sarah said.

"Don't be," Alyssa said, "I learned a lot from him. Since then I've been with a lot of people. Girls and guys. I had a regular thing with a married man. Slept with two of my professors. My best friend's Dad. Not boys and girls, but men and women who were mature enough to have grown beyond jealousy. Being with Ben is great, but eventually we'll split up and I'll move on to someone else and so will he. I won't have any regrets about it. I'm not looking for some perfect Prince Charming to be with forever. So I guess that means I'm not good enough for you, right Kelsey?"



"I didn't say that!" Kelsey shouted. "Stop putting words in my mouth!" She stood up, face redder than before. Her nose twitched and I saw that she was fighting back tears.

"Maybe I'm a slut," Alyssa said, "That's fine with me. Because, here's the thing, I don't care what you call me. In a hundred years? In less - I'll be fucking dead and so will you. And no one will remember either of us or what we thought or how we felt. We'll be little gray stones and eventually even those will erode into nothing. So, who cares, as long as you enjoyed the ride? That's all I'm saying Kelsey. You can be good, bad, whatever. What you feel about it is what matters. I'm just glad I found out how you feel about me."

Before anyone could react, Kelsey reared back and slapped Alyssa, hard, right on the face. Her cheek bloomed red right in front of us. We raced over and grabbed the both of them, to hold them back in case it escalated. Instead, the two of them just stood there, smoking.

"I'm OK, I'm OK," Alyssa said. I dropped her arms. She stood there, staring, like she was thinking of going after Kelsey. Then she grabbed a plate of food and stormed off, leaving Kelsey standing there. The beautiful blonde really did begin to cry then. I got up to follow Alyssa, but she waved me off.

I went back to our table and sat down. Tried to enjoy my cold food. Kevin never came back.

*

We all endured the world's most uncomfortable meal in silence. These kinds of fights - the ugly ones that seemed to always come with sex and sharing partners - we'd somehow managed to avoid them on the baseball trip. We'd argued, of course. But never like this. This was ugly and worse, kind of unexpected. I guess I thought we were special. That somehow our group wasn't wired this way.

I was wrong.

After we ate, I went over to where Alyssa was sitting. She'd taken a table a few sections away. Her face pinkish where Kelsey had hit her. Sitting by herself with a half-eaten plate of food, Alyssa looked reflective in a way I'd never seen her. Not that my girlfriend couldn't be deep, but she rarely seemed to spend much time reflecting on things. I envied that about her.

"You want me to get you an ice pack?" I asked.

My girlfriend smiled at me, thinly, and shook me off. She told me, not unkindly, that she wanted some time to be alone. Then she gave me a good kiss on the lips.

"I'm not mad at you. I just need a break from," Alyssa waved her hand toward where the rest of us had been sitting, "This." She got up, threw away her trash, and marched off to I don't know where. I don't think she knew, either.

As soon as I came back to our table, Kelsey got up and stalked off in the opposite direction. She didn't say anything, just grunted and disappeared.

Julia asked if I'd go on Everest with her, but I turned her down. "I don't want to risk getting dizzy again," I said. I felt fine. I just didn't want to deal with my aggressive roommate right then. She walked off, sullen as everyone else.

That left me with Sarah and Chloe, which was fine, but the sisters wanted to go meet characters in DinoLand and it didn't interest me. So, I ended up on my own. In that moment, it felt like the best choice.

I walked into Africa and up to the Safari. After about a thirty-minute wait, I got on the truck and we rolled off. The families around me all seemed to be staring at the weird single guy on the ride. Or maybe it was just my own emotions playing tricks on me.

Overall, I felt OK - it's not like I was depressed or anything. It was the group I was worried about. I was angry at Julia and I didn't see that changing. I didn't see much of a future for Alyssa and Kelsey, either. I got on with Sarah and Chloe, of course, but I couldn't imagine Alyssa putting up with the two of them for too much longer. Alyssa tried to hide it, tried to make it seem like everyone was playing around, but I could tell my redheaded girlfriend didn't trust Sarah. I hadn't given her any reason to, either. It had been hard to get everyone back together again, yet we broke apart so easily.

The ride was nice enough. There was a nice breeze as we bounced along the roads and it helped cut through the sweat of the sun. We saw rhinos and an okapi. At one point, our ride was blocked by a giraffe moving amorously toward his partner. But they broke apart before anything un-Disney could happen. I was seeing metaphors in everything. It wasn't a good sign.

The most surprising thing I saw, however, wasn't until the ride was over. As I walked out of the safari I saw her: Kelsey - beautiful, thin, shoulder-length blonde hair tossing softly in the wind - waiting by the exit. She waved at me shyly.

"How did you find me?" I asked.

"Just lucky," Kelsey said, "I was going to get on line, but then I saw you coming out."

"Want to go on with me?" I asked.

"You don't have to do it twice, Ben," Kelsey said. Her blue eyes were a bit bloodshot, like she'd been crying. Which I knew she had been. She tucked her golden hair behind her ear, shyly.

"With you? I'd do it as many times as you let me," I said. Kelsey punched me in the shoulder, but I saw she was smiling.

So, we got back on line for the safari. We leaned against the bamboo railings and waited for our turn. The wait wasn't too bad, especially now that I had someone to talk to. Even if the conversation wasn't exactly comfortable.

"I'm sorry about before," Kelsey said, "I know I shouldn't have slapped Alyssa, I just... I wasn't trying to insult her."

"No? What were you going for then?"

"I'm mad at myself, not your girlfriend."

"You still blamed her for what you did, though, right?"

"Maybe," Kelsey said, "OK, I guess I did. It wasn't what I intended to do, but that doesn't make a difference. If it helps I really am sorry. I tried to call Alyssa's cell but she's not answering. Kevin isn't either."

"It's fine. Alyssa's a hardy soul," I said, "She'll get over it and be all over you before you know it." I told myself that was true, even as I doubted it. Alyssa wasn't the type to give second chances, I knew.

"I don't hate Alyssa or look down on her or whatever," Kelsey said, "If anything, I'm really jealous. She's so free. I wish I could be that way."

"Alyssa doesn't want you to be like her," I said, "She wants you to be yourself."

"I wish I knew who that was," Kelsey said, "I thought I had it all figured out, but clearly I'm an idiot. It's like, I tell myself I'm one person and then I act like someone else. This other girl I'm almost too familiar with."

"The one on the baseball trip," I said.

"That's her," Kelsey said, "I don't know, something about baseball must get me super horny or something." Two guys across from us in line turned and stared, not even trying to hide it.

*

After the second safari, Kelsey and I decided to go on Everest. We walked down to Asia, past monkey-filled ruins, and got in line. We stayed silent, mostly, but it was a comfortable quiet. Easy. Sometimes the best talk you can have is the one you keep to yourself.

Maybe the group would be OK, I thought. Kelsey would apologize, and Alyssa would forgive her. Kevin would come back and the couple would get things figured out. Then we'd all have a massive orgy on the lawn in front of our hotel room. Well, probably not. But still, things could get better, and I was happy to hope for that.

As we got closer to the ride, I saw that Kelsey seemed to be fidgeting more and more.

"I don't know if this is for me," she said, "I mean, I like rides, but I'm not sure."

"It's fine," I said, reaching over to squeeze her hand, "See how you can tell? It's just lap bars." We were close enough for Kelsey to look over and see people sitting down in the rollercoaster cars. "If it's shoulder straps, then you're in trouble."

Kelsey smiled thinly and nodded. We climbed on the ride. She looked a little pale but didn't say a word. Our train slowly climbed up the mountain. Higher and higher. On the third leg, though, the track suddenly ended. Our train car hung there. Waiting. As if, it too, couldn't decide where to go next. I looked over at Kelsey and she gave me a very brave smile.

"Ready?" I asked. She nodded her head, very slightly. I grabbed her hand again, across the lap bars. "If I'm going to do something scary, I'm glad I can share it with you."

"Me too," Kelsey said.

The train started sliding backwards. We gained speed. Everything went dark as we were ripped back, fast, along the track.

*

Kelsey got off the ride looking like a new woman. She was smiling broadly, striding confidently.

"I really feel like, I don't know, like I conquered something," she told me. While Kelsey went to look at the pictures of us on the ride, I went found a stuffed yeti, round and puffy with big goofy fangs. I bought it and handed it to her.

"A trophy," I said, "To remind you that you can conquer anything."

Kelsey hugged her stuffed yeti tight and smiled.

*

After Everest, it was mid-afternoon and I needed a snack. I'd heard a place in Africa had Dole Whip and that was worth the walk for me.

"It keeps coming back to the baseball trip," Kelsey said as we walked back toward Africa, "No matter how I try not to think about it, with you guys here, it sort of follows me everywhere. When I was at school it was distant. A whisper. Now I feel it shouting at me all the time and I just want to run. Only I can't decide if I should be racing closer or further away."

We got to the stand and, sure enough, pineapple soft serve ice cream awaited us. We both ordered a cup full and sat down at a nearby table. The sun was really beating down now. How sad was I? Three days into the heat and I was already wishing for a little cold. Buffalo me was going to beat the crap out of Florida me when I got home.

"Let me guess," I said as we sat down, "We were all having fun and you felt left out."

"Left out?" Kelsey said and laughed, "Oh God no. I feel like I was doing everything. To everyone. Like I was this cum-hungry, orgasm-crazy, nympho. Then we got home and that girl went away and I was so..."

"Happy?" I asked.

"Terrified."

"Of what?"

"Everything," Kelsey said, "Who I'd been. Who I was going to be. What if that was like, temporary sex insanity? What if it wasn't? And then I went off to school and met Kevin and I felt like I was getting this fresh start to be the person I thought I was supposed to be. When you guys called, I mean, I knew I was going to say no. There was no way I was going on another road trip. Risking everything. And then I found myself saying yes. And I thought, OK, this is a test. A chance to show that I've really changed. Apparently, that's a running theme. I tell myself I've changed and then I'm topless in the pool. Or swapping boyfriends during sex. Or making out drunk in Epcot. And round and round we go."

"That's not Alyssa's fault," I said, "Or anyone's."

"No, it's my fault. I know," Kelsey said, "My choices. I'm sorry if I'm making it sound any other way. I don't know who to be anymore."

"I'd rather you be yourself," I said, "I like that Kelsey. So does Julia and Sarah. And I bet if you introduced that Kelsey to Kevin, he'd like her, too."

"I'm just afraid," Kelsey said, "Afraid that the girl you're talking about will never be happy."

"How can she be happy if you don't let her exist?" I asked.

*

After our snack we went over to DinoLand to ride - what else? - Dinosaur. I was half hoping to run into Sarah and Chloe over there, but the sisters had obviously moved on to something else. The line was pretty long, but it was indoors. The A/C seemed to cool our conversation, as well. It had gotten awkward again.

Kelsey leaned against the wall, hugging her new yeti friend close to her chest. There was a couple in front of us wearing matching red t-shirts that said, "I'll be your Mickey" and "I'll be your Minnie" respectively. Maybe it was my mindset, but they seemed really suggestive to me. 'I'll fuck anyone,' basically, though I doubted that was the intent.

Kelsey looked at me and cocked an eyebrow. I smiled and whispered what I thought about the shirts.

"Maybe we should get some of those for the group," she said.

"I don't know if that's the sort of thing we should be advertising," I said.

Kelsey sighed, as if coming to an uncomfortable conclusion. "I can't help who I am," she said, "I have to be me, and fuck whoever thinks otherwise."

I leaned in and kissed Kelsey on the cheek. She turned my head and kissed me back, square on the lips. It wasn't sexy, exactly, but this was the stunning, blonde Kelsey kissing me. There wasn't really space on the scale for chaste.

Kelsey stepped back and studied my face like it was something wonderful. "If you tell Kevin I did that I'll rip your nuts off," she said.

"Clearly you've been spending too much time with Julia."

*

We got in the little Jeeps and travelled into the past. After Everest, this ride was really next to nothing. Kelsey raised her arms and cheered as we dipped under an attacking dino. It made me glad, seeing her able to let go and have fun.

After the ride I texted Alyssa. It was getting close to dinner time and I wanted to make sure she knew where to meet us. She responded by calling me. That is never a good sign. I walked a bit away from Kelsey, so I could talk to my girlfriend in private.

"Look, I'm not mad," she said, "Like I said, I just need a break from the group."

"Kelsey feels bad," I said.

"Well I don't," Alyssa said, "I meant the whole thing. It's my body and what I do with it is nobody's business. Certainly not little Kelsey's."

"She and I talked about it," I said, "She understands what she did. She really is sorry."

"Good for her," Alyssa said. "I still don't feel like doing the whole 'I'm sorry, you're sorry let's be sisters' thing. At least not tonight. I'll grab dinner on my own and meet up with you back at the hotel room."

When I walked back, I saw Kelsey slip her own phone into her pocket. Apparently, Kevin had given her a similar speech about needing a break.

"He says he's not mad at me," Kelsey said, "He's OK. We're OK." She put on a happy face. Like a smile could mask all that hurt.

We started walking back to the front of the park. We made our way over the bridge, back to Discovery Island. As we went, I felt an unexpected sadness wash over me. Another day was coming to an end. When we'd started our Florida trip, it felt like we had all the time in the world. Already we were more than halfway done.

We found Sarah and Chloe standing near the Tree of Life. The two girls seemed locked in serious conversation, but there were simply too many topics for me to guess at what they might have been saying.

Sarah gave me a very cursory hug when we came over. Chloe nodded seriously.

"I'm sorry," Kelsey said, out of nowhere. Suddenly all three girls raced together, hugging and sobbing.

"It's OK," Sarah said, "It's OK."

"No, it's not," Kelsey said, "You're supposed to be my best friend and I've been such a jerk this whole trip."

"No, you haven't," Sarah said.

They were having this weird wailing conversation. Talking it out between the tears. I stood to the side, a bit awkward. Unsure whether to join or just let them have their moment. People walked past as if nothing was happening. Group cries, apparently, were nothing new for a day in Disney.

Finally, the three of them separated and slowly put themselves back together.

"Sorry Ben," Kelsey said, and the three of them laughed like they might start weeping all over again.

"It's OK," I said, "I'm glad things are getting worked out."

"We're getting there," Sarah said. She reached over and squeezed Kelsey's shoulder.

"Seems like the best way to solve this is over copious amounts of meat," I said.

"Typical boy," Kelsey said.

"I meant dinner," I said.

"Sure you did," Sarah said, but there was something about the flirting that felt off. Like she was reading the lines without putting any heart into it.

"In any case," I said, "We just need Julia and we can go." I wasn't looking forward to seeing my roommate again, but maybe it was time for everyone to apologize out in the open.

"Julia texted me she's not coming," Sarah said, toneless. "She's going to get dinner here in Animal Kingdom and meet up with us later. Something about making the most of her time in the park."

Was it wrong that I felt relieved in that moment? It was like I'd been granted temporary parole - too excited about my momentary freedom to worry about the upcoming permanent punishment. I was happy, I reminded myself. Kelsey was back on my good side. I had sexy Sarah and her suddenly lewd, maybe not-so-lesbian little sister. Nothing to worry about at all.

Everything was fine.

*

We took a bus from Animal Kingdom to the Polynesian Hotel for dinner. The bus was crowded, again, and I found myself separated from the girls. The three of them stood around a pole and whispered to each other like high school co-conspirators. And I couldn't help but feel like the anxious geek, awaiting the horrible consequences of their next plot.

The hotel lobby was immense. It made where we were staying look like a hut on the side of the road. Everything was dark wood and bright, happy music. Clearly, this was a place for a far better class of person than me. We were all too hungry to really take notice. We went straight up the escalator to our restaurant.

Back when we'd planned this trip, we'd made reservations for dinner at 'Ohana, picturing this triumphant group feast. We'd sit around a huge table, toasting each other, getting good and drunk on fire-roasted meats while Hawaiian music played in the background. It was going to be a celebration of our trip. Of us.

Instead Sarah, Chole, Kelsey and I crowded around a small square table, strangely subdued. Kelsey's plush yeti rested on the table. The lighting was dim. Outside our window, we could see the shadow of Cinderella's castle in the distance - like it was only a dream.

I'd thought after the big group hug that things had gotten better, but instead it seemed that only applied to the women. Whenever I started a conversation, it fell flat. Short answers and taut nods. Even our waiter seemed to notice. He darted away after taking our drink orders as if he was afraid we might explode.

"Well this is lovely," I said.

"What's going on with you and Julia?" Sarah asked. Out of nowhere, just like that. I wish I could say that it was unexpected. All three girls leaned in, like I was about to give them the million-dollar answer.

"Nothing," I said, "We're fine."

"Bullshit," Sarah said, "Julia told me what happened. That you gave her the best cum she's had maybe ever and then treated her like crap all day. So, what the fuck is going on?"

I looked around, nervously, hoping that no one had heard us. Plus, it saved me from having to look Sarah in the eye. I couldn't remember ever seeing her this angry and it was frightening. When Sarah had stood up for me the day before, it had felt like being protected by a mother bear. Now that I was under that same attack, the description seemed almost too tame - me cowering under her grizzly glare.

I could only respond by arguing back, like my claws had even the slightest chance. "What do you think happened?" I asked, "She beat the crap out of me. Again."

"Come on Ben," Kelsey said, "That's how Julia is. You remember? With all the, you know. The slapping and stuff?"

"She likes it rough," Sarah said, "That's all."

"No, that's my point," I said, "That's the whole fucking point. No, she doesn't. She's not rough, or aggressive or any of that. She just likes to beat up on me."

"I can't imagine why you think that's true," Sarah said.



Her dismissive tone only made me madder. I was shouting at the wind. Spitting on a river. I didn't care.

"Her fucking boyfriend told me," I said, "Brandon. Right before they split. He said she was passive. That she didn't slap or scratch or any of that shit."

All three girls looked back at me in shock. Processing what I'd told them.

"I'm sure there has to be a rational reason for it," Sarah said finally, "Julia isn't good with feelings, I know. But she wouldn't intentionally try to hurt you."

"The bruises and cuts say different," I said, "Honestly I don't care what her excuse is. It's unacceptable."

"Maybe she was just, like, not ready to be herself with him," Kelsey said, "Like, you know, when you want your boyfriend to stick it in your butt but you don't tell him right away because you don't want him to think you're a freak so you wait? You know?"

All three of us looked back at Kelsey. Eyes wide.

"I mean, like, purely hypothetically," she said, absently tracing at the table with her finger.

*

The food came out, course after course. Layer after layer. A huge bowl of noodles, dumplings and vegetables. Then steak, chicken, and shrimp on skewers. Finally, they brought out a sumptuous bread pudding slathered in caramel.

I told myself I was too angry to have an appetite, but my body didn't listen. All that eating also made for a good excuse not to talk. We focused on the food. On the conga line of children that passed by. Out the window at the rapidly darkening sky. Anywhere but each other.

By the time dinner was over, the sun was gone as well. We got on the bus bound for Animal Kingdom, went back through security, and into the park. The darkness only made the Tree of Life look even brighter. Again, we turned towards Pandora. I'd heard that it was a completely different experience in the evening and that turned out to be true.

The alien feel of the place was only magnified. Everything had an otherworldly glow - all purples and oranges. Waterfalls quietly shushing in the distance. We found an area with benches and sat down - Sarah and me on one side, Kelsey and Chloe on the other - soaking the place in. A gaggle of kids ran around us, hitting screaming and laughing, creating their own strange cacophony.

Sarah snuggled into my shoulder. I was afraid to say anything - to break the spell - but I was also too scared to leave things be.

"Are we OK?" I asked.

"Of course," Sarah said, "I can't be too angry after that bread pudding. Seriously, that was amazing."

"Seriously," I said, "Sarah you know I care about you in a way that... Look, you're allowed to be upset."

"No, I really am sorry," Sarah said, "Julia told me what happened and I... I don't know. I didn't mean to attack you."

"I don't want to hurt her," I said, "She's my best friend but..."

"But you don't want to get hurt either. I get that," Sarah said, "Talk to Julia. Not tonight - I doubt we'll see her. But tomorrow morning. Work things out. You both deserve that, at least."

I nodded, thoughtfully. I wasn't looking forward to that conversation. But I knew that it had to happen. "And us?" I asked, "We're OK?"

"We're fine," Sarah said, "More than fine." She turned her head up and kissed me on the lips. Soft and loving. This place, it really did feel like magic, and it overwhelmed us. Drew us in and drowned us.

"Get a room you two," Chloe said.

"We have one," Sarah said, pulling away from me, "The problem is my roommate."

"Pretty sure she's more of an accelerator than a break," Kelsey said. Chloe blushed, but she didn't deny it.

Pandora was starting to get really crowded again so we went back into Animal Kingdom. The night show was about to start and we made our way over to the amphitheater. There were plenty of people there, too, and the chatter hung with a low hum.

I sat with Sarah on one side of me and Chloe on the other. Kelsey sat on the far side of Sarah. She texted Julia, who confirmed that she wasn't going to join us for the evening. I thought about reaching out to Alyssa, but I decided to let her have time to herself, as well. After all, I had enough problems in my life without intentionally adding new ones.

The show was good, with spinning flowers firing plumes of colored water. No fireworks - I guess because they might scare the actual animals. The projections were neat, though, and the music was good. The show was clever, though not overwhelming. A peaceful end to a very combative day.

When the show ended, we started walking back towards the exit and our hotel. I was feeling tired, the day had drained me in every way, and I was ready for bed. The wait for the bus wasn't too bad, but we were standing once again. My legs and feet ached in a way that was all too familiar. It was only day three and I was hurting - I could only imagine where I'd be when the trip was over.

We got back to the hotel and started walking to our room. Sarah asked Kelsey if she wanted to join us, but the blonde girl waved us off. She still hadn't heard from Kevin and I could tell she was getting nervous.

"It's fine," she said as we walked past a sculpture of a giant dalmatian puppy watching TV, "He just needs to blow off some steam."

Sarah and I shared a worried look.

"You sure you don't want some company?" I asked.

"I don't think, like, company is what I'll be getting back at your room, Ben," Kelsey said, she swung her stuffed yeti back and forth, playfully.

"We definitely won't leave you alone," Chloe said.

Kelsey laughed. "Good luck," she told me, and squeezed my arm, "I'm not sure even I could keep up with those two."

*

I followed Sarah and Chloe around the back of our building and up the stairs to our room. As we went, I checked my phone. I still hadn't heard anything from Alyssa. I assumed she was fine. The last thing I wanted to be was the needy boyfriend.

The day had been muggy hot and so all of us wanted a shower before bed. The air-conditioning only made me feel dirtier as the droplets of sweat turned to ice on my body. Sarah got to take the first shower and so I lay down on top of the bedspread.

Chloe flipped on the TV and found a basketball game. She climbed up next to me on the bed. I realized I hadn't really spoken to Sarah's little sister all day. I thought maybe she was nervous after fooling around with us the night before. Or maybe, I reflected, she was mad at me, too. But, no, I realized in that moment that Chloe hadn't been doing anything but waiting. Coiling. Getting ready to pounce like a hungry cat.

I heard Sarah squeak the shower on. Chloe leaned up and kissed me on the lips.

"It's OK," Chloe said, "Sarah said it was OK." This is where we'd gotten to: my girlfriend had given me permission to fuck another woman and that woman had given me permission to have sex with a third girl - her little sister. Good lord.

Chloe kept kissing me, tentative but determined. I looked into her eyes and it was almost like looking back at Sarah, herself. But also so different it was jarring. I ran my hand through Chloee's dark brown hair. She dragged her fingers down my jawline.

"Julia really does play rough," Chloe said, finding a scratch on my shoulder. She bent down and kissed me there. "Good thing I didn't make a play for her, after all."

"Don't worry," I said, "She saves all that for me."

Chloe reached for the bottom of my shirt and pulled it over my shoulders. She stared at my chest, Traced my pecs with her fingertips. "It's weird," she said, "Being with a boy. I've never been with a boy."

"Good weird?" I asked.

"Weird weird," Chloe said, "But with you it's nice. I do kind of wish you had boobs, though." She pinched my nipples, not too roughly.

"I think you've got plenty enough for both of us," I said, and pulled Chloe's shirt off.

"Compared to Sarah I'm..."

"Compared to Sarah you're still amazing," I said. Chloe's breasts were practically bursting out of her black, lacy bra. I did them a favor and freed them. They hung down brownish and full. Dark nipples already diamond hard.

I wanted to start suckling at them, but I felt like it was important to let Chloe drive the action. So instead I lay back on the bed and let Sarah's little sister explore.

"You're going to have to show me," Chloe said, kissing my lips again. Moving down to my neck. "How to be with a boy."

"I'd imagine the mechanics are mostly the same," I said, "The same things like to be kissed. Stroked."

"Let's see," Chloe said. She trailed down my chest to my nipples and sucked slightly. I groaned in response, let my back arch. Chloe ran her hands down my back and found my backside. She slipped under my shorts, my boxers, and squeezed at my bare bottom.

"OK to return the favor?" I asked. She mm-hmmed at me, still working her mouth around my body. Dragging her tits through my chest hair.

I slowly slid my hands down Chloe's bare back until I reached the waistband of her shorts. They were tight, but I found my way in and under her panties. I could tell by touch she was wearing a thong. Then I was entranced by something far more exciting than racy underwear.

I let Chloe's full buttcheeks fill my palms. Slipped my fingers into her crack. She wiggled back against me. My God. How had I ever not been a butt man? This was amazing - and there were so many other interesting things within reaching distance.

I ran my fingers down, careful not to brush her brown star, and found Chloe's thick pussy lips. She giggled a little when my touch teased at her hole, already clearly dripping. Chloe pulled back, forcing me to let go. I dropped my hands to my sides.

Chloe sat up, like she was riding me. Only we were still separated by our clothes. Her breasts hung down alluringly.

"Too far?" I asked her.

"Not far enough," she said. I took my cue, sat up, and began to kiss at her breasts, carefully teasing around her nipples. Then I finally took her left breast into my mouth, far as I could go. Chloe moaned as I engulfed her tit flesh. I let go and did the same to the other.

"No. Still not good enough," Chloe said. She reached down and unbuckled my belt. She pulled my shorts and boxers down in one push. I kicked them off to God-knows-where and hoped I'd never find them again.

My penis - purple, pendulous - popped out and swung slightly from side to side. Chloe stared down at it. For the first time, she looked a bit intimidated.

"Girls don't have anything like that," she said.

"Well, no," I said, speaking more technically seemed to calm Chloe so I continued that way, "But the concept is essentially the same."

"I guess," Chloe said, she ran her hand through her hair. A nervous tic. This wasn't some weird male fantasy of the inexperienced girl afraid of my big, mean, man meat. This was someone who, legitimately, wasn't sure what to do next. Like sitting in a car with manual transmission for the first time, Chloe looked overwhelmed by all the new instruments.

"Why don't we go with what we know," I said. I grabbed the pretty high schooler by her waist and flipped her over. I kissed her neck and chest - spent extra time at her bountiful boobs - until my mouth was where warm, brown flesh met cold, khaki thread.

Using my mouth, I pulled at the button of her shorts and popped them open. I bit down hard at the waistband and started dragging them down, like a dog retreating with a treat. Chloe bent her legs to help me along, and then she was left with nothing but her thin, black thong.

I stood and stared down at her on the bed. She was almost posed, brown hair splayed over the pillows. Tits still quite large despite being on her back. She curled her legs sexily. Alluring. It made me want to rip her to pieces. I guess maybe in that moment I did kind of understand what drove Julia. The way tenderness and aggression can get all wrapped up together.

I grabbed Chloe's ankle and raised it up. Kissing at where her foot met her leg. It also, coincidentally, happened to spread her open a bit. Just a happy accident, I assure you. I lifted her left and did the same. Her sex now wide, awaiting my entry.

I climbed up on the bed between those luscious legs. I couldn't help but notice her thighs were already slick. Her scent was subtle, but clearly there and lovely. I kissed down her legs. Till my mouth was right at her center. My nose rubbing the slightly scratchy fabric of her black thong. Again, I bit right at the gusset of her underwear and pulled it back. I pushed the thong right past her knees to the floor.

I got back into position. Chloe bent her legs upward.

"This is not going to be as good as you're used to," I said. I kissed at her inner thighs.

"Is that what you call sexy talk?" Chloe asked, "Cause it helps explain why I'm gay. Was gay. Fuck, I don't know what I am anymore."

"You're a sexy woman about to have a guy do something very good," I said, and kissed her right on her open pussy, "And very bad to you."

"Hmmmmmm," Chloe said and ran her hands down to my head, "I'd like to suggest a study exchange. You show me how to work yours and I'll teach you what to do with... ah! Miiiiiine."

The cute brunette gasped and groaned out her last words as I lapped the length of her opening. Dipped my tongue inside. Her taste, again, was subtle. Barely there. The hint of an accent of feminine musk. And I was so happy to chase after it.

I slowly worked my tongue back and forth, fucking Chloe with it. She slowly raised her legs and rested them against my back. I slurped upwards. Latched my lips around her stiff, burgeoning clit.

"Ha AH!" Chloe gasped as I sucked hard at her clitoris, then began battering it back and forth with my tongue. I slipped two fingers into her and I felt her pussy freaking CLAMP down on them. Tight twats ran in the family, I guess. Chloe might not have ever wanted a dick before, but the high school girl clearly enjoyed having something hard inside her.

Chloe began writhing on the bed. Moaning. Breaths coming in little sobs. I sped my tongue on her clit. Spun my hand palm up and curled the two fingers up against the spongy patch inside her pussy. Curled them forward and...

"Oh FUCK!" Chloe tightened, "Hrrrrrrr...ah. Ah. AH!" Each exclamation almost an exact octave higher. Then she fell back to the bed slack. I carefully slipped my fingers out of her. Leaned back. Chloe started to laugh a little. Deep and throaty. She opened her eyes and looked at me, pupils wide.

"OK, well, lessons are not something you are in need of," Chloe said.

"Not as good as a girl, I'm sure," I said.

"Different than a girl," Chloe said, "Rougher, more forceful. Direct. I kind of liked it."

"Happy to please," I said, and licked at my lips. Chloe looked down and saw my member poking outward. She took a deep breath, as if to steel herself.

"If I'm half as good," she mumbled.

"I'll be twice as happy, I said. Chloe looked at me and smiled.

"That's what it was," she said, "Why I suddenly wanted to be with you in a way that I still can't exactly explain. How I knew, right away, that Sarah was so fucking lucky to have you in her life. The way you kissed me in the car. The way you just... say stuff like it's nothing, yet it's so damn perfect. Made for the moment in every way. Like you really feel those things."

"I really do," I said, "I'm studying engineering for a reason. I like blunt objects."

"Speaking of which," Chloe said, looking pointedly down at my pointing penis. Slowly she reached up for my shoulders and rolled me over. She started the kissing trail again. My lips, still sticky with her juices. My neck and chest. She dragged her nipples through my chest hair like it was something novel and, well, I suppose for her it was. Finally, Chloe came down to my cock. Stared at it. "So..."

"Think of it as a big clit," I said.

"Really big," Chloe said, "Massive."

"The clit that destroyed New York," I said.

"Well I am hoping to get it in my Holland Tunnel," Chloe said, "Sorry, couldn't help myself."

"It's fine," I said, "I like it when you're playful. It means you're comfortable. I mean, the awkward stuff is cute, too. I guess I just like you. No matter how you are."

"See? That stuff," Chloe said, "No wonder you have, like, eight girlfriends."

"I barely have one," I said. Chloe reached up and traced her finger up my shaft. Bottom to top. She kind of booped the head with her finger.

"Like that?" she asked.

"It's a start," I said, "Again, think about your own... prominence. It likes to be touched and eventually rubbed. Licked and sucked. All that stuff."

Again, Chloe ran her finger up and down my shaft. Like tracing it. When he reached bottom again she sort of hmm-ed and half poked at my scrotum.

"OK to touch?" she asked. I nodded. Chloe felt at my sack a bit. She cupped her hand around it. Felt it in her palm. Then gradually she dragged her hand back up my dick. A full stroke. I groaned and she giggled.

"I think I like my new toy," she said. She bent down and used her tongue to trace the way she'd gone with her fingers. Chloe was an expert tease, only she wasn't teasing. She opened her mouth, wrapped it around the head, and slowly lowered down, taking more and more of my meat into her mouth. She choked a little, then quickly backed off.

"Sorry," she said, "Guess I can't get it all in." She lowered down on my cock again, got about halfway, then slowly dragged back up. The sensation was nice, but there was no pressure. No... urgency. I thought about how I'd taken Kelsey's virginity the summer before. How eagerly she'd gotten into it all. I supposed I'd begun to believe that everyone went that way. Like our programming came pre-installed. But Chloe was all operating system and no apps. She could run the game, but I was going to have to tell her how.

I sat up and gently lifted her off my cock. Kissed her on the lips. "Let me show you," I said. Chloe nodded earnestly. I took her hand in mine and wrapped it around my shaft.

"You really can't squeeze too hard," I told her, making sure she had a tight fist. I slowly dragged it up, so she pulled the loose skin over the head of my cock. "Like that."

I lay back and Chloe began working my dick. It was nice. Building. But I wanted more. "Ready to move on?" I asked. She nodded, eager. "Take your mouth and wrap it over the head. Yes, like that. Now do what your hand was doing, just with your mouth."

Chloe sucked hard and lifted upward. Her head popped off and she laughed. She tried again. Moved up and down a bit. Slowly she started to get into it. I felt my pleasure start to build, a dull ache at the base of my balls. Suddenly Chloe went too far down and choked again.

"Fuck! This is hard," Chloe said, a bit of drool running down her chin. "I thought girls were supposed to be the tough ones. I don't know, sis, I think I need your help." I looked over in surprise. There was Sarah, sitting on the other bed. Wrapped in a thin white towel. She smiled at me and sort of waved. How long had she been watching us for?

"Long enough to be at least a little jealous," Sarah said, but she winked at me as she spoke. She stood and unwrapped her towel. She seemed to glorify in how my eyes went wide as she showed me her incredible body. Massive tits that made even Chloe's seem a bit undersized. Tight stomach leading down to a triangle of short, brown pubes. And then her perfect, pink pussy. Already open and waiting. The target for my ever-wanting arrow.

Sarah's fingers dangled by her snatch. She casually brought them up to her mouth and tasted each one. The buxom brunette pushed her younger sister to the side and climbed up, so she was between my legs. Her head at my bottom. "Let me show you how it's done," Sarah said.



"Wait," I said, "Spin around. Let me at least return the favor."

Sarah smiled. "See, that's how you know you have a keeper," she told her little sister. She turned around on all fours and slowly crawled back, like a truck backing into a spot. I almost expected to hear the warning beeps. Finally she parked her perfect pussy above my lips.

I expect Sarah to need a little warm up - after all, she'd only been watching - but her snatch was ready to go and, clearly, so was she. I had barely pressed my lips to hers when she swallowed my cock whole, in one go.

"How do you get it all in there?" Chloe asked.

"I'unno," Sarah said, still wrapped around my meat. She slid up and let me free with a pop. "Ask me again when it's stuffed in your pussy." She went right back to it. This was Sarah, who sucked at me like it was magic. But she had an added bit of aggression this time. A hunger. I wondered if maybe she was showing off a bit for her sister.

Sarah was so into it, I could barely focus on working her in return. I couldn't develop a plan of attack - my brain was already captured. So, I settled for sticking my finger in Sarah's snatch and working my tongue back and forth on her little clitty. When in doubt, play the hits.

It seemed to be enough for Sarah, she slowed on my cock, almost biting down, as her first orgasm overtook her. She spit out my cock gasping. "Fuck! You're supposed to... Warn a girl. Before you do that. Fucking hell that was nice."

Sarah slowly rested her head on my leg, trying to catch her breath. "Came up on me so quick, I didn't even realize until my brain was already busting."

"He's good at that, isn't he," Chloe said, and I realized it was quite the compliment coming from her.

"Your turn," Sarah said, she grabbed my cock in her hand and waved it at her sister.

I felt my dick surrounded by warm wetness once again. Far more tentative but still not so bad. I didn't start up again on Sarah, unsure if she was ready for round two. She seemed content just to lay on me and squeeze the base of my cock while her sister slowly sucked up and down its length. With an open pussy right in front of me and the two, similarly shaped women in the distance working at my cock like it was the best thing in the whole world, I had one hell of a view.

"Like that," Sarah said, "But slower. Use your lips but not your teeth."

I lay back and let Sarah instruct her sister. It was neat, but nothing exciting. Like the Tomorrowland Peoplemover, Chloe's mouth made for a nice ride, but it wasn't really taking me anywhere. I couldn't help it, I started to hope that Sarah would stick me in her Splash Mountain soon.

Chloe pulled off my cock and smiled. Sarah absently stroked at my dick. "Getting close Ben?"

"Getting close to getting close," I said, code for 'not really, but I'm not stupid enough to complain, either.'

"Geez, Sis, you really are bad at this," Sarah said, playfully shoving her sister in the shoulder.

"Unlike some people, I didn't spend my entire teenage years with a dick in my mouth," Chloe said.

"No, just a pussy on your face," Sarah said, "Anyway, at least your cunt will know what it's doing. So you ready for this?" Sarah slowly rocked my cock back and forth in her hands.

"Not... not yet," Chloe said, "I need you to show me first. Show me, sis. Let me how he stuffs you full."

Sarah smiled at me knowingly. "If I must. I hope you can settle for my poor little pussy, Ben." She straddled me, pointing my penis right at her sex. She pressed it against her clit a little, rubbing.

"Fuck that's nice," I said.

Sarah slowly slid my cock back, aimed, and lowered herself down. It took a bit; her pussy was so tight. First the head. Then half my shaft. On her third stroke, Sarah had me fully buried inside her. She gestured down, showing my penis full impaled, like the big reveal. Ta da!

Sarah was doing sorcery on my cock. Her pussy was almost impossibly tight. Fortunately, she made more than enough lubrication to keep things moving. I felt every ridge of her pussy, every fold, as it slid up and down my shaft so close I felt like even one vein in a different place would have made the fit impossible. It was the grip strength of the world's greatest handjob. The warmth and wetness of an incredible blowjob. All in Sarah's amazing, cum-hungry pussy.

We both groaned as Sarah slowly slid up and down my shaft. Her breasts jiggled with every pump. I reached up and squeezed her tits, then sat up completely. Wrapped my arms around her shoulders and held her in this incredibly erotic hug. Sarah buried her head in my shoulder. Her brown hair hung down my chest. Her breath warm against my neck. I picked up her head and kissed her. Fully and deeply.

Sarah's legs closed around my waist. The position was wonderful but it didn't do much for pumping and so we just slowly rocked against each other.

"I can't see anything with you two this way," Chloe said, "Do something different."

"Your little sister is really annoying," I said.

"Yes, but I bet you'll feel differently when you fuck her," Sarah said. Reluctantly, she disengaged, rolling to her side and onto her back. I looked down at her. God, she was gorgeous. The sexiest woman I'd ever seen. Sarah reached for my cock and pulled me forward.

"Get back where you belong," she said. Properly placed, I slid forward. By now, usually, a girl's snatch would be ready to take me in one go. But not Sarah. Once again it took a series of thrusts before I could get myself fully buried inside her again.

But oh, it was worth the effort.

"Give it to her," Chloe said, "My slutty sister needs it so bad."

"See what I mean?" I said.

"She'll get hers," Sarah said, "Soon enough."

I drew back and started slowly pumping Sarah.

"Not like that," Chloe said, "She needs it harder. Trust me."

Sarah and I both laughed. I sped up. My pubic bone slapped against Sarah's. Her breath started coming in gasps. Grunts. I kissed her, but she pushed me off. Struggling for air. I reached out for the edge of the bed and grabbed at it for leverage. Driving harder.

I looked over and saw Chloe standing over us. Staring down like she was trying to understand the mechanics of a complicated engine.

"How is she?" Chloe asked.

"Incredible," I said.

"Seriously Chloe, would you please just let him fuck me?" Sarah said, "Unless you're ready to take your turn."

Chloe seemed to think about it. "Not yet." She squatted down. Put her lips up against my ear.

"It makes me happy that you're making my sister feel so good."

"Trying..." I said. Still slamming. Sarah's snatch squeezing. Words struggling.

"Not only that," Chloe said, "All of it. Everything you do. I told you before, she rubs herself. Every night."

"Chloe..." Sarah started to warn, but she lost her train of thought as a little orgasm raced through her. Eyes rolling back.

"And when she does it? Every time. Right when she's about to go. She says your name," Chloe whispered. I groaned.

Sarah started panting. Gulping at the air with these sexy little squeaks. Chloe stood up and stroked her sister's hair.

"You getting close, sis?"

"Almost... there..." Sarah said.

"OK, I'm ready for my turn," Chloe said. She squeezed my shoulder tightly to make me stop moving.

"fffffFUCK!" Sarah said, "You planned it this way didn't you."

"I mean, it wasn't not on purpose," Chloe said, vamping.

"Little bitch," Sarah said.

"I'll finish," I said, "Finish you first."

"No," Chloe said, "It's my turn. I want to go on now."

Sarah groaned. "It's OK. She's just going to complain until we let her. Trust me."

I slid out, similarly frustrated. After all, Sarah wasn't the only one who'd been getting close to the big finish. Which, I suppose was a good reason for Chloe to stop us, as well. I rolled onto my back. My dick stuck up dark, sticky with Sarah's juices. Sarah rolled off the bed. Chloe climbed on.

"It'll be easier this way," Sarah said, "You can control how it goes." She reached over and held my cock straight up for her sister.

"God that's big," Chloe said.

"Wait till it's inside you," Sarah said. I lay back, smart enough to know when it was time to be silent.

Chloe sort of shuffled up until her pussy was right over my cock. Again, the symmetry with what I'd done with her sister before. This was mirror universe-level stuff, minus the evil goatees. Sarah still held my cock in place, absently tapping it against Chloe's clit.

Chloe reached down and took my dick from her sister and placed it at her opening. "Here goes nothing." She wiggled a little bit, till my head was lodged at the exact right spot. She sat down slightly. Her mouth shifted into a big O, like it was the one reshaping to fit my cock.

"What did I tell you?" Sarah said.

"Clits definitely don't do this," Chloe said as she slowly lowered herself, "Though - OH! - I'm starting to wish they did. Fuck that's nice." She got about halfway down and stopped. Like I said, tight pussies ran in the family.

Chloe backed up, then lowered herself again. Further this time. She got it all on the third go. Perfect butt resting on my thighs

"God that feels good, Chloe," I said.

"Better than Sarah's?" she asked. Her older sister swatted her shoulder. I reached under Chloe's bottom and lifted her up slightly. Moving her up and down on my dick. Then she fell forward. Wrapped her arms around my neck. Pressed her ample tits into my chest. Started sliding back and forth, almost like she was rubbing herself off on top of me.

"God. Fuck. Good," Chloe said, words escaping her. She was gasping like Sarah had before. Fuck - I had to stop comparing the two. Just enjoy the experience. And I definitely was enjoying it. Chloe's pussy gripped my dick for dear life. The sex wasn't exactly the same. There was a sensation with Sarah that was lacking with Chloe. The difference between the affectionate loving that Sarah and I shared and the mechanical (though certainly enjoyable) fucking that Chloe and I were doing.

I reached back around for Chloe's ass. I couldn't keep my hands off it. And I realized we were in the wrong position. I slapped her butt cheek.

"Get up," I said.

"Why?" Chloe looked surprised. Disappointed.

"Time for something different," I said. Chloe rolled off me. Her face was bright red. Brown hair everywhere. She had a naughty smile on her face. She let herself be pliable in my hands. A piece of clay ready to be molded to my desires.

Using her ass to steer her, I turned Chloe over on all fours. I stood up behind her and Chloe wiggled her backside at me, teasing.

"Just couldn't go without my butt, could you?" she said.

"It's amazing," I said. I slapped her cheek hard, once, and Chloe kind of gasped. I lined my dick back up and slid home into paradise.

"Harder," Sarah said, "Trust me."

I reared back and started pounding Chloe. My hands held onto her heart-shaped ass so tight they left white marks. I looked over and saw Sarah walk over to her sister.

"Well there goes your gold star," Sarah said.

"Worth it," Chloe said and gulped. Talking and fucking took too much for her lungs to handle. "Ssssssoooooo good."

Reluctantly, I slid my hands off Chloe's butt and grabbed her thighs. Dragged her back and forth on the bed. Moving faster and faster.

"You still need to cum?" Chloe asked her sister.

"I think you know the answer to that you little bitch," Sarah said. Chloe reached out with her hand and found her older sister's sex.

"Least I can do," she said.

"OH!" Sarah squeaked, "Been a while since... Since you did that."

I nearly lost my stroke, but somehow I managed to stay in Chloe.

"How do you think I figured out I was gay?" Chloe asked me, "Well, at least I thought I figured... Anyway, could you please keep fucking me? I was getting close."

Well OK then.

Sarah groaned as her sister sped up her thumb on her clit. I realized I ought to be doing the same, so I reached down and found Chloe's magic button. I drew back with my cock and started moving again. I could feel my own release coming quickly. I needed to get Chloe delivered before I dropped off my own packages.

"Umph," Sarah grunted. "HMPH!" she threw her head back. Her body shook, and she sank to the floor. One down.

"Oh. OH!" Chloe froze. "Guh. Uh. Oh FUUUUUUUCK!" She squeezed the sheets tight and her head lolled. "Ag... Again. Again!"

I kept plowing her, knowing I was almost there. Chloe was still shouting. Incoherent. These guttural exclamations that sounded like words but came out as nonsense.

"Oh God. Cum. Cumming. Can't stop cumming. Oh! I need you to... CUM. Oh God. Please."

"Oh Chloe," I said, "Almost."

"Give it to me. Please. Oh GOD I'm so close to something HUUUUUGE and I need you to cum for MEEEEE!"

I reared back. My pumping slowed. I took a long slllooooow drag and then it was there. Pleasure raced like a river through my body. My cock blasted Chloe's cunt. Painted it.

Chloe threw her head back and howled, "Cuuuummmmmming! Oh I'm cumming so fucking HARD!" Her whole body seemed to buck, then freeze. I felt every muscle in her body go taut, like a massive cramp. Chloe collapsed forward. Her body twitching like it had been shocked. "Fuck that's nice," Chloe groaned.

Seeing me standing there, still spurting, Sarah shot forward. She grabbed my cock and started to suck what remained out of me.

"Mine," she said, possessively. Like I hadn't just been in her little sister's pussy, Sarah slowly licked at me, sucking out the last bits of my precious essence. It was my turn to fall forward on to the bed.

Sarah climbed up next to me and kissed me.

"Thanks," she said.

"For fucking your sister?" I asked. She shrugged.

"We have weird lives," Sarah said, "But I wouldn't trade them for the world." She crawled up like she was about to kiss me. I felt the warmth of sleep slide over my body.

"Oh fuck."

We both turned to look at Chloe. She had her hand on her pussy. She pulled it back and found it covered in my cream.

"You came in me," she said. Sarah gave me a look. Eyes wide.

"I thought you..." I started.

"Oh fuck!" Chloe said, "Fuck, fuck fuck." She jumped off the bed, still holding my sperm in her hand like it was radioactive.

"You're not? I mean I thought you were." It was my turn to be incoherent. Chloe dashed into the bathroom.

"Fuck fuck fuck!" I heard her voice echo off the tile. The sound of the shower turning on.

Sarah looked down at me, eyes still wide. Without a word, she jumped off the bed and joined Chloe in the bathroom. I lay back and stared at the ceiling. Heart pounding. What the fuck had I done?

*

An hour passed before the girls both came out of the bathroom. Chloe slowly pulled on pajamas - a warm-looking top and matching pants with pictures of clouds on it. She climbed into the other bed.

Sarah got dressed in something similarly sexless and climbed into bed next to me. She kissed me on the forehead and stroked my hair.

"It's OK," she whispered, "I think we got most of it out of her. First thing tomorrow morning we're going to grab an Uber to the Walgreens. Just in case."

"I didn't realize," I said, "I mean I really didn't know. I could have sworn she said to."

"We got so involved in the beginning. Forgot about condoms. And lesbians don't exactly have to worry about birth control. I think she lost track," Sarah said, still looking at me lovingly, "It's alright. She's not mad. I'm not mad."

*

But it wasn't alright. Soon I was surrounded by the heavy sounds of sleep. Once again, I was stuck staring at the ceiling. What had I done? I felt like I'd been holding this amazing, fragile thing - what Sarah and I shared - and I'd dropped it. Seen it shatter on the floor.

I crawled out of bed and slipped outside. It had become my little tradition, I guess, wandering around under the stars. I circled our hotel again and again. Surrounded by the sounds of cicadas. The place was empty, like I was the only person awake for miles.

I have to admit, I kept hoping I'd see someone. Kelsey or, even better, Alyssa. We'd talk, and my girlfriend would make me feel better about the whole thing. Hell, at that point I'd have been happy to see Julia again. Just to have a sympathetic ear.

It's OK, I told myself. It was all going to be OK.

I walked back to the hotel room alone.


The Florida Trip Pt. 05

Welcome to Part Five of The Florida Trip, aka The Baseball Trip: Season Two. You don't have to read the earlier stuff to get what's going on but, I mean, maybe try it? Just do a little bit and see how it feels.

Everyone is over the age of 18.

When I woke up in the morning, the bedroom was empty. For the first time I could remember on this trip, I had a hotel room all to myself. It was eerie. Unsettling. I checked my phone for messages and found nothing. I got up, laid out my clothes, and took a long, hot shower. Let it all pour over me.

What had started as another amazing sex adventure with my friends was slowly turning into a fucking nightmare. My girlfriend, Alyssa, was MIA. My roommate, Julia, had ripped me apart physically and emotionally and now we weren't speaking. I'd accidentally inseminated Sarah's younger sister the night before and now both of them were gone. I hadn't fucked things up with Kelsey, at least, but she'd managed to upset almost everyone else on her own. I sighed as I soaped up. At least things couldn't get any worse.

Just as I felt my muscles start to relax, I heard my phone ringing. By the time I got out of the shower and wrapped myself in a towel, it was too late. I saw the call was from Alyssa.

"Where you at?" I texted her.

"Other hotel room," she wrote back. Well that was easy enough. I got dressed in shorts and a

t-shirt and went over. No one was waiting for me by the hockey pool. In fact, the hotel grounds were still quiet. It didn't feel that early, but I guess it was for most people.

As I walked, I tried to enjoy the hot Florida sun. This was why we'd gone on our trip, after all. To escape the winter. Back home it was perma-gray and snow still piled on the ground weeks after it had fallen. Here, the sky was clear and cloudless. Everything was overbright and already too hot. I started to think that maybe I should have taken a colder shower.

I turned the corner to go around to the other side of the building and ran into Sarah and Chloe. Both of them were heading back to our hotel room. They had on t-shirts and shorts. Big dark sunglasses and floppy hats. Not exactly matching outfits but close enough. We shared an awkward hello.

"Everything... OK?" I asked Sarah. Her sister wouldn't even look at me. Chloe just stared down and kicked at the ground.

God, upset as they were, the two sisters were still so sexy. Sarah, brown hair up in a pony tail, her massive chest sticking out like it could barely be contained by her t-shirt. Chloe didn't have her sister's chest, but her butt was practically perfection. Looking at them, I couldn't help but remember the night before. Sarah sucking on my shlong as her bounteous breasts bounced. My cock pistoning into Chloe's pussy while I squeezed onto her ample ass.

But then, that was how I'd gotten into this trouble in the first place.

"It's fine," Sarah said, "We're fine. It's all, um, taken care of."

"I'm really sorry," I said to Chloe. To both of them. Sarah just nodded back.

"We're going to go take care of a few things," Sarah said, nodding back towards our room. "Kelsey and Julia are in the food court having breakfast. We'll meet up with you guys in a sec."

I started to say that I was happy everything was OK and that I knew I'd made a mistake and I was sorry. I wanted to tell them that I would meet up with Alyssa at the other hotel room and then join everyone else. That I was really looking forward to spending the day with everyone.

But Sarah and Chloe walked off before I could begin. Fuck, this was even more fucked than I'd thought.

*

I hopped up the stairs, expecting to have a quick catch-up with Alyssa before heading over to breakfast. I wasn't looking forward to seeing Julia, but I figured she and I would have to hash it out at some point. I didn't think Alyssa seeing Kelsey again would go well, either, but I figured they'd both at least pretend to be polite. It felt like a chance, if not to fix things, then at least get them to a point where we could start enjoying ourselves again. Also, I was really hungry, so maybe I was just deluding myself.

When I got to the door, I froze. For some reason, knocking seemed intrusive. Then I remembered that we'd never switched our magic bands from before. As far as Mickey was concerned, this was my hotel room. So, I waved my wrist at the door and, sure enough, it popped right open.

I heard them before I saw anything. My girlfriend's grunts and groans. The sounds she made as her body built toward ecstasy. The gasps that screamed she was fucking.

Alyssa was on all fours on the bed, facing outward. Her long, red hair cascaded down. Her tits hung over the bed, swinging back and forth. Her eyes squeezed shut as she rocked back and forth -- pretty face contorted in effort. And behind her, holding her hips as he slid her back and forth, was Kevin.

Kelsey's boyfriend was grunting with each push into Alyssa. His muscular forearms strained. His backside taut. His curly hair was somehow perfectly messy.

"Oh, hey man," Kevin said, casual as anything, "I didn't hear you come in." The copulating couple stopped. Alyssa looked up at me. I couldn't read her face.

"I, ummmm, sorry," I said, "Excuse me. I didn't mean to ummmm." I started to back out of the room. This was OK after all. It was what Alyssa and I had agreed to and we were both fine with how it was...

"Oh, come here, you big doofus," Alyssa said, and motioned me over to her with her head. The room was dark -- just a little bit of sunlight escaped through the blinds -- and it smelled of sex. My girlfriend's own scent and other things as well. Even fucking another guy, I still couldn't help be overwhelmed by how attractive Alyssa was. She had that naughty little smile that made me want to fuck it right off her face. I walked up to her with that exact thought in mind.

Without another word, my girlfriend reached out with one hand and unzipped my pants. Pulled my cock out of my fly. I wasn't hard, but that didn't last for long as my libidinous girlfriend pulled me into her warm, waiting mouth with one gulp. Her body started to rock back and forth -- the sign that Kevin had started fucking her again.

"Hmmmmm," she groaned, "That's better. I knew I was missing something."

I did my best to focus on the pretty redhead performing on my penis, rather than on the dude giving it to her from behind. Don't get me wrong, though, it was fucking hot. The two of us pushing and pulling. Stretching her out. A shared vessel for our pleasure. Alyssa seemed to feel it, too. Slurping on my cock with abandon. Far more sloppy and unrestrained than I was used to. "Uhn. Uhn. Uhn." with every push from behind.

I dragged my hand up to her cheek. Ran my fingers through her crimson hair. Alyssa started moving faster, shaking. Losing her focus as the fucking from behind her came ever faster. I felt her struggling for breath, snorting from her nose like a racing mare. But she kept sucking at me, as if my cock could provide her needed oxygen, as well.

All three of us moving like that, a symphony of squeaks, gasps and grunts. A strange Rube Goldberg-esque machine of fucking. No words. Just work. I heard Kevin make a low, loud grown.

"Mm!" Alyssa tried to speak around my cock, "Mm! Mhm! Mhm! MMMMMmmmmmmmmmm..." Her bottom dropped down. She reached up and took my cock with her hand. Stroking in time with her mouth.

I thought I might be a while, but Alyssa sucked the orgasm right out of me. Like a shake through a straw, my spend shot into my girlfriend's waiting mouth. I grunted. Squeezed her head probably a little too hard.

I stepped back, panting, while Alyssa rolled over. She grabbed a tissue from the nightstand and held it to her snatch. I caught Kevin's eye for a second and he gave me a little thumbs up. It was kind of cute, honestly.

"Well I want a shower after that," Alyssa said, "But at least I don't need breakfast." She rubbed her stomach happily, then stood up and gave me a kiss on the cheek. I zipped myself back up and adjusted, my cock shrinking back like a turtle into its shell.

I heard the shower turn on, a familiar sound at this point. Kevin covered himself with the sheets and started looking around for his clothes.

"I'll let you get dressed," I said to Kevin, "I'll be with the others up front."

"Yes," Kevin said, "Sounds good." He seemed very content, a little embarrassed (which was sweet), but mostly just relaxed. More than the post-orgasm thing. Like he'd found his place and was happy to stay there for a while. I was glad for him.

"I'm guessing this means you worked things out with Kelsey, finally?" I asked.

"Well," Kevin said, sheepish, "You could say that, I suppose."

*

"That piece of donkey dung dumped me," Kelsey said, anger radiating off of her. She was holding her coffee mug like she was strangling it. Her bright red cami top seemed to match her mood. For a second I found myself appreciating how stunning she was, but then I reminded myself that this probably wasn't the time to get swept up in her allure.

I'd found Kelsey sitting with Julia, Sarah, and Chloe in the over-bright food court in the hotel lobby. The place was busy -- full of families eating breakfast before heading out on the day's adventures. The air was filled with poppy tunes and the clatter of plates.

The women were all sitting around a table near the soda machine. None of them would meet my eyes. Instead they all focused on comforting Kelsey. The beautiful blonde looked upset, angry, all of it. A maelstrom of emotion that could barely be contained by her thin frame.

"Motherfucker," Kelsey said, "He woke me up early this morning, took me outside the room, and told me it was over. I think Old Yeller got a better ending than me."

"Did he say what happened?" I asked.

"Your fucking scarlet harpy, that's what happened," Kelsey said, "He spent all night with her and then he made some 'adult decisions.' I hope his little dick falls off while he's fucking that skank. She's probably got herpes. Loads of herpes. Like, the Walmart of herpes."

"I'm going to get something to eat," I said and stood up. Kelsey was clearly letting off steam. But just because I understood, it didn't mean that I was willing to get scalded. Sarah jumped up after me and we walked together. Getting through the food court was like working our way around a series of rugby scrums, people careening off in every direction. Somehow, we made our way up to the station with Mickey waffles. Despite the chaos, the line was almost empty.

"I'm sorry, Ben," Sarah said while we waited, "Kelsey's just upset. She doesn't mean those things. I know she doesn't."

"It's fine," I said, "I get it. How are you?"

Sarah looked away. "Fine," she said, "I'm fine."

I got my food, and we walked back to the table together. The girls were all sitting there, still comforting Kelsey. As soon as I got there, though, all four of them stood up. "We're going to take Kelsey for a walk," Chloe said.

"Yes. Of course," I said, "Anything I can do?"

"Just... Give her time," Sarah said, "Give us time."

"I want to be there for my friend," I said, "Is that really too much to ask?"

Julia stopped in her tracks. She spun around. The other three girls froze, as well. Watching. Julia marched back to the table and sat down right in front of me. Her hair tightly pulled back in a pony tail -- the rest of her totally wild. Out of control.

"You want to be there for people," she said, "Help them feel better." I saw the muscles in her arms go taut. Rippling with rage.

"You're my friends," I said.

"You told Brandon about me," she said. Not a question. My Mickey waffle smiled up at me, mocking with that shit-eating grin. "Ha ha!" he seemed to be saying, "You're fucked now, fucker."

"I'm sorry, Julia," I said, "I really didn't mean it. He came out and asked about you and me. Said you were, ummm, not active with him. In bed. It slipped out. I didn't mean to say it, I really didn't."

"So, you didn't mean to, conveniently, tell my boyfriend to dump me," Julia said.

"That's not fair."

"But it's fair for you to fuck me and then treat me like shit?" Julia asked. I noticed the eating area had suddenly gotten strangely silent. I didn't care. Everybody wanted to be angry today? Fine I could do that, too. After all, I'd walked in on my girlfriend fucking another guy. I'd probably screwed up the one good thing I had going with Sarah. Kelsey, of course, blamed me for her breakup. And Julia?

"I'm treating you like shit?" I shouted, "How about how you treat me? Brandon gets soft and loving and I get scratched half to death. Beaten and bruised. Why do I deserve that, huh? Because I'm just your punching bag, right?"

Julia seemed to inch back in her seat. All the girls, still standing there watching, flinched, too.

"I wasn't loving with Brandon," Julia said. It came out so quiet, I had to lean in to listen. "I just lay there because it.... I don't know why, but it wasn't the same. I kept wanting it to be like with you and it wasn't. It was awful and I hated it. Hated myself."

"I don't understand," I said. Matching her volume. Almost a whisper

"Last summer? With you? It was the best sex of my life. I mean, I'm never like that. I'd never, ummm, you know, ejaculated, like that before. Or anything. But you were gone and I couldn't have that. I thought it was easy. I'd meet someone else. But you broke me, Ben."

"Broke you?" I felt the anger rising again, "You missed me so bad? You could have had me. I was right there. I asked you and you shot me down. Hard."

"You ambushed me!" Julia said, "I was sitting on the couch watching fucking Game of Thrones and you asked me if I loved you out of nowhere. After, by the way, after you'd already gotten nos from Sarah and Kelsey."

"It wasn't like that," I said.

"It still doesn't give you the right to fuck up my relationship and then fuck with me. My feelings. You called me a robot before but I'm a human being." Julia pinched her arm so hard it went white. "You didn't have to stay, Ben, after you say I broke you so bad. You told me you were fine. Fine with me and being just friends. But then you turn around and do... Fuck you it's not fair."

"You're right," I said, "I'm sorry.

But Julia was already standing. I thought I saw her sniffle, but then she turned her back on me and all four girls started storming off. Wrapped around each other like they were forming a shield. A wall.

The girls were gone. I stayed out of a sense of, I don't know, pride? Fear? I sat by myself and dared the other tables to stare back at me. I tried to eat my waffle but it was cold and my stomach wasn't into the effort. I'd thought the day before had gone badly. It was nothing. A speed bump compared to the massive canyon I'd created.

I thought about Alyssa, my girlfriend, and how I really needed her support right then. I ached for someone who loved me to tell me that everything was going to be OK. Even if it wasn't.

And I realized that there was one more thing I had to do.

*

Alyssa showed up with Kevin about ten minutes after the other girls left. They both were all smiles till they saw the look on my face. Kevin quickly went off to get food. He could sense what was coming. Alyssa could, too.

"Let's go outside," she said. I let her lead me out of the lobby. It was still early, the pool wasn't open yet, and the water was smooth as glass. Alyssa found a quieter corner away from the buildings where there was little foot traffic. She leaned against the side of a concrete planter. One side of her face still looked a little swollen where Kelsey had slapped her. We squinted at each other through the brightness.

"You're not having fun anymore are you?" Alyssa asked.

"I thought I was," I said, "I tried to a bunch of times. But no."

"Look, I get it. You're down," Alyssa said, "But Kelsey will get over the breakup and Julia is, well, you probably both need a break from each other."

"She told you what happened?"

"Most of it, yes," Alyssa said, "And Sarah, well, like I said Ben. She cares for you. She'll admit them eventually if you let her. And things will be OK again."

"I hope so," I said, "But this isn't about all that. And I don't think it is for you either. You're not just 'fooling around' with Kevin. Are you?"

Alyssa looked away from me. "No," she said, "I don't think I am."

"It's OK," I said, "I'm happy for you. I want you to be with someone that makes you happy."

"We found each other yesterday after the big fight," Alyssa said, "We got to talking. We both were kind of in the same place, mentally, I think. He gets it. Gets me."

"And it's not just having fun," I said.

"No," Alyssa said, the word slipped out like a murder confession. "I'm sorry Ben. I didn't want to hurt you. I know this is not cool, what I'm doing. If you'd broken the rules like this, I'd... I'm not sure what I would have done. I'm sorry."

"Nothing to be sorry about," I said, "Even if it wasn't Kevin, I think it's time to move on. After the huge argument in the food court, I was sitting there, trying to eat my waffle. Feeling down. And I thought about how, in times like that, I'd want my girlfriend to be there for me. And then I thought about all the other times I've needed you. Like when I was dizzy in Epcot or unsure of myself..."

"That's not me," Alyssa said. "I'm not the coddling type."

"And that's OK," I said, "You should be who you are. It's just... not for me. I wanted to be someone who didn't have feelings, but I'm not. No matter how much I wish I was."

"I know," Alyssa said, "I've always kind of known. That night back in October, when I asked about the party, I was kind of pushing you, so you'd break up with me. I knew you wouldn't be happy with me fooling around. But then you told me about your baseball trip. And I thought, well, maybe I'd misjudged you. I'm sorry. I really didn't want to hurt you, Ben. I'd only feel bad if I did that."

"It really was a lot of fun," I said, "For a little while."

"I guess you're just a three-girl kind of guy," Alyssa said and laughed a little, "So domestic."

"I don't know," I said, "Maybe. Right now, I'm a no-girl kind of guy and I'm going to have to live with that. My stupid choices."

"At least you got a good-bye blowjob," Alyssa said. She was trying to be funny, I knew. But it was a reminder of why we didn't work out.

*

Alyssa, Kevin and I finished breakfast and then went up to the front desk of the hotel. We agreed that, for the safety of us all, Alyssa and Kevin should be, officially, severed from the rest of the Florida trip. The two of them were happy to be by themselves, anyway. They did their best to not be too affectionate in front of me, but I could tell they were excited about it being just the two of them together.

Kevin and Kelsey had driven to Disney in his car, so he would drive back with Alyssa. The room situation was also easily sorted out. Alyssa and Kevin could keep the room with the pool view while the rest of us would make do with the room we had left. It wasn't ideal, exactly, but it was workable. The front desk was very understanding and made the process of changing things over easy. I got the feeling this wasn't the first time they'd dealt with something like this. Disney orgies. Who knew?

I texted all these plans to the girls and got back one-word answers. Yes. Fine. Thanks. I didn't mention that Alyssa and I were now apart, and no one bothered to ask why she was shacking up with only Kevin.

With all that taken care of, Alyssa and Kevin ran off to who-knows-where. I didn't know where Julia, Kelsey, Chloe, and Sarah went either, and I decided not to bother them. It left me by myself in the lobby, lost about what I was supposed to do next.

We were driving home in two days. My trip already felt over. For a moment, I considered maybe getting a separate room for myself. Buying a plane ticket home. I wasn't upset about breaking up with Alyssa. Far from it. Our separation was probably the one thing I felt good about in the moment. Moving on from that relationship, it was more than stepping away from something toxic. It was embracing who I was as a person. Accepting my own personal happiness. It was the most satisfying thing I'd done in months.



The problem was everything else. Julia, Sarah, Chloe, and Kelsey -- I'd somehow managed to fuck things up with all of them. I couldn't bear the thought of finishing out my trip by myself. Or worse, the four of them glaring at me as we tromped from ride to ride, pretending at a closeness that had been blown apart.

A happy couple walked past me, arm-in-arm. They were wearing matching honeymoon shirts and I couldn't help but be a little envious. I was in the Happiest Place on Earth, after all. I could at least pretend to be joyful.

The plan for the day had been to go to Hollywood Studios, the only Disney park we'd yet to visit on our trip. I assumed the girls had all already gone there. I went out to the bus area and waited for a ride. Sometimes it felt like my whole vacation was just standing there on the curb, waiting to be picked up and taken somewhere.

The trip to Hollywood Studios was shorter than I expected. I arrived at the gates, went through the rigamarole with security, and waved my Mickey-headed pass to enter. Before I knew it, I was inside the park.

I marched myself through the streets of Hollywood and got on line for the Rock and Roller Coaster. A group of college kids were in front of me and they started talking about -- what else? -- baseball. I tried to get involved but they all gave me a strange look and then went on talking amongst themselves.

I got on the ride, the empty seat next to me taunting. I pulled the shoulder straps over my head and thought about what I'd said to Kelsey about judging a ride based on whether it had shoulder harnesses or seatbelts. Safety equipment aside, the ride was pretty tame, but it still felt more like a thrill ride than the usual Disney experience and that was a nice change of pace.

After I got off Rock and Roller Coaster, I wanted to run to another ride. But the line for Tower of Terror was ridiculous and I knew better than to try Star Tours -- somehow I knew it would be a one-way ticket to dizzy-ville all over again. Instead I saw the Indiana Jones stage show and then walked over to the New York-style area and watched the Muppets. Most of the park was covered in construction as they readied for the new Toy Story and Star Wars sections. There just wasn't much to do.

I kept thinking I would run into one of the girls. Maybe Sarah and Chloe were meeting characters. I thought Julia was probably on Tower of Terror or something like that. Probably Kelsey was with her? I never saw them. I thought for sure we'd see each other, but, you never really know how many strangers there are in the world until you're looking for a familiar face.

I made my way back up to the front of the park and went into the shops. I thought maybe I could find a Star Wars t-shirt I liked, but nothing appealed. I thought about a hat with Grumpy on it, but that was a little too much on the nose.

In the end, I saw a sweatshirt that I liked -- a zip-up gray thing with a faded image of Mickey on it. I couldn't imagine wearing it in Florida, but when I put myself in the mind of being back in Buffalo, it seemed like a good idea. Something to keep me warm on the cold nights. Remind me of happier times. Hopefully.

As I paid, I heard the Imperial March playing outside. I went out and saw a group of Stormtroopers marching by with Captain Phasma in the lead. They did a cute show, accosting strangers on the side of the street. Then they walked off. I have to admit, that was pretty cool. It gave me a feel for how the new Star Wars Land would work.

After they paraded past, I went down to the Prime-Time Cafe. I didn't want to sit at a table -- getting yelled at by a stranger, even for pretend, didn't really appeal -- but they had a bar area where I could sit and order food. TVs around me were playing typical 50s sitcoms, though nothing I recognized. The place was loud but comfortable. I got some pretty good fried chicken and did my best not to think about other things.

After lunch, I walked right down the main street and out of the Hollywood Studios gate. I waited for the bus and rode back to the hotel.

I was done.

*

I really did go back to the hotel with every intention of checking out, getting a flight, and going home. I'd exhausted my options. Myself. I decided I wasn't going to force myself to enjoy something that, clearly, I wasn't in the mood for. As I rode the bus back, I thought about my future. After everything that had happened, I was going to have to find a new apartment, a new roommate. Maybe a new life.

But when I got back to All-Star Movies, the day was so bright and warm, I couldn't convince myself to retreat to the snowy cold of Upstate New York. Instead, I went back to our hotel room (Recently cleaned. Man, I was going to have to leave a SUPER big tip for guest services), changed into my bathing suit, and grabbed a spare towel.

I walked over to the hockey rink-shaped pool. It was empty. A lifeguard was sitting at his perch, looking bored. I waved at him, but he didn't even glance my way. Instead, I found a lounge chair and lay down. Soaked in the sun.

The sky was cloudless and beautiful. I could hear the noises of happy people in the distance. Laughing children. Loud splashes from the other pool. I could do this, I realized. Enjoy myself in this warm and wonderful place. I could sort out my life later. Why hit fast forward when it was so pleasing to pause?

I felt a shadow pass over me and stay there. I looked up and shielded my eyes. It was Kelsey. My heart soared despite itself. The beautiful blonde was wearing a bikini -- the red one I'd bought her in Chicago. Even angry she looked amazing. Brighter than the sun.

But Kelsey didn't act angry. Instead, she flopped down in the lounge chair next to me. We didn't say anything for a while. Her skin was brown from the Florida brightness. Little blonde hairs stood up on her forearms.

"We should have gone to Hogwarts," Kelsey said. I looked over at her, but she was staring forward. She looked so serious, despite her silly statement. "None of this would have happened if we'd done Harry Potter World, instead."

"I don't think I could've lived through all the 'magic wand' jokes," I said.

Kelsey finally turned to look at me. Her light blue eyes were still pinkish from crying. "I'm sorry for what I said about your girlfriend's herpes. I'm sure her herpes are very nice."

"She's not my girlfriend anymore," I said.

"Seriously?"

"We broke up," I said, "That's why I sent you all those texts about changing rooms."

"I didn't think about... Shit, I'm sorry Ben," Kelsey said, "I was so wrapped in my own... Shit. Let me guess. She's with Kevin," She made a sour face.

"Yes, but that's not why we broke up. Even if there was no Kevin, she's not the girl for me. Alyssa wants a life that I can't lead. Thought I could. Wanted to. Can't."

"Holy fuck do I get that," Kelsey said, "I'm still sorry though, Ben."

"Me too," I said, "For a lot of things."

I sat up and spun so I was facing Kelsey fully. God, she was amazing. Kelsey seemed so out of place in normal life it was hard to remind myself that she was real. And yet, at the same time, I could still see her as this vulnerable girl that I actually understood quite well. I'd known Kelsey since we were kids. She'd had a crush on me forever. I'd taken her virginity. I mean, we'd lived this life together. It's hard to explain, the incongruity of it all.

"You were wrong, Kelsey," I said, "There is a word for guys who sleep around with a lot of girls. Lonely."

Kelsey frowned, but she sat up, too, and took both my hands in hers. She didn't say a word. Just eyed me in a way I couldn't quite make out.

"Everyone has told me about how disappointed they were with our trip last summer," I said, "Sarah and Julia felt left out. You felt like you were too involved. No one ever asked how the baseball trip made me feel."

"I'm thinking you felt lucky," Kelsey said and smirked, "Three beautiful girls all fucking you at once."

"I felt abandoned," I said. "We had this amazing adventure together and then you all left. Sarah went back to her boyfriend and you went off to your new, college life. Even Julia deserted me somehow, living a hallway apart. I felt like I had to learn something from that: about how I'm not a 'relationship' person. So, I started dating Alyssa and told myself I didn't have feelings because I didn't deserve them. Or something. I don't know."

"You can be happy, Ben," Kelsey said, "You deserve that."

"Do I?" I asked, "Cause I feel like the fucking angel of relationship death."

"You're not," Kelsey said. The wind blew her golden hair into her face and she brushed it off.

"I broke up Sarah and Rob on the baseball trip," I said," But that wasn't enough for me. Oh no. I had to split Julia and Brandon, too. Then your boyfriend dumped you to be with my girlfriend. I screwed up everything with Sarah. Everything I touch, it turns to ash."

"You?" Kelsey said, "What about me? I wanted a real relationship, Ben. Just like you're talking about. Only I couldn't stop hooking up with everyone like some slut with ADHD. Even when I was fucking my boyfriend I somehow ended up with someone else's dick in my cunt. And then despite all that my boyfriend -- my perfect, gorgeous boyfriend -- dumps me because he says I'm no fun. Because I'm not 'mature enough for an adult relationship.'"

"He wasn't perfect," I said, "His penis was small."

"Only compared to your stupid monster," Kelsey said, "It doesn't matter. I'm fucking broken. I'm going to be alone for the rest of my life."

I thought of saying a thousand things. How Kevin was a dope and didn't deserve her. How Kelsey was the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen and how she could have anyone she wanted. How lucky I felt just to have been her friend once. I didn't do any of that. Instead I leaned forward and kissed Kelsey as hard as I could. So much that it kind of hurt.

Suddenly we were wrapped around each other. Like we could never let go. We managed to stumble out of the pool area and back into our bedroom. Kelsey's top was off before the door even closed behind us. I shucked off my bathing suit. Ripped down Kelsey's bottoms.

We dropped to the floor. The ground was wood-hard and the carpet was scratchy. I jammed my cock into the beautiful blonde without even a thought. We didn't say anything. Didn't even look each other in the eye. Kelsey and I just rutted on the floor. I didn't work for her climax, but I felt her cum under me. Pussy tight and body shaking. I kept pumping, grinding her down.

Finally, I felt my pleasure rise and without another word I emptied my load into Kelsey. My release almost as much pained as pleasured. A sort of aching soreness that shot through my body. Not really pleasurable, but necessary. Like that first breath of air after swimming out from under an ocean wave.

When we were done, I finally looked at the thin, blonde girl. Kelsey's blue eyes were wide and innocent. She started to get up and I helped her. Sat her on the bed. We kissed again, but this was different. Loving.

"I'm sorry," she said.

"Me too." I kept kissing her lips. Tasting her. I slid my tongue against hers and I heard her breath catch in her chest. I pushed her back onto the bed. Still kissing up and down her body. I took her little pink nipple into my mouth and sucked it. After days with Sarah and Chloe, Kelsey's breasts seemed almost petite. But they were perfect, and I worshipped at them.

I reached down for Kelsey's pussy and found her clit. Started rubbing with my thumb. She reached down and found my cock. Somehow back at full strength. She slid me into her. Kelsey's pussy was slick with her juices and the remains of my first cum.

We both sighed, content, as I entered her steaming snatch once again.

"God that feels good," Kelsey said. She leaned up and kissed me. I moved slowly this time. Savored her. I slowly rubbed at her clitty until her gasps grew short and "Oh. Oh. OH!" Kelsey came on my cock and fingers. Her leg shot out and she strained against me. Then finally fell back onto the bed.

I started sliding back and forth in her again. Taking my time. Enjoying every little sensation. We kept kissing. This wasn't anger any more or need. Just genuine affection and something that we'd never admit in that moment was close to love.

"Hang on," Kelsey said. She slipped off of me and turned over. Stuck her butt up in the air. Her tiny little buns were so cute. Her pussy still so undeniable.

"Still your favorite position," I said.

"You never forget your first," Kelsey said

I slid my cock back into her blonde puss and started working myself in her. Still in that slow, almost adoring way.

I started working her faster. My need building.

"Getting close," I said.

"You damn well better be," Kelsey said, "I need that cum. Fill me up Ben. I know I've been a bad girl, but I need it. Please. Please cum in ME!"

I thrust in deep and exploded. I don't know how. My well felt dry. But I came, still, and felt the pleasure shoot up my spine and out my cock, right into Kelsey's waiting womb. There was the euphoria I'd been searching for. The ecstasy and satisfaction of a full, vigorous climax. I groaned with it. Shook. My hands on Kelsey's tiny butt almost too tight.

Kelsey stiffened as I came, flexed her cunt on my cock. Her own orgasm filling her as I filled her pussy. The blonde girl made a long low sigh and slowly drifted forward. She curled up on the comforter, rubbing her hands up and down her body to extend her pleasure.

I lay down next to Kelsey. My penis truly spent. The beautiful blonde rolled over and held me close. I kissed the top of her head. We lay there for a long time. Just the two of us. The hum of the air conditioner. The occasional shouts from the outside world.

"I don't want to lose you again," I said.

"You never did," Kelsey said, "You never will. You were my first Ben. My first everything, almost. Even if you want to lose me. I won't let you."

"And if it's just the two of us?" I asked.

"Sarah's not mad at you," Kelsey said "You just gave her and Chloe a scare, that's all. And Julia will forgive you. I mean, she kind of has to since you're the only man that can make her cum."

"I don't think that's true," I said.

"Either way, I think it'll be fine," Kelsey said, "Trust me."

"The little slut knows all?" I asked.

"I don't want to be the little slut anymore," Kelsey said.

"Big slut?"

"Ben's slut, maybe," Kelsey said and laughed. She reached for my hand played with it. Dandled my fingers, "I don't know what I am. What I want to be. I think I'm just going to have to keep an open mind and figure it all out."

I kissed Kelsey and told her that I would do the same. So long as we could do it together.

*

It was getting late in the day and we decided we needed to a get out of bed for at least a little bit. If anything, just so we could eat something. Kelsey went to take a shower. I wanted to join her, honestly, but my dick was dead. The poor guy had finally blown his limit.

After Kelsey was done I took a turn. I spent a lot of time in there, thinking. I knew Kelsey wasn't a 'soulmate' type of person. Like Alyssa, ironically, Kelsey wasn't searching for serious. Yet I felt comfortable playing around with her in a way I'd never felt with my former girlfriend. Was I really this broken? I had to be in a real relationship, but I was still happy to fuck around with Kelsey? How did that make sense?

But as I thought about it, I realized that for all her protests, Kelsey was kind. She was loving. Even if she wasn't looking for love. I knew that if I had a problem, if I'd had the day I just did and told Kelsey, she'd be there for me. In fact, that exact thing had just happened. I told Alyssa my troubles and she told me to get over them. Kelsey, though, she cared.

There was a trust in that. Or maybe I was just rationalizing my wacky, foursome relationship. Now down to a two-some. At least for the moment.

I got out of the shower and dried myself off. A full day with Kelsey didn't seem so bad. My poor penis was going to have to buck up, but I was pretty sure he'd be ready to go for his next encounter. I mean, Kelsey was the kind of offer a cock couldn't pass up.

When I walked into the bedroom, I saw Kelsey lying on the bed, watching some medical drama on TV. She was wearing a cute sundress with shoulder straps. It looked good, but then, everything looks good on Kelsey. I leaned over and gave her a kiss on the lips. She grunted back at me, somewhere between affectionate and distracted.

After I got dressed, I reached for my phone and saw that I had a text message from Sarah.

"Meeting for dinner in thirty," it said, "See you soon."

I showed the message to Kelsey. "What does it mean?" I asked her.

"Either you're getting kicked in the balls or you're getting laid," Kelsey said, "Either way I'd go for it."

*

I walked out of the hotel room and through the lobby to grab a bus back to Hollywood Studios. It was getting close to evening and the oppressive heat had dipped down to a low burn. More people seemed to be coming back to the hotel than heading out. It seemed I was on a different schedule than everyone else.

Kelsey had been invited to dinner, too, of course, but she declined.

"I need some alone time," Kelsey had said, "Your magic penis can't cure me of the breakup blues. Not completely in any case."

So, I went by myself. Once again, I was the odd guy on the Disney bus. Only this time I was too content care. I got into the park and walked over to the SciFi Theater. I told the maitre d' my name and he lead me back into the restaurant.

Inside, it was set up like a drive-in movie theater at night. On the one wall was a large screen, showing clips of black and white films. Mostly kooky, old horror flicks. Instead of tables, there were cars -- '57 Chevys I think, but I'm not an expert -- each a different pastel color. The cars were set up for two people to sit in the front with two more in the back, all facing the screen, with a little table in front of each of them.

Julia, Chloe, and Sarah were waiting for me in a green car near the back of the room. Once again, I was taken aback that these three amazing women were sitting there just waiting for me. I must have been amazing in a previous life. There's no other explanation.

Sarah and Chloe, so busty and sexy, were already sitting in the backseats. Like we were on the road again, Julia -- the girl-next-door face with the apex athlete body -- was sitting up front where the wheel would be. The passenger seat next to her was empty.

I eyed the open space warily. I don't know what I'd pictured, but in that moment, I think I'd rather have sat next to a wild Gila monster from outer space than my attractive, still-very-fuckable roommate. Julia saw my hesitation and she waved me over. Patted the seat next to her. Reluctantly, I climbed in and I sat down. As soon as I did, Sarah leaned forward and kissed me on the back of my neck.

"I missed you," she said in my ear.

Chloe leaned forward and did the same. "I missed you too. I'm sorry about my stupid unprotected pussy." I tried to turn around, but the seats didn't really allow it. Chloe squeezed my shoulders tightly.

Suddenly Julia leaned over and kissed me full on the lips. "I'm sorry," she said, "About Alyssa. About everything." She kissed me again and met my eyes. I felt myself taken aback, staring deep into Julia's verdant irises. Almost swallowed by them. I felt myself about to cry and I couldn't say why.

"Ahem." I looked up and saw our waitress staring down at us. She did not look pleased. "Your order?"

"It's a drive in," I said, "Aren't we supposed to make out?"

"Your order," the waitress said it again. I quickly glanced at my menu and got a cheeseburger.



"We spent all day in this boring park," Julia said once the waitress had stomped off. "We had a really shitty day,"

"Me too," I said.

"How's everything with Kelsey?" Sarah asked. It really was hard to have a conversation as a foursome in these things. Constant trying to turn around made my spine feel like it was going to snap off.

"I think we worked it out," I said.

"So, your day wasn't that shitty," Julia said. She smirked at me.

"It's getting better every minute," I said. Julia rested her head on my shoulder, like we were out necking on a date. The weird movie previews seemed more horny than horrifying, but maybe that was just my mindset at the moment. Like the old joke about the Rorschach test and the dirty pictures.

"What would you do with a 50-ft woman?" Julia asked me.

"I can think of a few things," I said.

"She'd be perfect for your penis," Chloe said. The waitress appeared right as she said it.

"We'll eat quickly and leave a big tip," I told her. She nodded and walked away.

*

After we ate, we went back out into the park. It was almost as dark there as it had been inside. There's this amazing night ambiance in each of the Disney parks. I'd been at plenty of amusement parks after sundown, but Disney always seemed darker than I was expecting. That sounds like a negative, but the truth is it gave everything this enchanted atmosphere. I can't really explain it. But I'd become convinced that the best time to be at any Disney park was at night. They seemed to come into their own as the moon rose into the sky.

After dinner, the park had filled with a surprisingly large crowd. Swaths of people moved around almost like schools of fish. Whizzing this way and that. I assumed that most people were there for the Star Wars fireworks show. There just wasn't any other reason for people to be there.

At that point, I didn't know what I wanted to do. On the one hand, the day had been such a rollercoaster, I couldn't imagine getting on another ride. On the other, I had some energy, and I didn't want to call it a day. Especially now that it seemed like I was on better terms with my companions.

"We're going to go to bed," Sarah announced, "Chloe's still worn out from last night. And this morning."

"You want us to come with you?" I asked.

"No, enjoy your time with Julia," Sarah said. She kissed me on the cheek. Chloe gave me a kiss as well and then the siblings walked hand-in-hand up Hollywood Boulevard toward the exit. I watched them go, wistful.

'Enjoy your fight with Julia,' Sarah might as well have said. Sure, my roommate had been on her best behavior so far, but I could feel Mount Jules burbling under the surface and I knew at some point we'd both be covered in lava. Burned down to ash.

I wanted to fix things with Julia, no doubt. To talk it through. But maybe it could wait. You know, like, till Summer. Or the next year. I mean, why do today what you can put off till 2025, right?

"Everything OK with Chloe?" Julia asked after the girls had gone. Music started playing in the distance. They were getting ready for fireworks.

"Yes, she's fine. Just some stuff going on."

"I heard you knocked her up."

"I didn't!" I said, "I mean, she's not. It was an accident."

"Jeez Ben," Julia said and grabbed my dick through my shorts, "We're going to have to get you a license for that thing. It's fucking dangerous." She laughed and wrapped her arms around my neck. Kissed me, hard, in the usual Julia way. She nipped at my lips and teased. But it was also oddly affectionate. I couldn't figure what was going on with this girl and it scared me.

"Brandon and I were terrible," Julia said, "I thought being in something bad was better than being alone. I was wrong. You did totally break us up though."

I raised my hands in surrender, tried to stammer through an excuse. Julia shook her head. "It was for the best," Julia said, "It wasn't how I wanted things to end, but I'm glad they did. Don't feel guilty."

"I fucked up," I said, "I know I did. I'm glad I didn't ruin something good for you. I really do want you to be happy."

"I'm figuring things out," Julia said, "I can't exactly explain it. I had this realization today -- I have to be me. Even if that's a person I'm afraid of. I don't know what it means either. Look, it wasn't all bad, right? The sex? I'm pretty sure I remember you enjoying some parts of it. And, I mean, it's not just a one-way thing. I loved it when you attacked me back that morning..."

"I know, Jules," I said, "I just..."

"No, I know," Julia said, "It's going to change. It has to. I want... I'm not sure how to say all the things I'm feeling, honestly. But I'm going to find a way to show you, I promise."

She grabbed my hand and we started walking to the fireworks. It was hard not to -- all the people were dragging us forward like we'd been caught in a net.

"What about you?" Julia asked, "Got it all figured out?"

"Nope," I said, proudly. I sort of swung our arms while we walked.

"So, you want to go sit and cuddle while we watch the fireworks show?" Julia asked.

"Doesn't seem like our kind of thing, honestly," I said.

"Awesome. Come on, I'll kick your ass at mini golf."

*

Once again, I hailed an Uber. We went back to the same course and got the same colored balls. The course was no busier than the last time. It was nice, like getting a second chance at something -- to do it better.

Julia and I didn't talk things out or hash out our feelings. We just focused on the competition. We still embarrassed ourselves, but it was fun. Julia got playful. Teasing. It felt like old times.

We kept score and the match was close. I'd make a tough putt, but then Julia would hit the perfect shot on the very next hole. We chased each other around the course. The evening was warm but not too hot. There was a nice breeze and the air felt light and clean.

We got to the last hole, all tied up. Julia went first and sank it in three. I went next. Hit it practically perfect. The ball was maybe a foot from the hole. I was going to win, easily.

"If you sink that shot," Julia said, "I'm going to suck your cock right here on the 18th hole."

I hit it wide. We finished tied.

We walked back to the front of the course, arm in arm, and dropped off our things. "Well, I guess I'll just have to blow you back at the hotel instead," Julia said.

*

We managed to have a chaste Uber ride home. I was feeling a bit nervous about getting back to the room. As much as I was looking forward to seeing the other girls, I couldn't help but wish for a little more alone time with Julia. We seemed to be moving towards something important, even if we weren't sure what that was or how to get there.

"Do you think we're going to be OK?" Julia asked. The streetlights reflected off her window. The outside world seemed distant. Unreachable.

"I hope so," I said, "Sometimes I worry I've screwed things up beyond repair."

"Whatever you've messed up, I've done way worse," Julia said. "When you asked me about being together, the last time. I should have just said yes."

"You weren't feeling it," I said, "I shouldn't have asked. If I had walked up and kissed you instead, would you have...?"

"Maybe?" Julia said, "I don't know."

"And if I asked you now, to be with me?"

"I don't know," Julia said. Quietly. Like she was afraid I'd hear her response. "I want you in my life. What that means, how that works?"

"You're my best friend in the whole world," I said, "My only regret is that I managed to fuck that up."

"We both did," Julia said, "But we don't need to take out our self-pity penises and compare who's bigger."

"Yes," I said, "We're both size queens when it comes to that."

I saw the Uber driver eye us both through the rearview mirror. Making nearby strangers uncomfortable was apparently our new thing.

*

Julia and I walked back to the hotel, holding hands. Being affectionate with my aggressive roommate was odd, but also oddly reassuring. Like it was something we ought to be doing but didn't exactly know how.

It was still early in the evening and the main pool was so filled with people, it looked like it might overflow. They were all in groups -- mostly high schoolers it looked like, but some college kids and families, too -- dancing to the music, throwing around a beach ball, or just jumping up and down in the water. There wasn't much room to do anything else.

When we got back to our room, I felt apprehensive again. Sarah, Kelsey, and Chloe would all be waiting inside for us and my evening with Julia would be over. Whatever we had that night, it ended right there. I couldn't help but feel a little sad about it.

Reluctantly, I started to wave my wrist at the lock, but Julia stopped me. She kissed me hard, pushing me against the door. She waved her arm and the door opened. I stumbled back into our room.

It was empty.

Julia kept kissing me. She walked me back to the bed.

"I told them all to get the fuck out," Julia told me.

"Where?" I asked.

"Don't know," Julia said, "Don't care." She pushed me back against the bed. Lifted her shirt over her head, bra and all. Exposed her tremendous little titties. I went right in and sucked on them. Felt her nipples harden in my mouth.

"God, I love your tits," I said.

"I've barely got any," Julia said, "Don't you wish there was more?"

"More you? Always. But these?" I hefted them in my hands, "These are fucking perfect."

Julia lifted up my head and kissed me on the lips. Again, it was so her and yet so not. Tender but forceful. Rough but also caring. Julia lifted my shirt off.

"I want you," she said, "I know we haven't been good with this."

"Actually, I think we're awesome at it."

"Yes, but the after? Not so much. But I want you, and I'm going to try, OK?"

I answered by kissing her on the lips. Julia reached down and pulled down my shorts. She licked her lips and leaned forward. "Time to get your prize, Mr. Mini Golf."

"I didn't win," I said, "We tied."



"Are you sure?"

"Positive," I said.

"Well fuck, what does that mean?" Julia asked. I grinned and lifted her under her armpits, so she was standing in front of me. I pulled down her pants and panties. Then, still holding onto Julia, I fell backward onto the bed. Both of us on top of each other.

"But Ben, I really want to suck your dick," Julia whined. Well, I mean, how could I refuse such a generous offer?

"I think we can figure out a compromise," I said. Julia turned on her stomach like she was on a lazy susan. A moment later I felt her wet mouth latch around my cock. I leaned my head forward and took a long lick of her pussy.

"'at 'eems fair," Julia said around my cock. She sucked at me with her usual enthusiasm and I licked at her with the same gusto. Her legs slowly wrapped around my head, but I noticed she held herself back at the last minute. Kept her clutch loose.

"Do what feels good," I told her.

"But..."

"It's OK."

I felt Julia's legs close around my head. Her mouth tightened on my shaft. If there was one benefit to all this sex (OK, there were tons of benefits. This was just the one that applied in the moment) it was that I was going to last a long, long while. No matter how well Julia worked my dick.

Julia held me in her leg lock, but still not too tightly. I slid my finger into her hole and focused fully on her clit. I heard her gasp. Her whole body cinched, and then she groaned. Went limp. But nothing squirted out.

"You OK?" I asked.

"Yes," Julia said, "Just a little cum." She released my cock and spun around again. I kissed her lightly on the lips. Julia reached down and found my cock. Started to place it at her sex. I rolled her over and she giggled. An actual girly giggle from Julia. My God.

I spread her legs and looked down. Drank my athletic roommate in. Her brown hair, somehow still in a ponytail. Bright green eyes. Perfect little titties. Pink pussy waiting to be plundered.

I reared back and slapped Julia's pussy, hard. She yelped and her snatch turned bright red. I felt bad. I'd been trying to play around but Julia looked shocked and maybe even a little scared. Right then I knew that I'd gone too far and...

"Again," Julia said, "Slap her again. Show that naughty pussy who's in charge. She's yours and she needs to know it."

I hit Julia right on the labia. Her vagina got even redder. Maybe even a bit purple. Her clit stuck its head out like a little dog, checking for rain.

"Mine?" I asked.

"Not, like, exclusively," Julia said, "There may have to be some sort of timeshare arrangement in the long run. But yes. Like I said, decisions were made."

"One more?" I asked, arm cocked and ready. Julia shook her head, a little cowed. "Bite your nipples?" I asked. She shook her head excitedly.

I leaned down, took her left titty in my mouth, and ground down, hiding my teeth behind my lips. Pinching her nubbin with my mouth. Julia hummed and groaned. She held my head, then slowly lifted it up.

"Enough," she said.

"Too hard?"

"I need cock," Julia said, "Now." She opened her legs lewdly, exposing her pussy. I grabbed my dick, aimed it at her dripping hole and slid in. Julia sighed as I did so, a long exhale that started when I entered and stopped when I reached bottom.

"That 50-foot woman is going home horny tonight," Julia said. She patted her belly. "Seriously I think I can feel it in my stomach."

"Pretty sure that's just your dinner," I said.

"Oh, let me have my fun," Julia said. I pulled back and slowly started to pump her.

There was an urgency to how I'd fucked Julia before. How she fucked me, really. A drive. Like an alarm would go off and, if we didn't finish, it would all be over. In contrast, I now slowly dragged myself back and forth in her suckling snatch. A different kind of torture. Where I let Julia slowly build but never reach the heights she really needed.

I kissed her, and she wrapped her arms around my shoulders. "God, I feel like... every bit of your giant cock," Julia said, "Sssssssoooooo good."

I reached up and grabbed her legs. Spread her as far as she could go. Julia winced at how I was holding her, then she smiled. Seeing what I was up to. I started moving in her again. Faster now.

"I'm going to cum in you Julia. When I want."

Julia nodded.

"And you're going to cum with me."

When I said cum, Julia's body bucked. "Another little one," she told me. Still no squirting. None of her almost-possessed laughter. No slapping or biting or any of it. I moved in Julia in a way that showed I was in control. That she was mine to do with as I pleased. The aggression was there, but without the violence.

Julia began breathing shallower. Her breaths coming ragged. Her eyes went wide. I let her legs drop to the side and I sort of climbed up her. Till our heads were even. I started to speed up my strokes. Faster.

Julia began shaking. "Oh! Oh... I don't..." She seemed almost fearful. I leaned in and kissed her. Kept my eyes open. I reached up and held her head in place. Forcing her to look at me. We met in the middle. I saw her pupils dilate as her orgasm built.

"Cum with me, Julia," I told her, "Come on. Get there."

She nodded. Julia shuddered, her face twisted in pleasure. Finally her eyes snapped shut.

"Huh AH!" she grunted. Her body bucked. A massive spray of clear liquid geysered out of her pussy. An endless stream of girl cum blasted me and I felt my own body finally break down.

I buried myself as deep as I could, and the ecstasy rolled me up and over. I held Julia tight as she came, and she squeezed me back. My cock emptied into her. Burst after burst. Both of us dragged together into another plane of pleasure.

"Holy," Julia gasped, "Holy fuck. Hrrrrrrrrrrrr." She bared down, and I felt her pussy squeeze me. Another burst of juice spit out of her. "Ahhhhhh Ha." She arced upward, extending the orgasm out. Then she fell back into the bed. Julia kept doing that, bending and stretching herself on my cock. Cumming and cumming. Each one a little shorter. A little less intense. Till finally she settled on the bed.

I kissed Julia's sweat-sheened forehead and brushed back her hair. She smiled at me. The green of her eyes almost glowing.

"That was," Julia said, then stuttered, "I don't know. Fuck. Every time I think that was the best. It gets better." She reached back and slapped me on the ass.

"You couldn't help yourself, could you?" I asked.

"I said I was going to try to be better," Julia said, "But I still have to be me."

*

Chloe, Sarah, and Kelsey came back after midnight, well after Julia and I had disentangled and gotten dressed for bed. We were lying there, holding each other, when the door popped open.

"Honey, we're home!" Kelsey said, arms outstretched. Sarah stumbled in after her. I could smell the liquor wafting off of both of them all the way from the bed.

"Gee, I hope we're interrupting something," she said. The two of them both started laughing uncontrollably.

"Hooray for Disney Springs!" Kelsey cried, her arm upraised in triumph.

Chloe came in after them, looking far too sober. I guess Kelsey didn't have enough fake IDs to go around. Kelsey and Sarah kept giggling as they both collapsed on the other, empty bed.

"Hooray for Disney Springs," Chloe said, more like a moan.

"Did you have a fucking good time, Julia?" Sarah asked, making a silly voice as she did it.

"Was it nice having the fucking room to yourself?" Kelsey asked. The two of them wrapped around each other and pretended to be having sex. Sarah mounted between Kelsey's legs. It was supposed to be mocking but holy fuck it was actually really hot.

"Guys stop," Chloe said. She was clearly already past the point of exasperation with those two. She looked over at both of us still cuddling over the covers. "You owe me for this, Julia."

"Happy to make it up to you," Julia said. She winked at Chloe, then smiled at me. Well, that was definitely unexpected. "Like I told you," Julia whispered in my ear, "We've got some stuff to work out."

"Ugh, how do you all even..." Chloe started then paused, like her brain had skipped a track, "I just need to sleep," She flopped down on the edge of the bed, head in her hands. She looked at me and Julia. Over to Sarah and Kelsey. "Fuck, we didn't think this one out."

"I'll sleep on the floor," I said and started to get up. Julia shoved me back down.

"There's plenty of room for three," she said. She patted the pillow space between us. I heard a snort and looked over. Sarah and Kelsey were both already passed out. Chloe climbed up and laid down. She curled up between the two of us, like a kitty. Julia looked over her right at me and smiled that dirty smile again.

"Let the poor girl sleep," I said, "She's had a rough day."

"I'm sure," Julia said, "I mean, if my first cock was that monster, I'd probably have died."

"It's not a... Fine, I'm glad you like my dick," I said.

"Guys could you please stop flirting for one minute and let me sleep," Chloe whined into the pillow. Julia shrugged and flicked off the light.

I lay down. Every man's dream: in bed with two women. They must not mean for sleeping. Julia and Chloe made it so I had barely any pillow and zero blankets. Instead of lying down carefully to make room, they both slowly spread out. I found myself hanging on to the edge of the mattress like it was a crumbling cliff over a ravine. The bed felt hard and the room was either far too cold or way too warm depending on the moment.

I was out as soon as my head hit the edge of the pillow. I slept better than I had in months.


The Florida Trip Pt. 06

Welcome to Part Six of The Florida Trip, aka The Baseball Trip: Season Two. You'll be happier if you read the rest before starting here.

Warning: there's incest play here again, plus some actual incest, as well -- my characters just can't control themselves apparently. Everyone is over the age of 18.

I woke up in bed wrapped around Julia with Chloe sandwiched in between us. All three of us still naked. In the night we'd managed to knot ourselves together -- legs and arms twisted about like we'd been trying to tie ourselves to the bed. My head was on Chloe's breast. Her hand was on Julia's butt. We'd played sleepy Twister and the only thing that was clear was that we were all winners.

I did my best to extricate myself and roll over. Sarah and Kelsey were still sleeping in the other bed. My God I was the luckiest man alive. I'd broken up with my girlfriend the day before and somehow woken up surrounded by more women.

Beautiful blonde Kelsey's cute little bottom poked up from out of the blankets in a pair of pink panties. Next to her was the sexy Sarah, her immense breasts rising up from the bed like a set of twin Everests. Meanwhile, in my own bed, I had Sarah's very sexy sister with her slightly smaller tits and apex ass. And lying next to her was the lithe, brunette Julia, my best friend and roommate with benefits.

As I was eyeing her, Julia popped up. Her tiny tits shook as she sat up. She looked around the room, warily.

"Hey guys?" Julia said, "I just wanted to say. I'm sorry. For everything."

The other women all slowly sat up. A synchronized elevation of tits and butts. Beautiful faces and sexy bodies.

"You have nothing to apologize for," Sarah said, automatically.

"Thanks Sar, but I feel like I do," Julia said, "This whole trip I've just been mean to everyone. Rude. In some cases," she looked right at me, "Way worse than that."

"It's OK Jules," I said, "We've talked and I forgive you. I promise."

"But it's not just you, Ben," Julia said. She was starting to get choked up, "It's everyone. I know it's not an excuse, but I've been going through a lot of stuff lately and I just didn't know how to handle it and... I'm sorry." Julia's emotions got a hold of her, and now everyone was sniffling. This strange nude sadness.

"No, it's not just you, Julia," Kelsey said, "I've been awful, too. You guys are, like, my only real friends in the world and I've been terrible to you. All of you."

"Me too," I said, "I think... This whole trip was supposed to be about getting together again. Instead it's just pulling us all apart."

"Well I'm not sorry for anything," Chloe said. The group all laughed at that, the sort of half-giggle sob when emotions try to shift gears and just grind. "I've been nothing but perfectly polite this whole time and you guys have been jerks."

"You're right, Chloe," Julia said, "I'm sorry."

"You damn well better be," Chloe said, "I stroked you off in the pool and I'm still waiting for you to return the favor."

"I formally apologize," Julia said, she leaned over and gave Chloe a kiss on the lips. It was so sudden, the teenaged girl gasped, but then she leaned forward. Enjoying the affection. Without another word, Julia began snaking her hand up Chloe's chest. Grasping her breast.

Whoa. Suddenly this was getting interesting.

I smiled at Julia, but she only went back to kissing Chloe. Her mouth now moving down the teenager's neck to meet her hand at Chloe's breast. Chloe seemed nonplussed by all this attention. She simply sat up and pulled her shirt off then turned and tackled Julia.

"See," Chloe said when Julia let her get some air, "This is a proper apology."

"She's right," Kelsey said, looking over me to the action on the bed, "Sarah, I formally apologize for my terrible behavior." She rolled over and kissed her buxom bestie right on the lips. Sarah moaned softly in response.

I looked back at the two women on the bed next to me.

"See, now everyone feels better," Chloe said, reaching down and cupping my roommate's cute little titties. "Oooh, these are just fantastic."

"If you say so," Julia said. She would never be convinced that her little breasts were something special.

I felt a pair of arms wrap around my chest and pull me back. "Come here," Sarah said.

"But..." I started to protest.

"Sarah and I need to apologize to you, too," Kelsey said. Sarah pushed me onto the other bed and then both girls -- the incredibly sexy brunette and the beautiful blonde -- began kissing my face and neck.

"You OK with that?" Sarah asked, while Kelsey reached down between my legs and grabbed my erection. It stood at full attention, ready for another full day of activities.

"Oh, HELL yes," I said.

I heard a groan coming from the other bed and looked over to see that Chloe had planted herself between Julia's legs. My roommate snapped her legs closed around Sarah's little sister as she began lapping at Julia's cunt.

Sarah pulled my attention back to herself, turning my head her way and kissing me on the lips. Kelsey slowly stroked my dick, watching everything around her.

"oh FUCK!" I heard Julia scream.

Chloe giggled. "That's so awesome that you squirt like that," the teenager said, "I'm just sorry I didn't get a taste sooner." Julia didn't respond, but I heard her gasping as Chloe continued her ministrations.

Meanwhile on my side of the bed, Sarah and Kelsey took a break to appreciate each other. The two friends -- they'd known each other well before we'd started taking trips together -- shared a deep kiss. Then they both went to work on my cock. Kelsey licking up and down the shaft while Sarah sucked down hard on the head.

I bucked as the sexy brunette made contact and she hummed happily at my response. Getting a blowjob, apparently, wasn't enough for my brain. I turned back and saw that Chloe and Julia had switched positions and my aggressive roommate was now happily slurping away at the teenage girl's center.

Sarah lifted her mouth off my cock and let Kelsey have at it on her own. The busty brunette crawled back up to me and let her immense breasts dangle down over my mouth. I dutifully suckled at one, then the other. I saw Sarah's hand shoot down and dip into her snatch for a sneaky taste.

Kelsey's speed increased on my cock. What she lacked in skill, the beautiful blonde made up for in enthusiasm. She bobbed her head up and down, drool dripping out of her mouth and onto my balls.

Sarah sat up and turned around. She backed her backside up to my face and I set about licking her. I could see why she liked to taste herself -- her pussy was so sweet. Sarah started returning the favor on my cock, trading licks with Kelsey, who had slowed to let her bestie share their treat.

"I need something a bit thicker than a finger," Sarah said, and she climbed off my mouth.

"Two fingers?" I asked. She just shook her head at me. Without another word, Sarah climbed over my cock, aimed it at her pussy and sat right down. Again, I was surrounded by her oh-so-tight snatch. It took a couple of thrusts before Sarah could take all of me inside. She groaned when she finally got it.

Kelsey looked over at Sarah, clearly a little disappointed to lose her toy. I motioned for her to come up and get licked, but instead she stood there and pouted.

"I want to apologize more," Kelsey said, "But there aren't enough dicks here."

"Oh, I can help with that," Chloe said. She had been lying back with Julia's head between her legs, but she quickly jumped up off the bed and ran into the bathroom.

Julia looked at me, her face sticky with girl cum, and gave me one of those 'what-are-you-gonna-do' shrugs. She had a distant look in her eyes that told me the orgasms had broken her brain a bit.

Chloe ran back holding something bright pink and penis-shaped in her hand. She held it up like a dirty Statue of Liberty.

"You brought -- oh FUCK that's nice -- one of your toys to Disney?" Sarah asked. She didn't stop riding my cock to register her shock.

"I brought several of my toys with me to Disney," Chloe said, "Actually, that gives me an idea."

She handed the dildo to Kelsey, then turned around and ran back into the bathroom. I heard a few things crashing. Chloe came back with another dick-shaped toy. Actually, this one looked like two dicks that met at their bases. Each plastic cock was a deep purple color, good-sized but not ridiculous.

"I think this should make for a sufficient apology," she said, waving the double-headed dildo at Julia." My roommate smiled stupidly and lowered herself onto the floor.

Kelsey took her new toy and climbed up on the bed next to Sarah and I. The beautiful blonde lay back so our heads shared the same pillow. She spread her legs out, the one thigh resting on top of mine, and slowly started to slide the plastic penis into herself. She groaned loudly.

"Not as good as a real dick," she said, "But good enough."

Sarah gave Kelsey a cute little thumbs up, then turned around to face the action on the bedroom floor. She stayed planted on my penis but didn't move at all while watching her younger sister and my best friend arrange themselves.

.

Chloe took out a tube of lube, something she'd gotten from the bathroom along with the double-headed dildo, and liberally coated both ends. Julia got down on all fours, presenting her pussy upward for the penetration.

"I'll feed it into you first," Chloe said. She took the dildo by the base and slowly drove it into Julia's snatch. My roomie was well-lubricated from her earlier activities and she took the plastic dick easily. Just a few easy pushes and Chloe had Julia well filled.

"Just stay in place," Chloe said, "Push back if you can. Kind of like fitting an extra leaf into a dining room table." Chloe turned so she was facing the other way, also on her hands and knees. Then she reached back and found the unplugged end of the purple penis. She aimed it at her cunt, then slowly started moving backwards.

Both girls strained as the two of them worked to get the whole thing inside themselves. They groaned and hissed in unison. A see-saw back and forth on the artificial cock. Finally they were bottom-to-bottom, just a thin square of black plastic between them.

"We're. Going to. Have to work together. To show how sorry. We are," Chloe said and blew a brown hair out of her eyes. The two of them both looked pretty worked up already.

"Uh huh," Julia said. The athletic brunette buried her head in her arms. At first it was clumsy, both moving in the wrong direction. Stuttering and stopping like a dull saw. Then slowly but surely the two of them became a well-oiled machine, rocking back and forth with ease. Moaning in perfect harmony.



Matching their groans, Kelsey began to buck beside me. She was moving the dildo in and out of her pussy like she was trying to stab it to death. The blonde girl turned her head upwards and kissed me. Sloppy, yet satisfying.

Still in reverse cowgirl, Sarah started riding my cock again. It gave me a great look at her ass as it went up and down my shaft. Her hungry pussy sliding up and down, gripping my dick for dear life. Sarah began moving faster. I stopped being able to concentrate on anything except the sensation of her tight pussy squeezing on my cock.

Sarah looked back at Kelsey and smiled. "H... Here. Let me help... Apologize," she said. The buxom brunette reached down, took the dildo out of Kelsey's hands, and started to slam it back and forth into the blonde's hungry puss. Sarah was fucking both of us now. Kelsey reached her arms around me and we held each other as Sarah slammed our pleasure into us.

Kelsey was the first to go. She stiffened and her face went cherry red. Her arms too tight around my neck.

"Oh ffffffFFFFFFUCK!" Kelsey cried.

Sarah let Kelsey's plastic penis slip out of her hand and turned her focus to the flesh and blood cock inside her cunt.

"Oh Ben I want you to cum," Sarah said, "I'm really close and I need you to cum in me."

"I can help with that," I heard Kelsey say, "Kind of owe you one, after all." The blonde got off the bed and stumbled over to Sarah. She gave Sarah a deep kiss and then reached down for her clit. The sexy brunette stiffened and then screamed.

"Ohhhhhhh!" Sarah stiffened. Her snatch clenched as hard as a fist around my cock and then the pleasure engulfed me. I heard the sounds of Sarah screaming again. Julia and Chloe both howling and crying together. An entire orchestra of orgasm filled my ears as I pumped my precious seed into Sarah's hungry cunt.

"sssssssssssAAHHHHHHHH!" Chloe hissed.

"ohhhhh yyyyyyYEEEESSS," Julia howled.

"I'm fucking cumming so GOOD!" Sarah shouted.

I looked up and saw that the sexy brunette was embracing Kelsey, holding on to her like she was a rock in a violent ocean. Julia and Chloe lay back on the floor, the dildo between them like they'd slaughtered a double-headed purple snake with their pussies. And all the while I exploded. Again and again. So much cum I couldn't imagine where it all came from.

Sarah slipped off my dick and somehow one last burst ejaculated out of me and landed right on Julia's tit as she lay there on the ground.

"Nice shot, dude," my roommate said. She reached down, scooped up my seed and popped it into her mouth.

Kelsey kept kissing Sarah, even reached up and cupped her massive boobs. "That was nice," the blonde said, "But I'd still rather have a real cock."

"I can see the benefits to both," Chloe said, speaking into the carpet. Julia had fucked that girl good.

"Sounds like you've got a full day ahead of you, Ben" Sarah said. She slowly dismounted me. A huge glob of my sperm dripped out of her pussy and landed on Julia -- right on the tit she'd just cleaned off.

"Dammit Sarah," Julia said, as she scooped up that little bit as well. "Mmmm, OK, that's actually pretty tasty. The two of you together."

Chloe stood up on shaky legs, barely able to stand. "Wow, if I knew apologizing could be so much fun, I'd be doing it all the time."

"If that's the case, we're going to need more of those toys," I said. The group laughed.

"Oh no problem," the teenager said, she gave her sister a little kiss on the cheek, "Just wait until you see the one we named 'Ben.'"

*

Much as we wanted to find a way, we couldn't get all five of us into the shower at once. Still time was a-wasting, so Sarah and Chloe stepped in first. Almost as soon as the water started, I heard a series of giggles from the sisters, followed by some low groans.

Julia and Kelsey both looked at me and I shrugged. "Apparently they used to play together all the time," I said, "I don't really have all the details. But I figure you'd know something about siblings that play together, Kelsey."

The blonde punched me in the shoulder, but she blushed. Now it was Julia's turn to look at us with curiosity. I got up off the bed and walked toward the bathroom. "Still I should check on them," I said, "Make sure everyone is OK."

Julia and Kelsey just rolled their eyes at me.

I grabbed some clothes -- I was going to have to get dressed at some point -- and ran into the bathroom before anyone could dispute my logic. It was already pretty steamed up when I got in. Without saying anything, I slid open the shower curtain slightly and climbed in. Two tan, very similar bodies were already in there, wrapped up in a long kiss.

"Oh!" Sarah said, jumping slightly as I stepped in. God, Sarah. She was so sexy it almost hurt me. Her baby-making hips and her huge tits. Like she was made only for sex. And hugging onto her there in the shower was this smaller version of herself. How could there be two of these in one universe, let alone one shower?

"Hi girls," I said, casual as anything, "I just thought you'd like to hear a Disney joke. You know, to keep you occupied while we're in here."

"Uh huh," Chloe said, but she smiled at me. Another feature she shared with her older sister.

"What happened after Snow White was in the shower, feeling happy?"

Sarah and Chloe both stood there staring. Brown skin and big boobs. What a sexy pair of pairs.

"Happy got out so she felt Grumpy, instead."

"Ugh, Ben," Sarah said, "I think that was your worse one yet."

I looked over at Chloe and realized she had scratches on her chest and arms. A few bruises, as well.

"Holy fuck," I said, "Julia?"

"Yes, you kind of don't notice while she's doing it." Chloe examined herself while she said it. "That girl really is wild."

"Believe me, I know," I said, ruefully.

"Well, I'm going to get her back for it," Sarah said, "How dare she treat my baby sister this way?"

"That's something I want to see," I said.

"Yes, I bet," Sarah said. She slipped past her sister and kissed me hard on the mouth.

"You're just encouraging him, sis," Chloe said.

"I needed some way to stop those awful jokes," Sarah said, then went back to kissing me. Running her hands over my chest. I reached down and grabbed her tits in return, slowly rolling her massive tits under my palms.

Chloe just stood there, hands on her hips, and sighed. "I don't think there's enough room in here for three," she said.

"I'll get out," I said.

"It's OK," Chloe said, "I'm already as clean as I'm going to get. Besides, I don't think I'm ready to go back to that thing yet." She reached down between myself and her sister and slapped at my erect cock for emphasis. After everything we'd already done, it was impossible to imagine how my dick was already hard again. But there it was.

Chloe pulled the curtains aside and stepped out of the shower. Sarah just went back to kissing me. We ran our hands all over each other, like mapping our bodies through touch alone. I reached down for her sex and she flinched. "Sorry," Sarah said, "I'm still sore from before."

"And a few minutes ago with Chloe?" I asked, raising my eyebrow.

"We were just reliving old times," Sarah said, "Siblings bathe together all the time you know."

"Not usually like that," I said, "My big sister would have stomped my balls just for coming in the bathroom when she was in the shower. Let alone joining her."



"Sounds like you two really missed out on some important milestones," Sarah said. She reached down and grabbed my dick. "Just because my one hole is sore, doesn't mean I can't offer up another."

Sarah slipped down to her knees and wrapped her lips around my dong. She licked up and back a few times, then pulled off, absently rubbing it with her hand. "Hmmm, speaking of old times. I seem to remember another shower sucking not so long ago. Back when a certain baseball trip was over, and we had everything all figured out. How'd that turn out again?"

"We were young," I said, "Stupid. We're way smarter now."

Sarah looked up at me, big brown eyes warm. "And this time we've got it?"

"I don't have the answer to that," I said, "I just know I'm not letting you go again."

"Well we've definitely gotten smarter," Sarah said. "For instance, I've learned not to turn down my tasty treat." She leaned forward and took my cock into her mouth again. I groaned as Sarah started slurping hard.

"You're going to cum in my mouth," she told me, "And I'm going to swallow it all. Like a good girl."

She wasn't kidding. I thought after all the action that morning my cum would be a while off. Instead Sarah's salivating succor had me going in almost an instant. I fell forward, rested my hand against the tile barely able to stand. Then my orgasm racked my body as I blasted Sarah's mouth with my seed.

"Mmmmhm," she said, almost clinical as I shot my sperm down her throat. Then Sarah stood. She wiped her mouth with her forearm. She did a little curtsey, like finishing off her performance.

"Good?" she asked.

"Amazing," I said.

"Remember that when Julia gets in," Sarah said. She pulled open the shower curtain and there was my roommate, staring back at both of us. Without another word, Sarah got out of the tub. She leaned over and gave Julia a kiss on the cheek.



Sarah walked out of the bathroom while my athletic roommate stepped into the shower. I admired both naked bodies, totally different yet equally amazing -- Sarah so voluptuous walking away, Julia so lithe and taut coming in.

Julia smiled at me, then turned and bent over to pick up the soap. I glorified in her incredible body. Her muscular backside, and thighs. Her tight stomach and perfect little titties. Julia was really pretty, her green eyes bright. Brown hair smooth and silky. Speaking of incredible, my cock went hard as it had ever been. Good lord, someone must have slipped me a Viagra and a Levitra that morning. Maybe some magic penis pixie dust as well. It was the only possible explanation.

I couldn't help myself, as soon as Julia turned around again, I leaned forward and kissed her. I half expected to be punched for my impudence. Instead Julia just laughed and kissed me back. I could still taste Chloe on her lips a bit and I didn't mind it.

"What was that for?" Julia asked when I finally let her get a breath.

"Everything," I said, "That thing you do when we get home -- when you withdraw and decide that none of this ever mattered? It's not happening. I won't let it. I want to be with you, Julia. And not just naked in the shower. I hope you know that. Feel it in you here." I put my hand on her chest. Not on her precious, little titty. But over her heart. I could feel it thump lightly against my palm. This incredible machine of constant energy that powers us all.

"I know," Julia said. She pushed my hand away and hugged me tight. Held me as close as I'd ever felt. Then suddenly she stepped back. "But then there's Sarah. And Kelsey. And maybe even Chloe. Are you really going to let go of them? For me?"

"I do have feelings for you Julia," I said, "I made you feel like last choice last time and that was a fucking awful thing to do."

"I feel wanted," Julia said, "Maybe a bit too much. But I know how you feel about the other girls and... We don't need to make any decisions. The trip isn't even over yet. Let's start by fixing the friendship. Everything else will have to wait."

Julia reached down and grabbed my cock. She started stroking it idly. With her free hand, she held my chin and kissed me.

"I don't think this is how friendship works, exactly," I said, "Either that or I owe a bunch of people an apology."

"Just enjoy it, dude," Julia said. I could tell she was holding herself back. Trying to be affectionate rather than just aggressive. Even the way she was rubbing my dick was very un-Julia like. Caressing and almost loving.

"I guess since I've been accepting myself more, this has just felt natural," Julia said, "I want to keep trying things. Push myself."

"Like when you went for Chloe this morning?" I asked.

She gave my cock a little smack and then reached over for the soap. She started to clean herself. When it was time for her titties, I stopped her and grabbed the bar for myself. I got those girls extra super clean.

"I like boys," Julia said, repeating her little speech from a few days back, "I love your dick. Seriously, I loooooooove it. But sometimes, I don't know, I want other things too. And I'm tired of making myself feel bad because of it. Does it need a title? Do I have to start changing all my business cards?"

"I think it's OK to just be yourself," I said.

"That's been a running theme this trip," Julia said.

We made each other's bodies as slippery as possible with the soap. Then Julia backed up against me in the shower, pushing against my penis with her small, well-shaped ass. We rubbed against each other that way for a bit. Then I spun Julia around and kissed her.

I reached under Julia's bottom and lifted her up. She wrapped her legs around me and I slid into her snatch. She wasn't as tight as Sarah, but Julia could make her pussy squeeze down like nothing I'd ever felt. Like being caught in a velvety clamp. When Julia bore down on me, man, I almost came right there.

Instead I started pumping her into the tile walls. Back and forth. Feeling Julia's tight buttcheeks in my palms.

"Oh, Mel told me about this," Julia said, "Back in the showers at Notre Dame. Was wondering when I'd get my turn."

"That little minx. I can't believe she said something."

"She's my friend, Ben," Julia said, "She gave me the whole thing. Blow by blow, you could say."

"Well, then," I said, "She must have said something about this, as well." I reached around into Julia's buttcrack, pressed my finger against her brown star, and then slipped it inside. She gasped and slapped my shoulder hard.

"You're going to do that? You'd better... fucking... make me cum you fucking fucker," Julia said and slowly started working herself on my finger as well as my cock.

"I think that's inevitable," I said. Julia put the truth to my words as she suddenly stiffened in my hands. She ground her head down into my shoulder, opened her mouth and then bit down hard as a long low oooooooooo escaped her lips.

"Would you two fucking hurry it up in there?" Kelsey shouted from the bedroom.

"Oh we're fucking hurrying," Julia shouted back. She started to laugh uncontrollably.

"Almost done," I yelled out. Julia was still laughing. Her pussy still tight from her cum. I pumped in and out as fast as I could. The pleasure grabbed hold so hard, I nearly dropped her. My first blast filled her pussy and Julia's laughter suddenly stopped.

"oh god," she gasped, "Oh FUCK!" She held on to me tightly as I blasted rope after rope into her. She bit down on my shoulder again and I jammed my finger as hard as I could into her ass.

Both of us started shaking. Shivering. Like we'd just run a marathon rather than had a marathon fuck session. I slowly let Julia lower her legs to the ground. I saw she'd left a trail of her Julia juice on my chest. I went back under the spray to wash it off.

As Julia stood she shifted uncomfortably on her hips. "Going to be walking weird all day," she said.

"Seems like a pretty good souvenir," I said, "Better than Mickey ears." Julia slapped my chest but then she leaned in and kissed me.

"I don't need anything to remember this," Julia said. She leaned back and then stepped out of the shower.

I was just about to follow her out when the curtain swung open and a beautiful, naked Kelsey jumped in. The blonde was just stunning, her perfect body made more for photoshoots than real life.

I nearly fell back, I was so surprised. She kissed me on the cheek and just laughed. Oh, it had been so long since I'd heard Kelsey really laugh like that. Another reminder of how unhappy she'd been this whole trip, no matter how she'd argued otherwise.

"I'm just leaving, I promise," I said.

"I don't remember asking you to go," Kelsey said. She reached down and squeezed my dick. It had been so limp a second before, yet it responded immediately. Fuck -- I didn't think this was what they meant about Disney magic, but in the moment I didn't care.

"Why does everyone get some Ben cock except for me?" Kelsey asked.

"I didn't fuck Chloe," I said, dumbly.

"I think you stuffed enough in her already," Kelsey said, "Me on the other hand, my slutty little snatch needs her daily dose."

"Just daily?"

"Three times a day, plus before and after meals. I need to catch up, after all. Don't know what I've been wasting my time on all trip."

I mentioned she was probably distracted by something else, a not so subtle hint to the ex-boyfriend. Kelsey just shrugged, like it was something that had happened a long time ago. Didn't take long to be verboten with this group. And then not much longer after that to be forgotten.

"Yes, because you've spent all morning mooning over your lost, precious scarlet succubus," Kelsey said and made a play pouty face. "Now then, let me see if I can find the soap."

Kelsey said this and then bent over right at the waist, putting her perfect pussy right up and ready for me. I couldn't resist the temptation. I stepped forward and slid into Kelsey's snatch.

"There it is!" Kelsey said. She bent upward a bit and rested her hands on the tile wall, backing her pussy onto my cock. I saw she really was holding the soap bar in one hand.

I started sawing back in forth in Kelsey's pussy. She moaned and groaned as I did it. "Oh! Oh big brother that's not supposed to be in there," she said. I smiled. Kelsey had done her dirty siblings game with me before and I didn't mind it one bit. She continued, "I know you have the perfect penis, but you can't put it in your sister's pussy."

I reached down and grabbed Kelsey's thighs for leverage. Pulled her back and forth like I was using her whole body to jerk myself off. "Oh, big brother, that feels so good. Maybe your dick was just made for your little sister. Oh! But you can't put your naughty spermies in me, OK? That would be so... ohfuck... wrong."

I started moving faster. My ecstasy rushing onto me like a freight train. How was it so close already? How was I even hard enough to be fucking Kelsey in the first place?

"Kelsey. Little sis. I'm getting close. Where do you want it? Your chest? Your face?"

"Getting close, too," Kelsey said, "Fuck it. This one time. It's OK. Cum in me. Cum in your little sister she needs it so bad... You're gonna make me CUM! HrrrrrrrrAH!" Kelsey shook on my cock. It was all I needed. The precipice crossed. My balls leapt forward.

"OH!" Kelsey said, "Oh you're doing it. You're cumming in me. Oh FUCK!"

I pressed against her, pushing every last bit into her pussy as it contracted around my cock. Every burst another explosion in my head. My body. I flinched like I was getting shot.

"Oh that's sssoooooooooo good," Kelsey said, "My big brother's filling me up."

I let her hips slide out of my hands. The beautiful blonde slowly straightened.

"Thanks Ben," Kelsey said as we broke apart, "I hope that wasn't too weird."

"It was awesome," I said, "But only because it was what you wanted in the moment. Still just having fun?"

Kelsey laughed, "Yes. So much. Too much. Don't worry, your little slut learned her lesson." She stepped back and started to soap herself up. I reached to help her with her breasts and she laughed. "You're never going to get clean, are you?"

"Not if I can help it," I said. The beautiful blonde raised her arms, so I could get her titties nice and soapy. Then she reached down and did the same for my cock. He twitched slightly, but nothing more.

"Fuck, I think I killed him," Kelsey said.

"All of you are guilty," I said, "It was a conspiracy for sure."

"Maybe if I tried mouth-to-mouth," Kelsey said. Sure enough, my dick popped up, like he was ready to go. Kelsey laughed and gave him a little tug. "Oh, I see how this works. Well that's one little trick I won't fall for, sorcerer penis."

"Sorcerer?" I asked.

"I'm upgrading it from magic," Kelsey said, "He slayed the red dragon and rescued three damsels in distress. Not to mention you knocked up a lesbian. Seriously, there should be a Nobel prize for that. Or at least an ESPY."

"She's not knocked up," I said, "At least I really hope not."

"I know. But Ben, if Chloe came in here and demanded you fuck her, you wouldn't say no, right?"

"I'd make her get a condom first," I said, indignant.

"Uh huh," Kelsey said. She leaned up and kissed me again. Then she reached over and switched off the water. "We'll have to see about that. After all, I've seen how much you like to cum inside little sisters."

*

Somehow, despite our cavalcade of copulation, we managed to get dressed, leave the hotel room, and grab the bus over to Magic Kingdom all before it opened. There was quite a crowd waiting by the front gate, but the press wasn't too bad. People were saving their energy for the mad dash once the park opened, I was sure.

For a moment, as we stood there waiting, I saw a flash of red hair and thought it might be Alyssa. But when I looked closer I saw it wasn't her. My now ex-girlfriend was probably spending the day in orgasmic bliss along with Kelsey's ex-boyfriend Kevin. Not that I could condemn either of them after the morning I'd just had.

The new couple had promised to keep away from the group. I was fine with how things ended, but I was pretty sure it would get ugly if the others got involved. So, we agreed to part ways permanently. I assumed I'd seen the last of them for the trip. Still, I couldn't help but jump every time I saw a redhead. This was a very strange form of PTSD.

The gates swung open and all five of us started to head down Main Street with everyone else. Then Sarah suddenly stopped us.

"Hang on one second," she said. The sexy brunette reached back into her purse and pulled out a little, black point and shoot camera. I smiled so wide, my face hurt.

"You brought it!" I said. I'd never been so happy to have someone take my picture.

"I've been taking pictures the last two days," Sarah said, beaming, "Ever since the tiger. I just didn't want to tell you in case I jinxed it." She gestured for all of us to stand in the center of the square, Cinderella's castle in the background. The smell of fresh-popped popcorn filled the air.

Sarah knelt down and started to focus.

"I understand this is a special moment and all, but Mickey's waiting," Julia said.

"So much for nice Julia," I said. My roommate reached over and punched me on the leg. "Kind of proving my point."

Sarah got set, took a few quick photos and then stood. "OK, let's do this thing."

We started walking down Main Street again. When we got to Cinderella's castle, Mickey was already standing in front. Waving and greeting us. We gathered the crowd and watched. A few more characters joined him on stage -- Snow White, Elsa, Cinderella, Minnie, Goofy, and Donald. The whole gang. They were just people in costume, I reminded myself, yet seeing them all still made me little-kid happy.

Disney really did seem like some other place. I didn't feel like I was in Florida or at an amusement park. I was in this unique other location known as Disney World. Transported by the sights and smells. An enactment of itself. Out of time and far, far away.

Sarah moved around a little, snapping pictures. Julia, though, just stood there transfixed. I'd never understood it, exactly. Julia was so cynical at home. Yet pie-eyed Disney seemed to have this hold on her...

"I can't really explain it," Julia said, "I guess it reminds me of when I was younger. I wasn't a happy kid. I mean, I did OK in elementary school or whatever. I grew up with older brothers and I wanted to be just like them. Playing sports, roughing around. That kind of stuff."

"That explains so much," I said.

"Shut up, dude," Julia said, "Then puberty came along and suddenly all the girls were putting on dresses and being myself stopped being OK. People who I thought were my friends started picking on me. Calling me names. I'm sure you can guess which ones."

"I'm sorry Jules," Chloe said. I could see the pain on her face. She'd been there, too, of course.

"I hated it," Julia said, "Everything. I even tried to be the person those bitches thought I should be, but that didn't work either. I was miserable. 14 years old and already done with the world. Then my Mom said she was taking the family to Disney World. Me and my older brothers. We'd gone when we were younger, but... I thought we were too old for it. Like, Disney was a place for little kids, not me. But then we got here. Went on all the rides. Watched the parades. Ate like pigs and ran around like maniacs. And I just felt so happy. It's not something I can explain. Nothing 'magical' happened. But it was special for me and I never forgot that.

"Or I've just been brainwashed by our corporate overlords, I don't know. I see Mickey and Minnie -- the castle -- and everything else just washes away. I feel content. Like my world is going to work out just fine. Like it did when I was 14. Does that make sense?"

"I can see that," Kelsey said, "About growing up and stuff. I wasn't exactly popular either, you know. But why Disney in particular?"

"I don't think it's supposed to be rational," I said.

"Yes, see. Ben gets it," Julia said. I nodded, even though I was pretty sure I didn't.

Mickey thanked us all for coming, and then the characters began to wave goodbye. The crowd dispersed all in different directions. The five of us walked around the castle, over a bridge, till we were in Fantasyland.

No one was really steering, we could have all gone wherever, but we moved as one. Like sliding across the Ouija board, we were all able to make a group decision without anyone saying a word.

We went right up to the Peter Pan ride, but it was closed. The woman out front said it would be working soon, but she couldn't say when. So instead we got on line for Haunted Mansion. We wove past all the gravestones, the haunted bookshelves, and went right up to the front door. For a second I thought about knocking. Then the door opened, and we went inside.

This early, the air conditioning felt a little too aggressive. We walked into the back room. Then there was a sound like thunder and everything went dark.

"I'm scared Ben," Kelsey whispered in my ear, "You'd better hold my boobs so I feel safe."

I laughed and squeezed her shoulders. Kelsey suddenly jumped. "Chloe!" she said.

"I couldn't resist," Chloe said and shrugged.

Kelsey rubbed her tit. "You didn't have to pinch, though," she said.

We got off the elevator and climbed on the doom buggies. There was enough room for three of us in each, so I got in between Sarah and Julia. I saw Chloe and Kelsey grab the car behind us.

The bar closed over us, and Sarah leaned over and kissed me. Julia reached across my chest and pushed her away.

"No making out in Disney," Julia said.

"So much for nice Julia," Sarah said.

"Fine, you can kiss him a little," Julia said, she leaned over and kissed me as an example, "But we can't be... fucking around all day. This is a family place and if you get me kicked out of Disney I'll never forgive you."

"Don't worry, Sarah," I said, "A little recovery time is in everyone's best interest."

"I guess," Sarah said, looking a bit glum.

Julia leaned over me and kissed Sarah on the lips. "Better?"

Sarah nodded. The three of us held hands the whole way through. I can't say a hand or two didn't grab my crotch a couple off times. Or that I didn't accidentally nudge a breast or two (or three). But we behaved. Mostly.

Once we got off the ride, we went back over to Peter Pan. There was more of a line than before, but the ride was running. The queue ran through a recreation of Wendy's house. The different rooms and pictures. At one point, you could reach up and play with the shadows over the kids' bedrooms. Like interacting with Tinkerbell, herself.

Kelsey reached up to bat at the shadow bells, causing them to ring. Sarah poked me in the ribs.

"Stop drooling," she told me.

"Like the whole line wasn't watching right then," I said. We looked around and saw that the room really had gotten suspiciously silent.

"What?" Kelsey asked, arms back at her sides.

"You need to come with a warning label or something," Sarah said.

It wasn't much longer before we got on the flying ships. This time I sat with Kelsey. I told her Julia's rule before we even got off the ground. That girl needed definitive guidelines, I remembered, or things could get out of control quite quickly.

"I wasn't planning on sucking your dick on Peter Pan," Kelsey said, indignant, "There's not enough time. I was going to wait till Pirates."

"Julia said no sexy stuff and I think she's right," I said.

"Easy for her to say," Kelsey said while we banked over London, "She gets you all to herself when you get home."

"Do you want me to yourself?" I asked, "You keep repeating 'just for fun' but then you say stuff like that and I..."



"I know," Kelsey said, "I did a crappy job of telling you what I wanted last time. Probably cause I didn't know, myself. I'm not looking for a serious relationship. Not after... I just need to figure myself out, you know? But if it makes you feel better, I do get jealous of the other girls."

"Me too," I said.

Kelsey shook her head at me, chastising. "I know you won't be there for me when I'm ready. I can't ask you to wait. Not with Julia and Sarah and... So, I get it. But I at least want to be friends with BENefits. If you get my drift."

"I think we can make that work," I said.

*

After Pan, we raced down to Adventureland where I knew the park would still be emptier. Sure enough, the wait for Pirates was almost nonexistent. Again, we recombined on the boat. Julia made me sit with Chloe.

"Try to keep him under control," my roommate said. The high school girl just smiled as Julia, Sarah, and Kelsey climbed in behind us.

The boat lurched off. The ride smelled of old wet and fresh, cold air. We went over the falls and into the pirate town. The pirates were auctioning chickens again, the redheaded woman standing proudly next to him. I thought about the first time we'd gone on this ride. I guess someone else had taken the redhead, in the end.

"There goes your girlfriend," Chloe said, as if reading my mind.

"I think I'm happy to leave her behind," I said, "There are other things I feel way worse about."

"Same," Chloe said, then suddenly she turned and looked at me. "It really was fun, being with you. And then it got really scary really fast."

"For me, too," I said.

"You'll always be my first," Chloe said, "My first guy anyway. And, if it makes you feel any better, I don't think you'll be my last either."

"No longer Bensexual?" I asked.

"I don't know what I am and that's OK," Chloe said, "I've got lots of time to figure it out. And don't count out a repeat performance just yet."

"That would be really nice," I said, "I'll be... more careful next time. If it happens, I mean. I'd be lucky if it did. I really do like you, Chloe."

"But you love Sarah," she said. I looked up, but the buxom brunette was looking off to the side. If she heard us talking, she didn't seem to react to it.

"Does she know?" I asked, whispering.

"I'm pretty sure the entire nation of Uganda knows," Chloe said.

"I don't know what to do," I said, "I have feelings for Julia too and I..."

"Jeez Ben, put your vag away," Chloe said. I was shocked to hear her talk that way, but she just smiled. "This is just one trip and after, well, things will change."

"I know," I said, "That's what I'm afraid of."

*

We went straight from Pirates to Splash Mountain. The day was finally getting hot and so it made sense to cool off a little.

This back section of the park was still pretty empty and Splash only had a ten-minute wait. We'd done three rides in less than an hour. I was starting to get caught up in the rush of it, racing from experience to experience. Wondering how much we could do in just one morning.

We climbed into the boats, two by two. Sarah sat next to me near the front, while Julia sat next to Chloe right behind us. Kelsey by herself in the third row. We went up the mountain, then splashed into the world of Brer Rabbit. There's something about that ride -- it really is my favorite. The right mix of thrills and immersive experience. I thought to myself, I'd be happy just to do Splash all day. And yet there were so many other things to get caught up in, too.

I decided, right there, that this would be my last ride of the night. No matter what else was going on, I'd get on Splash. Even if it was just by myself. The boat would reach the top and I'd see all of Disney World lit up before plummeting to the bottom. My last Disney memory. It would be perfect.

"What are you thinking about?" Sarah asked me, while Brer Bear got stuffed into a tree full of bees.

"Just Disney," I said.

"You really like this place," she said, "It's not just Julia, is it?"

"I think it kind of captured all of us," I said, "When we planned this trip, I'll be honest, I thought it would be dumb to go here. A kid thing. Now? I'm already planning our next trip back."

"That would be nice," Sarah said. She rested her head on my shoulder. Julia reached forward and pushed her off.

"Hey!" Sarah said, "I was just cuddling." We both looked back and Julia was glaring at the both of us. "I'm going to get my revenge, Julia," Sarah said, "Just you wait. For Ben, my sister. You're going to regret it."

Our boat stopped, then started climbing up the steep hill. There were the vultures again, warning us about The Happy Place. I realized that it really was: my Happy Place. On this ride, in this park, with these beautiful, incredible women. And I was going to stay in it for as long as I could, threats be damned.

Our boat went over the side and we screamed. Cheered.

*

This time Splash Mountain got us fairly wet. We weren't soaked, but all of us were dripping. I couldn't help but appreciate how the wet t-shirts on the girls revealed so much.

"Jeez Ben, you've seen us all naked," Julia said.

"And that just makes me enjoy this more," I said.

"Too bad your shorts didn't get wet," Kelsey said.

"My shorts did," Sarah said. I looked, but her tan khakis looked dry. She just winked at me. Julia waved her finger at us, but she was smiling.

We walked up the stairs by Splash Mountain to wait for the train. We had Fastpasses in Tomorrowland, but the walk across the park seemed like a little much. We wanted to conserve our energy.



We got on the old steam train -- the benches were long enough that we could all sit together --and rode around the back of the park. We went past Thunder Mountain and through some forest areas. The girls stayed behaved this time and I just enjoyed being with them.

I spend a lot of time talking about the physicality of my female friends. Sarah's massive tits, Chloe's incredible ass, Julia's tight body, and Kelsey's, well, everything. It isn't really fair to them -- they weren't just a collection of parts. I didn't find myself falling for them that way, either. Chloe was smart and funny. Kelsey was so adventurous and easy to laugh. Sarah was kind and caring. Julia so competitive and just straight up fun. I realized I loved them all in a way. What a wonderful, terrible problem to have.

We got off the train and walked down the hill into Tomorrowland. We'd gotten there a bit early for our ride, so we went up the escalator and got on the Peoplemover, the little blue train that whooshed around the land and showed you the sights.

The ride sat four to a car, but it would have left one of us on our own so instead we split off. Sarah, Kelsey, and Chloe got in one car while Julia and I jumped in the other.

"Behave, you three!" Julia yelled after the girls as we took off.

"You're being a killjoy," I told her.

"Someone has to keep you guys in line," she said. We sped off over Tomorrowland. I saw the three girls in front of us and they seemed to be doing fine. Just talking and laughing.

"You need to calm down," I said, "We're not... fucking or even really fucking around. There's no d and c or even t and a. It's just us. We're having fun. I think that's allowed."

Julia nodded, but she didn't say anything. Our train moved into Space Mountain. Everything was dark. We heard people screaming their delight in the distance.

"It's not fair, you know," Julia said, "You guys should be adult enough to police yourselves."

"God, you sound like my Mom," I said, "Do you really want to be that person?"

"You all put me in that role," Julia said.

"Does that make me Dad?" I asked, wiggling my eyebrows.

"Not even close," Julia said, "You're like the baby brother we all have to take care of."

"And Kelsey and Sarah are my big sisters? I know Kelsey would be OK with that arrangement."

"Ugh, the more I think about it, this analogy is just wrong," Julia said, "And a little creepy."

"You bet," I said, enthusiastically. Our car went back outside, crossing where we'd just been and heading around the park. I looked down and saw that the park was starting to get crowded. It was a nice view and the speed created a breeze. Of all the rides to fall in love with at Disney.

"I just..." Julia stopped and started, "I guess the me that just relaxes and feels comfortable with everything is kind of a work in progress."

"I want you to be yourself," I said, "That's the woman I love."

"Love?" Julia asked. She leaned in teasing. "Did you just say you love me, Ben?"

"Oh God," I said, "I take it back. I swear."

"Ben loves me," Julia said. She leaned back on her bench and said it to herself. Like tasting the words in her mouth.

Our car slowed and we all stepped off. We gathered together and then rode down the escalators.

"Ben told me he loves me," Julia told the other girls.

"Ben loves everybody," Chloe said.

"Yes, I wouldn't take it so hard," Sarah said, "Ben told Pluto he loved him, too."

"We haven't even met Pluto," I said, indignant.

"I know. You just kept repeating it in your sleep. I love you Pluto," Sarah said, "I love you Pluto."

"That's so wrong," I said.

"I know!"

Our Fastpasses for Buzz Lightyear were now available, so we got on line. The wait for standby was forty-five minutes, so I felt pretty smart just skipping it all. While we waited our turn, the girls kept teasing me about my love for Julia, for a talking dog, for just about anything.

"It's a figure of speech," I said, "I was just trying to get Julia to stop freaking out every time someone holds hands or whatever."

"So, you don't love me?" Julia asked. She let her eyes get all big and soft. She stuck out her lower lip.

"Jules, I... I mean. You know how I..."

My roommate broke out laughing. "I knew it!" she said and high fived the other girls.

"You people are assholes," I said.

"And you love us," Julia said.

Buzz Lightyear ordered us out to space and we climbed into our little cars. They were four-seaters, with two spots in front and back. Just my luck, I got paired with Julia.

"She's going to kick my ass," I complained as Sarah and Chloe got in their own car.

"See, I told you you're the baby," Julia said. Kelsey climbed in behind us. We twisted and turned, firing at cartoon targets. By the third scene, my fingers were already aching from squeezing the trigger.

I looked over and saw Julia, completely focused on firing. Playful (and hoping for some kind of advantage), I reached for her boob. She elbowed me in the ribs, hard. I complained, and she didn't even bother to apologize. Just kept shooting down aliens.

After the grand finale, we saw our scores. Sure enough, Julia whipped us all. At first, I thought it was close, then I saw my roommate had one more zero in her total than me.

"Holy fuck, how did you do that?" I asked her.

"Lots of practice with my fingers," Julia said. I winked at her. "Not like that! Ew. OK, maybe a little like that."

We met back up outside after the ride. The sun was practically vibrating it was so bright. We'd planned to go on Space Mountain, but the line was already over an hour. Instead we went up the street and went into Monsters Inc. Laugh Factory -- one of the few places nearby that didn't seem to have an eternal wait at that point.

The show was cute, though it certainly put the pause button on my libido. That was probably for the best. We'd now done seven rides/experiences in a little less than three hours. Eight if you counted the steam train, which I didn't. We were all hyped to keep going, but everyone was also hungry. We had barely had any breakfast, after all.

"Not my fault you girls put your meal in the wrong place," Sarah said and rubbed her belly. We were walking out of Tomorrowland and up the hill, past the teacups, and back into Fantasyland.

"Sure felt like the right hole to me," Kelsey said.

"Me too," Julia said.

"At least you all got a choice," Chloe said.

"We talked about this," Sarah said to her sister, seriously, "No more Ben nutrients for you."

We headed over to Pinocchio's. The lines were bad, but we were able to make our way through. We ordered food and then found a table near a window overlooking the It's A Small World ride.

"Ooh, I want to go on that," Chloe said.

"Oh God no," I said. I remembered it from when I was a kid. The song was annoying at the beginning and downright horrific by the end. And, inevitably, right when you were ready to jump ship, the damn thing would break down. They would have to drag my corpse onto that ride. And if they did, I planned on haunting them forever.

"Ok, no Small World for Ben," Sarah said, eyeing me anxiously. I guess I got a little worked up there.

I wasn't the only one that wanted to go other places, though. After a morning where we'd all managed to stay together, we were ready to go off and have our own adventures.

When we finished lunch, Sarah and Chloe got in line for It's a Small World. Kelsey and Julia went with me to ride Big Thunder Mountain. Not the best post-lunch choice, but by the time the line was over I felt OK.

After the ride I got a text from Sarah and met her over by Winnie-the-Pooh. Her favorite character. We rode his ride and then waited to meet Pooh and Tigger. Sarah took some of her own pics and then let the Disney person get the both of us.

Chloe and Julia were nearby getting ready to go on Dumbo, so I joined them while Sarah went off to ride Little Mermaid with Kelsey. The day whirled around and spun. Raced off and then dropped. Curved and twisted. Took off and slammed the brakes. All shining purples and golds. Black pavement and bright blue sky. Salty popcorn and sweet ice cream.

At a little before 3, we agreed to meet back on Main Street to sit and watch the parade. Julia had grabbed a bit of curb and defended enough space for us to sit there. I couldn't imagine what she'd done, but I figured it was probably way closer to getting us all kicked out of Disney than a few clandestine kisses.

We sat down and, for the first time the whole trip, it started to rain. Just a light drizzle, but still. A few people took off, turning our tight space on the street almost luxurious. We all huddled close together. I could live with bad weather if it got me so close to these beautiful women.

Then the rain stopped, the skies cleared, and the parade began. Huge floats covered in characters rolled by. We pointed and shouted like little kids. I saw Sarah snapping like crazy, as if she was covering a major political event.

"You're really all the way back," I said to her. She just smiled happily and went back to taking pictures.

After the parade was over, we were all feeling a little sun-tired and worn down. The week had consequences, after all. My legs ached and my left foot burned like it had a blister. We all agreed we needed a break.

We walked up and down Main Street and did a little shopping. Tried to stay in the air conditioning as much as possible. Outside, Main Street seemed barely walkable, there were so many people.

I found that rather than shopping for myself, I kept looking at gifts for Sarah, Kelsey, Chloe, and Julia. I picked out a few things, then went up to buy them. The other girls had bought stuff, as well, and they were all waiting for me at the front.

Shopping had been nice, but we were all still tired and so we decided to take a little break. A bus back to the hotel just felt like forever (and we seriously doubted we'd actually rest if we went back) so instead we decided to go over to the Contemporary and hang out in the lobby. It would be cooler and there were couches. Plus, we could get dinner there -- probably something healthier than what we'd find in the park. It just made a lot of sense.

So, we walked out of the Magic Kingdom, went up the concrete ramp, and got on the Monorail. Fortunately, not many people had the same idea and there were empty seats. I flopped down and stared out the window as we slid off. The train hummed and rattled. I felt Sarah reach over and grab my hand. I weakly squeezed it back. I was too worn out to be sad about leaving the park. Just happy to be away from the crowds. No one said anything while we waited. We were so burnt.

Two stops later the Monorail slid to a stop in the lobby of the Contemporary. We got off and went down the escalator. The lobby was super busy and there was nowhere to sit. We decided to try our luck a level down. Sure enough, it was almost deserted. There were a bunch of conference rooms, all with shut doors. But outside of them were big couches. We all climbed onto one of them. I took out my phone and zoned out. I saw the other girls doing the same.

Sarah scooched over and put her head on my shoulder. Kelsey did the same on the other side. I looked over and saw Julia leaning on Chloe. I started to think about that. The two girls seemed oddly close when they thought no one was paying attention. Almost like they were...

I drifted off before I could finish the thought.

*

When my eyes popped open, only about twenty minutes had passed. But I felt like I'd really rested. The girls all started to move, as well. We gradually got up and made our way upstairs. There was a little eating area on that level and we all bought sandwiches. We grabbed a table and sat down.

I was feeling a bit spacey from my nap, but my body was refreshed. The other girls seemed equally improved. Still out of it, yes, but in for more. As we waited for our food, Sarah took out her camera and showed me some of the pictures she'd taken during the day.

Both of us with Winnie the Pooh. Me and Julia on the Peoplemover. Chloe eating a Mickey-head ice cream. Kelsey leaning against a fence, waiting for a ride. All of us smiling and oh-so-happy.

"These are really good," I said.

"They're OK," Sarah said, "They need a lot of work in post and I think a bunch will just get deleted, but..."

"They're great," I said, "Like, I want to meet these attractive, happy people you keep showing me. It looks like they're having an awesome time."

Sarah laughed. "Thanks," she said, clearly meaning it.

"Looks like those assholes back in art school are going to have some stiff competition next semester," I said. Sarah just nodded back at me seriously.

*

After dinner, we got back on the Monorail. We took the long way around, past the Polynesian. It was kind of nice, seeing everything pass around us. But every time I caught a glimpse of Cinderella's castle, I could feel it calling to me. I wasn't done with Disney World yet.

When we got back into the park, the sun was up but barely. It was still warm, but things had become considerably more comfortable. And most of the crowds seemed headed out of the park, not in. I felt proud of us for taking our little break, like we'd managed to sleep and eat our way through the worst part of the day.

Once again, we decided to split up. Chloe wanted to go meet Mickey and Tinkerbell right up front by the opening of the park. Kelsey was itching to go on Splash Mountain, but I wanted to save that ride for my last of the night. Instead, Sarah and Julia convinced me to go on Jungle Cruise with them.

The line wasn't too bad. The boat sputtered up and we climbed on. Our guide did the usual dry Jungle Cruise delivery, but she added just the right amount of dark humor to make everything work. Sarah took my one arm and Julia held the other. The three of us just leaned against each other past the abandoned campsite and the tribal warriors.

It felt comfortable, the three of us together. I can't really explain it, but we seemed to mix well: Julia so acerbic and Sarah so sweet. I spent a lot of time that day wondering how all of us fit together. But when I sat back and stopped fussing I realized that, somehow, we just did.



After the Cruise, we walked back through Fantasyland, just enjoying the atmosphere. Relishing our last day in Disney. The wait for Winnie-the-Pooh wasn't that bad and Sarah insisted we had to ride it again. Julia relented, only pretend-reluctant, and we got on line.

"You guys both graduate this spring, right?" Sarah asked. She lazily pushed a large plastic bumblebee up a metal pipe -- one of the little set ups to keep people entertained while they waited on the ride. Sarah sent the bee up and around, through a hive and down again. Just sort of absent as we walked and talked.

"Yes," Julia said, "But I'm staying in Buffalo for grad school."

"What about you, Ben?" Sarah asked.

"Grad school," I said, "Need that Master's in engineering, you know?"

"Where at?" Sarah asked.

"Yes Ben," Julia said, now staring at me, "Why don't you tell Sarah where you decided to go to school for your graduate degree?"

I smiled, a bit guiltily. I hadn't exactly been keeping it a secret, but then I didn't want Sarah to know either. I'd done this months ago -- sort of, kind of, not completely intentionally. I mean, I went where I was accepted, right? And if it happened to be someplace sort of accidentally close to Sarah, well, that wasn't my fault, right?"

"Rutgers," I said, sheepish.

"Wow, that's..." Sarah said, "I mean, it isn't close close but it's also kind of nearby enough, you know?"

"Weird coincidence isn't it?" Julia said, shoving me in the shoulder, "After all, there were so many other schools out there and he just happened to pick the one that was right on your doorstep."

"You didn't," Sarah said, spinning to look at me, "I mean, we hadn't even gone on the trip yet and you..." Her eyes really started to get wet then. Like she might cry right there on the ride for Winnie-the-Pooh.

"Ben loves you," Julia said.

"But what about...?" Sarah looked between me and Julia.

"Julia's transferring," I said, "She just doesn't know it yet." My roommate glared at me. But she didn't argue, either.

*

After Winnie-the-Pooh it really was dark and time for fireworks. We all met by the castle. For whatever reason, this time it was too crowded for us to sit. So, we stood off to one side, back by Casey's, and sort of just leaned against one another.

Again, I was surrounded by beautiful women. I saw a few guys give me jealous looks in the distance. A few women, as well. Like I've said, luckiest man alive.

As the lights began to dim, we drifted a little bit. I felt Julia slip out from under my one arm. Sarah went with her camera to go take pictures. Kelsey, realizing she had me to herself, suddenly turned around and gave me a hug.

"You OK?" I asked, "You've been kind of spending the day by yourself."

"Just a little bit," Kelsey said, "I needed some time, honestly. Think things through."

"And?"

"I think it's going to work out just fine," Kelsey said, "For all of us." She nodded her head over. Julia and Chloe had drifted off to one side. Resting on each other.

"You think those two are...?"

"Julia's never letting you go again, Ben," Kelsey said, "Trust me."

"She seems to be hanging on to Chloe pretty tight over there," I said.

"One thing doesn't necessarily preclude the other," Kelsey said.

"Preclude?" I asked.

"Sarah taught me it," Kelsey said, "You know, the girl that you're not letting go of?"

"You seem to be implying something," I said, "About the four of us."

"I can't imagine what you mean," Kelsey said.

The world went completely dark. The castle lit up. The crowd cheered. Fireworks blasted off and the music swelled. Sarah, Julia, and Chloe all came back and we stood together watching the show.

"Remember who you are," Mufasa told me and his deep voice echoed across the park. Tinkerbell, all bright green and glowing, flew down from the top of the castle.

I made my wish.

*

After the fireworks, I grabbed the girls and dragged them off to Splash Mountain. The day was done for most of the park, but because we had stayed at an on-site hotel, we got an extra two hours of Magic Kingdom time. Most of the crowds, however, were heading out to the exit, and getting out to Frontierland really was a fight. Swimming upstream, but with an army of salmon determined to go the other way, as well.

Finally, we made our way through the horde and into Adventureland. Here, in contrast, it was almost empty. We raced through. My feet were starting to ache again, but I ignored the pain.

We walked straight to Splash and got on line. Apparently, a lot of people had the same idea. The wait said thirty minutes, but the line looked way longer.

All five of us leaned against the wood railings. Tried to sit for as long as we could until the line moved again. It seemed to take a lot longer than it should, only a few steps forward at a time. I just focused on my plan. One last ride in Disney. Over the top of the waterfall. The perfect ending to my amazing day.

The line surged forward like the dam had finally broken, but we soon found out why: Splash Mountain was closed. The damned thing had broken down and that was it for the evening. As we walked out of the ride, over the bridge past the big waterfall, I saw one of the logs still full of people. Waiting for rescue from where they were stopped. Well, I thought to myself, there were worse fates.

Julia insisted instead that we should go on Dwarven Mine Train. The ride consistently had epic lines all day, which was why we'd skipped it. This was our chance to go. So we went as fast as we could out of Adventureland, past Haunted Mansion, and into Fantasyland. The park really had cleared of people and it was almost eerie as we went. The food stands were already cleaning up for the day. I felt like I'd snuck backstage behind the big production, watching as the Kingdom got ready for its nightly overhaul.

The line for Mine Train looked fairly full, but if this was our last ride for the evening then who cared? Chloe wasn't interested in coasters, however. Once we got on line, she gave each of us a little kiss goodbye.

"You sure, sis?" Sarah asked.

"We can do something else," I said.

"I'm wiped," Chloe said, "Seriously, I'm too young to run with this group. I'll see you back at the room."

The line went far quicker than we'd thought. The ride was even shorter than that. It was hard to square the length of the experience with the amount of wait times it had throughout the day. After we got off the train, a woman in front of us said, "That was it?" I had to admit, I kind of felt the same.

Still, that left us more time to do rides. So, Kelsey, Sarah, Julia and I marched back into Tomorrowland for one last go on Space Mountain. The wait time signs were switched off, so it was all guesswork now. We went past the Space Invaders-style games and then entered a long switchback queue. I could see the little spaceships still loading.

"Just the four of us," Sarah said, "Like old times."

"The way it was meant to be," I said.

"If it was the way it was meant to be, we'd all be fucking on the rides," Kelsey said.

"You say that like it's a bad thing," I said.

"It is a bad thing," Julia said, "I'm buying you all chastity belts, I swear."

"Sorry Mom," I said. Julia gave me the death stare. Holy crap was that effective. If she'd been trying out to be the next Maleficent, they'd have told her she was too scary.

"You know, Julia, you act above it all," Kelsey said, "But you're just as bad as the rest of us."

"Yeah, I don't see you complaining when you're licking Chloe's snatch while Ben sticks it in you from behind," Sarah said.

A couple of women in front of us suddenly stopped talking. Looked everywhere but at us.

"You guys are fucking killing me," Julia said.

"Not until after the ride, Julia!" Kelsey said, "Jeez can't you wait a little, you horny slut?"

"We're going to have to get her a chastity belt or something," I said.

*

After Space Mountain, we still had time for one more ride. We made our way back to Fantasyland and waited for Peter Pan. It seemed circular, in a way, to finish here. Where we'd almost started.

"This is it," I said.

"The end of the trip," Julia said and sighed.

"It's been one heck of an adventure," Kelsey said, "The good and the bad."

"But I'm glad I got to share it all with you," Sarah said, "My friends."

We all smiled and hugged. We'd been through so much together -- I really felt that, in that moment -- it would be impossible to pull us apart.

All four of us got in the same ship and lifted off over London. Kelsey sat in front with Julia and Sarah and I sat in back.

"I can fly!" Kelsey cried as we went upwards.

"These seats really aren't comfortable," Sarah said, "Ben can I sit on your lap?" Everyone laughed.

Our ship landed and we all got off the ride. Legs heavy. The park was closing, but I think we were ready to go regardless. Our last day in Disney. It felt like a lifetime.

The deep Disney voice announced that the day was done, and we limped out, under Cinderella's castle, through the front steps, and down Main Street. I could still smell the sweet scents of the nearby bakery. The ground was wet from having just been hosed down. A few people were around us but not many.

I was reminded of my thought from the other day: that Disney really becomes its true self at night. My heart felt full. I kept running everything that had happened through my mind. Like I was afraid I might forget the smallest detail.

We went under the train tracks and out of the Magic Kingdom.

"Goodbye Disney," Julia said, her voice small and sad.

Our trip wasn't over yet. We still had a night in the hotel and a super long two-day drive home. But it really was the end. The magic was already draining away. And I couldn't help but worry about what reality was going to bring.

*

We got back to the hotel room and everyone crashed. We had such a long day, it was impossible for me to imagine doing anything but sleep. I got down to my boxers and didn't bother with anything else, just chose the nearest bed and flopped into it. I didn't know what the girls were up to. I didn't care. I just let sleep slip over me.

*

I felt a strange sensation, like something warm and wet on my dick. My eyes creaked open. The room was still dark. I doubted more than an hour had passed since I passed out. I looked down and saw that Chloe had her mouth wrapped around my cock. She gave me a small, shy smile, then went back to work.

"You were asleep, and I was awake," she said, "And then I saw your cock just lying there, sticking out of your boxers and begging to be played with. And I thought, well, I do need to practice more. Sorry if I woke you."

"I'm glad I could be here for you," I said. Chloe just nodded and slurped my dick back into her mouth. She was getting deeper than before. Using these long, languid licks. It was like my cock was in a hot tub rather than the usual sprints up and down the pool it was used to. That meant there was no finish in sight, but it was still plenty pleasurable.

Chloe suddenly stiffened and grunted. I looked over her and saw that Kelsey was behind her. The horny blonde had started to finger the teenaged brunette from behind. Chloe raised her bottom a bit to give Kelsey better access.

"I wanted to practice, too," Kelsey said, "It's been too long since I got a girl off."

I turned my head and saw two pairs of eyes looking back at me. Sarah and Julia were in the other bed, just watching.

"Chloe's really bad at that," Julia said, I thought a bit unkindly.

"I taught her to lick pussies, not suck dicks," Sarah said, "Though I'd have happily shown her if we'd had one on hand at the time."

"That's what Bens are for," Chloe said, her mouth still full of cock.

"Speaking of pussies," Sarah said. She pushed Julia back into the bed. Her deep brown eyes full of fire. "I've been waiting all day for this moment." The busty brunette pulled Julia's boy shorts down her legs and tossed them to the side.

"You want to lick my..." Julia said, looking cowed.

Sarah reached back, palm flat, and held it over Julia's pussy. "I want revenge," Sarah said.

She swung down and slapped Julia's clit, hard. The lithe brunette yelped, then covered herself.

"Don't you dare," Sarah said. She reached down and grabbed Julia's little titties. She pinched them purple. Julia's eyes were wide. She looked at me, stricken, but I just shrugged and smiled.

Slap! "This is for Ben," Sarah said. Slap! "This is for Chloe."

Julia tried to reach up and squeeze Sarah's stupendous mounds, but the sexy girl sat back and kept her chest out of reach.

"Not until I say," Sarah said. Julia mewled but stayed compliant.

Chloe was speeding up a bit on my shaft, but her bottom was really shaking as Kelsey switched from fingers to tongue.

"Ah! ah HA!" Chloe pulled herself off my cock as her orgasm shook her. "Ahhhhhhhh." The teenager stretched forward like a cat after Kelsey finished licking her little kitty. She let my cock drop out of my mouth, then pitched forward.

Kelsey looked over Chloe's amazing ass and smiled at me. The gorgeous blonde looked so sexy with pussy juice on her face. "That's one obstacle out of the way," Kelsey said.

I climbed over the recumbent Chloe and kissed Kelsey hard. She tasted of strawberry lip gloss and girl cum. A powerful combination. I pulled the blonde forward and onto the bed. Rolled her over and started kissing down her body. Her perfectly formed breasts. Her clean-shaven snatch.

"Ohhhhhh," Kelsey sighed as my tongue made contact with her pussy.

"Ohhhhh. Oh! OH!" Julia started gasping as Sarah licked at her snatch. The sexy brunette winked at me when she saw me staring. Julia's legs started to stiffen. Curl. Her eyes rolled back and...

SLAP

"Not until I say!" Sarah said. Julia groaned in pain. "Oooh, I know," Sarah said to herself. She scampered out of the bedroom and came back holding one of Chloe's toys. I hadn't seen this one yet. It was pinkish -- kind of flesh colored but not really -- and long. Thick. Much more 'aggressive' than anything I'd seen before. It also had a sort of clip at the bottom, almost like a bracket that was meant for stimulating the outside as well as the in.

"Julia, meet plastic Ben," Sarah said and waved the plastic cock at my cute roommate. "Plastic Ben's going to fuck you now. Julia recoiled at the sight of the dildo, but she nodded her agreement. Shell shocked. Sarah reached down with the dildo and slowly slid it into Julia's snatch. The athletic brunette shivered as it went in. Sarah adjusted it slightly, making sure the bracket was right on Julia's clit. Then the sexy brunette flipped a switch.

The room filled with a low buzzing noise. Julia snapped taut like a mousetrap closing on it's prey. "Oh!" she cried. Sarah reached down and began to slide the mechanical cock back and forth in her friend's pussy.

"Oh oh oh!" Julia said over and over again. "Getting... close..." she said through gritted teeth.

"Nuh uh uh," Sarah wagged her finger at Julia.

"No," Kelsey said, pushing my prick away. I'd picked my head up from Kelsey's cunt and slid forward. Aimed my cock at her pussy. But at the point of impact, she'd stopped me. I looked back at her, surprised. Too sore from this morning, maybe?

Kelsey raised her eyebrows suggestively and flipped over. Presented her backside to me and slid it side to side. Of course -- her favorite position. Well that was no problem. I moved around Kelsey so I was standing at the foot of the bed, in perfect penis position. Then I grabbed my cock and pointed it at her snatch. Slowly, I slid the head into her dripping center.

"Noooo," Kelsey said, "Wrong hole."

"Fuck, Kelsey are you sure?" I asked. I'd done anal before. I had an ex that was willing to try. But it wasn't exactly my forte and I wasn't sure if the little blonde was ready for it.

"I've been begging for it all trip, in case you hadn't noticed," Kelsey said, she was still rocking her bottom back in forth in some strange, sexy rhythm. "And since I'm no longer trying to be a good girl, I want to enjoy being bad."

"We don't have any lube," I said, "I don't want to hurt you."

"I can help with that!" Chloe announced. She'd been lying so quietly on the bed, I'd almost forgotten about her. The brown-haired teen jumped up and ran over to the bathroom. I heard her rummaging through her bag of toys. She came back holding a small squeeze tube in her hand, holding it up triumphantly like she'd won a prize.

"God Chlo, what did you pack for this trip?" Sarah asked, looking up from where she was torturing Julia with the dildo. "This is Disney, not... I don't even know. I can't imagine a place where all this stuff is appropriate."

"Clearly, it's appropriate for a trip with us," Kelsey said, "Now get that goop over here."

Chloe came over and dutifully grabbed my cock. She squirted the lube liberally on me, then took another palmful and spread it liberally on Kelsey's brown star. The blonde backed up against Chloe's fingers, like an animal in heat.

"May I do the honors?" Chloe asked, but she didn't even wait for my reply. She just grabbed my cock and, in one quick motion, shoved it into Kelsey's ass.

"Oh FUCK!" Kelsey cried. She lowered her head and I swear I saw a little tear run down her cheek. "Fuck Chloe, at least go -- God that's tight -- slooooow."

Kelsey was trapped somewhere between pleasure and pain. But I was already in heaven. Holy fuck, I was fucking Kelsey's ass and I was already seconds away from filling it with my cum.

"I'm sorry, Kel," Chloe said, "I didn't realize..."

"It's OK," Kelsey said, "I always choose Ben for my... ugh... First times."

"You've really never done this before?" Chloe asked, "You talked about it all the time."

"I talked about it, oooo fuck, because I wanted to do it," Kelsey said, "But I was trying to behave, remember?"

"So much for that idea," I said.

"Yeah, no kidding," Kelsey said, "Just. Just hold it there OK, Ben? I need... Need a sec to get used to this. Feels like my head's just going to roll right off my shoulders."

Julia screamed like her head was going to just pop off. A stream of clear liquid burst out of her pussy and splashed Sarah's hands while she worked the dildo back and forth. In response, Sarah calmly reached down and twisted the knob. The buzz reached a higher pitch.

"Oh God. Oh God. Oh my GOD," Julia said. Her body stiffened, and she came again. Another spurt of girl cum splashed the bed. "I don't... I can't."

"You will," Sarah told her, "There's still one more setting you have to take."

"Fucking... Fuck. Oh FUCK!" Julia screamed again, and I suddenly felt very bad for our neighbors. Not that it stopped us. Julia was writhing on the bed now. Her face and chest were cherry red. Her hair splayed everywhere. She held onto the mattress as if it was moving.

Sarah reached down, and the dildo hit a still higher pitch. So did Julia -- she went from alto to soprano to supersonic. I'm sure dogs were howling somewhere nearby as Julia's face contorted into a rictus of pleasure. "ahhAhhAAHHHHHHHHHH!" and then a silent scream.

The largest fountain of Julia juice I'd ever seen shot out of her pussy. It really looked like she was pissing. Her whole body shook like a seizure and she collapsed back to the bed.

"No," she moaned, "No more. Please. Oh God."

Sarah reached down and switched down the dildo. She slid it back out of her friend, climbed up, and petted Julia's cheeks. Julia smiled at the gentle attention. Then Sarah gripped the lithe brunette's hair, hard, and forced her head up.

"You're going to treat our Ben better now." Julia just nodded. "Chloe, too. Right?" Sarah continued. Neither of us had seen the sexy brunette like this and it really was scary. This wasn't just mother bear, as I'd once described her. More like mother of dragons.



"Yes," Julia said, "I know. I'm sorry."

"Me too," Sarah said. The sexy brunette kissed my roommate on the mouth, softly this time. "We're all going to have to try."

"OK, Ben," Kelsey said, "I think I'm ready to try."

I slid back slightly and rocked forward, and OHMYGOD it was so good. Kelsey's anus wrapped around my cock like a ring. The lubrication made everything so slippery good. She bent down slightly and groaned.

"OK?" I asked.

"FUCK yeah," Kelsey said, "It's better... Even better. Than I thought. Fuck. Go slow though. Oooooo."

I kept my pace, gradually sliding up and back in the beautiful blonde's backside. Fuck this was tight. Honestly it was a good thing she needed me to go slow or I'd have blown my load already.

Kelsey reached back and found her clit, but Chloe pushed her hand away. "I can help with that," the teenager said, and started working Kelsey's dripping puss. If sticking my dick in her ass had been lightning, then Chloe's fingers on Kelsey's pussy brought the thunder, and the gorgeous girl began thrashing through her summer storm.

"Oh... fuck that ass Ben. Give it to me. Come on. Faster now. Yeah. You can go faster."

I started really slamming Kelsey now. Holding onto her thighs for leverage. My balls bouncing against Chloe's fingers with every thrust.

"Guh... Ah... I'm getting close, Kelsey."

"Oh Fuck. You going to cum for me? Oh Ben I need it so bad."

"Where...? Where do you want my..."

"Oh! In my ass please Ben cum in my ass, pleeeeaaaase!" Kelsey shook and I could tell she was cumming. She buried her head down in her arms. Her butt rolled upward like squeezing at my cock and suddenly I was there.

My head reared back as my cock exploded into Kelsey's cute little butt.

"OH!" she cried, already in orgasm and suddenly at another peak entirely. "OH fuck I'm going to... Fuuuuuck that's so fucking goooooood. OH! You're cumming so hard in meeeeeee!"

I fell forward as blast after blast of my seed shot into Kelsey's butt. Pressed my head into her back as pleasure gripped me by the cock and strangled my entire body. Long, sustained, eruptions of ecstasy.

"Oh!" Kelsey, still cumming, "OH! Ohhhhhhhhhh. Finally, the blonde fell forward. My cock popped out of her ass with a plop. "Thatwassogood," she mumbled. Her head smushed against the sheets.

My penis stuck out purple and lewd, covered in lube and my own spend. I looked over at the other bed and saw that Sarah and Julia were watching the display. Sarah gave me a little thumbs up, but Julia just sort of stared off like she was in another place entirely.

"Everyone got to cum but me," Sarah said, pouting.

"I can help with that," I said and sort of jiggled my cock in her direction.

"Not with that thing," Sarah said, "Not after it's been in there." She pointed at Kelsey's cute, pink butt, still pointing upward.

"Here sis, I can help you," Chloe said. She went over and found the double-headed dildo from that morning. "Just like old times."

Sarah smiled shyly and she dropped down off the bed. Chloe lay on her back this time and inserted the plastic cock in her cunt. Sarah lay down on her back, as well.

"Here Ben," Chloe said, "Help her."

I reached down between them and guided the other side of the dildo into Sarah's steaming snatch. Sarah slowly scooted forward until the plastic penis was in her fully. Both sisters were now attached at the pussy. Sarah's legs up to Chloe's shoulders and the younger girl's the same on Sarah's. Sarah reached up and grabbed Chloe's ankles. Her younger sister did the same. And then the two of them slowly rocked each other back and forth on the plastic dicks.

"Oh FUCK that's nice," Chloe said.

"I've missed this," Sarah said, "It's like, I don't know, familiar. Comfortable."

I watched them for a moment and my cock sprang up to full hardness. But I really did need to wash it before I could do anything about that particular predicament. I went into the bathroom and scrubbed my dick in the sink like he was getting ready for surgery. Just slathered it in soap and hot water. Then I did it again. Finally satisfied that I was clean I came back into the bedroom. Kelsey was sitting on the bed, watching as the two sisters worked themselves to orgasm.

Julia, however had slipped behind Chloe and wrapped her arms around the teenager's torso. She rubbed at Chloe's tits a bit. Occasionally reached down and flicked her little bean. But mostly Julia just held Chloe so lovingly. Honestly, it made me a bit jealous.

So I walked around the other side of the Sarah/Chloe Fuck Machine and sat down behind Sar. Mirroring Julia, I slid my arms under Sarah's slightly more ample tits. I kissed the brunette lightly on the back of her neck. Gently, I helped her push back and forth on the dildo.

Sarah and Chloe were both panting. Snorting. Slowly building each other. Moving together like a veteran team that knew each other's exact rhythms. Chloe leaned back and Julia climbed over her, placing her pussy on top of the girl's mouth.

"Careful, I'm still sore from your sister," Julia said. Chloe just grunted. I got up and started to signal a similar agreement with Sarah, but she just shook her head. Instead she reached out and took my dick in her hand. Started stroking me in time to the movements of her pussy on the plastic double dildo.

"Hrm... HRMMMMM," Sarah stiffened as her sister got her over the edge. As she came, the sexy brunette started pulling with urgency. Pumping me hard as she could.

Chloe gasped and screamed, cumming with her sister. Julia looked over at me and we shared a little smile. She blew me a kiss, then my lovely roommate's eyes crossed as she trembled with orgasmic pleasure.

"Getting close," I said.

"On me," Kelsey said, "On us."

Sarah pointed me at her blonde bestie, sitting there on the bed. My back arched and then I erupted. My first burst splashed on Kelsey's neck, her face and chest. Then the buxom blonde fired my hose at her own massive tits. At her little sister's face. On Julia's lithe legs. Again and again, Sarah used my erupting penis to paint the four women. Until I had nothing left to give.

Sarah, Kelsey, Chloe, and Julia all had my seed on their chests, in their hair, on their faces. I fell backwards panting. We all did. As if my cock had been shooting bullets. A massacre of cum.

I was going to get up, wash off again and slide into bed. The girls would all quickly clean themselves and do the same. I was sure of it. I lay back on the carpet and stared up at the pockmarked ceiling.

It was a strange moment. I felt so comfortable with these women, and yet I couldn't say for sure, in that moment, if I'd ever see them again after this trip. Oh sure, we'd all talked big about the future. But we'd done that before. In actuality? The reality? I just didn't know. I resolved not to get into bed until I'd figured it out. Till I had a solution that made sense for all of us.

I fell asleep there on the floor.


The Florida Trip Pt. 07

Happily ever after?

Welcome to Part Seven of The Florida Trip, aka The Baseball Trip: Season Two. This is the final part, so if you haven't read up till now, I'm not sure what to say.

Everyone is over the age of 18.

I woke up on the floor of our hotel room. Back itching from the carpet. Muscles sore from the... well everything. We'd had yet another wild night, the five of us. Still, that was no reason to continue ignoring the two perfectly good, Queen-sized beds the Disney people had provided us with.

I stood and stretched. The other girls -- also lying on the floor around me -- slowly got up and did the same. Four incredible bodies, all different shapes and sizes, splayed out before me. Sexy Sarah, her younger sister Chloe, beautiful blonde Kelsey, and athletic, attractive Julia all had my dried sperm on them. Sarah, in particular, had several crusted splats on her cheeks and tits.

We all eyed one another, almost warily. Like we couldn't decide who was to blame for all of this. It would be like the opening to the next edition of the Hangover, only we all remembered exactly what had happened.

This is the short version. We'd all gone to Disney World, determined not to repeat the mistakes of our baseball trip the summer before. Instead, we'd done everything all over again, leading us to here: a full-on orgy in our hotel room. We were right back where we started, which was a problem, because our vacation had come to an end.

On a road trip, visiting a literal magic kingdom, it was OK to pretend that we could fuck around forever. There were no consequences (mostly), feelings weren't involved (somewhat), and we could always go back to being our normal selves (or so we told ourselves). But now that we were headed home, the warmth of our surrounding environs only left us less prepared for the cold reality that came crashing down.

All five of us stood frozen, like moving forward might break the spell. Waiting for the first person to say something profound.

"Holy fuck are we all disgusting," Sarah said, "I'm taking a shower." She turned and stumbled toward the bathroom. Both Chloe and I tried to follow after her. "One at a time for once," Sarah said, holding out her hands to stop us. "Otherwise we end up even dirtier."

While the buxom brunette got clean, the rest of us slowly packed. It was funereal, picking dirty clothes off the floor and laying them into our suitcases like fallen friends. At one point, I found a pair of lacy pink panties that I was sure had been Alyssa's. I pocketed them. One last souvenir from Disney.

Alyssa. I hadn't heard from my redheaded former girlfriend since we'd split up two days before. I assumed she was with Kevin, Kelsey's ex, and having one heck of time. Ironically, the girl who'd taught me about open relationships now seemed to be in a closed one. I was happy for her. Seriously.

Happy for me, too. Maybe Alyssa was a mistake but, like the best errors, she'd taught me something: I wasn't the kind of guy who could have empty sex. Feelings get mixed in with all the fucking for me. Pretending otherwise just hurt everyone. Myself most.

Sarah stepped out of the bathroom and Chloe took the next turn in the rotation. When Chloe came out clean, the two sisters got dressed and left to get coffee from the lobby. Kelsey went in behind the curtain next. I watched the beautiful blonde go by, body bouncing in all the best ways. Who knew being surrounded by nude, gorgeous women could feel so sad?

With nothing left to do, packing completed, I flopped down on the bed and flipped on the TV. I was energized, exhausted. Wrapped between two disparate poles and incapable of shaking myself loose.

Julia climbed into the bed with me -- still naked. She kept looking at her arms and chest, like examining herself.

"Your girlfriend really beat me up last night," Julia said. She pointed to the bruises on her arms. Scratches on her chest.

"I thought you were my girlfriend," I said. Julia smiled at me, blushing a bit. When had my tomboy roommate gotten so girlie?

"Am I?" she asked.

"I don't know what we are, honestly," I said, "Any of us." It was the truth. I wanted to be with Julia for sure. But that didn't change what I felt for Sarah. And even Kelsey. I mean, I wasn't in love with the blonde girl, but we both clearly loved fucking each other and that was important, too.

It should have been wonderful, to wrap my arms around so many options. Instead, it was a juggling act -- more certain to hurt us than flaming torches or swords -- and it was about to end. I couldn't work out how to pull off the big finale without all of us splatting on the ground.

"Speaking of all together," I said, "You and Chloe, huh?".

"What? No," Julia said, "OK maybe. You're not mad, are you?"

"Why would I be?"

"Because, like you said, I'm supposed to be your girlfriend or something. I don't know," Julia said.

"Are you leaving me for Chloe?" I asked.

"No," Julia said, "Definitely not. I'm just... I don't think I'm leaving her for you, either."

"I'm OK with that," I said.

"Really?"

"I get to be with you, Julia. You don't want to know what I'm willing to put up with to make that happen. Besides, I don't think I'm really in a position to complain."

Julia rolled over to kiss me, then cringed. "Seriously, what the fuck did that big-titted bimbo do?"

"Just desserts," I said.

"Oh, you're going to regret that..." Julia said, and started climbing on top of me.

"BEN!" Kelsey shouted from the bathroom, "I need your help in here!"

Julia sighed and smiled. She rolled back onto the bed. "It's OK," she said, "Go have fun."

"I'm happy right here," I said.

"I'm not going anywhere," Julia said, "Go play with your little slut."

*

I opened the bathroom curtain and stepped in. It looked like we were starting our own personal bath house in there, the room was filled with so much steam. Girl clothes strewn everywhere. Every time I thought we'd gotten everything in a suitcase, we found another pile.

"Oh good, you're here," Kelsey said. "I was in here, soaping up, when I realized that I needed to hear a good dirty Disney joke."

I climbed into the shower and Kelsey moved so I could stand under the stream. The hot water felt amazing. The beautiful blonde across from me -- naked and slippery -- she was even better. This was the easy part. I may have turned "Marry, Fuck, Kill" into "Marry, Fuck, Marry," but at least I knew who the "F" was.

"OK, you're lucky I've got one more joke," I said, "What did Cinderella say to her prince?"

"I don't know," Kelsey said, vamping a little, "What did she say?"

"Want to see if it fits?" I said.

Kelsey smiled. "That sounds like a good idea, actually," she said. The beautiful blonde slinked forward and grabbed my cock, then slowly slid down to her knees. "You ready big bro?" Kelsey asked.

I reached down and pulled Kelsey up by her shoulders, perhaps a bit too roughly. She shifted in my hands but stood. "You want to pretend to be someone else this time?" Kelsey asked, "Maybe your slutty cheerleader needs a good pounding after the big football game?"

I looked her dead in those endless, baby blue eyes. OK, so maybe my feelings weren't exactly as clear as I made them out to be.

"I want you to be the scariest thing you can think of," I said, "Yourself. Here, in this shower with me. Completely and totally in love." I put my hand on her chest. Not her tit, her chest. Like I had with Julia the day before. The little blonde's heart really was racing. Kelsey searched my face. Then, slowly, she knelt back down.

She took my cock in her mouth, gently, and began to lick me. Up and back. She had that same enthusiasm she always did -- like she was about to get the world's greatest treat. But there was something far more affectionate about it. Kelsey sort of corkscrewed her mouth with each suck. She wrapped her right hand around the shaft. Pumped me into her waiting mouth. Cupped my balls with her other hand. Made happy humming noises the whole way through.

"Kelsey... getting close," I said, far too soon.

"Please," she said, "Give it to me. I want to see you. Feel you." Started moving a bit faster. Tighter. I built and built and then I was there.

"OH fuck! Oh Kelsey," I cried. Kelsey just moved her hand faster. Grunted as my spend filled her mouth. She gulped and got more. More. Blast after blast. She sighed, satisfied. Wrapped her arms around my legs and hugged me close.

Kelsey slowly stood and kissed me. Her hands on my jaw. The shower water poured over us. She rested her head on my forehead. Rubbed our noses a bit.

"How was that?" she asked me.

"Amazing," I said, "You're always amazing. That's the thing you forgot, I think. You don't deserve handsome or smart or rich. You're too good for someone who can only offer that."

Kelsey kissed me on the lips. She started to say something then stopped.

"I know," I said, "Just having fun."

"Maybe... I don't know. If we tried I could..."

"It's a fun fantasy," I said, "But that's all it would be. Lying to me, to yourself? It would only make things more painful in the end."

Kelsey made a pouty face, but she didn't argue, either.

"It's OK Kelsey," I said, "When it's real, you won't have to fake it. If that means we're not, I don't know, a couple? Soulmates or whatever? That's fine."

"I do have feelings for you," she said, "I crushed on you since I was a kid and then we were together and I mean... Oh my God. Ben you're my first. First everything. Maybe that's why I can't just... I mean, imagine if you only every ate the very first ice cream flavor you tried? How sad would that be?"

"So, I'm vanilla now?" I asked, smiling playfully.

"You do have one heck of a cone," Kelsey said, grabbing my cock again, playfully. I stepped back. Letting go was hard enough without getting my other head involved.

"Like you said before," I said, "Friends with benefits. I can be good with that. Besides, I have too many girlfriends as is."

"I don't want you to feel abandoned again," Kelsey said, "If those sluts ever hurt you I promise I'll..."

"Your word is my bond," I said, and we kissed, clasping each other like lovers.

*

When we got out of the shower, Julia was standing there waiting for us. Tapping her foot like an exasperated parent.

"Jesus fuck you two are slow," Julia said. We shut off the water and Kelsey went out to get dressed. I got out as well, wrapped myself in a towel, and sat on the toilet seat.

Julia climbed into the shower. My roommate's lithe body looked so incredible through the curtain. Even if it was obscured by a big, grinning Mickey head. It was like he could see everything that had gone on behind him and was smiling, remembering it all.

"Seriously, dude," Julia said, "What took so long? It can't be that hard to give you a BJ."

"We were just breaking up," I said.

"What?!" Julia shouted from behind the shower curtain, "That little blonde bitch. I'm going to beat the crap out of her."

"It's OK," I said, "Really, Julia it's fine. We're fine. She's just... not ready to be in a relationship. You know that. Honestly, I thought you'd be happy to know there was less competition."



"I don't worry about that," Julia said, "If I wanted to win, I'd just do it."

I couldn't help but smile. It was nice to be wanted. Still, there was something about the way she said "if" that made my stomach churn all over again.

"I guess I'm glad she's being honest with herself. With you," Julia said, "Still if she hurts you she's going to regret it."



"She told me the same thing about you," I said,

Julia laughed a little to herself. She reached up to turn on the shower. It hissed and sputtered.

"Fuck that's cold!" Julia screamed, "I'm going to kill both of you I swear to God."

*

By the time Julia was done with her icy shower, the other girls were all back and ready to go. We walked to the hotel lobby one last time, dragging our suitcases behind us. The sun was mockingly warm, the sky insultingly blue. The world was cheery and all I could feel was down. We were headed back to winter and who knew what. I probably wouldn't see the sun again for four months. It was going to be hard, letting all of this go.

After we checked out (I kept waiting for them to tell us we were no longer welcome to return, but apparently our neighbors were either heavy sleepers or extremely accommodating), we walked back to the big, white Odyssey and packed it full. Then the five of us climbed in. Julia gave Sarah the keys (apparently her rule was, 'whoever makes me cum gets to drive') and sat in the passenger seat. Kelsey and I took the chairs behind her, while Chloe squeezed into the way back.

I won't lie, when Sarah turned over the engine, I started to cry a little.

*

We spent most of the time driving through Florida in silence. The lack of sleep combined with the overabundance of everything else left us all in a daze and we had to ride it out.

"What a bunch of mopes," Chloe said, "We just had, like, an amazing awesome trip and you guys are all sitting there like we're heading back from a burial."

"Amazing awesome?" I asked.

"It was pretty great," Sarah said.

"See?" Chloe said, "What do you think was the best part, Sar?"

"Oh definitely when I was riding Ben's cock and then you..."

"I meant at the parks," Chloe said.

"Oh," Sarah said and blushed, "Right. I really loved meeting Mickey. And seeing the tigers in Animal Kingdom."

"Splash Mountain," Julia said, "And Space Mountain. Oh, and that flying alien bird thing in Pandora."

"Being with my friends," Kelsey said. We all gave her gratuitous oohs and aahhs. "No, seriously. Disney was fine. But you guys all made it amazing."

"That reminds me," I said, "I got gifts for everyone."

"You did not," Julia said. I could hear the nervousness in her voice. I turned around, climbed over the back seat, and pulled out a plastic Disney shopping bag -- blue with Cinderella's castle all lit up with fireworks.

I reached in, pulled out a long, black shirt, and handed it to Chloe. She held it up, eyes wide. The shirt said, "Mouseketeer on board" on the stomach. Chloe turned to me with a look of... I mean, I can't even say. It's not a word that really exists. The girl was horrifembarasscaredgrinning. I think it's German.

"This is..." Chloe said.

"That's not funny, Ben," Sarah said. Chloe started to laugh hysterically. So hard that tears ran down her cheeks.

"OK, it's a little funny," Kelsey said.

"I better not be wearing this in six months," Chloe said, "Or I'm coming to cut your dick off."

Rather than respond and dig myself an even deeper hole, I dug back into the bag and pulled out the next item. It was a silver, plastic, princess tiara. All covered in clear, shining sequins. I handed it over to Kelsey.

"You told me sluts can't be Disney princesses," I said, "This proves them all wrong."

"That's actually kind of sweet," Kelsey said, holding up the little crown. She slid it on top of her head.

I gave Sarah the next gift. It was a stuffed Winnie the Pooh pillow, perfectly banal. Except, for whatever reason, they'd put Pooh on all fours -- butt up in the air -- so it looked like he was about to take it from behind.

Sarah took one look and cackled, madly. "I don't think we've actually ever done it this way," she said.

"Think of it as a promise, then," I said.

Finally, I reached into the bag one last time and took out Julia's gift. It was another shirt, red. Julia unrolled it and looked down. It said, "Disney's Greatest Mom."

"OK, seriously?" Julia said. The whole car burst out laughing. Sarah nearly swerved off the road.

"You do kind of tell us what to do all the time," Kelsey said after she'd caught her breath.

"It's just... so icky," Julia said.

"And yet, it hasn't stopped you from acting that way," I said.

"Quit complaining Mom," Chloe said, "Just thank Daddy for getting us such wonderful gifts."

"OK, that's way worse," Julia said.

*

We stopped outside Jacksonville for gas and switched seats. Julia took the wheel and Kelsey went up front, so Sarah could sit next to me in the back. Almost as soon as we were off, Chloe dozed in the back row. The poor girl really was all fucked out.

Once we got on the road, Sarah got out her camera and showed me all the pictures she'd taken. I'd seen a few the day before, but now I got the full presentation. There weren't many, she'd only been shooting for about two and a half days, but what she had was gorgeous. There was a rich, fullness to Sarah's pictures. An energy that seemed to come directly from her. I could see her passion in those images. Feel the hugeness of her heart.

When I'd seen everything, Sarah, slipped the camera back into her bag. She glanced forward, surreptitiously. Carefully slid off her seatbelt. Suddenly, the buxom brunette leapt out of her seat, landing right on my lap. My cock jumped right up to meet her. Sarah shifted, getting her pussy in place. Slowly, she began grinding her clothed bottom onto my cock.

"Goddammit!" Julia looked back at us in the rearview mirror, "I told you animals, no! Not in my brother's car. Bad slut! Bad!"

Chloe woke up with all the commotion. "If you don't stop complaining, Julia, we're going to make you put the t-shirt on," she said sleepily. Julia glared into the rearview mirror, but she stopped complaining.

Sarah slid off her shorts and panties in one shot. She reached back, unzipped my fly and fished out my cock. She held it upright and settled down. Both of us groaned as I filled her completely.

"Fuck that's good," Sarah said, "Why do I ever take it out?" She started rocking back and forth. Sliding really. My penis was trapped in her snatch, tickled by the teeth of my zipper. It was a little painful, honestly, but a lot pleasant.

The car started to smell of Sarah's sex. I reached my hands around and squeezed her massive breasts through her shirt. She sighed. I saw Kelsey was watching us from the front seat. She had one hand down her pants and she was turning pinkish. Julia tried to focus on the road, but she kept glancing back every few moments. Cursing under her breath.

Sarah -- the polite girl who used words like 'intercourse' -- was rutting on my cock like a maniac. Low grunts and high-pitched squeals. She put her hands on the seat in front of us for purchase and ground her pussy down on me like she was trying to shove my dick into her pancreas. Like reaching for an uncontrollable itch in an unreachable place.

Sarah didn't bounce on me so much as she ricocheted faster and faster. Brown hair all over her face. Arms and legs clenched. You'd think she was in pain from it, except for all her cries of pleasure.

Then suddenly she froze. "Oh OH! ohmyfucking... FUCK!" Sarah's body froze but her pussy clamped down almost impossibly tight and it was too much for me.

"Cumming," I grunted. I squeezed hard on her massive tits, like they were the buttons that triggered my release.

"Oh fuck yes," Sarah said. She ground down hard on my dick. "Give it to me. Get it all in there."

I grunted and shot a thin stream of semen into Sarah's hungry hole. She bucked as I came and shouted. Another burst and another. Sarah rubbed her butt up and down, like squeezing the last bits of pleasure out of both of us.

She fell back on my lap and shivered a little. "God that was nice," Sarah said. She rubbed her boobs, like they were a bit sore. But she didn't complain. She reached down and politely tucked my cock back into my shorts before pulling up her own pants.

Sarah got back in her seat and clicked the seatbelt. As she did so, she looked right at in the rearview mirror and stuck her tongue out.

"I'm going to get you for that," Julia said.



"Not if Ben gets you first," Sarah said.

*

We stopped for lunch in South Carolina -- just a roadside McDonald's. Nothing special. I think a few of the girls were thinking about taking me back to the bathroom for a little fun, but the facilities were not in a condition that anyone could consider using.

"So, Ben you're headed for Rutgers in the fall?" Chloe said. We'd grabbed an outside table, a bit of shade under a yellow umbrella. The air already felt colder. Dammit.

"And Sarah, you're going back to art school in NYC, right?" Kelsey said.

"Hmmmm, interesting," Chloe said. She pointed a fry at us like Sherlock Holmes, solving the case. "That's pretty close don't you think?"

"I'm still back in Buffalo," Julia said. She said the city like it was a curse.

"So am I," I said, "For another six months."

"Typical Ben," Kelsey said, "Can't commit to one place."

"That's not fair," I said, "I can't help it if both New York and New Jersey have things I like about them."

"Pennsylvania's nice, too," Kelsey said.

"See?" I said, "I love all the states equally."

"Eventually, you'll have to choose, though," Julia said, "Right? We all will. No one can live everywhere."

"I don't see why I can't pick somewhere in between and get the best of all of them," I said, "Eventually. Once life allows it."

"You make it sound so easy," Julia said.

"If it's what you want, then easy has nothing to do with it," I said, and I smiled, realizing it was true. I wasn't sure how it was all going to work out, but the fact that it was difficult was also what made it worth working for. Like anything in life.

Sarah reached across and grabbed my hand. Julia grinned at me.

"Fucking hell, Ben," Kelsey said, "You've got to be the only person on Earth who thinks that New Jersey and Buffalo are places that are worth fighting for."

"The heart wants what the heart wants," I said.

*

Back on the road, Julia gave me the keys. I think she was hoping it would keep the dirty things under control. Instead, she immediately became part of the problem. Because as soon as we were off, Julia climbed onto the way back bench and started making out with Chloe.

It didn't take long for the high school girl to spread her legs and Julia ducked in between them. Chloe's shorts flew off to who knows where and both girls shivered with anticipation.

"What happened to keeping the car clean?" I called back.

"What's done is done," Julia said, her head bobbing up and down.

"Apparently, the thing that's getting done right now is my little sister," Sarah said.

"What about your brother?" I asked Julia, "His immaculate car?"

"I'll pay to have the car cleaned when we get back," Julia said between licks.

"You may need to get it fumigated, too," Kelsey said.

"Oh you're eating me so GOOD!" Chloe cried out.

"Maybe we'll just buy him a new car," I said.

"Oh FUCK right there. Rub my little clitty. YES!"

"Boy, Chloe really cannot keep quiet, can she?" Kelsey said.

"Yes, she's on track to graduate summa cum loudly," Sarah said, "We're all very proud."

*

We stopped again for dinner in Virginia at another Outback Steakhouse. I guess it was a bit of a tradition at this point. The now-familiar exhaustion of doing nothing tugged me down till I was dragging. I swore to myself, if we ever did this again, we were flying somewhere. All this driving was for the dogs.

We got a large round table near the back of the restaurant. I ended up sitting next to Kelsey. I noticed she looked a little fidgety. Everyone had gotten off on the drive except for her.

"You hear at all from Alyssa?" the beautiful blonde asked me as we looked at our menus.

"Not really," I said, "Though she'll have to text me at some point. Some of her stuff is still at my apartment."

"I say burn it all," Kelsey said.

"I can't be mad at her," I said, "It worked out way too well for me. What about you? You hear from Kevin?"

"Hell no. Here's hoping I never do."

"He didn't... It's not entirely his fault, Kel."

"Really?" Kelsey said, "You really want to take his side?"

"No," I said quickly, "I want you to stop being angry and enjoy yourself. He fucked up. No doubt. And he handled it in a really shitty way. But so long as it bothers you, he wins."

Kelsey stared at her menu, but I saw she was nodding slowly.

After we ordered, Julia stood up. She grabbed my hand and pulled me from the table.

"We have to use the bathroom," my athletic roommate said.

"Classy," Sarah said, but she smiled and waved us off.

Julia dragged me past the other booths to the back. Serious deja vu. She pushed me into the 'family' bathroom and slammed the door behind us. No family stuff going on in here, no sir.

As soon as the lock clicked, Julia pressed her lips to mine, pushing me hard against the tile wall.

"Gently," I said, but she just jammed her hands down my shorts.

"God, I've wanted to grab hold of this all day," Julia said, "Chloe's tongue is awesome, but it isn't enough sometimes."

I reached into Julia's jeans and did my best to find her dripping pussy. Girls have less to hold on to -- at least on the bottom half -- but I did my best. Got my thumb on her clit and started smushing it side to side.

Julia jammed my dick back and forth, almost too hard. A need and energy that didn't exactly feel good, but that I appreciated all the same. So, I focused myself on her clit. After a moment of furious rubbing, Julia stiffened. I felt warm liquid splash my hands. The athletic brunette slumped forward on my shoulder.

"Sorry," she said.

"For what?" I asked. I leaned down and kissed her on the mouth.

"For attacking you," Julia said, "For not even making you cum. God, I'm like the worst."

"Julia, I'm not going to say I know what we have," I said, "I don't. But that's OK. The whole point of this is figuring it out."

"And if you figure out that you hate me?" Julia asked, "I mean, I hate myself all the time. For what I do to you. For Chloe. I mean... How can you love someone so shattered?"

There was a knock on the bathroom door. Insistent. Either someone really needed that bathroom, or we were all getting kicked out of the Outback Steakhouse.

"Some people might look at a perfectly good hunk of rock -- smashed and cracked, broken and molded and then broken again -- and say it's a shame," I said, "But most people would call that a sculpture. A work of art."

Julia looked up at me, eyes shining. She blinked and a long, thin tear ran down her pink cheek. The door banged again, even harder. BANG BANG BANG.

Julia wiped her face with her arm. I reached over and unlocked the door. A young mother was standing there with two little boys, looking really put out. I shrugged as we walked past.

*

Back in the car, we all settled down. Sarah got to drive the last stretch and so I sat up front with her. Julia climbed into in the way back with Chloe, while Kelsey sat by herself in the second row. I heard the three of them talking, quietly. As Sarah pulled back onto the highway. Streetlights flickered in our windshield, like winking us past. The low hum of the car a constant lullaby.

"I just don't get what it means," I heard Julia say.

"It means he loves you," Kelsey said.

"No duh," Julia said, "But, I mean... What about Sarah? What about you and me, Chlo?"

"Isn't the fun of it figuring all of that out?" Chloe asked.

When I wasn't eavesdropping on the girls in the back, I stared right at Sarah's boobs. They were way better than anything I might see on the road. The brunette's incredible breasts continued to amaze me, even after seeing them (and feeling them) so many times.

"They're just breasts, Ben," Sarah said.

"How could you say such a thing about my preciouses!" I said. We both laughed.

"I don't want to be just a pair of funbags for you," Sarah said, "Seriously."

"Oh, you're way more than that," I said, "There's your squeezable butt and your tight little pussy. Those kissable lips. And your eyes. Your heart. I think that's my favorite part of you, actually. Your love. The way it envelopes everyone around you. I feel so lucky, just thinking that I get to share a little part of that."

"Dammit Ben," Sarah said, sniffling, "Trying to drive here."

"Is Ben making all the girls cry again?" Chloe asked from the back.

"God Ben, get it straight," Kelsey said, "We're supposed to make liquid shoot out of you, not the other way around."

*

We got to our hotel at about 11pm, burned down to the nubs. Sarah dropped me off at the front to check us into the hotel while she parked the car. We had two rooms reserved, a remnant from back when we were seven instead of five. Still having enough space for everyone seemed like a bit of a luxury.

Everyone walked into the lobby, dragging their bags behind them. I started to hand out the keys, but Kelsey stopped me.

"Actually, um, I think I'd like to have a room to myself," the beautiful blonde said, "You know. If that's OK."

"What's wrong?" Sarah asked. The concern on her face was genuine.

"Nothing," Kelsey said, "It's just... The four of you kind of, I don't know, you're not a couple exactly but you're all something and I want you guys to get some time to work it out together."

"Seriously?" Julia asked, "Kelsey you're as much a part of this as anyone."

"No, I know," Kelsey said, "But it's also different? I don't know. Emotions are stupid sometimes. I'm not going to be able to explain this without hurting people's feelings, am I?"

"It's OK," I said, "If that's what you want, I respect that. But it should be for you, not for us."

"It's for all of us," Kelsey said, "Honestly, in some ways I'm looking forward to being alone for a bit. I guess I still need more time in my cocoon before I'm ready to come back out and be the little slut again."

"I worry for the fate of the world when that happens," Sarah said, "We're all doomed."

Kelsey laughed. I handed her the key. The girls all gathered around, giving Kelsey hugs and kisses. Julia pulled at my arm, anxiously. "Come on, dammit," my athletic roommate said.

"I get it," I told her, "You're tired."

"Fuck that," Julia said, "They have a pool."

*

We got undressed in our bedroom and threw on our bathing suits. We didn't bother to pretend at privacy. It was all so familiar now.

We raced down the stairs and into the pool area. It was late and the whole hotel felt empty. Cavernous. Our voice echoed as we splashed into the cold water. None of us wasted any time. Like changing in our room, there was no pretending now.

Chloe swam over to Julia and wrapped herself around the athletic brunette, the water holding her up. Sarah swam over mirrored her sister, climbing up and kissing me on the lips. She held onto me like she might get sucked away in the placid water. Ran her hands across my chest.

Slowly, Julia and I sidled over so that we were standing together. Sarah broke her kiss with me, then leaned over and pressed her lips into Julia's. Chloe did the same to me. It had been a while since Sarah's little sister had kissed me. I remembered that first time, in the car, and I tried to mimic that moment. Let her feel through my lips how lovely I thought she was.

Chloe and I broke apart and we both watched Sarah kissing Julia. I have to admit, it was pretty hot. Though I also felt a little left out. So as soon as they separated, I quickly kissed Julia and Sarah in succession. Just in case either of them might have trouble remembering me.

The four of us stood in a circle, watching each other like some weird, sexy faceoff.

"Hot tub?" I asked.

Sarah shook her head. She reached up and pulled down the shoulder straps of her suit, exposing her amazing, massive tits. I reached right for them, of course, but to my surprise Julia pushed my hands aside and grabbed Sarah's giant tits for herself. Sarah jumped in surprised and giggled, content.

"These really are incredible," Julia said. Sarah responded my sliding off the top of Julia's bathing suit and fondling my athletic roomie's little titties. I stared as they played with each other, torn between enjoyment and envy.

"I think Ben and Chloe are getting jealous," Sarah said between groans as the girls teased each other.

"I think there's plenty else for them to be touching right now," Julia said. Chloe smiled and reached around Julia's leg till her hand made contact with her pussy. I did the same to Sarah, her snatch warm and wet. I reached over and slipped my other hand into Chloe's suit. Gripped at her clit.

I felt another hand brush against mine. "Hey, no fair," Julia said. She slapped at my hand lightly.

"Finders keepers," I said.

Julia laughed and jammed her hand down my suit. Squeezed at my hardness with her long, lithe fingers.

My knees bucked and all four of us groaned together, like a shared prayer. Julia was doing more holding than jerking, so I focused on rubbing the girls at hand. It was strange, touching the two siblings' pussies at once. So similar yet definitely different. I could feel both of them doing their best to lubricate despite the water. I put my thumb up in each of them and started working their clits with the rest of my fingers. This was complicated action here, and I did my best to focus.

Sarah was the first to go. She gasped and practically pinched poor Julia's tits as her orgasm rolled over her. Instead of hurting Julia, Sarah's unintentional application of pain set the girl off and suddenly both were cumming together, holding each other as they shook.

"Awesome!" Chloe said. She held up her hand to show us it was slathered in Julia juice. Then her whole face screwed up as her orgasm suddenly overtook her.

All three girls fell back. They leaned against their respective sides of the pool. Panting. My impossibly erect cock pointing at each of them in turn. Desperate to determine who would bring him off.

"Upstairs?" Sarah asked between gasps.

"Fuck yeah," Julia said.

We barely even made it to the elevators. As soon as the doors opened Sarah pushed me back against the wall. Chloe did the same to Julia. The doors dinged as they shut. Sarah reached down and pushed my soaking bathing suit to the ground. My cock popped up, aching for anything. A hand, a mouth. It got way better than that.

Sarah stripped off her bathing suit and practically leapt into my arms. I grabbed her bottom as she wrapped her legs around me. She reached down and positioned my cock right at her opening.

Julia's bathing suit pooled on the ground next to mine. Chloe dropped to her knees and started licking at my roommate's snatch for all she was worth.

My cock slid to the hilt into Sarah's sopping puss. Julia moaned. Bing! The elevator doors slid open.

Julia stumbled forward on shaky legs to make sure the coast was clear. She waved us forward. Chloe went first. With Sarah still impaled on my dick, I slowly stepped out of the elevator. The urge to pump her was too much, so I pressed her against the wall for a couple of pushes. Then we walked forward a few steps more.

We found our way to the room that way. Julia and Chloe lead each other forward, their fingers buried in each other's snatch. My cock inside Sarah, stopping every few feet for a couple of glorious pumps, and then stumbling onward. Sarah was not as small as Julia or even Kelsey, but I held her up easily. I was even able to lower my head and take a few nips at her distended nipples as we went. The four of us forming a long, ongoing orgasm train.

Julia found the door and opened it for us. We stumbled into the room and I fell back on the bed. All four of us started laughing. I spared a second for Kelsey and wondered if maybe we should at least knock on her door.

Sarah rolled over onto all fours and waggled her pussy in my face and I lost the thought completely

"Like you promised before," she said.

I went behind the buxom brunette and drove my cock into her waiting snatch. Plowed her, her massive tits flying with each pump.

Julia slid under Sarah and kissed her on the lips. I looked over and saw that Chloe was, once again, buried between Julia's legs.

"Hey, are you ever going to return the favor?" I asked my roommate. She stuck her tongue out at me, but she slowly slid out of the way. Chloe lay back next to her sister and spread her legs. Julia put her head where it belonged and started working the high school girl over. Chloe stretched and sighed.

"Actually, I think you should take a turn, Ben," Sarah said, "Just so it's fair." We all stopped mid-fuck. I slipped out of Sarah and Julia looked up from where she was licking Chloe.

Sarah flipped over and took my hand. She led me over to her little sister who was still lying back, pussy open and waiting.

"I left the condoms back in the car," I said.

"I'm still not on the pill," Chloe said.

Sarah grabbed my cock and lined it up with her sister's gaping puss. "Just a couple of pumps," she said, "Give her the feel of it."

"Dammit sis, what are you trying to do to me?" Chloe asked.

Sarah responded by shoving my bare cock into Chloe's unprotected pussy. This was completely stupid. Exceptionally dangerous. I rocked back slightly, then buried my cock to the base inside Sarah's baby sister. The teenaged brunette groaned.

"Fuck that's big," she said, "So much better than the plastic ones."

I slid back and forth, carefully trying to hold back. Like her sister, Chloe's pussy gripped my cock so tight it was almost painful. My cum couldn't have felt any more urgent if she'd been milking me. I started moving faster. Chloe gasped, her head going back and forth on the bed.

"That's so fucking good," she said, "OH! I want... want it. Need it. Ben, please just..."

Suddenly Sarah's hand shot out and gripped me right at the base of my cock. "OK, I think that's enough for now," she said.

Sarah kissed me hard, still holding my dick as I pulled it out of Chloe.

"My turn!" Julia said. Sure enough she was lying back on the bed with her legs spread open. Like the world's weirdest gas station attendant, Sarah lined me up with Julia's open tank and jammed me in.

"Give her everything you've got," Sarah said. She kissed me on the lips. Chloe reached over and started to rub Julia's clit, her fingers brushed against my root with every thrust.

Sarah climbed up so she could kiss Julia, putting her ass right in my face. The buxom brunette mashed her massive boobs into Julia's little titties as they made out. Chloe started alternating, rubbing Julia's twat, then Sarah's. Both girls oohed and ahhed like a weird, out of tune instrument.

Fucking Julia like this was complicated but I did my best make it work. Finally, I couldn't take it anymore. I pulled out of Julia and slammed into Sarah.

"FUCK!" the brunette cried out, "You were supposed to fill up Julia before moving on to me."

"You'll just have to... ohFUCK Chloe that's nice. You'll just have to suffer through."

"Dammit, Julia," Sarah said between gasps, "Bring my sister off or I'm kicking your ass."

"Sorry sorry sorry," Julia said. She rolled out from under us and tackled Sarah's sister to the bed. Spun around and latched her mouth onto Chloe's clit.

"That. Big. Dick," Sarah said, now pinned back to the bed, "So good..."

"Julia's tongue's not bad either," Chloe said, "Oh fuck ME!"

"You want to switch?" Sarah asked, "Mom always said we sisters should share."

Chloe shook her head. "Here... Here's good," she said, "Oh FUCK I'm going to..." She arched her back and howled.

"Oh fuck. Gonna... Gonna... CUM!" Sara cried. She grabbed her sister's hand and the two of them squeezed each other through the aftershocks. I pulled out and looked at all three women on the bed. Enjoyed the gorgeous view

Of course, it also meant that there were three naked pussies looking back at me. Gaping open and practically begging for my cock. Sarah was the last to get it, so I figured it was only fair to share. I steered my dick back into Julia. My athletic roommate gasped and then groaned.



"Oh fuck," Julia said, "He's... Oh fuck he stuck it in me and it feels so GOOD."

Sarah rolled over and hugged her sister. The two brunettes watched while I gave it to my roommate, her body bucking. Little titties shaking.

"God Ben how are you still going?" Sarah asked.

"I've got the sexiest women in the world with me," I said, "How could I not?"

"Well you'd better...ohfuck...cum soon," Julia said, "Don't know how much more of this I can take."

"Oh poor Jules," Sarah said, "I guess I'll just have to keep all Ben's precious cum to myself then."

Sarah climbed over and lowered her pussy onto Julia's mouth. My roommate didn't miss a beat, licking upwards while Sarah ground herself down.

"Sorry sis," Sarah said, "Like Ben said before, finders keepers."

"I gotcha babe," Julia said. She reached over, blindly, and found Chloe's pussy. Began rubbing her clit. The lithe girl was now the center of our pleasure -- giving and taking everything all at once.

I pounded Julia faster, trying to bring her over the edge again. I reached down and slid my hand over Julia's clit. Rubbed at her, hard, and she screamed right up into Sarah's snatch.

"Oh YES!" Julia said. Her voice muffled by the buxom brunette's own muff. A gush of girl cum shot out and hit my chest. Another. Julia trembled on the bed like she was suffering a seizure and then her whole body went slack.

One down, we didn't waste any time waiting. As I ripped my cock out of Julia, Sarah jumped off her mouth and turned around, once again presenting her perfect pussy to me. I slid into her in one go. I guess her tiny pussy was at least beginning to get used to my girth. Still she felt amazing. Rocking back and forth.

Julia looked over at us dazed. Finally fucked out. Chloe, however, was still raring to go. She slid right under her sister. Their huge tits barely allowed room for the both of them. Sarah pushed down so her pussy pressed against Chloe's while I pounded it.

"That's... not bad," Chloe said. She shifted her body and tried to arch it upward. I put my hand between the two girls, giving them both something to rub against. It meant my pumping slowed, but I was so close it hardly mattered.

"Don't know how much longer I can last," I said.

"Do it, Ben," Sarah said. "Cum. Give it to me. Us."

"Yeah?" I asked.

"Oh yeah," Julia said, her voice distant, "Want it so bad."

"On," Chloe said, "Not in. But yeah. I want it on my tits. My face. Please Ben."

"We need it," Sarah said, "Come on. Cum baby. Cum for us."

I dragged the head of my cock in and out of Sarah slowly one last time and I felt my pleasure arc. "Oh ffffffFUCK!" I cried.

I exploded into Sarah. One burst. Two.

"Yes!" she cried, buried her head in her sister's shoulder, "He's cumming. Cumming in me. So good."

I pulled out of Sarah and exploded over her little sister. The brunette flinched as a rope of my cum splashed over her eye. Her tits. Three bursts. Four.

I stepped back and let my fertility fire over at Julia finally. All the girls as they lay on the bed. My apex slowly slid back, and I felt myself fall forward. All four of us now on top of each other. Covered in our cums.

"Fuck," Julia said, "That was good."

"Too good," Sarah said.

"We might want to switch beds," Chloe said.

"Why, you think the other one needs some sperm in it, too?" Sarah asked.

"Good point," Julia said.

I climbed up a little and kissed Julia on the mouth. Then I kissed Sarah while Chloe kissed Julia. We leaned against each other. Warm flesh against flesh. It felt really weird, to be surrounded by three naked women, all covered in my cum.

But the strangest thing was that it also felt surprisingly comfortable. Like individual pieces from four separate puzzles that, magically, came together to form a picture.

I stared up at the ceiling and sighed. Thought about where we'd been and where we were. A lifetime had passed in only a few days.

"That was a heck of a sigh. You OK?" Sarah asked. She looked over at me, concerned.

"Oh, I'm fine," I said. I wanted to reach over and squeeze her shoulder, but my hand was trapped under Chloe. "I was just thinking about my wish."

"What wish?" Julia asked. Her face was buried in Sarah's boob.

"When we were in Disney," I said, "I made a wish on the last day, during the fireworks show."

"Well don't say it or it won't come true," Sarah said, sounding legitimately concerned.

"Don't worry," I said, "It already did."

*

We woke up the next morning still enfolded around each other. The sunlight was weak, almost bluish. Winter sun -- barely bright and cold.

Chloe got up and went to take a shower. Julia padded after her. Sarah sat back in the bed with me. I hugged her close. Kissed her forehead lovingly.

"This is how it's going to be, isn't it?" she said out of nowhere, "This is how it's going to work. You and me. Julia and Chloe. Sometimes. Maybe not exactly in those, like, pairs. But, I mean, this is it."

I had to admit that she might be right.

After Chloe and Julia got out of the shower, Sarah and I took a turn. I know it's hard to believe, but we didn't fool around. My dick really was, truly, dead. And her pussy was so sore, she winced when I reached down to rub it. So instead I had to settle for just fondling her soapy, slippery tits. Oh, the sacrifices we must make.

After everyone was clean, the four of us got dressed quietly. Again, no one acted like we needed privacy. So comfortable with each other now. Kelsey was standing in the hallway, waiting for us when we opened the door. She had her arms crossed and she was glaring at us. "You people are assholes," she said.

"We told you to join us," I said.

"I know," Kelsey said, "At the time it felt like the right idea, but... Seriously, fuck you all."

"He already did," Julia said, "It was kind of glorious."

"Uh huh," Kelsey said, and shook her head, but she winked and gave me a thumb's up when the other girls walked away. "You stud," she whispered.

On the way down to the lobby, I saw a smudge on one wall of the hallway. I quickly grabbed Sarah and pointed it out to her. The sexy girl blushed. We'd left our mark on the hotel, that was for sure.

Outside was cold and we were still in our Florida outfits, making it even worse. Whorls of ice chased each other around the parking lot. There was a mountain of snow off to one side where it had all been plowed.

God, I did not miss this.

We got out our suitcases and grabbed long pants and sweaters. I'd tossed my winter coat back in the trunk like I'd never see it again, but there it was -- waiting for me smugly. We got changed in the car and got back on the road.

It was the last day of our trip. No one felt much like recounting Disney stories or making dirty jokes. Julia took the wheel for the home stretch. We went past Washington DC and through Baltimore. Finally, we went over the twin spans of the Delaware Memorial Bridge and started up the Turnpike.

It was far too soon when we pulled up at Kelsey's house. It felt like years since we'd been there. Nothing had changed. The driveway was empty. It was early afternoon on a weekday and Kelsey's parents were both still at work.

I got out of the car and got Kelsey's bags out of the trunk. The other girls jumped out of the car. We all gave Kelsey a big, shared hug.

"I'm going to miss you guys," Kelsey said, "It really has been a hell of a trip."

"We'll do this again," Sarah said, "Soon."

"You'd better," Kelsey said.

I took Kelsey's bags and walked her up to the front door of her house. We shared a (chaste) hug and a (not so chaste) kiss.

"So, you've got it all figured out now?" I asked her.

"Oh fuck no," Kelsey said, "Just having fun."

"That's my girl," I said.

"What about you?" she asked. I looked back at the three women waiting for me by the car. Julia and Chloe were holding hands. Sarah was shading her eyes, looking up at us.

"I don't know," I said, "Sarah thinks this works, the four of us. Two twosomes. As it were."

"You?"

"I'm just having fun," I said.

"That's my boy," Kelsey said and slapped me on the ass. She opened the front door to her house and started pulling her suitcases inside.

"Bye little slut!" Julia called out. Kelsey smiled and waved back.

*

We got back on the highway. It had snowed since we were gone, and it was all piled on the side of the roads, slowly browning. The roads were fairly empty for a midweek day in Jersey. And the sun did feel slightly warmer than when we'd left for the Florida trip. We still had a long ways to go till spring, but it was coming closer all the time.

"So how is this going to work?" Julia asked as we got back into the car. She was driving and I sat up front next to her. Chloe and Sarah were in the back seat.

"Well, get back on route 78 and take that up to 95 and over the GWB..."

"Not that Ben," Julia said, "This." She pointed to the four of us. "I mean... It's called a couple for a reason. Are we really going to be 'those' people? Like one of those porn relationships you read about in the New York Times but never actually see in real life?"

"I don't know," I said, "Maybe. Living with one person seems hard enough."

"That's my point," Julia said, "Look, I'm not saying I don't have feelings. Of course I do, it's just... What are we now? What can we even be?"

"What's wrong with this?" Sarah asked, suddenly angry "As we are? You and Chloe. Me and Ben. Sometimes in between. I mean, Chloe and me are in the city. You and Ben are back up in Buffalo. At least till Summer. That's plenty of time for us to work out what we want. When school is over, you're coming back down here and... And we'll see. Right? Why does everything have to already be decided? Can't we just agree to be together?"

"And if it doesn't work?" Julia asked.

"You tried the other way and it hurt all three of you," Chloe said, "So stop asking what happens if it doesn't work, Julia. And start dreaming on what happens if it does."

Julia reached back and squeezed Chloe's hand. Sarah leaned forward and hugged me from behind.

"She's right," Julia said, "I'm sorry."

"Me too," Sarah said, "For a lot of things. But this? It's worth working for."

"We'll just need Jiminy Chloe back there to help us out every now and then," Julia said.

"Let Ben's penis be our guide," Chloe said.

*

We dropped off Sarah and Chloe in front of their apartment building in Manhattan. We double parked on the street and started unloading bags next to a scrawny looking tree and an overfilled trash can. Traffic inched past. The sounds of the city echoed all around us, but somehow it still felt like a quiet afternoon. Almost evening.

While Julia said goodbye to Sarah, Chloe gave me a nice long hug.

"Thanks for almost knocking me up," the high school girl said, "Twice."

"I really am sorry," I said, "I feel like I ruined your life a little bit. Or at least your tolerance for men."

"Don't you worry," she said, "I'm not going to let my slutty sister get all the dick. Besides, I'm not straight, I'm just into you."

"And I'm not gay," Julia said, "I'm just into Chloe."

We all laughed. Then Sarah pushed her sister away and kissed me, like she wanted to feel me on her lips for the rest of her life. Wrapped her arms around my neck. I swear I heard someone catcall from one of the windows nearby, but it was probably just Julia.

"You going to be OK?" I asked her, "Are we going to be OK?"

"I think we've got this," Sarah said, "As much as anyone can, anyway. And I still have mechanical Ben to keep me company till then."

"I can't believe I'm jealous of a piece of plastic," I said.

"At least you've still got Julia to keep you warm," Sarah said.

"I think she's more likely to keep me in the hospital," I said.

"Take care of her, Ben," Sarah said, "Seriously. She's more vulnerable than she lets on. If you hurt Julia, I'll never forgive you. And Chloe might even get angrier than me."

"And if I love her?" I asked, "What happens then?"

"Then I'll be happy for you both," Sarah said, "You were right before. Love isn't a binary thing. It's not just... on and off. What we have, if it's really love, then it doesn't become diminished by what you have with Julia. Only brighter."

"You're amazing," I said, "Incredible. God, I don't know how I can let you leave."

"Not leaving," Sarah said, kissing me again, "Taking a break. I used to think... After last summer I thought that I didn't deserve love. Happiness. Everything I'd done... Now I know."

"You deserve the world, Sarah," I said.

"Who cares about what I deserve," Sarah said, "I'm just taking what I want."

*

Julia and I got back in the car. Once again, just the two of us. She pulled onto the highway and headed towards Buffalo. The sun already low. Bright whitish blue sky turned orange at the edges.

"So, you and Chloe?" I asked.

"Yes," Julia said, "I mean maybe. I don't know. God, Ben, how can I want to be with you so bad, yet still want her the same? How does that work exactly?"

"I don't know," I said, "But then, how can I honestly feel how I do for Sarah, yet still love you?"

"You love me?" Julia asked, that same teasing voice from when we were in Tomorrowland.

"Stop," I said, "You know it's true."

"I do, Ben," Julia said, "I'm sorry if I'm not all set with sharing the feels yet. But I know how lucky I am. And I think being with Chloe, well, maybe that's good for me, too. I've spent so much time beating myself up for who I am, maybe it's time to start fighting for myself instead."

I kissed Julia on the cheek. We raced past snow-covered highways. Bare brown trees. A snowflake drifted down and landed on the windshield.

"Disney," Julia said absently, "I miss it already."

"When we made those plans -- God, it feels like so long ago -- I didn't see what you wanted," I said, "Going to an amusement park? I didn't understand how it could possibly be worth all the effort. Now? I think I get it. There's some kind of magic out there. Corporate, over-priced magic, sure. But still."

"I think we brought the magic with us," Julia said, "We just had to go to Florida to find it again."

"And now we're bringing it back home?" I asked.

"I hope so," Julia said, "No matter what Sarah and Chloe say, I don't see how this works. I really don't. But I don't know any other way. So, what do you think, Ben? Is this our happily ever after?"

"I honestly don't know," I said, "But I'm looking forward to finding out."
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TwinCon

Here we go again! This story includes my usual debauchery, so don't be surprised when it shows up. Everyone in this story who engages in inappropriate activities is of the appropriate age to do so.

My Mom and my Aunt Tara are fraternal twins. They were best friends as kids and even went to college together. But after they met their respective husbands, they went to completely different parts of the country. Aunt Tara and Uncle Micah moved to Pennsylvania while my Mom and Dad bought a house in the suburbs of Chicago.

Soon, both sisters had babies and -- surprise surprise -- they both gave birth to twins. First, Aunt Tara had my cousins, Logan and Marissa. Two years later, my Mom gave birth to my brother, Liam, and me, Melanie.

My Mom and her twin sister still keep in touch. These days it's harder not to stay in contact with someone. However, a FaceTime isn't the same as a face-to-face. And so, once a year, both families get together for a week's vacation in July. As a joke, I named these annual gatherings TwinCon, and it's had that designation ever since.

Because my family hosted TwinCon the previous year, it was our turn to pile into the car and make our way to Aunt Tara's in PA. However, we would be driving even further than usual that year because we'd all rented a house on the Jersey Shore. Seven days of sun and fun in a place that (I hoped) wouldn't be as bad as MTV made it seem.

The morning of the trip, we woke up at the crack of dawn to help my father load up the SUV. I had two heavy suitcases in my arms and the weight wasn't helping me wake up any. My parents were already outside waiting in the car, and my Dad's impatience with his teenaged children was starting to show. He honked the horn, probably infuriating half the neighborhood. I could hear his exasperation in how the car blared.

I scrambled down the stairs, not wanting any more of my Dad's ire than I'd already incurred. Right as I got to the door, however, my twin brother Liam shoved me out of the way to get past. There was zero reason for him to do that, he got no benefit from it. He tossed me aside simply because he could.

"Why do have to be such a jerk, Liam?" I shouted after my brother.

"Why do you have to be such a baby, Lemony?" Liam shouted back. My name is Melanie, but when we were younger my brother twisted my name around by accident and the name stuck. For nearly as long as I can remember, I've been Lemony or Lemon. It's not the worst nickname in the world. I've used it as an excuse to have a love affair with the color yellow. I wear daffodil-hued shirts and paint my nails 'banana.' My old, beat up Civic could best be described as mustard. Even my hair is golden, though that's just luck of the draw.

I picked up my bags again and lugged them out the front door. I could see my father arguing with my Mom and I didn't need to hear them to know it was already ugly. We needed to get going or there were going to be consequences.

"What took you two so damn long?" Dad asked as Liam tossed his bags in the trunk.

"Lemony was holding me up," Liam said.

I shouldn't have been surprised that my brother was throwing me under the bus. It had been his favorite pastime for the last few months. Ever since we turned eighteen, really. I guess I kept expecting the sweet, loving sibling I'd grown up with to show up again. Sadly, it seemed my best friend/brother was dead.

Somewhere along the way, I'd been transformed from a playmate and secret confidant into an obstacle for my brother to shove out of his way. As if a life filled with crappy cliques and bad boyfriends wasn't already challenging enough. Absently, as I loaded my suitcase into the trunk, I wondered if our cousins, Logan and Marissa, were having similar problems getting along. Maybe this was a stage all siblings went through.

I was the last of the family to climb into the car. I pulled on my seatbelt and glared over at my brother. Liam was blond, like me, and, while not short, his broad shoulders, strong chest, and muscular legs made him seem squat. He wasn't built like a fire hydrant or anything, but years of wrestling in high school made him look the part. At least he didn't have any of that weird ear thing going on. If Liam noticed me eyeing him, he didn't acknowledge it. He stared out the window, like he was soaking in the slow dawn.

Speaking of not getting along... Even though we were all now ready to go, Dad continued to rant about our slow morning. Mom's persistent, detached calm seemed to only rile him up further.

"We're fine on time," Mom said.

"Says the person who isn't driving," Dad said.

"You want me to take the first shift? I'm happy to," Mom said. Her agreeable nature was as argumentative as anything my Dad was yelling about.

Around the same time Liam and I started to really go after each other, Mom and Dad began having similar problems. I wondered if angry feelings were contagious or something. Or maybe it was just that Liam and I were heading to college in a few short months and the upcoming separation was stressing everyone out. I loved my family dearly, but a part of me couldn't help but look forward to getting away from them. Maybe the break would be good for all of us. And if not, at least I wouldn't have to be there to witness it anymore.

But before I could make my getaway, we all had to endure one last, long car ride with each other. Our little sedan wasn't overpacked, but it still felt heavy. Our arguments and animosity were more than enough to drag us down.

*

At some point my parents stopped bickering and I drifted off to sleep. When I woke up, the sun was out, and we were speeding through Ohio. I saw Liam was still passed out, his head lolled on the window. But that wasn't what was most noticeable about my brother.

He had a boner!

Poking up from his navy-blue shorts, as unmissable as if it had a foghorn attached, was my brother's erect penis. I hadn't had a lot of experiences with boy parts, certainly not in judging their size based solely on how they pressed upwards in their pants, but Liam's bulge sure did seem prominent to me.

I mean, I'd had a couple boyfriends before. And I used the Internet. So, you know, it wasn't like I was a prude or anything. But still, this was my brother's erection -- it looked awfully large in his shorts -- and I guess some base biological part of me became captivated by it.

When he wasn't being a total jerkwad, I could acknowledge that Liam was kind of cute in a brotherly sort of way. He kept his blonde hair cropped short, another remnant of his wrestling days. With the hair and the muscles, Liam seemed like a very serious young man.

In truth, Liam was sweet and kind of a goofball. His pale blue eyes sparkled with mirth. In fact, his face was always set in a playful expression, like he was quietly laughing to himself at the ridiculousness of existence. Liam floats through life, Mom had said once, and I thought that was an accurate description.

In the car that morning though, there was nothing soft about what was going on in my brother's pants. I did my best not to stare, despite my sudden fascination. I mean, if I were asleep and my oversized boob popped out of my shirt, I wouldn't want Liam to be drooling over it while I drowsed. Though I doubted he wouldn't even care. Maybe it would even gross him out, seeing his sister's big, flabby tit. He didn't seem to have much patience for any of my other parts, lately.

By the way Liam moved and moaned in his sleep, I assumed he was having a sex dream. I was pretty sure my twin brother was still a virgin. As far as I knew, Liam was like me: he'd had a couple of very high school relationships that never went beyond heavy petting. But that didn't stop his unconscious brain from simulating the experience, apparently.

Liam shifted and I quickly looked away.

"Oh, Mel..." he moaned. Then he jerked awake like he'd been hit with a cattle prod.

I quickly ripped my head around and focused on the endless empty that surrounded the highway. Had my brother been dreaming about me? There was no way, right? First off, I was his sister, so I doubted he had any feelings for me beyond the usual sibling stuff. Second, he clearly hated my fricking guts. So, it had to be my mistake. Besides, my brother always called me Lemony or Lemon -- never Mel. He was almost certainly dreaming about some other girl in our class. Maybe Melissa Hardaway from third period Spanish? That made perfect sense.

"Was I, um, snoring?" Liam asked the car as he stretched back into consciousness. He eyed the cabin nervously.

"Is that what you call it? I thought you'd brought a bulldozer with you into the car," I said.

"Shut up, Lemon," Liam said, "At least I don't talk in my sleep."

"I do not!"

"I mean, seriously, I should have brought earplugs with me or something."

"Could the both of you please let it go," Dad said, "One minute of peace. That's all I'm asking for. Sweet fucking Christ."

I wanted to argue back. Both Liam and I had been quite quiet for the last four hours at least. But I knew that arguing with my Dad would only make things worse. So, I apologized and put in my headphones.

*

We stopped for lunch at a strip mall right off the highway. They had a Chick-Fil-A, manna from the gods, and we went around the drive-thru. Dad insisted we couldn't stop but Mom had to use the bathroom. Since we were down to about a quarter of a tank of gas, Mom won, and we all got out to stretch our legs.

As I left one of the worst bathrooms I've ever experienced, I saw Liam heading towards me. I jogged over and grabbed his arm. He ripped it out of my hands.

"What is your problem?" I asked. He glared at me and bared his teeth, like a jungle cat. "No, seriously, come on. Talk to me."

"I'm fine," Liam said. He reached to put his AirPods in his ears, but I slapped them away.

"You're not. Now talk to me, dammit, or I will sing Taylor Swift at the top of my lungs for the rest of the drive."

"You wouldn't dare," Liam said.

"WE ARE NEVER, EVER, EVER..."

Liam grabbed my arm so hard it hurt. "Shut up already, ok? I'm listening."

"Look, I'm not saying we have to be best friends or anything," I said, "But you're my brother, my twin. I legit care about you and I don't want to live the rest of my life with us this way. If I did something wrong, or upset you..."

"You didn't do anything," Liam said.

"So then what the actual fuck?"

"I'm sorry," Liam said, he stepped back from me and kicked at the gravel ground. "I don't know what to say except I'm sorry. I'll try to be a better brother."

"That's not good enough," I said, pressing my advantage. "You have to give me one thing each day that I can do to be a better sister."

Liam sighed gratuitously and rolled his eyes. "Fine. Once a day, you have to tell me a secret. Something that no one else can ever know."

I started to argue, but then I realized the genius of what my brother was suggesting. Saying nice things or even doing them could be an empty gesture. I could still resent my brother while I did his chores or bought him a gift. But if we shared each other's secrets we would build a true bond between the two of us, almost by accident.

"And you'll do the same?" I asked, hands on my hips. As if Liam hadn't already won.

"Yes," he said, his mouth dry. "You go first."

"You weren't snoring while you were sleeping before," I said, "I caught you doing, um, something else."

Liam's face went pink and he gave me a sheepish look. Apparently, he knew exactly what he'd been dreaming about.

"Mom and Dad didn't notice, but I'll take it to my grave," I said. "Your turn."

Liam looked at me very seriously. He put his hands on my shoulders. "I was dreaming about someone I shouldn't be."

And then he walked away.

*

We got to Aunt Tara's house around three in the afternoon. Their home looked like it had been cribbed off a postcard -- a classic Victorian painted green with black shutters and a wraparound porch. The day was almost oppressively hot, but the land was shady, covered in twisted oaks. An old tire swing hung off one of the branches.

We stepped out to the smell of fresh cut grass and honeysuckle. My footsteps kicked up the dust on the driveway. I hadn't been there in over two years, but the place still felt familiar, almost as welcoming as my own home.

The front door popped open and my cousin Marissa raced out. My female cousin was thin and tall, with dark, tawny hair and flashing brown eyes. She was wearing navy shorts and a tie-dye t-shirt, her hair tied back.

Marissa practically tackled me, wrapping her arms around my waist and swinging me around. Her emotions flowed out like a cup, overfilled. "I'm so happy you're here!" she shouted, like she needed the whole neighborhood to know.

Marissa finally let go of me and went over to give Liam a similarly over the top greeting. Meanwhile her brother, Logan, had come out of the house. He ambled over, his own brown hair flopping in the wind, and gave me a hug as well. Logan was taller than me by as much as a foot, and his arms were so long I felt like he could have wrapped them around me, twice.

Logan stepped back and gave me a wide grin.

"It's good to see you," I told him, meaning it.

Logan nodded. Unlike his sister, he'd never been one for words. But his dark eyes were so deep, it sometimes felt like staring into the abyss. Logan might come off as distant, but in truth his feelings ran strong, right below the surface.

Aunt Tara and Uncle Micah came out and greeted us. Tara and my mother weren't identical twins, but they sure did look alike. They were both blonde, short women with pale skin and serious curves. The men they'd married, however, couldn't have looked more different. Uncle Micah was a big man, tall, with a gut that hung over his belt and a great, bellowing laugh. My Dad was short, even an inch shorter than Mom, and skinny. But he also had a full head of silver hair, whereas Uncle Micah was down to a few dark wisps.

I got hugs from both my Aunt and Uncle. Then everyone stood on the front yard and stared, like we were appraising each other for the first time.

"Holy fuck, Lemony, your tits got huge!" Marissa blurted out. She put her hands to her mouth, but far too late to stop anything. The whole family turned to stare at Marissa. But I was the one who turned bright red.

Look, I did not need my cousin to tell me I had massive boobs. This was not a surprise to me. It's not like I didn't hit puberty till age 18, but there was no avoiding the fact that the previous summer I'd been a tidy A cup and now, a year later, I was overflowing with Ds.

I knew I was supposed to be happy about this development, like getting a surprise offseason gift from Santa, but I honestly hated my newfound assets. For one thing, every guy who couldn't give me the time of day before was suddenly all over me. Like I needed more assholes in my life. And every girl who'd previously treated me as a non-entity suddenly decided I was their worst enemy.

It was a pain, honestly, lugging those big boobs around. They always got in my way. Basic things like eating or running turned into a huge ordeal. I didn't even like how they looked on me: fat, ugly and all out of proportion.

"I'm so sorry," Marissa said, spluttering, "I didn't mean to. I mean. It just came out."

"It's OK," I said, and gave my cousin another hug. The rest of the family started to head into the house. The moment had passed. But I caught both Logan and Liam eyeing me oddly as I went inside.

*

We all ate dinner together in the old farmhouse and went to bed. I slept in Marissa's room while Liam stayed with Logan. I suppose there's that image of two giggly girls lying in bed talking about school, friends, and boys. The truth is, I was so tired from eight hours in the car, I pretty much passed out as soon as my head hit the pillow.

I woke up the next morning as golden sunlight streamed into the bedroom. The room smelled of cedar from the closets and warm bacon from downstairs. I could have spent my whole life just breathing that in.

"This is nice," I said, absently.

"Eh," Marissa replied, "I could do without." I hadn't even realized she was awake. I rolled over to look at my cousin. Her brown hair was splayed everywhere on the pillow. Her dark eyes dull with sleep.

"It's so pretty here. So peaceful," I said.

"So boring," Marissa said, "So narrowminded."

"You can't mean Aunt Tar... I mean your Mom and Dad."

"No, they're ok," Marissa said, slowly sitting up. "But now that I'm going to school in the city, everything else seems so stultifying. I can't wait till I never have to come back here."

"I get that," I said, "I'm looking forward to leaving for school, too. I guess I'm used to a house full of yelling parents and sucky siblings and this just seems so peaceful. Let me ask you something. When you and Logan turned eighteen did you have, like, a big blowout?"

Marissa froze and he eyes went small. She hugged her arms around her stomach and stared at the ground. I'd never seen her go so still, almost turning into her twin brother.

"No," Marissa said, almost accusatory. "Logan and I are fine. Totally normal. I mean, why would you even ask something like that?"

"Liam and I have been fighting like cats and dogs basically since our birthday," I said, "I wondered if maybe you had gone through the same thing."

Marissa visibly relaxed. She gave me a big smile. "Oh! No, nothing like that. If anything, we grew even closer after our birthday. I mean, in a good, supportive sibling sort of way, you know? Did something happen with you two, you know, to cause the argument?"

"Not that I know of," I said. "In fact, the only thing I can think of is my parents started arguing at about the same time." I got off the bed and started pulling clothes out of my suitcase. A canary (what else?) cami top and a pair of navy short-shorts. Plus, fresh underwear, natch. "It's like my whole family caught a case of the angries."

"Weird," Marissa said. She got clean clothes out of her dresser. Her body was so petite and perfect. My cousin was gorgeous, and I found myself envious. Her flat stomach and perky chest, why was I stuck with so much other stuff? "Maybe it's cause you're leaving for school," Marissa continued, unaware of my jealous eye. "I think it's human nature, to push each other away when all we really want to do is stay."

"With me and Liam, maybe," I said., "My parents, though? Why would us leaving make them argue?" I lifted off my top and started to put on my bra. I noticed my older cousin was staring at my chest again. Not that I could judge, I'd been doing the same thing. Still, it made me feel on display in an uncomfortable way. "Um, Marissa?"

"Oh, sorry," Marissa said, looking away. "They're just so... I mean, how could I not notice? We should start calling you Melon-y."

I laughed as I shimmied my shorts over my wide hips. "It's fine, really."

"If anything, I'm super jealous," Marissa said. She took off her own top and started to get dressed. I thought my cousin's little boobs fit her body fine. She was tall and thin, but still very feminine. I guess both of us would have switched bodies if we could. Though I'd seen enough Lindsay Lohan films to know that was a bad idea. "Did you have them, you know, done?" My cousin whispered that last word like it was a curse.

"Are you kidding? If anything, I'm thinking about reduction surgery," I said, standing up fully dressed. "I hate these big jugs."

"Well, I'm sure there are some side benefits," Marissa said with a sultry wink as she slipped on her own shorts. "My doofy brother couldn't keep his eyes off you. It almost made me jealous. In a, like, totally appropriate sister way."





As if he'd heard us talking about him, there was a knock on the door and Logan poked his head in. "Mom says it's breakfast now or not at all."

"On our way," Marissa said. She watched her brother leave the room with a look I couldn't place. It definitely wasn't the revulsion I'd been sharing with my own twin.

*

After breakfast, we went out and loaded up Uncle Micah's SUV for the drive to the shore. He'd bought one of those big Dodge Durangos and, with some squeezing, we could all fit in. We kids were all stuffed in the back, almost on top of each other, but we put in our earphones and made do. It was kind of nice, honestly, all of us together again.

I'd always felt like we should have been siblings instead of cousins. That is to say. Marissa and Logan were more than my Aunt's kids; they were family and I cherished TwinCon more than I ever let on.

About an hour away from our destination, we stopped at some convenience store called a Wawa to fill up on gas and empty our bladders. The bathrooms were much cleaner here, thank God. After I peed, I went inside and did a little shopping. I found a pair of cheap sunglasses and grabbed them, plus a bag of Combos and a bottle of Diet Coke.

Off to the far side by the freezer, I noticed Logan and Marissa were whispering very seriously to each other. I guess I was staring, because I felt a hand on my shoulder and nearly jumped out of my shoes.

"Liam!" I said, a sort of shout whisper.

"Sorry," Liam said. He gave me that playful smirk of his. "Just thought I'd get my secret out of the way early. Logan has a hard-on."

I looked across the shelves, past piles of beef jerky and bags of chips, and tried to see. "How can you tell from here?"

"He's had it since we started the drive," Liam said. I guess there were some negatives to being on top of each other in the car. I imagined my brother must have been pretty mortified when he felt his cousin poking him in the side.

"That seems more like his secret than yours," I said, "Unless your secret is that you liked feeling it." I waggled my eyebrows at my brother.

"Hell no," Liam said, "Now you owe me one."

I couldn't think of anything off-hand, so I told him he'd get my secret when we got down the shore.

We piled back in the car. Logan got in first, and I saw my brother was right -- our cousin was pitching a tent in his shorts. Like my own twin, he seemed to have created quite a bit of space in there. I told myself to stop being a perv, but it was hard not to wonder if what I was seeing was actually that large or just a genital illusion.

Unlike the last time when we coupled by gender, Marissa got in right after her brother, followed by Liam and then me. Immediately Marissa sat down right on Logan's lap. I waited for the inevitable shriek of horror when her bottom hit his hard dick, but she didn't say anything. Instead she settled, like it was the most comfortable spot in the world.

I perched up on Liam's leg, trying to find a way to be as settled as my cousin. I was pretty sure I could feel his snake slithering up to meet me, as well, but I forced myself to ignore it.

We were only about an hour away now. The land looked different, the sky bluer, the ground more marsh than forest. I could smell the salt air on the wind, even though the windows were rolled up. I leaned into my brother. I could feel his hardness on my inner thigh. To my surprise, it didn't bother me at all. In fact, it felt kind of good.

"This is nice," I said to no one in particular.

"Oh yeah..." Marissa said dreamily. Her eyes were glazed over, like she was focused on some other faraway place.

*

We pulled up to the shore house a little after noon. It was a tall, thin house, attached to its exact match on the other side. It all looked very beachy: painted white with hot pink shutters and balconies at every window. The Durango tipped and settled as we pulled into the gravel driveway.

As we got out, the sea smell was overpowering. The sun felt stronger -- brighter and hotter. Seagulls screamed at each other as they circled above. We emptied the car and lugged our luggage into the house.

The house was generic, but it was well lit, with newer looking furniture and surprisingly clean carpeting. We'd walked into the living room and it had a long sectional couch in front of a big flatscreen TV. A set of stairs went off to the left and I could see a modern looking kitchen in the next room over.

"Crap!"

It was my Dad. He'd already made it upstairs. We all followed his voice and saw him staring, forlornly, into one of the bedrooms. It was a small room, painted seashell pink, with two lacquer-framed twin beds. He looked at all of us, exasperated, as if the tragedy of this was self-evident.

"On the website, they said it was two beds for four kids," Dad said, "I didn't realize they meant it would be in the same room."

"Maybe there's another bedroom," Mom said.

"Sure, Deb, I looked all over the house, but I bet you'll find the secret place I couldn't see," Dad snapped. Everyone looked at each other, I could feel the uncomfortable like it was the temperature, rising up my skin.

As we explored, we found that, as my Dad had so politely pointed out, there were only two other bedrooms in the house. Both had Queen-sized beds clearly intended for the adult couples. There was a sectional in the living room, as I'd mentioned, but there were no other places to sleep except that tiny room with the two skinny beds.

"I'm sorry guys," Dad said to us kids after we'd canvassed the house. "I'm sending a complaint, but at this point I can't pull another bedroom out of my ass.

"That's OK, Uncle Gary," Marissa said, "Even if you could, we wouldn't want to sleep in anything that came out of your butt."

My Dad gave her a rare smile and went to help Mom set up the kitchen. Meanwhile, we went upstairs and flopped down on the beds.

"I guess we'll split boys and girls?" I said.

"So, you two will be nice and comfortable while us guys sleep halfway on the floor?" Liam said. He and I had been having such a good day up till then, too. Maybe Dad's bad mood was contagious. "I'm just saying, it makes more sense to sleep boy-girl. That way there's enough space for everyone to be comfortable."

"So, we'll share the bed with our siblings?" Marissa asked.

"What's wrong with that?" Liam said, "It's not like I'm putting the moves on my sister."

I saw Marissa shoot Logan a look. Again, something was going on between them, but I couldn't put my finger on it.

"It'll be fine," Logan said. His deep voice strangely tremulous.

*

We ate lunch and hurried to get changed for the beach. I put on a daffodil (what else?) one piece and pulled a long, white coverall over that. Then I slipped into my flipflops and headed downstairs. Everyone else was waiting for me in the living room.

Marissa had on a tie-dye t-shirt over a dark blue bikini. I could only see the bottoms, but it seemed like a fairly conservative cut. Logan and my brother were both in trunks (Liam's were red, Logan's were a green tartan) and had on t-shirts. We were all wearing sandals.

"Heading to the shore!" Marissa called out.

"Be back in time for dinner!" Aunt Tara replied.

We stepped outside and walked up to the beach. The sun seemed even brighter now, somehow, and I quickly slipped on my new sunglasses. The house was only a block from the shore. The road was quiet and speckled with sand. My legs were stiff from two days in a car and I felt slow and awkward.

At the end of the road, there was a cul-de-sac with a set of wooden steps that led up to the boardwalk. We went up on the wooden slats and stared out at sand and endless ocean. It was quiet, only a few people jogging by. Women pushed their babies in strollers. A few towns over, the strip got rowdy with t-shirt shops, pizza places, and bars mini-golf. But here, the town ordnance only allowed for houses near the boardwalk, so it was peaceful.

We went down the wooden steps on the other side and stepped onto the beach. The sand was speckled and warm, littered with broken seashells and the occasional discarded plastic cup. The ocean -- green-brown water with tight, violent waves -- roared. We walked down close, to just beyond where the water licked at the land, and set up camp.

We'd all brought folding chairs and towels. Logan had an umbrella and he planted it firmly in the ground. I unrolled my towel and sat down in my chair. I'd brought a big floppy hat and I put that on. The boys quickly stripped off their shirts, kicked off their sandals, and ran to the ocean. Marissa and I stayed back.

"God, this is nice," I said.

The beach was busy enough, but not crowded. A few families bobbed in the ocean; kids played in the sand. It was a suburban beach, for better or worse. The fun stuff happened a few towns over, like I said. But it was also relaxing, and it was nice not to get ogled by muscle-heads with slicked-back hair and poor tattoo choices.

Eventually, I got up, removed my coverall, and took a dip in the ocean. It was mid-August, so the water was cold, but not icy. I only went about thigh deep, but it was nice to feel the ocean on my legs. I saw my brother and cousin out deeper, jumping the waves. I'd left my sunglasses and hat on, so I didn't try to join them. When the boys saw me, I waved. They both seemed to take that as a sign, and headed back to shore.

"Water's great," Liam said. Logan nodded in agreement. We walked back to our setup. Marissa was lying on her stomach, her head buried in her arms.

"Will one of you do my back?" she asked, her voice muffled.

"I've got it," Logan said.

"I guess I'll get you then, Lemony," Liam said reluctantly, though I hadn't even asked.

I lay down on my towel, matching Marissa. I heard a loud squirt as Liam put lotion on his hands. I felt the weight of him behind me, between my legs. I flinched as the cold lotion hit my shoulders.

"Relax," he told me. I turned my head and saw that Logan was sitting behind Marissa, similarly. He was leaned forward more, though, and he had his crotch pressed into her backside. Even if he's not hard, how can she not feel that? I wondered.

Liam started at my shoulders and then went down to my back. The one-piece covered quite a bit of me, so my brother had less work to do than Logan. My male cousin was being quite meticulous about covering his sister, getting Marissa's sides and arms. He even gently unsnapped the back of her bra and rubbed lotion where the clothing had once covered. Then he moved onto her legs, starting with her feet and moving upwards.

Liam mirrored his cousin, starting with my feet, then moving to my calves, slowly rubbing upward. This stopped being basic lotion application and started to feel more like a massage. I soaked in the warmth of the sun, the strength of my brother's hands, and stared to lull. I let my eyes fall closed.

Liam was being awfully thorough though. He'd worked his way up my thighs. Not just the backs but the insides as well. His hands slid upwards even further. Lightly rubbing and tracing. His fingertips almost to the bottom of my bottom. And the inside of my legs. To parts that weren't at all private but were still forbidden for a brother's hands.

I opened my eyes and saw that Logan was doing the same to Marissa. He was actually touching her butt cheeks, rubbing the lotion in. I jumped when I felt Liam do the same, then settled. It did feel nice. And then his thumbs drifted downwards. Into the space between my thighs. His strong touch reaching almost to my...

"I'm going to go swim!" I announced. Practically squeaked it out as I leapt to my feet like off a springboard.

"You OK?" Liam asked. He was on his knees, hands white with lotion. The look on his face a mixture of surprise, disappointment, and worry.

"Fine, just, you know, overheated," I said. I wasn't kidding. As I skipped down to the water, I could feel the warmth radiating out of my sex. The honey dripping into my bottoms. That was a new sensation. But of course, I wasn't turned on by my brother. That was just silly.

I'd left my sunglasses and hat back by the towel this time, so I was able to wade deeper. I got about waist-deep, then the ground dropped, and I was up to my neck. I could still touch bottom, but I was in the ocean for real now. The first wave rose and I jumped lightly -- letting the water carry me and then carefully set me down. Out here, the waves didn't seem aggressive at all. Only a light, rocking rhythm.

My heart finally slowed. It was OK. This was OK. Liam had just been following Logan's lead. But then, what was Logan doing? None of this made any sense. My body's reaction least of all. Because in that moment, as Liam's fingers had drifted downward, I'd wanted him to brush against my sex. To dip his digits into the gusset of my suit and feel exactly how wet I was. To press his pointer deep into my...

"Hey, you OK?"

I startled and looked over to see Liam, himself, floating next to me. He really did look concerned, his usual playful grin replaced by a slight frown. His blue eyes crinkled with worry.

"I'm fine," I said.

"I didn't, um, do anything to upset you?" Liam asked.

"You're fine," I told my brother. He nodded. But he didn't swim away. Instead, the two of us stayed out in the ocean and bobbed up and down with the waves.

"This is nice," I said, after we'd been bouncing for a while.

"You've been saying that a lot lately," Liam said.

"I haven't had a lot of nice things lately," I said. My brother looked good out in the ocean. The water glistening on his muscled arms and broad chest. His short blond hair dark with wet. Now that we both felt comfortable, he had his usual crooked smile. His eyes shone a brighter blue than the sky.

"I'm still a virgin," I said.

"Wait. What?" Liam cocked his head.

"That's, um, that's my secret," I said. "Remember I owed you one from before? I've never done it. Or anything close to it, actually."

"Same," Liam said, "I've kissed a few girls. Betsy Connors gave me a handjob once. That's about it."

"I've kissed a few boys. No one's ever... Well, let's just say you're a bit ahead of me."

"Still sad, though," Liam said.

"I think it's sweet," I said, "I'm glad we got a chance to share this. Even though you didn't owe me another secret."

Liam nodded. "I'll put it in the bank for another time." He put his arms around me and hugged me tight. It felt nice. His hands on my shoulders. His breath on my neck.

We swam back to shore. When we got to our spot, all of our stuff was there, but Logan and Marissa were missing.

"Maybe they went for a walk on the boardwalk," I said.

"Maybe," Liam said.

We sat in the sun and dried off. By that time, my phone said it was five pm and I knew we needed to head home. As we rolled up our towels and folded our chairs, Logan and Marissa walked over. They were both looking a bit bedraggled. Logan's hair was full of sand and the strap of Marissa's top hung off her shoulder.

They didn't say anything, and we didn't ask. We all silently packed up our stuff and walked home.

"You feeling better?" Marissa asked me as we climbed the wooden steps onto the boardwalk.

"I'm good," I said, "You?"

"Oh, I'm fiiiiine," Marissa said. She gave me a loopy grin.

*

We left our stuff on the front porch and went around back. On the side of the house, there was an outdoor shower, surrounded by green corrugated plastic for privacy. We took turns washing the sand off, then went into the house.

Once all of us were changed into shorts and t-shirts, we went back outside to where Uncle Micah was grilling burgers and hot dogs. We hadn't been in the backyard yet, and I saw this was a very nice setup with a big deck and a barbecue, plus benches and tables for sitting. Down the steps from the deck, there was a small pool and a hot tub. I couldn't imagine swimming in a pool with the ocean right next door, but it was still neat.

We all grabbed paper plates and ate dinner as the sun slowly slipped below the horizon. Then both families went down to the boardwalk and took a long walk along the shore. The way was lit yellow, the ocean crashing in the distance. Kids sped past us on dirt bikes. Young couples held hands and whispered in each other's ears.

Eventually we turned around and came home. It was hard to imagine we'd been in Pennsylvania that morning, sleeping at my Aunt Tara's house, but we had. I wondered if all our days at the Shore would feel so long. If that happened, it would be like having a whole month together with my cousins.

We each took turns using the bathroom in the hall, getting changed into pajamas, washing up, brushing our teeth, etc. I was last, so everyone was already in the bedroom, waiting, when I got there.

Logan and Liam were, again, in matching outfits -- both in boxer briefs and t-shirts. Marissa had on a cute, turquoise linen shirt and shorts set that looked like it came from the more conservative side of Victoria's Secret. I was wearing a long, yellow bed shirt that came down to about my knees. I had panties on under it, though no one could see that.

It was early by teenager time, but we'd had such a long day, it was easy to climb into bed. My brother's warm body slid next to mine. These beds were way smaller than I'd realized. There was no way to position ourselves where Liam and I weren't touching in some way.

Despite the exhaustion, I lay back and stared up at the ceiling. Very aware of the muscular man lying next to me. For some reason, even the most casual contact felt inappropriate. As if we hadn't hugged in the ocean earlier that day.

"Get comfortable," Liam said, "It's OK."

I rolled over and tried to find my usual position but that involved resting my head on my brother's chest. He responded in an unexpected way, curling his arm around my shoulders and holding me close. He smelled like the ocean, clean with just a hint of acrid salt. I fell asleep feeling warm and safe.

*

I woke up with a start. It was still dark in the bedroom. I'd rolled onto my side, my brother spooned against me. His breathing slow and heavy. I was facing the other bed and, right away, I saw that it was empty. The sheets were mussed, but my cousins weren't there.

I ran the possibilities through my head. They couldn't both be using the bathroom. And a late-night walk seemed unlikely.

I found the room was suddenly very cold, the A/C up to refrigerator levels. I pulled the blanket over me tighter. Ground back into my brother's warmth. It was a subconscious urge, but that didn't stop me. His heat, his steady breathing, rocked me back to sleep.

When we woke up the next morning, my cousins were back in bed, right where I'd left them the night before. I wondered if it had all been a dream.

*

The morning rose grey and cool. The weather would get warmer later in the day, according to my iPhone, so we decided to wait it out around the house. Logan had packed a few board games, and we sat around the table playing Seven Wonders.

The entire time, I found myself eyeing my cousins oddly. Something was going on between them, I could swear it. Marissa playfully shoved her brother as he handed her his cards. Logan eyed his sister as she collected her brick. It was all totally normal. All completely strange.

After lunch, the weather was finally good enough to get us back to the beach. This time, the full families went together. We set up our usual camp -- towels and chairs under the umbrella -- and settled in. There was no silliness with suntan lotion this time. My Mom did my back and Liam's. It was much less enjoyable, but probably safer. I have to admit, though, I was a little disappointed that I didn't get to feel my brother's hands on my bare skin. A bit sad that I didn't get the chance to return the favor of sliding my slippery hands in certain places that I wasn't supposed to.



God what is wrong with me? Between the sleeping together and everything else, I think my brain was becoming sex obsessed and the only target, apparently, was my own sibling.

I forced myself to stop fantasizing and laid down on my towel to sun. Marissa lay down next to me. Her brown hair flitted lightly in the wind.

"You're getting nice and bronzed," my cousin said, idly. So quiet I wasn't sure if she was even talking to me. "It looks good with your blonde hair. Like you're a California girl or something."

"You're way tanner than me," I said, "It goes good with your dark coloring."

Like I said, I loved my cousins. Marissa especially. I thought she was beautiful. I was envious of her petite body, her cute face. Large brown eyes and thin lips. Compared to my cousin, I was too big, too clumsy, and as I got older -- as my hips and tits expanded like a hot air balloon Thanksgiving morning -- it only got worse.

It wasn't just looks, though. Marissa was always so confident. She was funny and smart. A free spirit. I remember Marissa used to talk endlessly about how she wanted to go skydiving. I could barely jump off the diving board at the community pool without having a panic attack.

"I think I'm going to take a walk down the boardwalk," Marissa announced, standing up and brushing off the stray sand. "Logan, keep me company?"

Logan was lying on his stomach. He groaned, then looked up. Marissa stared down at him, hands on her hips, like he'd done something naughty.

"Oh, I mean. Sure thing," Logan said. He stood up. OK, so Marissa's twin was pretty cute, too. His dark hair and dark eyes. Tall and trim. That serious set to his face. Great, I'd managed to stop perving on my brother long enough to switch over to my cousins. This was not an improvement.

"I'll walk with you guys," Liam said. He started to stand, but Marissa waved him off.

"You look comfy," she said, "I don't want to disturb you."

She didn't have a problem bothering her own brother, I noticed. Liam didn't argue, he just lay down and buried his face in the towel.

I'm pretty sure I fell asleep at one point, and I awoke to find my stomach was growling. I reached for my phone to see if it was dinner time, yet. But when I dug into my purse, I couldn't find it.

"Fuck, I must have left it back at the house."

"What's that, dear?" Mom asked. I hadn't realized I'd spoken aloud.

"My phone," I said, "It's not here. I must have left it on the table from before."

"It'll be waiting for you there when we get back," Mom said. I knew she was right, but I felt oddly naked now that I knew I'd left it.

"I'll run back," I said, standing up and brushing the sand off my body. "The house is close enough."

My Mom sighed and rolled her eyes, as if I was being completely ridiculous, but she didn't say anything. I slipped on my flip-flops, pulled my coverall over my head, and started to hike back to the boardwalk. I noticed Liam didn't offer to keep me company, but I kept my complaint to myself.

As I walked, I wondered if I'd run into Marissa and Logan. They'd been gone for a bit, so I figured they'd be heading back. I kept an eye out, the beach was pretty empty from the early cold, but I didn't see them. I wondered where they'd wandered off to.

When I got back to the house, I washed the sand off my feet in the side shower but didn't do my full body. I didn't see the point. As soon as I opened the front door, I saw my phone resting right there on the table next to the Seven Wonders box. It seemed to be mocking me, sitting there so obvious.

I rushed inside and grabbed it. The air conditioning raised goosebumps on my arms. Little blonde hairs pointing upwards. Then I heard something that sounded like a giggle. Then I heard something else that sounded like a groan.

Who could be home? Liam, my parents, Aunt Tara and Uncle Micah were all on the beach. Marissa and Logan were walking on the boardwalk. Curiosity and, of course, a bit of arousal, got the best of me.

Slowly, I followed the sounds. Out of the kitchen. Up the stairs. Down the hallway. Past the bathroom. To our shared bedroom.

They hadn't even bothered to close the door.

*

I walked back to our encampment and dropped my phone on my towel. I stood there, frozen in the summer heat, staring dumbly out to sea.

"Did you find your phone?" Liam asked, lazily. He rolled over onto his back, showing me his muscled pecs and six-pack stomach. He had a bit of blonde curls on his chest and a thin line leading down to his... After everything I'd seen, it seemed my brain couldn't break away.

"Huh?"

"Your phone," Liam said, "Did you find it?"

"It's literally right there," I said, pointing to where it now sat on my towel.

"So?"

"So no, I didn't find it," I said. "It just magically appeared here after the goblins gave it back."

"Jeez, you taking lessons from Dad now?" Liam asked.

I looked over and saw both my parents pretending not to have heard what my brother had said.

I grunted in frustration, then flopped back down on the towel. Buried my face in the dark and hoped the thoughts would simply wash away.

But they wouldn't.

I kept seeing it all in my mind, like it was locked on a loop. As fantastic and arousing as anything I'd ever seen. As real and frightening as any nightmare. It wasn't enough that I'd seen it live, in front of me. Now I had to watch the echoes behind my eyes, hear it so deep in my ears I could almost swear it was still happening right next to me. It was like a bubble in my body, bursting to get out.

"I'm going for a swim," I said, jumping to my feet like I'd been stabbed by a scorpion. "Liam, you want to come along?"

"I'm good," Liam said. I kicked him, not softly, in the ribs. It felt like hitting concrete. "I'm going for a swim!" he said. He got up and glared at me, rubbing his sore side.

I took off my coverall and tossed it to the side. I eyed my parents, my Aunt and Uncle, as if daring them to offer to join us, but there were all reading or sleeping. I could have announced that I was going to eat a bucket of grasshoppers and I doubted they'd have even looked up.

"Come on." I grabbed Liam's hand and pulled him to the shoreline. Dragged my brother deep out to sea. The day wasn't nearly as warm as the one before, and the water was almost chilly. I didn't care. I felt my nipples tighten from the cold. We went deep enough that my feet could barely touch the bottom. I put my hands on Liam's shoulders. He gripped my waist. The first wave came, and we jumped it.

"Melanie, you alright?" Liam asked.

I was so surprised by the worry in my brother's eyes, the fact that he used my actual name, I blurted it right out. "I saw Marissa and Logan."

"OK," Liam said. His face now between confusion and concern.

"That's my secret," I said, "My one for the day. I saw them."

"Saw them what?" Liam asked.

I said the word so quiet, even I couldn't hear it.

"What?"

"Fucking!" My voice reverberated over the waves. My hands shot to my mouth and I covered it. Tears pricked at my eyes. "I saw Marissa and Logan fucking."

The images came rushing at me and I couldn't stop them. Logan's body buried between his sister's legs. Her little breasts rising and falling as her breath raced. Marissa kissing her brother. Begging him to pump her. To make her cum.

Both faces red. Bodies shaking. Urging the other forward. Marissa's fingers at her clit. Logan's hands on her tit. Their sibling similarities oh so obvious as they shared that illicit moment.

"Oh YES! Oh Logan, fill me. Fill your sister UP!" And they both roared as the pleasure overwhelmed them.

They never saw me.

"Bullshit," Liam said. He was still holding my waist under the water. He stared down at me. But it wasn't anger rising in his eyes. "We agreed to share secrets. Not lies."

"I'm telling you I saw them doing it," I said. "He was... She was..." I realized my nipples were hard and it wasn't from the water. They ached to be squeezed. Twisted. My traitorous little pussy dripped warm into the icy Atlantic. Like seeing my cousins having sex wasn't bad enough. That was my real secret. The one I wouldn't dare share with my brother.

I'd caught our cousins having sex and it turned me on.

"I don't believe you," Liam said, as if that mattered. Like he could wish it all away. Change the desire I could see in his face. Feel his hardness rubbing against my leg. He wasn't even looking at my eyes, but down at my chest. Rising and falling, spattered with sand and salt water.

But it did matter to me. "Why would I make that up?"

"I don't know," Liam said, "But it's sick. That's what it is." He forcibly shoved me back. Let go of me so we could both shiver in the sea.

"I'm telling you I saw them," I shouted.

"And I'm telling you to stop with this crap," Liam yelled back.

"Fine! I'll prove it!" I said. And we both stormed out of the ocean. Still chasing each other, despite ourselves.

*

That night, the four of us announced that we were going to the next town over to hang out on the boardwalk. My father tried to argue against it, but one casual mention of our sleeping situation from Liam quickly changed his mind.

We piled into the Durango, Marissa driving, and went ten minutes down the beach road. You'd think we were in a completely different country. Businesses were laden with bright pink and green neon. The streets were overfull with teens and twenty-somethings. The air was heavy with smoke and loud music.

We found a place to park, fed the meter, and walked up to the boardwalk. Here it was even busier. Carnival games and tattoo parlors lined the side of the strip. Popcorn lights crisscrossed above us. Everywhere was loud and raucous. Marissa gave me a hungry grin and the four of us set out to explore. We were all in the standard uniform: jeans and t-shirts. We were overdressed. Hot girls in bikinis, guys in nothing but trunks. Sometimes wearing even less. Skirting the edge of what could be called clothing.

We stopped for pizza and each got a slice that was nearly a quarter of an entire pie by itself. We looked at t-shirt shops, played at the arcades, and dove out of the way of careening jitneys. I could feel the music beating in my chest.

We walked past a sign for minigolf and Marissa insisted we go. It was up on the roof of one of the buildings, only one story up, but it felt like a bird's eye view from where we stood. The ocean and the dilapidated town on either side, stretching off to infinity.

I'd spent the night pointing things out to Liam. How our cousins would constantly, casually touch each other as they walked down the boardwalk. Logan's long, leering glances at his sister. Marissa's flirty smiles. Every time, my brother shrugged me off.

Now, Marissa was struggling with a putt and her brother stood behind her. His hands on her hips.

"He's just helping her," Liam said.

"Yeah? You going to help me that way?" I asked.

Liam shrugged and stood behind me. He put his hands on my waist. I felt his hardness press into my bottom. God, he felt so big pressed against me. I pushed my ass back, unconscious, and our breaths caught. We looked up and saw Marissa and Logan staring at us. As if we were the weirdos who couldn't keep our hands off each other.

"I want ice cream," Marissa announced.

We finished our game and went back down to the boardwalk. We each got orange and vanilla soft serve swirled. Then we found a bench facing out to the ocean. The night wind blew off the sand, cold.

"This is nice?" Liam asked, looking right at me. Teasing.

"Well it is," I said. And it was. Even though I couldn't keep my mind off the other things I'd seen that day. It was fun to hang out with my older cousins. To be on the boardwalk, under the electric lights. Eat ice cream and laugh. Drunk without the need for alcohol.

I felt a few drops of rain on my nose. We all shared a knowing look.

By the time we got back to the car it was pouring and we were all drenched wet. We drove home with the heat on, shivering. Then raced across the lawn and into the house.

It was dark. Quiet. Our parents had long since gone to bed. We raced upstairs and stripped off our wet clothes. No one stopped for privacy.

It was dark, but I could see enough. I looked over at Logan's flat stomach and strong shoulders. Marissa's tight little breasts. My own brother's thick arms and pecs. I felt everyone else's eyes roaming my own body. We pretended we didn't notice. That it was nothing to see each other naked. After a moment, it was the only thing.

I quickly pulled my long pajama shirt over my head. Worked a fresh pair of panties over my hips. Logan and Liam pulled on boxers. Marissa slipped into her satin top and shorts. We all climbed into bed.

I was shivering, and Liam pulled me close. I saw Logan and Marissa doing the same. It would have been sweet if I hadn't seen how they held each other earlier.

"Today was fun," I said, chattering. Liam squeezed me tighter till my body finally stilled.

"It was awesome," Marissa said.

*

When I woke up the next morning, I was the only one left in bed. I looked out the window and saw that the rain had continued into the next day. It was wet, grey, and dreary. I got dressed and went downstairs. Both families were sitting around, drinking coffee and lounging. I poured myself a mug. We all looked at each other for answers. What was there to do on a beach day in the rain?

"Guess it's a Netflix day," Liam said.

The sectional in the living room was enough for six of us and we all squeezed. Logan sat on the floor and leaned his back against the couch. Marissa leaned back on her brother. They pulled a blanket over themselves and smiled, self-satisfied.

We found something watchable and settled in. I saw Aunt Tara and Uncle Micah cuddling. My parents sat apart, as if a barrier had been erected between them. Liam put his arm around my shoulder, like he was my boyfriend, and I let him.

I heard a little gasp and looked down. Marissa squirmed against her brother. The rise of his arm under the blanked seemed to lead directly down to between her legs. They were both covered in a light sheen of sweat.

I nudged Liam and gestured for him to look down. He glanced, then went back to the screen.

"Oh God," Marissa said.

"You OK, hon?" Uncle Micah asked.

"Just, um, worried about what's going to happen," Marissa said.

"Pretty sure she's going to finish baking those cupcakes and bring them up to the judges," Aunt Tara said, "Like every other episode."

I could understand Marissa's distraction. Whatever was going on under that blanket was way more interesting than what was on the screen. I watched Logan's arm move up and down. They weren't even trying to hide it. Finally, Marissa's face twisted, her mouth opened, and her eyes went distant.

She lazed back against her brother's chest.

*

Mom made grilled cheese sandwiches for lunch. The rain started to soften, and all four parents agreed to go for a walk. We kids sat on the couch, both twins together, like we'd been glued there in front of the TV. I hardly noticed the door close as my parents left. A few minutes later, Marissa announced she was going to take a nap.

"I don't know, the day seems so sleepy," Marissa said, "And we were out late last night." The thin brunette went upstairs. We heard the bedroom door close behind her. A few minutes later, Logan stood up and stretched.

"I'm going to use the bathroom," Logan said, "No need to pause it. I'll be right back." He went upstairs. A few minutes passed.

"He sure is taking a long time," Liam said.

I looked at my brother and rolled my eyes. I took his hand and shushed him. We both got off the couch and slipped upstairs. Sneaking like we were about to catch a Scooby-Doo villain.

The bedroom door wasn't completely closed. I nudged it open with my foot. I heard the air leave Liam's chest. I hoped to God he could stay quiet.

Our cousins had no such compunctions. Logan was on top of Marissa, his shorts around his ankles. Marissa's own bottoms were pooled on the floor. They hadn't even taken off their tops. Logan's taut butt plunged up and down. They were both gasping.

"Hurry, baby," Marissa said, "They could come up any second."

"You. First," Logan grunted.

Liam was standing behind me. I felt his hardness press against my backside once again.

"Oh yes! Oh GOD!" Marissa trembled. Logan went stiff as he pumped his orgasm into his sister, then they both collapsed. Holding each other close.

"We need to hurry back soon," Marissa said.

"OK, only one more time," Logan said.

His sister giggled, musical. But they started humping again.

Liam and I stepped back. I kicked the door closed again. My stomach was roiling. My sex pulsed hot. My twin's blue eyes were wide and distant. I pushed him across the hall and into the bathroom.

"Holy fuck," Liam said as soon as I closed the door behind us. "That was..."

"See!" I said. But Liam wasn't capable of any more words. He sat, dumbly on the toilet, and stared. I flopped down on the cold bathroom tile and we both sat there silent.

"I mean, what do we do?" Liam asked.

"What do you mean?"

"Like, should we tell someone?" Liam continued. "Tell them?"

"I don't know," I said.

"Why does this keep happening...?" Liam muttered to himself.

"What?" I asked. I sat up and put my hands on my brother's knees.

"Nothing," Liam said.

"Come on," I said, "You owe me a secret."

"Not now," he said.

"We're home!" I heard my Mom call out from downstairs. I gave my brother a warning look, but he wouldn't meet my eye.

*

The room was noticeably tense during dinner. Liam kept staring between Marissa and Logan. I kept glaring at him. Our parents seemed to feel it too. No one could look anyone else in the eye. Except for my cousins, of course, who only had eyes for each other. Now that I knew what was going on, everything Logan and Marissa did seemed so obvious. How had no one caught on to this? They were the worst secret keepers ever. If my cousins were spies, we'd have already executed them.

After dinner, it was Liam's turn to grab my hand and drag me out for a walk. I didn't protest, but I grabbed my raincoat on the way out. We went up to the boardwalk. It was drizzling, dark, and deserted. Liam didn't say anything -- just held my hand the whole way. More like a drag than a walk. We went over to the railing and leaned over. The moon was big and yellow, reflected in the water. I was cold, but Liam wouldn't meet my eyes.

"This is worth two secrets," Liam said, "Yesterday and today."

I wasn't sure how what he was about to say could possibly be worth more than the fact our cousins were having sex with each other, but I didn't argue. I just nodded and pulled my hood tight over my head.

"Our eighteenth birthday, we had that big party in the backyard?" Liam said.

"I was there," I said, dismissive. Mom and Dad had done a whole thing with all our neighbors and friends. They'd ordered a massive feast from Mambo Italiano's downtown, enough to feed an army. It was an awesome, amazing day. And the last time I could remember my family being happy.

"I caught Dad," Liam said. He looked positively grave. His eyes shone wet. His face pallid. Like he was living it again in that moment. "I think it was one of the caterers. I had to pee, and the hall bathroom was occupied, so I went to use the master. I opened the door and there they were. She was bent over the sink. I ended up pissing in the backyard."

"Holy fuck," I said.

"I didn't know what to say or do. I wanted to tell you or Mom -- Icouldn't bear to bring it up to Dad -- but I could never figure out how to say it. And by the time I collected myself, months had passed. I'd buried it for too long. It was too deep to reach for. Just sitting in my stomach like a big, wet rock."



"Does Mom know?"

"No one knows," Liam said.

"God, that had to be so hard," I said. I put my arm around my brother, and I felt his body melt into mine. "To see it. To have to keep that secret. You didn't have to do that for him. He doesn't deserve it. How could he cheat on Mom like that?"

"I don't know," Liam said. "It made me so angry. Not only seeing that but watching him be so cruel to Mom. And then everything else. School stuff. Life stuff. You stuff."

"Me stuff?" I stepped back. "What did I do?" I glared at Liam, but he just looked back at me, wistful.

"Nothing," he said, finally turning away. "That's what makes this so hard. You did nothing at all."

I went back to leaning against the railing. My brother put his arm around me again. The rain was letting up. There was a spot in the sky where the clouds had cleared, but I couldn't see stars because the ambient light of the boardwalk blocked them out.

"So, what do you want to do?" I asked.

"About Dad? About Marissa and Logan?" Liam asked. Then the next words nearly silent. "About us?"

"Any of it," I said, pointedly ignoring that last part.

"I don't know," Liam said.

Eventually we walked home, arm in arm.

*

The house was dark when we got back. For a moment, I was sure we would catch Marissa and Logan going at it again, but they both appeared to be asleep. Breathing heavy, eyes shut. Logan had his arm around his sister, spooned, but they were both clothed. Chaste.

I changed and climbed into bed. I felt Liam slip in beside me. We both stared out into the dark. Sleep started to slip over me. Then I saw my cousins shift.

Carefully, Marissa turned around and kissed her brother on the mouth. He started to kiss her back. They went from tender and soft to needy and aggressive. I heard the wetness of their lips. Saw the shadow of their bodies as Marissa pushed Logan onto his back, dragging her tongue down his chest. Peeling back his boxers.

"Let's go downstairs," Logan said, "Safer."

Marissa paused, head hanging over her brother's penis. "Yes, we'd better."

"You may as well stay here, we already know," Liam said, loudly. Everyone froze in place. The four of us just lay there, blinking as if someone had switched on the lights. The room was still dark. "Go ahead, it's nothing we haven't seen before."

Liam said it as a challenge. I shouldn't have been surprised when Marissa took him up on it.

My petite cousin simply dropped to the bedroom floor. Wordless, she buried her head between her brother's legs, slipped his dick out of the fly of his boxers, and sucked it in. The whole room gasped, except for Marissa whose mouth was full of cock.

Logan did nothing to stop his sister. His eyes rolled back. Mouth open. He put his hand on his sister's head and held her there. Liam cursed under his breath. We both sat up on the edge of the bed. Like watching our own private show.

Seeing the two of them together, I couldn't help it -- I got aroused. Marissa looked incredibly sexy and I found myself wishing it was me in her place. Not blowing Logan, really, but someone. I'd never sucked a dick before but in that moment, I very much wanted to.

Without thinking about it, I dipped my fingers between my legs and started stroking myself over my panties. I could feel the heat of my sex pulsing through the thin material. Full of wet and want. I arched my bottom to bring it closer to my touch.

I felt Liam shift slightly. His hand was in his crotch, lightly squeezing. He saw me looking -- stared at where my own hand was stuck -- but neither of us stopped.

"Oh fuck," Logan said. He had both hands in Marissa's brown hair now. Sloppy wet sounds filled the room. Marissa's head bobbed up and down on her brother's dick. She pulled back and stroked him with her hand. Like showing us, proudly, what she'd uncovered.

Even in the dark, I could see Logan's dick. It was throbbing and quite long -- at least a few inches more than I'd seen in my limited boyfriend experience. Marissa's little hand looked even tinier as she tried to wrap around it. So much more exposed as it stuck out of her tiny fist.

"You going to cum in my mouth, bro?" Marissa asked, teasing, "You going to show our cousins what a good sister does?"

"No," Logan said, flatly. And for a moment I thought we would finally crash back down to sanity. Then Logan dropped off the bed and shoved Marissa, hard, into the floor. Their bodies made a loud clunk, like knocking a lamp off a dresser. Logan ripped down Marissa's satin shorts and, in one smooth motion, buried his dick to the hilt inside his sister.

"Oh fuck YES!" Marissa cried out. As if both sets of parents were not right down the hall. It didn't matter. She didn't care.

As my cousins rutted on the floor, I gave up on pretending and put my hand right onto my bare pussy. I kept my panties on, more for convenience than propriety. My pubes rubbed rough against my wrist. Seeping warm wetness spilled on my fingers. I rubbed my little clitty like I was trying to erase it off my body. My breath caught in my throat, far louder than I'd have liked.

Liam looked over at me immediately. My brother had his dick out completely. Boxers in a heap right next to where our cousins were plowing each other. Liam's dick looked huge in his hand -- not as long as Logan's -- but thicker than any cock I'd ever seen with a pronounced mushroom head.

And now I knew exactly what I wanted in my mouth.

Liam, too, was eyeing something hungrily: my chest. He watched it rise and fall, my lungs racing to keep up with my aching sex. I slid a finger into my slot, then immediately added another. My underwear was too constraining, and I tossed it aside. Both hands buried in my virgin snatch.

I found myself wishing it was Liam's cock in my hands. My mouth. My cunt. I looked down at the rhythmic bouncing of Logan's bottom as he plunged into his twin sister's pussy. Both of them locked in primal embrace -- sounds and shudders and smells. Drilling down to the base of my brain where I'd never be able to shake loose of them.

Oh God.

I'd rubbed myself off lots of times, probably more than I should admit. It was never anything like this. My fingers so deft and perfect at setting me off. So useless and clumsy compared to everything I wanted. The orgasm that showed up was so much more than I expected. I thought I knew what my peak was like. Oh God. It was like seeing a mountain for the first time and realizing that everything else I'd experienced was barely even a hill. And, worse, realizing that I couldn't bring myself even close to the summit.

I went off anyway. A massive, shuddering cum that rippled through my fingers, my head, my mouth. My pussy. Oh! My aching, squeezing, dripping sex clamped down on my fingers and it was all I could do not to cry out.

Then I saw Liam, my own twin brother, looking at me. Watching his sister cum. We'd shared everything. We weren't supposed to share this. In my periphery I saw he was stroking his cock with abandon and it was the sexiest thing I'd ever seen. My own brother masturbating to me. Not lost in his own fantasy. Not watching our cousins copulate on the floor. Me. His twin sister.

The orgasm was gripping me tighter, crumpling me. I pushed with all my strength and reached out. Grabbed my brother's dick. I think he shouted. All I could feel was the hot hardness of it in my hand. A living creature, separate from my brother yet very much attached to him. It felt heavy, meaty in my grip. Incredible. I never wanted to let go.

Liam gasped, then grunted. His dick convulsed in my hand and I watched, half-lidded, as his pearly liquid spewed forth. I pulled that magnificent member to me and felt a hot splash on my leg. His wet mouth on my cheek. Rough hand on my shoulder. Hot spunk dripping down my leg. My brother's dick shrinking to nothing in my hand. Soft and vulnerable.

"Oh God, so good. I'm sorry sis but that was so good," Liam rambled. I was too far gone.

As my brother covered me in cum, I came again. I'd never done that many back-to-back before. Rapid-fire. Boom-boom-boom-boom-boom. Like a machine gun cum. What little was left of my consciousness slipped away.

But only for a moment.

"Oh YES!" Marissa cried out. I popped forward.

"Mariss?" Logan said. "Sis?"

"In me. In ME! IN ME!"

Logan fell forward and his balls contracted upwards. Marissa sucked in all her breath, somehow almost louder than a scream. Her face went red and I saw the telltale flush on Logan's cheeks, as well. Both of them squeezed each other tight.

"Ahhhhhhh! So good. Oh yes. That's a good brother," Marissa said as she came down from her peak. She patted Logan's back and he rolled off. Both of them splayed on the floor, sweating and gasping for air. Marissa caught my eye and reached down to touch her pussy. She'd shaved it bare. With my attention on her, my cousin spread her pouting, pink lips and showed me the thick drips of her brother's sperm seeping out of her sex. She smiled at me, proud.

My cousin's point was clear -- she wasn't embarrassed by what she'd done. She didn't care if we knew. It was this wonderful, proud, indignant moment and I loved Marissa all the more for it.

"I'll get you a tissue," Liam said, absently. I felt him stuff the soft paper in my hand. I looked down and saw my brother's spend all over my legs. God, he'd put so much on me and I'd barely even noticed. But then, I thought, if I could ejaculate, how much would I have covered everything with my own imaginary girl cum? Quite a lot, I imagined. I was quite happy to have my orgasm be an internal thing, unmeasurable by anything but my own mind.

As I idly rubbed my legs clean, I noticed my fingertips felt soft, almost numb. Like I'd overdosed on pleasure and was now coming down. My brain was cottony. My senses dull. The odd, desensitizing sense of satisfaction.

"Wow," Liam said, as if the word was some grand revelation.

"Yes," I said.

"You liked that?" Marissa asked. We both nodded. Marissa laughed again and kissed Logan on the head. "Still, we'd better be getting to bed."

Again, we nodded. Logan climbed up onto his own mattress like he could barely stand. Marissa slid in next to her brother, neither bothering to pull on their bottoms.

Liam and I did the same. I felt my brother's muscular body against mine. Warm and safe. His penis, now soft and a bit cold from the wet, pressed against my bottom.

Sleep didn't so much show up as it burst through the door and washed me away.

*

I woke up in that exact same spot. Spooned against my brother. The only difference was his dick was way more insistent at my bare backside. I turned over and saw Liam staring down at me. Watching me with this look that I couldn't fully read.

"Hi," he said. He brushed my blonde hair with his hands. I looked down, pointedly at where his cock was pointing. "I have to pee."

"Well maybe you should go do that," I said.

Liam nodded and rolled off the bed. Marissa and Logan were rousing as well. I sat up and searched for my panties. I found them balled up over by my pillow and I pulled them on before anyone could see my pussy. At least I still had a shirt on. I don't know why I felt so self-conscious in the harsh light of the morning. Like all the endorphins had drained away, leaving only regret.

We took turns taking showers, pretending at propriety. Then we went downstairs. My parents announced we were all going to get breakfast at a nearby diner, so we grabbed our things and decamped for the main drag. The rain had finally stopped, and the morning rose warm and pink, as if embarrassed by all the dripping it had done the last few days.

We walked the short block down our street, away from the beach, and turned onto the main street. There were small, quiet shops there -- a florist, a bakery, that kind of thing. We passed a Rite Aid and for a moment I thought about running in. I could make up some story to my family, grab a box of condoms, and have them secreted away before anyone was the wiser. I wasn't on the pill, had never had the need, and I didn't want to end up doing something stupid.

But as quickly as the idea entered my mind, I pushed it away. I wasn't going to have sex with my brother. That was insane.

What we'd done the night before was fun, sure, but it wasn't going to be a regular thing and we certainly weren't going to escalate to more. Purchasing protection would just be an excuse to push things further than where we were: which was already way too far. I walked past the pharmacy without a second thought.

As we ate breakfast, Marissa kept switching between mooning over her brother and giving me funny looks. I wondered if I should buy my cousin a t-shirt ("I fucked my brother at the Jersey Shore"). After all, it would be way less subtle than what she was doing now.

Liam was being no less obvious, constantly rubbing my arm. His leg touching mine. He tried to whisper to me a few times and I had to shove him away like a good sister would. Rather than seem hurt, my brother treated it like it was a part of the game and kept playing harder. Typical.

And yet neither sets of parents seemed to notice. Instead, my Mom and Dad were whisper-bickering like always while Aunt Tara and Uncle Micah pretended not to notice. I remembered what Liam had told me before, about what he'd caught my Dad doing. Every time I looked at my father, I felt my anger rise further. So yes, maybe it was better that I was distracted by what my brother and cousins were all doing.

After breakfast, the parents said they wanted to take a drive down to Cape May to look at the lighthouse and wander around town. We kids declined.

"We need more beach time," Marissa said, as if we hadn't been doing that every day already.

When we got back to the house, we split off. The parents all piled into Uncle Micah's SUV, while we packed up our things for a long day out in the sun.

As we walked up to the beach, Marissa grabbed my arm and held me back. Both our brothers marched ahead of us. My brother's butt seemed to move in all kinds of enticing ways under his bathing suit.

"Did you have fun last night?" Marissa asked. I blushed and looked down at my sandals "We'll have lots of chances to do more now that our parents are gone. They already said they won't be back for dinner."

More? I thought I'd already done too much. "But isn't it, like, wrong? To do that with my brother?"

"Anything that feels that right can't be wrong," Marissa said, "There's so much better stuff than, you know, playing with yourself. Stuff that you and Liam can share. Oh, Lemony you're going to love it."

"I don't know," I said, "I've never, you know, done those things before. I don't know if my brother is the person I should be sharing that with."

"Your brother is absolutely the best person for this kind of thing," Marissa said, reassuring me with a squeeze of my arm. "And trust me, that other stuff? It's amazing. Once you get started you won't ever want to stop."

We went down to the beach and set up camp in our usual spot, maybe twenty steps from the ocean, itself. Today it was already busy as people were taking advantage of the warm, sunny day.

"We'd better lotion up," Liam said. He gave me a funny smirk as he held up the bottle.

"Boys then girls," Marissa said. Logan and Liam lay down on their fronts, shirts off, and rested their heads in their arms. Mirror images, almost like they were the twins. Yet their bodies were so different. Liam compact and practically chiseled, his light blond hair tight to his skull. Logan so long and lean, dark hair flitting in the wind.

Marissa's lotion made a rude noise as she covered her brother's back. As I did the same to Liam, I couldn't help thinking of the other white liquid that had been sprayed on my own skin the night before. There was even something similar about the smell. That bleach-like scent filled my nose and for a moment it flashed me back to the bedroom. My brother's dick expanding in my hands.

Following I began to rub the lotion into Liam's back. It felt like working a warm, marble statue. His muscles felt so wonderful. The warmth and strength of his body as it gave way under my fingers.

I looked over and saw that Marissa had moved to Logan's legs and was now rubbing them, moving higher and higher up his thighs. My brother's own legs were covered in thick, blond curls, and I liked running my fingers through them as I put the lotion on.

"Don't forget the important stuff," Marissa said. I saw she had run her hands right up the leg of Logan's shorts. I started to say I wasn't going to do that, but her look made it clear that this part wasn't optional. And suddenly I didn't want to argue.

I splatted a little more lotion in my palm, then reached up the leg of Liam's bathing suit. Again, I felt his hot dick fill my hand. It was warmer, thicker, than I remembered. Way more wonderful. I'd only intended to give him a little playful stroke, but now that I was holding my brother's cock, I couldn't resist giving it a tight, sloppy squeeze.

"Oh sweet Jesus!" Liam cried out. Marissa chuckled. Her own brother had managed to stay quiet, despite what his sister was so overtly doing to him.

I stroked up and down Liam's dick. It was like having his whole body in my control and I loved the feeling. I felt so sexy and amazing.

"Um... Lemon... I'm so sorry, sis, But I'm..." Liam tried to speak, but I stroked him silent.

Let's step back for a second. I was touching an actual penis for only the second time in my life. My brother's. And I was stroking him in his bathing suit in the middle of the beach, full of families and other folks. The hot summer sun beat down on us while I beat off my brother and my cousin did the same sitting next to me. We had to be quite the sight, is what I'm saying.

A moment later I was rewarded with a long, low grown, and a spattering of my brother's own special lotion. Hot in my hands.

"Fuck that's so nice."

"Our turn!" Marissa announced. She slapped Logan on the ass, and he stood up. Marissa took off her purple t-shirt revealing yet another bikini: this one dark green with little ties on her hips and shoulders.

I pulled off my own coverup, revealing a more aggressively cut blue one-piece. Yes, not everything I owned was yellow. And I liked the way this one covered my secret parts while accentuating my curves, so I was willing to give it a pass on the color.

"Why don't you ever wear bikinis?" Marissa asked.

"Really?" I said, gesturing at my body.

"Exactly, that bod is begging for something more than what you're wearing," Marissa said. "And by more, I mean less."

"Well... I mean. I did pack one, but."

"You have to wear it," Marissa said, "Tomorrow. Promise me."

"Yes, sis," Liam said, "That would be awesome. I'd love to... I mean, I'm sure everyone would love to see it."

Even Logan looked up at me and agreed. I guess I had no choice now.

I lay down on my stomach. I felt my brother sit next to me on the ground. The lotion felt cold on my skin, but the strength of his fingers made it all better. Liam started with my back, as before. This suit was crisscrossed, so he had to do more than my shoulders this time, slipping his fingers into the little webbed openings.

I pressed my head down. Smelled the fresh linen of the towel and the salt of the sea. There wasn't anything sexual about what Liam was doing, but I felt my pussy soaking itself anyway. Little groans were already trying to escape my mouth. I imagined Logan doing the same things to his own sister and it didn't help my arousal any.

Liam moved his hands down to my legs. Once again, he rubbed upwards. My calves, my knees, my thighs. To that inner spot that wasn't at all sexual but was close enough that it mattered. I knew he could feel the heat radiating off my sex.



Liam reached up and pulled the gusset of my swimsuit to the side. I gasped and tried to get up. I felt a hand on the back of my head.

"Just enjoy it," Marissa said. When had she gotten up? I didn't know. But my own cousin kept me in place while my brother began to explore my folds with his slippery fingers. Not that my body wasn't already providing plenty of lubrication.

I'd never had a hand on my pussy except my own. I'd done that many times of course, but having someone do it for me, even clumsy, was so much better than my thin, little fingers. The thrills raced up my stomach and gripped at my chest. So frightening and fantastic at the same time.

"Put a finger in her," Marissa said. And for the first time in my life, I was being penetrated by another person. By my brother.

His digit slipped into me like it belonged there. As soon as it went in, I felt like I'd needed something in that spot my whole life. Why didn't anyone inform me I was missing this necessary addition? My sex clamped down on his finger. A gasp escaped my lips as sure as if it were my lungs collapsing down instead of my pussy.

"Wow," Liam said.

"Give her another," Marissa said.

Now I felt nice and full. Not stretched, but comfortable. Liam corkscrewed into me deeper and I forced back my body's urge to slither away.

"Taste her," Marissa said. My brother removed his fingers and I heard a loud slurp. Then the digits were back inside me and curse my stupid body because it was so happy to have them back.

Liam began pumping in and out of me. Almost instantly, I felt myself respond. Marissa lifted up my head. My cousin's brown eyes bored into mine, then darkness as the orgasm grabbed hold of me.

When I came back to consciousness, my cousin was gone. Liam's finger squelched out of me. I felt him lay down on the towel next to mine. I heard a groan and realized that Marissa, her job with me done, was getting her own reward from Logan.

Liam gave me a knowing grin. He held up his fingers to show me, both of them sticky with my own stuff. I could smell my pussy wafting off them and it was upsettingly pleasant. Liam stuck them in his mouth and sucked them clean. I should have been upset, but instead it was entrancing, watching my brother sup on my own slick juices.

All of us were post-orgasm tired so we lazed under the hot sun. Eventually though, I started to feel almost too sleepy, so I made myself get up.

"I'm going to take a dip," I said.

"We'll come," Marissa said. She pulled up Logan and I got Liam. The four of us sauntered down to the shore. Past my waist and up to my chest. In the heat of the day, the cold Jersey ocean felt perfect.

All of us stood in the middle-deep, just far enough so the breakers were beyond us. Further out, I could see little specks of color from surfers riding the waves. A plane buzzed overhead, dragging a banner I couldn't read. A buzz of ocean sighs, seagulls, and people's chatter filled my ears. The waves lifted me up, like a soft toss.

I heard Marissa giggle and saw she was now being held up by her brother. Her legs around his waist.

I turned to Liam. "You think they're...?"

"I know they are," Liam said with a funny smile. "Even if I couldn't see. I mean, those two are like rabbits."

"Then what are we?" I asked, wrapping my arms around my brother's neck. I rested my head on his chest. I felt his hands reach down and hold my thighs.

"Squirrels," Liam said, as if the answer was obvious.

"Well I do like your nuts," I said. I felt his hands grip my ample bottom. He gave it a squeeze and hauled my legs upwards. Till I was wrapped around my brother the same way Marissa was on hers. Only those two were connected in a far more intimate way. Still, I felt Liam's erection press in the exact right spot. The urge to reach down and...

"Oh FUCK I love my fucking brother."

I looked over and wondered how I could have ever doubted what my cousins were doing. Marissa's head was buried in her brother's shoulder. Logan's hands were gripping her ass. They slid back and forth on each other. Like Marissa was King Kong trying to climb her brother's Empire State Building. Either failing or succeeding depending on how you looked at it. Logan's grunts met Marissa's cries.

My brother's grip on my butt tightened. He pressed against me, but he didn't try to make me do more.

"You like my balls, do you?" Liam asked, playful. "You've barely even seen them."

"I can tell they're tasty," I said.

"Did you just offer to suck my nuts?"

"I'd like to lick your whole tree," I said.

"Fuck, Lemony, you're killing me," Liam said.

"Oh, Logan. You feel so good, but not... Oh! Not today, OK baby?" Marissa said, "It's getting too close to a not safe time, OK?"

"Uh huh," Logan grunted. A moment later he dropped his sister and gripped his dick. His arm flew up and back. He growled as he came.

"How was that?" Marissa asked, strangely casual.

"Kinda good. Kinda burny," Logan said.

"Sorry baby," Marissa said, "I wanted it bad, too, but we can't risk it for the next couple of days." I was surprised to hear Marissa say that. I knew they weren't using condoms, but I assumed my cousin was on the pill because of all the times she let (demanded) her brother cum inside her. I had no idea they were taking such risks and it kind of scared me. Like we weren't all being dangerous enough. Doing the rhythm method and pulling out was the safe sex equivalent of playing Russian Roulette with four of the five chambers loaded.

I have to admit I was disappointed in my older cousin for being so stupid. Sexy time with her brother was already crazy, but risking pregnancy? And for what? I shook my head, but I didn't say anything. It wasn't my place to judge, after all.

When Logan and Marissa had recovered, we all waded back to the beach. It was nearing lunchtime and we decided to get something to eat. Rather than risk leaving our things, we packed everything up and marched back to the house.

We grabbed subs at the Wawa down the street, then came home and unwrapped them at the kitchen table. The air was heavy with anticipation -- though my conscious mind denied it, we all knew we'd be unwrapping each other soon after.

"I think I want to take a break from the beach," Marissa said.

"Yes, I'm kind of sunned out," Liam said.

"What if we go out to the pool?" I said.

"We haven't tried out the hot tub yet," Liam said.

"Fine, but then I want some in-house time," Marissa said.

"If you mean you want to fuck your brother, you can do it right now. We'll wait," Liam said. He was enjoying being out in the open about the sex stuff, I could tell. Marissa, rather than blushing or acting demure, seemed to enjoy egging him on, too.

"I want my lunch to settle a little first," Marissa said, "Thirty minutes after eating and all that."

Logan and I shared a look. He, at least, was willing to look embarrassed even if his sister wouldn't. I guess I was doing the same for my side of the family.

"Could always fuck in the pool," Liam said.

"I think I'll plan on being spontaneous," Marissa said.

We threw away our trash and went outside. The sun was beating down; it felt worse after we'd grown accustomed to the A/C. There were lounge chairs around the water, so we tossed our stuff on the deck and then slid into the pool. It was heated, and it felt like getting into a large bathtub. I guess I understood now why some people might prefer this to the ocean.

"We should play a game or something," Liam said.

"I'm enjoying just lazing right now," I said.

"Come on, Lemon, don't be sour," Liam said. I heard Marissa giggle at my brother's pun.

"I'm enjoying the pool," I said.

"Maybe give her some sugar?" Marissa said, "It works for me!" I looked over Liam's shoulder and saw Marissa and Logan had started kissing. I guess that five minutes was more than enough for my cousin's stomach to feel settled.

"Rabbits," I said and shook my head.

"Well, maybe us squirrels should get to work, too," Liam said. He bent down to kiss me, but I turned so he got my cheek. I don't know what it was, I was perfectly fine to let my brother finger me, to stroke him off, but something about kissing still weirded me out.

"Come on," I said, hoping to distract Liam from my brush off, "Let's go sit in the hot tub." I got out of the pool and my brother followed me. There was a timed switch to set the heat going and Liam turned it all the way around. A moment later, the jacuzzi was roiling like a cauldron. I knew before I stepped in that the warm pool would feel icy compared to this.

We both slipped into the burbling heat with a low groan. I found a jet and put it against my back. Liam sat across from me and we touched feet. I heard a giggle from the pool and saw that Marissa and Logan were still making out. But no clothing had been removed from what I could tell. Remarkable restraint from the two of them.

"Sounds like they're having fun," Liam said, wistfully.

I could tell that Liam was getting frustrated and I couldn't blame him. On the one hand I was horny too and it felt amazing to have this person I knew, trusted, to experience these things with for the first time together. But then the brother thing came through and -- OK, it was kind of a turn on -- but it also made me nervous. All of that got mixed together into this weird place where all I wanted to do was grab my brother's cock and, at the same time, it was the one thing I was trying to avoid.

"Now who's being sour?" I asked. Liam smiled despite himself. "Come sit next to me." I patted the water like it was a cushion. Liam parked himself in that spot.

"I don't want you to be uncomfortable..." Liam said, but I knew how to stop him. I reached over and slipped the top of my suit off my shoulders. The front flapped forward, letting my breasts hang free. Pink nipples already engorged in the bubbles.

Liam's reaction to my big reveal may have been one of best moments of my life. He stared down, slackjawed, at my oversized tits. I swear, I even saw a bit of drool sneak out of the side of his mouth.

"Wow," Liam said. It was the only word he could make. Seeing my brother react that way to my body made me feel more than attractive. It made me feel like a goddess. Powerful and beautiful and amazing. And I wanted more.

I reached down and found his hands, brought them up to my full globes, slippery and warm. I squeezed his fingers down on my flesh.

"Oh God, Lem... Holy fuck. I mean. Oh my holy fucking fuck." Liam rambled on and I laughed. His touch felt so nice on my tits, but his words -- his eyes -- they were next level.

"It's OK," I said, "Do what you want." You'd think I'd given my twin free reign for a week in Las Vegas the way he beamed. I felt him heft my breasts. Lifting and weighing them with his hands.

"Touch my nipples, too."

"Uh huh."

Liam traced his fingers around my pink nubbins. I pressed my chest forward into his hands. It did feel nice, his tentative worship of my breasts. I'd hated the damn things since they'd grown in. So big and stupid. For the first time though, as my brother lost his mind over my boobs, I thought that maybe I could grow to appreciate all this.

"Pinch?" Liam asked.

"Careful," I said. He gave each of my nipples a little squeeze. It hurt-tickled, but I didn't want to make my brother upset so I didn't say anything.

"Suck?" Liam asked.

"Oh, hell yes," I said. My brother bent over and pressed his mouth to my right breast. Then my left. He gave each of them a little kiss, his hands holding them like he was afraid they might crack. It felt nice, the warmth of his mouth and the wet of his tongue. But it was over way too soon.

That was the negative of sharing our initial experiences: we were both such novices. Like two people who couldn't drive both learning at the same time, we weren't going to get anywhere at that rate. Fortunately, biology (and our cousins) took over.

I heard a splash and looked up to see that Marissa and Logan had joined us in the hot tub. Rather than slide all the way in though, Logan was sitting on the edge. I startled as I noticed he was completely naked. His dick dangled above the water. I was seeing my cousin's bare cock, truly, for the first time. Before, it had been dark, and I was half distracted. But this was in broad daylight, no more than three feet from my face. It seemed almost impossibly long, and it pulsed with his heartbeat.

In the middle of staring at Logan's length, my view was interrupted by Marissa, who swam up and swallowed it whole like a horny shark. And suddenly I remembered my urge from the night before.

"Stop," I commanded Liam. He looked up at me, half my tit in his mouth, with surprise and worry. "Take your shorts off."

Liam's look shifted to a smile. He climbed up on the ledge like his cousin and tossed his suit behind him. Again, I was looking at a dick in bare sunlight and marveling. It was so different than Logan's, yet very desirable.

I'd seen dicks as long as Logan's on videos and stuff. But Liam's cock was like nothing I'd ever imagined. It was long, yes, but also thick. Girthy -- I mulled that word in my mouth and it made me hunger for it.

I'd never sucked a guy off, had never had the desire to do so, but now I looked at my brother's dick -- at my cousin giving oral to her own brother -- and couldn't think of anything better than slurping it into my mouth. I hefted Liam's cock with my hand, a lot like he'd been doing with my breasts a moment before. I tentatively kissed the head. It felt so spongey-soft. Smelled so masculine. I know, duh, but there was something captivatingly male about my brother's cock.

I kissed my way around it, like getting the lay of the land, then went back to the tip and popped the head in my mouth.

"Oh God," Liam said. His reaction made me take a few more inches into my mouth. Liam wasn't as long as his cousin, but I still couldn't see getting more than half his dick in before it choked me. I slurped up and down, using my fist to stroke his length, like Marissa was doing. In that way, the both of us blowing our brothers, it was very convenient. Like having a 'how-to' video on in the background while I was doing the project.

I swirled my tongue around Liam's shaft. Drooled and corkscrewed. Whatever I saw Marissa doing, I tried it on my brother. And Liam let me know exactly what worked and what didn't.

I didn't turn into a massive cockslut in that moment, my brain didn't break, but I definitely enjoyed giving oral more than I ever thought I would. It was arousing and empowering.

Logan began to groan, and I recognized that sound. I redoubled my efforts on Liam. I did feel kind of competitive with my cousin. Like, hey, I can get my brother off, too. Remembering our talk from earlier, I used my free hand to cradle Liam's nutsack. His balls felt warm and heavy -- another neat sensation.

That last act put Liam over the edge. He grunted and pumped my mouth. His cock swelled so lovely on my tongue.

"Oh, I'm gonna cum. OH! I'm so sorry, sis, but I'm gonna..."

Let's pause for a moment.

I was in the hot tub, giving head to my brother like it was the world's tastiest treat. I'd never done that with anyone before, but it's not like I was surprised when he started to cum. I wanted him to cum, that's what I was working towards. But I hadn't exactly put a lot of thought into what I wanted to do with it when it happened.

Spit or swallow (or facial, or pearl necklace, or all the other wonderful things one can do with a boy's spend) seems like something girls are supposed to decide early on. Like we wake up one morning and say, 'you know what, I'm going to be a swallow girl.' In truth I had made no such choice because the opportunity had never come up.

But in that moment, as my brother was about to blast his batter, I realized I didn't know what to do with it. I was legitimately freaking out, like showing up unprepared for a pop quiz or forgetting about a job interview. So, I guess that's how I ended up somehow in between?

Logan's cock expanded; his balls tightened. Then an absolute torrent of hot, sticky cum exploded right into the back of my throat. Salty and weird and there it was. I choked -- sperm burbled out of my mouth -- but I did my best to swallow what was left.

But before I could, another fertile explosion followed the first. This time I aimed a little better and got it on my tongue. That gave me time to recover. I took Liam's dick out of my mouth and my brother spattered my face. My hair. My oversized tits. Again and again till I thought he must have pranked me at some point and replaced his prick with a cum-loaded fire hose.

Finally, I felt his cock start to go soft. A bit of boy-stuff dribbled onto my palm. Liam, clearly lost in orgasm, finally straightened. I could tell the moment he saw me, because his eyes went wide.

"Oh my god, Lemon!" he said. I looked down at myself. I was drenched in his spend. Long white streaks over my boobs. I couldn't even see my face and he'd gotten most of it there.

"Wow," Marissa said, looking over at me.

I didn't know what else to do, so I stuck out my tongue, showing my brother that I had managed to get some of my meal in my mouth. Liam groaned like he was going to start cumming all over again.

"Guess I'd better go wash off," I said.

"Hang on," Marissa said. My brunette cousin waded over. Her little breasts bouncing slightly as she walked. She wrapped her arms around my neck. And before I could react to what she was doing, Marissa pressed her lips to mine.

I tried to separate, but my cousin held me tight. I'd never kissed a woman before. Not like this. She opened her mouth and put her tongue around mine. It was so slippery, the taste familiar but different. I realized that I was sampling Logan's spend out of his sister's mouth, just as Marissa was doing with my own brother's.

We kept our lips connected, rolling our brothers' load between us. Having sperm in my mouth, kissing another woman, they were all new experiences piled on top of the other. I think it kind of crashed my system.

I got lost in the sensations. The very real feeling of Marissa's breasts brushing against my own. The heady scent of salt and sweat and semen. Our lips smacking against each other, tongues twisting. And yes, I'm aware of the irony that I'd refused to kiss my brother a few moments before but was now sharing a sperm-y make out session with my female cousin.

After what felt like hours of kissing, Marissa separated from me for real. She stuck her tongue out, then took a big gulp. All gone! I had a little left in my mouth, and I did the same. I didn't love it -- acrid, gooey and warm -- but everything else that came with the cum was awesome enough that I didn't care.

I got out of the hot tub, unsteady, and made my way over to the outdoor showers. I didn't even think about doing up my top again. Hopefully, none of the neighbors were out and about. I turned on the water and stepped under the warmth.

The curtain pulled open and Liam stepped inside. He gave me a big dopey grin.

"That was amazing," he said.

"What part?" I asked, legitimately bowled over by everything we'd done in such a short span of time.

Liam seemed to relive every moment in a second, standing in the shower. Finally, he came to the same conclusion I'd already reached. "All of it,' Liam said.

I laughed at how eager he looked, and he did the same. "I hope you liked it too," my brother said.

"It was fun," I said, "Definitely."

"OK good," Liam said, "I totally want to return the favor."

"You want to share my cum with Logan?" I asked. He shook his head. "You want me to play with your breasts?"

"You're such a tease," Liam said. "Just remember, squirrels play in bushes as well as trees." God, as if my traitorous little pussy wasn't already wet enough.



The curtain slid open again and two more naked bodies came in. Marissa and Logan stepped under the water to clean off. The shower was barely big enough for two, so four was far too much. But none of us cared. Our naked bodies all bouncing off each other.

I realized I was the only one still somewhat clothed, so I pulled off my swimsuit.

"Woo!" Marissa gave me a little cheer. I noticed both Logan and Liam were eyeing me up something fierce. I did the same. Logan's trim body and long cock. His sister's tight frame, little tits, and shaved snatch. My own brother's strong arms, taut stomach, and oh-so-thick dick. And I guess they were all eyeing my oversized tits, wide hips, and blonde-haired pussy at the same time.

"This is nice," I said, and we all laughed.

*

We ordered pizza for dinner and sat around the dining room table, enjoying the air conditioning. About halfway through, I got a text from my Mom confirming that they we should eat without them. I felt a little guilty that we'd already made that decision for them, but honestly a peaceful dinner without my parents arguing was enough to convince me I'd made the right choice.

"What's going on with your parents?" Marissa asked as we ate.

"I don't know," I said, giving my twin a look. Liam stared down at his plate. This was his least favorite topic. He probably would swap sperm with Logan if it meant he didn't have to hear about my parents' relationship. "They've been arguing like crazy lately."

"Do you think something happened?" Marissa asked.

"Maybe?" I said, like we were playing twenty questions. Is the problem bigger than a breadbox? "They started fighting on our eighteenth birthday. The same time Liam and I..." I stopped. I'd been tapdancing around one truth so hard I almost stepped right into another.

"I was being a shitty brother," Liam said. Ostensibly, it was to everyone, but he was looking right at me. "I had a bunch of bullcrap going on and I took it out on Lemon. It's not fair, because I know she was only trying to be my sister. My friend. I'm sorry I fucked that up."

"You didn't fuck it up," I said, "I wasn't great either. I could have been supportive instead of aggressive."

"Oh, so sweet," Marissa said, "Sex solves everything."

"We aren't having sex," Liam growled. Marissa looked at both of us as if we were deluding ourselves. Which, yes, of course we were.

Our parents got home right after we finished dinner. Marissa could barely hide her disappointment. She was still worked up from the hot tub, all tease and no release, and now it was going to have to wait.

"It was fine," Mom said as I gave her a hug hello.

"It's so beautiful down there," Aunt Tara said.

"You guys have to come along next time," Uncle Micah said.

My Dad grunted and went upstairs to the bedroom.

"Is he OK?" I asked Mom. I'd already learned not to inquire about these things, but I couldn't help it.

"You know as well as I," Mom said. She went upstairs after Dad. Later, sure enough, we heard their anger echoing through the house. I wondered how Aunt Tara and Uncle Micah had survived it all day at Cape May. Based on how their reaction to how their children had been acting, I guess they were just really good at ignoring the obvious.

We cousins had all sat down on the couch, but we could hear my parents' argument over the TV. Marissa and Logan were sitting apart, so there was no fooling around. We wallowed in uncomfortable silence. Even touching felt weird, like my parents' relationship was poisoning ours at a distance.

"Do you think they're getting a divorce?" Marissa asked, kindly.

"Do you think maybe we'd all be happier if they did?" Liam replied.

Long after the house went silent, we got up to go to sleep. We'd all showered outside after the pool play, but I wanted to condition my hair and I knew the boys needed a shave. So we each, chastely, took turns washing up. I went first, and then filed into the bedroom. Those sad little beds stared up at me, wondering what was in store for them. I felt the same way.

I lay down on top of the covers, wearing my usual long t-shirt and panties. I opened my iPad and found an article that wasn't too boring to read. Logan came in soon after, wearing his boxers. Marissa was next in her satin outfit. Then finally Liam, also in just boxers. I looked up from my reading. All three of them were standing there, like they were unsure what to do next.

"I usually don't sleep in my boxers," Logan said, both a confession and a declaration.

"What do you usually do?" I asked, as if I didn't already know the answer.

"He sleeps naked," Marissa said.

I shrugged. Like I really cared at this point? Logan stepped out of his boxers and kicked them across the room. My cousin was completely nude. His muscular arms and slim stomach slicing down to tight hips and ropy thighs. Unlike his sister, Logan had a dark tuft of pubic hair. His dick was flaccid but still plenty long.

"I, uh, also sleep nude. Usually," Liam said. He took off his own underwear. Now my brother was total naked, too. His strong arms leading to sculpted pecs. His thick dick poked out from his blond pubes. He rubbed his clean-shaven chin. I have to admit, I kind of missed the stubble from before.

"Me too," Marissa said. I shook my head. There was no way, but whatever. Marissa stripped down to nothing. Her slim body was so perfectly proportioned. Her little tits with tight, tan nipples. Her bare pussy and nearly-nothing butt.

"I always have on a sleep shirt," I said. Everyone made the same disappointed face, so I decided to give a little. "But usually I don't wear underwear." I reached down, pulled my little panties over my hips, and put them near the side table. That satisfied them. At least a little.

Marissa reach over and shut off the light. I climbed into bed. My brother slid in next to me, his warm body pressed against my back. His cock nestled against my butt. Fortunately, my long shirt kept my backside covered. This was becoming an oddly familiar feeling.

I heard Marissa and Logan get into the other bed. They were giggling and grunting. They didn't even bother to do the usual thing where they pretended to sleep. From my vantage point, lying on my side I could see them pretty well despite the lack of light. Logan was on his back and Marissa was over him. The swell of her little breasts hung over her brother. Their kisses made loud, wet smacking noises.

Liam wrapped his arm around my waist, still appropriately chaste. His dick, however, clearly had other ideas. I felt it push, stiff, against my bottom. Half my brain was really happy for my long shirt covering me, the other half was cursing it. I know which side won, though, because I ground back against his hardness. My pussy, with no underwear to stop it, soaked the inside of my thighs. Dripped down to the sheets. I guess my brother wasn't the only one turned on by what was happening in the other bed.

"Come on, you owe me from before," Marissa said.

"Alright, alright," Logan said.

Marissa rolled off her brother and Logan spun around so his head was near the foot of the bed. They were both on top of the sheets so I could see Logan's dick pointing straight up. Marissa saw it too, but she didn't give it any attention. Instead she straddled her brother's head and lowered her sex over his face.

"Hmmmm," she sighed, like settling into the hot tub. The room filled with a slightly different wet smacking sound.

Meanwhile, my brother's arm was becoming less appropriate. He brought his hand up my stomach to my chest, then placed it on my breast. When I didn't push his palm away, I guess he took it as permission. Liam gave my oversized boob a squeeze. He didn't stop there, either. My brother began massaging my tit, playing with the nipple, over my shirt. Now it felt like he was sticking me in the backside with a steel rod. It was far more enjoyable than that sounds.

As I watched Logan lap at his sister, her moans and movements growing increasingly insistent, I wondered if Liam would want to do the same thing to me. While I'd recently discovered my urge for sucking dick, it didn't occur to me that a boy might want to return the favor. Having a boy lick me there, smell me, I thought it would be embarrassing. But my cousin sure did make it look great. And I started to think that maybe I would say yes if Liam offered.

Marissa writhed on her brother's tongue. She hunched forward and hugged her arms under her tiny tits. Her hips shook and her legs kicked out. I could tell she was edging towards an orgasm. How weird was it that I knew my cousin was about to cum? That all these signs were so obvious to me?

Liam was right up against my backside now. Not only poking but rubbing. He rolled my boob in his hand. Twisting the nipple in a way that no longer tickled but sent little sparks down my stomach and right to my pussy. My wanting, gushing gash. Begging to be rubbed or way more.

Marissa sucked her breath in hard. Her face flushed. She let out a long, sharp "Ah!" Then she slumped forward. Sagged. I assumed that was the end of the show for the night.

It was only the opening act. Logan grabbed Marissa by the arms and pulled her forward. Her body limp. He placed her over his cock. Marissa stirred and she reached down, sliding her brother's dick into herself. Another "ahhhhhh." Long and low.

"Wow," I heard my own brother whisper. He let go of my breast, then put his hand back onto my stomach. I thought he was using it to counterbalance his humping against my backside. But he slid his hand right up my shirt.

Two things happened at once: my brother grabbed my bare tit, which at that point was expected. But in reaching under my shirt he also raised up the hem so that it was at the very top of my butt instead of well over the bottom. So now he wasn't just holding his sister's naked breast, but his bare cock was rubbing against my uncovered ass, as well. The heat of it, that feeling of flesh-on-flesh, did more than enough to keep me quiescent.

"God, I love your breasts," Liam said.

"I, uhn, noticed," I said.

My attention flashed from what was happening to me to what was being done to my cousin. Marissa had regained her energy from before and was now pumping up and down with abandon. Hair flying out. Tits bouncing rhythmic. Logan's eyes were squeezed shut. His hands gripped his sister's hips. The two of them seemed to be enjoying the performance.

God knows Liam and I were, too. My brother was battering my backside with his bare cock. Grasping my breast so hard I thought he might bruise it. Then I had a thought. Not really a conscious thought but the seed of an idea. See, my pussy was super wet and waiting for stimulation. And while it was neat feeling my brother's thick cock against my ass -- feeling him tremble as he dry-humped me -- how much better might it be if he was doing that against my sex?

So, I shifted up slightly and the next time Liam's dick slid forward it went right up against my pussy. We both groaned. God, that was so much better. His dick so slippery running through my labia. His cockhead teasing at the base of my clit. I wished I could look down and see my brother's dick sluice through my thighs. Instead I could only see my cousins.

"Oh. Oh! OH!" Marissa shouted and shook. Then fell forward. She rested her head on her brother's shoulder. For a moment, I thought that maybe he'd cum too. That they'd forgotten about her earlier warning. But then I noticed that Marissa's hips were moving up and down. Teasing at Logan's dick. They had switched from fucking hard to a slow, luxurious act that almost looked like making love. Marissa kissed Logan hard. I wondered what it was like, to taste herself on her brother's lips.

I watched them, entranced. Too focused, in fact, because what happened next took me completely by surprise. While I was watching my cousins fuck, my brother's dick had been sliding back and forth against my pussy. Which felt awesome, no doubt. But I didn't realize, or maybe I just ignored, that every time he pumped between my thighs, the pulsing plum that was his cockhead slipped closer to my very welcoming pussy. Every thrust it popped against me, like a golf ball skipping over the hole.

I definitely noticed the next one. Liam drew back. He pressed forward.

And his cock slipped right into my hungry vagina.

Less than an inch. Not even the tip. The tip of the tip. But there it was. And we both froze.

"Oh fuck," Liam said, "Lemon?" His dick inched a little forward.

I didn't know what to do. What to say. My brain didn't want to fuck my brother, but my body didn't want that cock to leave my cunt. The compromise we made was to let him slowly slip further into me.

Now the whole head was in. Liam said my name again. Not Lem or even Lemon or Lemony. "Melanie?" he asked. "I think I'm...?"

"Yes," I said. I don't know if I was answering his question or granting my permission, but I know what my brother thought because he gripped my chest and thrust upward. His perfect piston, his incredibly thick hard dick, drove upward into me. And just like that whatever shred of virginity I had left was gone. Ripped away.

I'd been told it was supposed to hurt, and I suppose it did. My brother, like I've said, was very thick, and my tight, untested pussy had to stretch quite a bit too accept this new invader. I didn't cry out in pain though. I didn't scream in horror or shout in agony.

Instead I simply gasped because it felt so good. Liam held me still. His stick squirming in my sex. His balls nestled tight against my body. I was dripping like a faucet over him. My pussy bearing down, like trying to feel every vein and ridge of what had been slipped inside.

My focus drilled down to that illicit connection. My brother's cock inside me, unmoving. His whole body, in fact, wrapped around me tight like I was a flotation device in the sinking sea of our bed. I didn't realize it, but Marissa and Logan had stopped completely as well. The whole house may have stuck in place. The whole world for all I know. Everything put on pause.

"They're doing it," Marissa said to Logan. Like we weren't in the room. Her head rested on her brother's forehead. Their eyes meeting. "They're doing it. Liam's cock is in Lemony's pussy."

I don't know how she knew. We were under the covers after all. But at that point who cared? I lifted the sheets off of us and showed my cousins what they'd already surmised. My brother's cock completely sheathed in my sex. His balls so tight to me, you might think they were attached to my own body.

"Fuck that's hot," Marissa said. "Feel good little Lemon?"

"Say it sis," Liam said, "I know you want to."

"Oh, this is sooooo niiiiiiice," I said. I felt Liam's body shake in mine and it was almost overwhelming, our connection.

You might think it wasn't much. Having a dick inside me for the first time was a novelty and nothing more. But it was also the first time anything had been so deep inside and I was discovering parts of me, nerve endings, I'd never known. I could feel my brother's heartbeat pulsing in my pussy. His arms wrapped so protective around me. The heat of him panting on the back of my neck.

Then instinct took over. My brother drew back. Slid forward. And I realized that all that was sort of lackluster compared to what was about to come.

Come.

Fuck. In all that, I'd forgotten. My brother was bare inside my pussy, neither of us one bit protected. My mind flashed back to that pharmacy from the morning and I watched it pass by with regret. But then I was back in the present and I wasn't stopping, either.

This was incredible. My brother slowly sliding back and forth inside me. I felt something building in me, I knew it was an orgasm, but it felt like so much more than anything I'd ever had to that point. I wasn't stopping this. You couldn't have pried him out of me with a crowbar.

I'll tell him to pull out, I told myself. Not yet. But when it's time. I opened my mouth to speak, to say it, but instead I could only groan. I told myself that when it mattered the words would be there. I lay back, impaled on my brother's penis, and for the first time in my life I felt someone fuck me.

Liam ran his hands all over my body. Like testing to ensure I was real. My hair, my hips and, of course, my tits. Now when he pinched my nipple I almost creamed. Suddenly a little sliding wasn't enough.

"Pump me," I told my brother. He moved a bit faster. "Harder," I said, "You won't break me. And if you do, I won't mind."

I didn't need to look to see the cocksure smile on my brother's face. I could feel it as he drew back, and his hips slapped mine with a crack so loud I swore it echoed.

"I want to see you," Liam said. I thought it was just silly fuck talk. The way words ramble out when you're having sex. See me? He was right on top of me. How could he miss me?

He pulled his cock out of me, both of us knowing there was no way I would let it stay out. Even still, I mewled like a slut when I lost that sensation between my legs. Liam rolled me on to my back. He spread my legs. I reached down to grab his cock and stuffed it inside me. He slid in, easy, in one shot. My pussy already reconstructing itself to be perfect for my brother's penis.

Now I knew what he'd meant before. Because I looked up and saw my brother's pale blue eyes staring back at me with wonder. Like he couldn't believe how beautiful I was. Like he couldn't comprehend how good it felt for both of us to be together like this. Or maybe that was just me.

Liam started to thrust again and, my God, how was it even better than before?

Why didn't anyone tell me? That was my thought as my brother bounced against me. They always said that sex felt good. But not like this. There were no words for this. How incredible it was. I'd masturbated plenty, I can't lie. I was already so far beyond that feeling, it was like flicking my bean was a drizzle and sex a category five hurricane. They were barely even related. God damn I was never going to be able to stop doing this. I was ten pumps in, at most, and already addicted to having my brother's cock inside me.

Liam leaned over and kissed my lips, hard. Our first kiss -- rushed and sloppy. Wonderful. I pressed back against him like his mouth life-giving. His tongue drove into me, mirroring his dick, and I couldn't let go.

"Feel good?" Liam asked me as we broke for breath

"Oh God yes," I said.

"You going to cum?" he asked. "I want you to cum."

"Yeah," I said, "Yes. OK." As if he was asking me to get him a beer from the fridge. But I did my best to focus on what my brother wanted for me. I drifted my fingers down to my clit and started rubbing. Already I could tell, I was going to get there no problem.

Speaking of which.

"Oh GOD! I'm close," Marissa said. I'd almost forgotten about my cousins in the other bed. I looked over and saw Marissa riding Logan hard again. Her breast in his mouth. Her backside ripping up and down. "I need... fuck I need you to cum for me, OK baby?"

"You gonna cum for me?" Logan asked.

"I'm close but I need you to go first. Squirt inside me. Put me over the top."

"But. What you said..."

"it's OK. Cum. Cum in me. Cum in your twin sister it's alright I promise. Need it. Need you so bad."

Their dirty talk should have switched me off, but instead I found my hand on my clit, rubbing myself like crazy. There was that mountain again. The one I'd only glimpsed before. That epic, unending elevation of pleasure that seemed so large I thought it would overwhelm me. And it was getting closer. Looming. The both of us climbing to the top.

My fingers mashing my clit. My brother pounding my pussy.

"Oh FUCK! YES!" Marissa cried out. Her back arched, head thrown back. Fingers gripping her brother's biceps so tight I could see them go white.



Logan groaned, too. His face cinched. He was cumming in his sister's fertile pussy.

My cousins' orgasms shocked me into my own. I sucked in my breath. My body stilled. The pleasure slapped against my body like a tidal wave. I was washed away. It wasn't the peak. Some part of me knew it. But it was more than anything I'd ever experienced. My whole body shaking. I heard screaming and realized it was me.

"Oh God," I heard my brother distant. "I'm... I'm so sorry, sis. But I... oh FUCK!"

I felt something warm splash against my cervix. There was the peak. The second orgasm rolled so hard over the first one, it was crushed like a bug under a cement mixer. Any sense of ecstasy I had. Any scale of joy. It was wiped away in one merciless, violent cum. My world went blank.

My brother filled me with his fertility. Burst after burst of semen splashed into me and every one sparked me higher. My vagina clamped down so hard, I'm amazed it didn't rip Liam's dick right off.

I fell back into the bed, sloppy with sweat. My hair over my eyes, in my mouth. My jaw ached and my fingers burned. I felt my brother's cock slip out of me, leaving a slimy trail. He buried his head in my neck.

"Sorry. So sorry. Oh, I'm so sorry, sis." He rambled on like that. Held me close. As the orgasm drained out of me, all I could think was I wanted him to fuck me again as soon as possible. Not even done with one cum, my body already begged for another. I hugged Liam close to me and stroked his head.

I looked over at the other bed and saw Marissa and Logan smiling back at me. The reality hit me: I'd just lost my virginity to my brother while my cousins watched. In fact, both sisters had probably just been impregnated by their own brothers at the exact same moment. Holy fuck was that weird.

"How was that?" Marissa asked, casual.

"Really fucking amazing," I said. It came out as one tumbling word. Reallyfuckingamazing.

"It gets better," Marissa said with a wicked smile.

"I'll probably die," I said.

"Be a great way to go, though," Liam said, panting.

Marissa got out of bed and pulled out a handful of tissues. She distributed them around the room, holding one up to her dripping pussy. She saw me looking and shrugged. No big deal. Not that I could judge. My own brother's seed was already leaking out of me. Puddling between my legs. Holy fuck he put a lot in there. I was through three tissues before the flow finally seemed to staunch. Though a lot of it, I knew, was my own liquid.

"I'm sorry," Liam said, looking down at my snatch. "I shouldn't have..."

"It's a little late for that," I said. He gave me a puppy dog look. It only made me want to twist the knife a little further. "You took my virginity you big jerk."

"You took mine," Liam whined. We both laughed. The whole situation so strange, it was the only rational response.

"I don't know about you, but that's about all I can handle for one evening," Marissa said. She climbed back into bed with her brother.

I leaned over to Liam and kissed his lips again. Salty with sweat. He smiled down at me, a big dopey grin. Snaked his arm around my chest. Held me close till we both were claimed by sleep.

*

The next morning, I woke up to, what else, my brother's dick poking me in my ass.

"Doesn't that thing ever get tired?" I asked, grumpily.

"Of you?" Liam asked, "Never."

Just like that I went from annoyed to gratified. I turned to kiss Liam, morning breath be damned.

KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK

I almost fell out of the bed I was so startled.

"Come on sleepyheads, there's a whole day waiting for you!" Aunt Tara called out. I prayed to God that she wouldn't open the door and find all of us naked and wrapped around each other. Her footsteps echoed distant.

Marissa and I shared a guilty smile. My lithe cousin slipped out of bed totally naked. She saw me staring and cupped her boob, blowing me a kiss.

"Let's go incest-lover," she said to me. I started to get angry, but then I chuckled. She was right, of course.

We all got out of bed and got dressed. I was sticky with all sorts of liquids, but I went straight downstairs. My sibling and cousins came down behind me. All of us looking like we'd survived a hurricane -- battered and bruised. Hair all over the place and legs not much better.

"You guys party too hard," Uncle Micah said as we sat down.

"Or not hard enough," Aunt Tara said, giving my Mom a knowing wink.

She set out a plate of fresh blueberry pancakes. It was good to know that even after fucking my brother, some pleasures didn't pale.

"We're going to hit the beach," Mom said.

"Actually, Aunt Deb, we were hoping to head over to the other town and play on the boardwalk," Marissa said, "Go on some rides, that kind of thing." You better believe my cousin made the word 'rides' sound as dirty as possible.

"Oh," my Mom said. I could hear the disappointment in her voice and for a moment I felt guilty. Spending a day with the 'rents wouldn't be so bad, right? I looked over at Liam, his sky-blue eyes. Remembered how they looked when he was buried inside me. Yes, that kind of answered my question.

"We'll be back for dinner," I said, "Probably."

"Well don't hold up on our account," Dad said, acidly.

I pretended to be oblivious.

*

We took Uncle Micah's car. The town was different with the sun up, but no less busy. Near where we'd found the minigolf place the time before was a small amusement park. Near the boardwalk it was indoors and mostly kid stuff. But further back, in the hot bright sun of the blacktop, they had a few rides that we could go on, including a Tilt-A-Whirl and The Whip. There was even a small Crazy Mouse.

We took turns together on the rides. Usually I went with Liam, but I also rode alongside Marissa and even me and Logan went a couple times. I wanted to stay by my brother, but Liam was being oddly silent, and it made me uncomfortable. Was he regretting what we'd done the night before? I was already feeling vulnerable, if Liam was now embarrassed, I worried that it might break me.

"You OK?" I asked him. It had taken all my courage to get out those two words as the Tilt-A-Whirl began to wind up. The two of us nestled in the pod. Pressed tight.

"I'm fine," Liam said, staring forward. His reticence hurt worse than any insult he could have thrown my way.

"OK, well, my secret for the day is that you're weirding me out. We did something totally intimate and scary last night and now I don't know how to feel."

Liam looked down and I think my words finally got to him because I saw his blue eyes soften. "My secret is that last night was the most wonderful moment of my life," Liam said. I'd thought he was angry or ashamed. I realized he was scared. Overwhelmed the same way I was. I squeezed his arm tighter and not because the ride was speeding up. "I don't want to lose you, Melanie."

"Don't do that," I said. Liam looked legitimately hurt by my words. "Don't call me that. You've done it a few times now and it freaks me out. I've always been Lemony, your little Lemon, and if that's changed because of everything..."

"I'm sorry, Lemony," Liam said. He kissed my head. "Everything that's happened. I don't know what to think except I can't stop thinking about you. How amazing you are. How lucky I was last night to share that with you."

My brother the romantic. Who knew?

"I'm so scared you're going to tell me you're mad," Liam said. "Or you wish we didn't do it. Or something like that because all I can think about is being that way with you again."

"Well, you probably shouldn't cum in me again," I said.

"Oh," Liam said, the words taking a while to reach his brain. "Oh! Oh shit Lemony, I'm so sorry. When you didn't say something, I thought you must be on the pill."

"It's OK," I said, "I didn't say it, but I should have and now you know. You know, for next time."

"Next time?"

"Yes. I want to keep doing that. With you," I said.

The ride slowed and we stepped off. I'd been so locked in conversation with my brother, I'd lost track of the ride, itself. After we got walked off, I saw Logan and Marissa were about to get on the Ferris Wheel on the far side of the park. We went over to the railing and waved, watching as our cousins got on.

"You really enjoyed what we did?" Liam asked. His blond hair near transparent in the bright sun. "I'm serious," he said, "I thought the first time was supposed to be bad. Painful. For the girl, anyway."

"It was horrible," I said, "Worst sex I ever had." I leaned over and kissed him. "Look, I don't know. I guess it did kind of hurt at first. But then it felt really really good. And then it got better. Did you want it to hurt me?

"Definitely not," Liam said, "I guess I just had all these expectations for what sex was. Good and bad. Last night kinda surprised me, that's all."

"Me too," I said, "I mean, I thought boys were supposed to blow their wad in three seconds the first time they do it. But you lasted, like forever."

"Yeah, I think with all the other stuff we did that day I built up a little lasting power?" Liam said, "Or something? I don't know. Do you wish that I'd exploded in three seconds?"

"Hell no," I said. I grabbed Liam's hand on the railing.

Speaking of things that didn't make sense -- I was falling in love with my brother.

*

After Logan and Marissa got off the ride, we all agreed we wanted to grab something to eat and lay out on the beach. We found that same pizza place with the giant slices (although, to be fair, it looked like everyplace served them that way). I don't know if it was the sun or the sex, but that slice tasted amazing.

After we ate, Logan grabbed Liam by the elbow and dragged him forward. "We need to go get some stuff out of the car," he told my brother. Meanwhile, Marissa and I walked up to the boardwalk railing overlooking the beach and stared out at the ocean, waiting for our siblings.

"So how was it?" Marissa asked.

"The Tilt-A-Whirl?" I asked, "It was OK." My cousin elbowed me in the ribs. "I told you last night that I liked it."

"No regrets in the morning?" Marissa asked. It felt like she was testing me.

"No, you were right," I said, "Being with Liam was amazing."

Marissa smiled, wide. I'd passed her exam. "I'm glad. I'm so happy for both of you. I know people will say it's wrong. But being with your brother, I can tell you, there's nothing like it. And twins makes it extra special. You were partners since the womb. This is, like, the natural next step in your relationship. That connection? It makes everything mean so much more."

"I suppose," I said. I kept glancing around to see who might be listening. I might have decided that sex with my brother wasn't bad, but I doubted the rest of the world would see it that way. What we were doing, no matter how incredible it felt, was still wrong. That didn't mean I wanted it stop, although some part of me rationalized that I would at some point in the future. Mostly, I wanted to keep it a secret. Marissa, though? My cousin seemed to want to shout out our incest to everyone within earshot.

"This is going to be great," Marissa said, "You'll see. Now that you've learned to trust me, there's all sorts of fun stuff we can do."

We heard a shout and glanced back. Our brothers were coming up the steps, both overloaded with towels and beach stuff under their arms.

"Isn't Logan cute?" Marissa asked, "He's so super hot, isn't he?"

"I guess," I said.

"Oh, don't be silly," Marissa said, "You're not like, betraying anyone by admitting my brother's a hunk."

Yes, Logan was attractive. I'd said it many times already. But Marissa seemed to be pushing me into something that I didn't want to admit. So, I just nodded.

"I knew it," Marissa said, "I knew you were into him. I mean, how could you not be?" I expected her to say something niceback about Liam. But instead she went over to help her brother carry some of the stuff. I did the same for my brother.

"What is all this?" I asked, holding several thin plastic poles.

"You'll see," Logan said with a wicked smirk.

We went down the steps and onto the warm sand. Unlike by our beach house, here it was crowded and loud. People ran back and forth in the sand, screaming and laughing at the top of their lungs. The ocean was almost overfull. We had to search for a spot that could fit the four of us, though we finally did, a bit further back from the water than we were used to.

Logan took the poles out of my hands and began to bend them into a sheet of canvas. A moment later, he popped a big, blue beach tent up. So that's what they'd brought! It looked pretty big and was covered on three sides, though the front hung open like a lolling tongue.

Liam was carrying a cooler and he opened it. I saw there were beers inside. Logan grabbed one and cracked it open, as if it was nothing. Instinctively, I glanced around. The beach was busy, but it wasn't like people were on top of us. Still, I eyed my cousin nervously as he handed me a beer.

"No one cares about that stuff here," Marissa said. I opened up the can and took a sip. I wasn't used to alcohol -- I'd only had it a few times. It tingled on my tongue and roiled in my belly.

My cousin took off her shirt and jeans, revealing another bikini -- a white one with a big gold-colored ring holding the cups of her bra together. She smiled, seeing me looking at her, and swished her little butt.

I took a deep breath. I wasn't comfortable about this, but I'd made a promise. You'd think after everything that'd happened, I might finally be OK with my body. But there's no magic wand for self-assurance, not even what my brother had between his legs. It took a lot to cast away a lifetime's lack of confidence.

I stood up and lifted off my shirt. Then I undid my jean shorts, pushing them over my wide hips. I fought the urge to dive into the tent and hide. I know the whole beach wasn't staring at me, but God it sure did feel like it.

"You wore the bikini!" Marissa shouted. I tried to fold inside myself but couldn't. "I told you! You look amazing. Doesn't she look incredible, guys?"

Logan and Liam both stared at me, nodding almost numbly. Like adherents to my secret cult. Their reaction definitely helped me feel better. I stopped squeezing my own arms. Let my body relax. The wind tossed at my blonde hair.

The bikini had been an impulse purchase, bought in the microsecond of time between when my breasts started growing like crazy and when I began to hate them. That little moment where I thought I might actually be sexy. The suit was bright yellow, because of course, and still fairly conservative. You couldn't really see my tits, but you couldn't miss they were massive behind the cloth. It did the same for the curve of my bottom.

Like I said, I hated the outfit almost the minute I bought it. But I'd brought the bikini with me because, I don't know, maybe I was hoping to be the sort of person who wore such things. I thought I'd put it on in the backyard one day to tan. At most. But now here I was, on this packed beach, and I was wearing the little two-piece. It was scary, but it was good.

"Seriously, Lemony, you look fucking great," Marissa said.

"Not too fat?" I asked, shifting my hips nervously. My cousin stood up and pressed her hand on my stomach. I jumped, then settled.

"There's not even a bit of flab here," Marissa said. She cupped my ass and I really did jump. "Or there. You're just curvy."

"Yes, sis, you look amazing," Liam said. And I could tell by his shorts that he wasn't kidding. Logan looked at me and nodded as well.

"Really good," he said.

I fought to keep the smile off my face and sat down in the sun tent. It was nice to feel confident, for that moment, but it was also good to be able to hide away.

"Seriously, you need to stop acting like your body's something to be ashamed of," Marissa said, standing over me. "I wish I had half the assets you've got."

"I'd rather I was more like you," I said.

"Well, I am damn sexy," Marissa said, and slapped her own ass. We both giggled.

We did our own suntan lotion this time, then lay back in the tent. Logan said it was for four but we all barely fit. Liam pressed against my one side and Marissa on the other. In the heat, it was a little much. Eventually I unrolled my towel out in the sun and lay on that. My skin was already nice and brown, although my stomach was a bit pale.

The boys got up and played paddleball (they'd brought that from the car as well), bouncing the pink ball back and forth with loud, vibrating swats. A group nearby had a radio on, playing the Yankees game, and I could hear bits and pieces of it carrying over the ocean winds.

I finished my beer and Logan gave me another. I felt a bit warm, so I rolled onto my stomach and buried my head in my arms. I felt a hand at my back and looked up. Marissa was standing over me.

"No tan lines," she declared, and unsnapped the back of my bra. I gasped as I felt the strings slide down my shoulders. I looked over and saw Marissa lie down and do the same thing. Her little, brownish nipples erect against the towel. I reminded myself not to stand.

The boys got tired of their game. Logan walked past and went to go lie down in the tent. Liam lay down on the towel next to me.

"No bra?" he asked.

"Marissa says no tan lines," I said.

"Nice," Liam said. My brother really did have a thing for my big boobs. It helped me feel more comfortable about them that he was so appreciative.

"Hey, um, Mariss?" Logan called from the tent, "I need help back here. With something."

My cousin sighed and rolled her eyes. She pulled her top up, just enough to cover herself, then she went back into the tent. There was a loud kissing noise and a giggle. I didn't need to look to know what was going on in there. My cousins' legs intertwined in the sand.

The tent covered three sides, but the front was open. Someone could walk by and see what was going on. And while my cousins were acting mostly PG-13, I didn't think it would take long for them to graduate to R (or NC-17). I tied the top of my suit back on and got up. As I stood, I felt the blood rush to my head.

I looked down at the three empty cans of beer, lying discarded in the sand next to my towel. I didn't think it was all that much, but my body disagreed. I wasn't smashed, just a little clumsy, and I giggled stupidly as I stumbled a bit getting straightened.

Once I had my bearings, I took one of the towels and hung it over the open mouth of the tent. It wasn't completely secure, but now you'd have to really be looking to notice more than four moving feet.

I felt a pair of arms wrap around my stomach. A kiss on the back of my neck.

"I also, um, need help with something," Liam whispered in my ear, and it tingled all the way down to my pussy.

"They're already in there," I said.

"So?" Liam said.

"Yes. So what?" Marissa asked from the tent. How did she keep noticing our private moments?

Liam kissed the back of my neck. His hands started to drift upwards. At this point, I surrendered to the logic of his argument and let him push me back onto the ground. As soon as I was on my back, he kissed me on the lips. He tasted salty; his skin rough with stray sand. We both slid till we were covered in the humid semi-darkness of the tent.

Marissa was lying next to me. Her brother kissing her hard. Their bodies rocked back and forth, bouncing against ours. Liam nuzzled my neck. His body already sweaty on mine. His movements urgent. I wasn't expecting much foreplay in this situation and, fortunately, my brother didn't give it.

He reached between my legs and pulled the gusset of my bikini to the side. His swim trunks had a Velcro fly and he ripped it open. Liam fell forward. It was clear he was trying to get his cock in me, but he kept missing. Finally, I reached down and grabbed his dick, aiming it at my pussy.



We both sighed as his cockhead made contact. I thought it would be easy, like last night, but instead my sex seemed to have shrunk back down. Liam got maybe the head in at most, before having to draw back and push again. My pussy spread deliciously as his thickness forced its way inside. That wonderful mix of pleasure and pain.

"Fuck her. Fuck your sister," Marissa said, and I couldn't tell whether she was urging Logan or Liam. As if either needed the encouragement.

The tent filled with grunts and growls. Slapping flesh.

"God, you feel so good, Lemon," Liam gasped. His body strained against mine. "I've gotta feel those incredible tits." He pulled my top off and squeezed my breasts. The flesh overspilling his palms. "That amazing ass." He slipped his hands down and gripped my butt cheeks with the same fervor.

Marissa started making these little gasps and I looked over. She was lost in her brother's eyes. The two of them railing each other. Their faces a mirror of pleasure. Marissa felt me looking and turned her head. She gave me a mischievous smile and, before I could react, leaned over and kissed me on the lips.

We'd done this before, with our brothers' sperm, but this felt like another level entirely. Both of us being fucked while we pressed our mouths together. It amped up how hot this all felt, fucking my brother, barely hidden by a tent, in the middle of the busy beach, while my cousins humped next to us. And now I was kissing Marissa. It did almost as much for me as the tight, hard thrusts of Liam's cock in my cunt. I closed my eyes and let the sensations wash over me.

I felt someone squeeze my breast. But both of Liam's hands were still tight on my bottom. I looked and saw that it was Logan. He'd put his hand on my boob while he humped his sister. Logan pinched my nipple tight and gave me a hungry grin. It didn't feel good or bad, just different. If Liam or Marissa saw, they didn't say anything.

"oh. Oh. OH!" Marissa put her hand on Logan's backside, holding him in place. Logan let go of my breast, distracted by his sister's orgasm.

"Gonna..." he said, and his body bucked.

"Oh yyyyeeeeeeeeesssssss," Marissa said as her brother filled her. Both of them back to only being enraptured with each other.

Liam's breathing started to come short. His rhythm broke. I could feel my brother's impending orgasm as much as my own. I realized I needed to catch up and slipped my fingers into my bottoms. Found my clit and started rubbing for all I was worth.

"You... you gonna cum?" Liam said.

"Think so," I said, "Give me a... ah. Yeah. Totally."

"I'm gonna cum," Liam said. I realized if he went right then, it wouldn't be enough.

"Hang on," I said, "Hold on. Almost there. Not yet. Give me a little more, ok baby?"

"Really close," Liam said, "Trying. You feel so good, Lemony."

"I know," I whined, "Just a little more." Liam's pounding slowed, to try to stop himself from going over. Ironically it only made my own orgasm slip away. I resigned myself to being less satisfied.

"It's OK," I told him, "Keep going."

"But you won't..."

"It's alright," I said, "You're already so close, I know. You can do it. I promise I won't be mad."

Liam started to thrust harder. I rubbed my clit, hoping I might make my release in time.

I felt both our cousins looking at us as we coupled. They'd already finished and were wrapped around each other, watching.

"Cum," Marissa whispered. And, again, I couldn't tell who she was commanding.

I guess Liam assumed it was him, though, because he froze. "Oh God sis I'm.... AHHHHH I can't stop it, I'm sorry!" He roared and I felt my pussy fill with his warmth once again.

When he splashed my cervix, my own body finally decided to give in, and a little orgasm coursed through me. It wasn't anything near to what I'd experienced the night before, but it felt good just the same. My brother's release making my own much the better.

Liam bucked against me. His hands gripped my butt, too tight. Absently, I was aware that my brother was inseminating my unprotected pussy once again. I didn't care. I couldn't bear for him to stop.

We both came down, panting and laughing. I reached up and smoothed his hair. He was watching me with adoration, again.

"Still... still can't believe you let me do that," he said, "How lucky I am." He kissed me hard, and it was almost better than the orgasm.

*

I think we fell asleep for a while. When I woke up the sun was lower, and the beach seemed quiet. Still plenty bright and busy, but time had clearly passed. I glanced at my phone and saw it was about four.

Liam got off me, our bodies both sticky with each other's liquids. We pulled on our clothes, stumbled out of the tent, and got in the ocean. He kept looking at me and smiling, like he knew something secret about me. Which, of course, he did. My twin brother knew what his sister's pussy felt like. Knew the sounds she made, the faces, as she came.

Marissa and Logan floated next to us. They both gave me that same, knowing, self-satisfied grin. I felt my brother's semen slip down my leg. His essence swimming through the salt of the sea.

*

We got back to the tents and packed up our stuff. As we walked back, I let Logan and Marissa slip ahead. Put my arm in Liam's and enjoyed being so close in his company.

"I'm sorry, Lemon," Liam said, "I know you said not to, you know, do that. In you. In the moment I got caught up. Wanted you to go, too. And I... Well, I know I shouldn't have and I'm sorry."

"Why do you always say that?" I asked. "Sorry?"

He looked taken aback. I tried to soften what I was saying. I wasn't angry at my brother for cumming in me. After, all I didn't stop him either. In that moment, I didn't want him to do anything but fill me with his sticky seed. I blamed myself, more than I ever did him.

"Like, almost every time you cum, you say it," I said, "I'm not trying to be mean. Just asking."

"Oh, I didn't realize," Liam said. "I don't know. I guess, in the moment, when I'm about to go, I become aware of how wrong it is. What we're doing. Not that I don't love it, feel so lucky for it. But, I mean, you're not supposed to cum in your sister."

"No, that does tend to be frowned upon."

"Also, like, I want to give you pleasure. Make you feel good. When I come, that's it. The fun stops. So, I always feel bad. Like, I want to last forever in you and when I cum I can't."

"But it feels good, right? Cumming?"

"Amazing," Liam said.

"Do you like it when I orgasm?" I asked.

"It's kind of like my favorite thing ever," Liam said, "I love seeing it. Seeing you. You're so beautiful, sis, I think I'd like to watch you cum even if it wasn't me getting you there."

I blushed. My brother really had a way with words post-sex. Like fucking turned him into a poet or something. At least for a little bit.

"Well, I like it when you cum, too. So, you don't have to be guilty about it."

"Even though you're my twin sister?"

"Especially because of that," I said. And was surprised to find that I meant it.

*

We packed the car, then went back to the boardwalk for dinner. As we ate sausage and pepper sandwiches, I got a text from my Mom.

"She wants to know when we're coming home," I said.

"There's a club down the street from here," Marissa said, "They don't check IDs too closely and I thought we could go for a bit."

Well, that answered that question.

When we were done eating, we walked off the boardwalk and into the downtown. The sun was at the horizon, turning everything a shadowy orange. Lots of people our age milled about. I saw more than a few guys watch me and Marissa hungrily, despite the two large men we were walking with.

The club was at the end of the block, striped with pink-blue neon lights. As Marissa promised, the bouncer barely glanced at our IDs before letting us inside. The place was loud and already full of people. A DJ was at one side of a large dance floor, lost in a haze of laser light and choking smoke.

There was a long bar at one side, and we went over. Again, no one checked Logan's ID when he bought the three of us beers. We leaned against the bar and watched as other people danced. I tried to sip my drink slowly. Despite all the sex and sleep I felt a bit gummy from the three I'd had before. The bottle emptied way too quickly. Even faster, Logan replaced it with another. I tried to give him money for it, but he waved me away.

"I want to dance," Marissa announced. She looked at Logan, but he eyed her like it was his first time at dim sum and she was offering him some chicken feet. "You're no fun."

"I'll go," Liam said. He shrugged and left his beer, half drunk, on the bar. Marissa grabbed his hands and dragged him out.

My blond brother looked so different than his cousin. They made for a funny combination: this tall, lithe woman dancing with her shorter, muscular partner. The differences didn't seem to bother Marissa one bit. She danced with my brother like they were the center of attention.

This was the moment where I was supposed to feel left out. Marissa was doing some definite dirty dancing with my brother: running her hands down his chest, gripping his hips, grinding her butt back against his crotch. I should have been jealous. But instead, I just enjoyed the two of them enjoying each other.

I don't think Logan liked it as much, though, because he grabbed my arm and pulled me out to the dance floor. Together, we began moving to the music -- a pulsing, upbeat thump that vibrated in my chest. Though my heart had a lot of reasons to pound.

Logan's dark brown eyes stared into me, deep. His permanent serious stare seemed to drill right into my soul. It was powerful. Intoxicating and dangerous like a shot of dark liquor. Spicy, burning, closing my throat. Sending me down, down, down.

I was aware of how we were moving. Of how Logan traced my sides, my chest. Moved behind me and pressed his hardness into my ass. All I could see were those eyes. The way he looked at me like he knew me down to the atoms and loved every little bit he saw.

I felt a hand on my shoulder and Liam spun me away. "Having fun?" he asked me.

"You're here, how could I not?" I said.

Now it was Logan, playfully slapping my sides. Clapping and laughing. Whispering made up lyrics in my ear that kind of fit the wordless, thrumming tune. According to Liam, this was a song about someone who loved their pet iguana too much. Made as much sense as anything.

Then Marissa pushed my brother aside and she and I were dancing in a very different way. My cousin wrapped her long, thin arms around my neck. She waved her arms and undulated her hips. Marissa smiled at me, naughty, and playfully nipped at my lips.

"You're so fucking hot and you don't even see it," Marissa said.

I went back to my usual refrain. I thought Marissa was sex in denim shorts. My cousin laughed and this time she kissed me full on the mouth. Urgent and heavy. Lips sweet and tongue wanting. We pulled away gasping for air. I saw Liam give Logan a high five out of the corner of my eye.

After that I needed a break, so I went back to the bar. I was on my third beer at the club. No, my fourth. I'd lost count. The world seemed tipsy, spinning ever so slightly. Time slowed to a crawl and skipped whole sections just to catch up. We took turns on the dance floor. The music felt so good on my body. The boys' hands even better.

I danced with Logan and he grasped my ass. I bopped with Liam and he squeezed my tits. I wanted more. My body wanted more, and my brain was too checked out to set any blocks in my way.

At one point I looked over and saw that Marissa had her hands around my brother's waist. They were swaying, close. Rubbing hard. She leaned in to whisper, and he laughed. Blond head thrown back.

I tightened my own grip on Logan. Looked into those stormy eyes. Then my lips were on his. Liam was loving and Marissa was playful. Logan, though, kissed me with a drive that threatened to drag me down to the bottom of the sea. A heady, wanting passion that felt like gravity on overload.

"Let's go," Marissa said. She was already holding Liam's hand and she grabbed mine. I put my hand on Logan's and the four of us dragged a line right out of the club.

Outside, the sidewalks were almost as busy. The ocean air blew breezy cold. Logan had been buying beers, but he wasn't drinking them. He herded the three of us -- cavorting caterwauling, crazy-ass drunks -- back to our car.

Marissa climbed into the back seat, dragging Liam along with her. I got into shotgun. Logan next to me. He eyed me for a moment; my God that stare.

The moon was bright, hanging over us like it might lunge at any moment. I lulled in the low roar of the car while wisps of music floated through my mind. I heard that kissing sound again and glanced back. Marissa and Liam were making out in the backseat. Her little fingers running through my brother's short hair. Something was bothering me, but I couldn't figure out what it was.

I put my hand on Logan's thigh. Slid it up and felt his long, strong dick through his shorts. I went into his pant leg. Under his boxers. Felt the bare, hard heat of his cock. In the rearview mirror, Marissa's perky boobs were out, and Liam was suckling at them. She looked so sexy with her tight little body and her tiny tits. Liam's large hands covered them completely.

Logan parked the car in the driveway, and we spilled out. Marissa topless, tittering. Liam's lips pressed to her neck. We stumbled into the house. I knew I should be quiet, but I couldn't remember why.

Up the stairs to the tiny bedroom. Two beds staring back at us, anticipating. Marissa took off her little shorts and fell onto the sheets, pulling my brother on top of her. Liam's pants jangled as he undid his belt.

I stood in front of the other bed. Logan gave me a half-smile and stepped close. He ripped his dark t-shirt over his head. I did the same. Bra and all. My big tits spilled out. My cousin took off his shorts. Just in his boxers. I mirrored him again, nothing but the bottoms of my little yellow bikini.

Logan took my hand and led me down to the bed. We kissed again. His lips pressed against mine so hard I was sure they'd bruise. He pushed my arms outward. Held me there in his thrall.

I heard a low groan and knew without the need to look that my brother's dick was in my cousin's mouth. But I did look, and I saw Marissa's nose buried in Liam's pubes. Deeper than I could ever imagine taking him.

"Fuck that's thick," Marissa said.

"God that's good," Liam said.

Logan reached down and slid off my bottoms. My pussy, pink and exposed. Little blonde hairs the only thing left to cover it. Logan buried his face in my twat. His nose drove into my clit. A noise came out of me that I didn't know I could make. A long, low groan that felt more like an animal than sweet, little me.

Marissa sucked up and down Liam's thick dick. Making loud sloppy slurping sounds like she wanted me to hear.

"Fuck that feels so good," Liam said.

"Not yet," Marissa said, "Don't you dare go off on me yet." She pulled him out of her mouth and slipped back onto the bed. Legs open wide, like mine. Liam started to move his head toward her center, but she reached down and pulled him closer. She shifted his stick. In a moment, Liam, my love, was plunged in our cousin's pussy.

Logan kept licking me and I felt the orgasm start to rise. Sudden and sharp, my cum grabbed hold of me before I could get my arms around it, the size and intensity overwhelming. I cried out. My body bucked.

When I opened my eyes, Logan was staring down at me. That look again. Pure, wanton passion. He grabbed my thighs and turned me over. I found myself on all fours. Presenting myself to him. Pussy flushed and gaping. Little brown star right in front of his eyes. I felt so vulnerable it made my head spin -- like I wasn't already dizzy enough.

The tip of Logan's spear pressed at my sex. One day after I had my first ever cock, I was taking another one. I thought I was ready for it. Logan slipped into me. Drew back. Pressed harder. This wasn't the slow, careful entry I was used to. Logan drove into me like I was being naughty by daring to hold back on his dick. As if my little vagina needed training and he was here to teach her well.

Logan pushed forward again. His hands on my ass. It didn't hurt, really, but it was rough. He slid up, right to the point where my body was used to a cock stopping. And then he went further.

Like I said, Logan was long, but I didn't know the meaning of it, really, till he was buried in my own personal measuring apparatus. God, it felt like he was stirring up my guts. I slid my hand down, just to check there wasn't a cylindrical bulge in my stomach. I found my clit, instead, and started to rub.

Liam and Marissa were fucking hard on the bed next to us. The both of them jabbering at each other. A conversation that made sense only to them.

"Fuck, that thick cock. So good. Pound my pussy. Stretch it good. Fuck. Yes. OH! YES!"

"Feel good?"

"Oh yes."

"Good. Good. Want to fuck you so good."

"You're doing it, baby. Oh God I'm getting close. Slow down. Speed up. A little... No. OK. That's it. Oh! Lemony your brother's giving it to me so good I... OH FUCK!"

Logan was battering me down now. Standing behind my jiggling butt. Mating me like an animal. I was used to Liam's encouraging looks. His little smiles. The way the both of us built to our orgasm, like a shared project.

Logan plowed into me all his own. My orgasm was assumed. Logan was going to get off and the smug bastard knew, knew, that would get me there, too. I felt taken. Owned.

He worked me over. Loud slaps. His balls against my clit. So good. With every thrust, Logan's long dick bounced off my cervix and it kind of hurt. I told myself I didn't like it, but my body disagreed. I was being battered into the bed and I could only cry out.

"Oh Liam, YES!" Marissa cried.

"You cumming?"

"Fuh... fuh... fuck yeah," Marissa said.

"Me too. Gonna cum too," Liam said.

"Do it," Marissa said, "Cum in me. Fill my fertile pussy with your seed. Cum, cousin. Cum in MEEEEE!" She arched her back, like arming herself for the coming explosion. Liam roared. I watched Marissa's body flush as Liam filled her.

Logan felt my lack of attention and he slapped my ass, hard. The heat sparked down my soft buttcheek and right down to my pussy. Again, I felt embarrassed by how easily he owned me.

I felt Logan's body tighten behind me and I knew his orgasm wasn't far behind. I waited for him to warn me. To ask if I was ready to go. Of course, he did nothing of the sort.

"Watch," Marissa said. She and Liam were lying back on the other bed. My cousin holding my brother's head in place. "Watch my brother cum in your sister. See how good she looks as he fills her up."

That little bit of consciousness finally pushed through.

"Not..." I gasped out. "Not in me."

Logan froze. I wasn't sure how he'd react. Half of me thought he would inseminate me anyway. Part of me wanted him to. But my cousin, after treating me like his personal fuck toy (and making me love every minute of it), gave me the respect of stopping.

"I'm not safe," I said, "Not on the pill. Please. On me. My tits. My face. Just not inside. Pleaaaase."

Logan's cock slipped out and I immediately regretted my choice. He slapped my ass lightly and I flopped onto my back. My hand was buried lewdly in my snatch. Logan knelt between my legs and started stroking. Both of us worked ourselves over.

By some miracle, my own orgasm came first. My mouth hung open and I made a short little "Oh" like a gasp of surprise. My sight blurred. My orgasm exploded outward. Like a little bomb going off in my pussy, slowly expanding till all of me was engulfed.



I was panting. Logan's penis pendulous over me. I fought through the pleasure (what an odd thought) and sat up. Grabbed my cousin's cock with my hand. He trembled and I marveled at how quickly my captor became captivated.

"Cum for me, cousin," I begged, "Cover me in your seed. Mark me."

Liam groaned. Those incredible eyes so focused I could fall into them forever. I felt his cock twitch and the first burst splattered over my face. I blinked as sticky cum got in my eye. Another. This one on my tits.

"Oh YES!" Logan shouted. Warm spatters painted my face and chest. I fell back. Logan's dick shrinking in my hand. A long trail of slowly cooling wetness dribbled down my arm.

I felt another body shake the bed. I forced my eyes open and saw Marissa leaning over me. She kissed my lips. I realized it wasn't affection. Marissa wanted the cum her brother had left on me. My cheeks, my tits. Marissa lapped up every last bit.

And then I had the strangest thought. It made sense in the moment, that sick, twisted sex logic. I need to return the favor. I pushed Marissa down onto the bed. Gave her my own attempt at a wicked smile. I traced my tongue down her stomach to her pussy. It was neat, the fact that she had no hair there. Not better, but different.

Marissa's cunt hung open, a glob of my brother's sperm leaking out. I licked her snatch from top to bottom. She froze so fast you'd think I'd shot her.

My brother's salty semen mixed with Marissa's heady juices. I didn't like the taste, but I loved what it did to my cousin. Marissa shook and keened. She begged and babbled. Her hands gripping my shoulders. I'd find nail marks there in the shower the next day. Her thighs so tight around my head I worried my skull would burst like a grape.

I kept my tongue pressed to my cousin's pussy till I couldn't taste the semen anymore. Then I drove down onto Marissa's clit. She tightened further, then her body went limp. I'm sure she said something. I couldn't hear it, my ears covered tight by her legs.

I looked up, cheeks sticky with girl cum, and gave the room a stupid grin.

"That was. Fuck," Marissa said, "Fuck you. You've ruined me forever."

"Only fair," I said, "Since you did it to me."

"That was amazing," Liam said.

"I kind of want to go again," Marissa said.

"No," the three of us chorused. I somewhat remember collapsing into the bed. The warm comforter and the soft pillow. Being honest, though, I'm not sure at all how I got there.

I woke up the next morning too hungover to move. Wrapped in body parts that I couldn't connect. Marissa's legs. Logan's arms. And, of course, Liam's hard cock. Pressed against my ass. Like it was always meant to be there.

*

I didn't process what I'd done till I was in the shower the next morning.

I'd woken up with the dawning sun still wan in the window. I realized with a start that we needed to get up before our parents decided to check on us. Naked, post-orgy was something we could not explain away. I extricated myself from the pile, then slipped out to the bathroom. Every part of me felt stiff. Sticky. Even my poor little brain.

As the hot water washed over me, the reality seeped in. Oh God, I'd slept with Logan. Let him fuck me like, I don't know, some kind of cock-crazed slut. Was it bad that my one saving grace was that I'd stopped him from inseminating me? As if my own brother doing it twice wasn't an issue at all?

I heard the bathroom door open. My blond brother entered, and my chest ached at the sight of him. I didn't care about the wet. I threw open the curtain and threw myself into Liam's arms.

"Oh God, love, I'm so sorry."

Liam held me tight as I soaked through his t-shirt. He squeezed me, as if he could sense how much I needed it.

"Just tell me we're OK," I babbled, "I don't care if it's not true. Please just say it."

"We're OK," Liam said. I stepped back and stared at him. The shower water hissed loud behind me. "Are you OK?"

"God no," I said, "I love you. You know that right? Not like, sister love or twin love but love love. Please don't let me ruin that."

"I love you, too," Liam said, a smile forming on his lips. "Come here." He stripped off his shirt and boxers, then led me back into the shower. Pulled the curtain closed, still holding me tight. His strong arms wrapped around me, making me feel safe.

"You want to tell me what's going on?" Liam asked.

"I fucked Logan," I said, "Well, he fucked me. If I'm being honest, I wasn't doing much. But that's not the point. I was with him."

"And I was with Marissa," Logan said, "But you don't seem upset about that."

"Of course not," I said, "We were drunk and you both looked so hot together. I don't care if you... Oh."

"Right," Liam said.

"So, you're not mad," I said.

"Not unless you want me to be," Liam said.

"Fuck, you're so amazing," I said, "I mean, how am I so lucky that someone so amazing loves me."

"I don't know about amazing," Liam said, "I've kind of been acting like a dick for the last six months."

"Yes, what's up with that?" I said.

There was a loud knock on the door.

"Some of us would like hot water!" Marissa yelled. Logan rolled his eyes at me.

"She's so bossy," he said, "Get out of the shower. Cum in my pussy. Lick my clit. Good Lord."

We switched off the water and wrapped ourselves in towels. When I opened the door, Marissa and Logan were both standing in the hallway. Giving us the stink eye.

"Our parents are still asleep," Marissa said. God, what shitty teenagers were we, waking up before our own parents?

Liam and I walked across the hall. He sat down on the bed in his towel. I sat next to him. He held my tiny hands in his -- they looked so pink and weak next to his strong palms and thick fingers.

"On our eighteenth birthday," Liam said.

"You caught Dad with the caterer."

"I did," Liam said, "And it broke me. I wanted to tell you, needed to tell you, but I couldn't. Not because of anything you did. I felt like it was trapped inside me. That knowledge. Eating me alive. And while I know this makes no rational sense because it was my own choice, I started to resent the world for making me keep my secret."

"I understand," I said. And oddly, I did. I could imagine seeing Dad with some woman and wanting to tell everyone, needing to, and realizing that I couldn't. And then, yes, I think I would hate people for trapping me that way. Even if they couldn't know it was their fault.

"Then school was ending," Liam said, "Dad was being a dick and Mom was distant. I felt so alone. And then there was you."

"Me?" I asked. It kept coming back to me.

"You," Liam said. He poked my massive boob.

"Oh. Me."

"You grew those and, suddenly, my sister wasn't my cute best friend who happened to live in my house. She was a woman. A sexy, beautiful woman that I wanted so bad. I knew I wasn't supposed to think of you that way. But I couldn't stop myself. I started to see you in every fantasy. But, of course, I couldn't have you."

"That had to be hard, fighting with your own body like that," I said. I knew it was, because I'd been doing the same. Telling myself that what we were doing was only wrong if I liked it. Or if we did it once, then it was OK but not twice. OK, twice, but not a third time. And on and on I went, like back on that Tilt-A-Whirl. Sick to my stomach yet praying the ride would never end. So yeah, I got it.

"I tried to find other girls attractive," Liam said, "Their tits were too small, or their face wasn't pretty enough, or they weren't as smart as you or funny or sweet. I was comparing them all to my sister and none of them made the cut. I couldn't stop thinking it: she'd be cute if she looked more like Melanie. And yes, I'm calling you that. I don't care anymore. Lemony was my little twin sister. Melanie is the woman I fell in love with. Long before any of this happened."

I guess Lemon was kind of a kid name. And I liked the idea of being able to buy different colored clothing. Still it felt weird when my brother said it. Melanie? Who was that?

"So, I wasn't mad at you," Liam said, "I treated you like that because if I didn't, I was going to be kissing you. Holding you. Loving you. But I'm sorry because that was shitty too. If it makes you feel any better, I was only hurting myself."

"I don't want you to be hurt," I said, "I want you to be happy. I realized that seeing you with Marissa didn't make me jealous because I love you -- your happiness makes me happy. Seeing you enjoy her, that was kind of fun, too."

"And I felt the same about you and Logan," Liam said, "Like I said, sis, I just love to watch you cum."

"So we're OK?" I asked.

"You and me?" Liam said, "Yes, we're OK. Our family? Maybe not so much."

And I knew he was right. Mom and Dad were splitting up. I'd known it for so long, well before my eighteenth birthday, being honest. I'd fought hard to not see it, because maybe if I didn't acknowledge it, then it wouldn't be true. But I couldn't change the world, no matter how much I tried. I could only enjoy the good parts. And I was so glad to share them with the love of my life. My brother.

"So, we're going to keep doing this," I said, standing up. I undid my towel and got out clean clothes.

"Fuck I hope so," Liam said, his eyes glued to my tits.

"And Marissa and Logan?"

Liam shrugged. He stood up and started to get dressed, too. I hoped he didn't see how I was staring at his cock.

"Tomorrow we're going home," Liam said, "This is almost certainly the last TwinCon, or at least the last one like this. Seems a shame to not enjoy our time together. The four of us."

I smiled, broadly. I was hoping he'd say that.

*

That morning, we went downstairs and made breakfast for our parents. The four of us working together, the perfect team. I mixed the batter for pancakes while Logan put bacon in the oven. Marissa sliced up fresh fruit and Liam scrambled eggs.

I went out to set the table, and as I walked past Marissa, she slapped my ass.

"Last night was so much fun," she said. "I hope you enjoyed it too."

I wasn't sure what to say. I bought some time by putting plates down around the table.

So long as Liam was OK with what we'd done, then I was OK too. But I didn't think I should admit to how much I enjoyed it. Or, for that matter, how much it frightened me in the morning. Still, I wanted to show my cousin I was game, so I told her it was nice.

Marissa laughed, throatily. "What is it with you and that word? Some things aren't just nice. They're awesome, spectacular, wonderful."

"Is that how you'd describe being with my brother?" I asked.

"You're not jealous, are you?" Marissa asked.

"No," I said, "I thought it was hot to watch you and Liam together." Which was absolutely true.

"Good, cause you and Logan looked really good, too," Marissa said, "We're just being good siblings -- good siblings share. And fuck. That's my current policy, anyway."

"I can live with that," I said.

"So, you're willing to 'share' more?" Marissa asked.

"Would you just admit you liked fucking my brother?"

Marissa sniggered. "Of course I did. His thick dick is awesome. He's a little talky, though."

"And I liked Logan's long one. He's a little rough, though."

"He liked being with you, too," Marissa said, "I think he has a little crush on you, to be honest. Maybe has for a few years now."

"Are you jealous?"

"Maybe a little," Marissa said, folding napkins and laying out the silverware. "But as I'm sure you've learned, I like it when the wrong stuff feels right."

"So do I," I said. "I think I've found something lasting with Liam. I know that's, like, really fucked up. But I can't stop it either."

"That's OK," Marissa said, "I keep telling you, you're supposed to love your twin brother."

"I appreciate you saying that, Marissa, but no I'm really not."

"You said that you and Liam started to come apart on your eighteenth birthdays, right? You asked if we had a big blowout? Well, when Logan and I turned eighteen, I caught him stroking himself off in the shower."

"How did you...?"

"It doesn't matter," Marissa said. "I saw him, he saw me. We started doing little things. I thought it was playful, flirty. But it kept building and building till one day we were in the garage and he had me bent over the hood of my car."

"Wait, you have a car?"

"I saved up from working at the Genuardi's the last two summers. It's a little sedan thing. Anyway, that's not the point. I've had other boyfriends, Lemony. They were crappy assholes who only cared about fucking me. Like they could stuff my head and hang it on their wall after. The connection I have with Logan, I can't describe it. Except I don't have to because I know you feel the same way with Liam."

"Like we were meant to be together," I said. It was Disney-like love in a very not-Disney way. But I couldn't deny it.

"Exactly," Marissa said, "And maybe we didn't set out to seduce the two of you this summer, totally? But, if anything, you guys only reinforced my feelings. Also, your tits are awesome."

I blushed. That had been coming up a lot lately.

I heard our parents tromp down the stairs and we started to bring out the food. The adults all enjoyed breakfast -- I think they were a little in shock, seeing what we'd done.

Afterwards, I hung back to wash the dishes and Marissa helped me dry.

"So, we're cool?" Marissa asked, looking over at me.

"We have one day left together. I want us all to enjoy it. Liam does, too," I said.

"That's my girl!" Marissa said.

*

Talking about what we wanted to do and finding a place to do it were two different things entirely, however. Both sets of parents insisted we all spend time together on our last day. Marissa gave me a disappointed look, but there wasn't any way around it.

I went back up to the bedroom to collect my things for the beach. A moment later, Liam came in to do the same.

"Hey, Melanie," he said. He bent down and kissed my cheek.

"I'm not used to you calling me that," I said. "Like, it's not my name."

"You said you didn't want things to change, but..."

"I know. They already have," I said.

Liam wrapped his arms around me, tight. He kissed the top of my head. "I'm happy they have. I like fucking you way more than fighting you."

I couldn't argue with that.

We went downstairs and then both families, all eight of us, walked down to the beach together. After the day before, it was nice to be on the quiet beach. To hear nothing but waves and screaming seagulls. We set up near the water. Everyone did their own suntan lotion. We couldn't take risks with the parents around.

I could tell by how my Mom and Dad were looking at each other that they'd been fighting again. I no longer cared. Even more importantly, I didn't need them to stay together anymore. I'd seen the truth of things and I knew that they weren't my destiny. If anything, I wanted them to get it over with so I could enjoy my life.

I pulled off my coverall and lay down on the towel. I was back in another one piece, a bright red one, and it made me feel a little sad. I knew I'd be shopping for more bikinis as soon as I got home.

We spent the morning being wholesome. Jumping the waves in the ocean, playing paddleball on the sand, working on our tans in the sweltering Jersey sun. It was nice, a little reprieve from the bad and the good that was going on in my life. A reminder that normal things happen most of the time, even when it seems like everything's going crazy. I caught Marissa's eye at one point. I could tell she was already scheming ways to get back to the house for some sibling fun. I guess not everyone was as excited as I was about getting normal time with our families.

When it was time for lunch, we opened up the cooler and grabbed sandwiches and drinks. Eating on the beach was strange, it felt like the sand was trying to sneak into my meal any way it could, but it was also nice. The cold cut turkey and hot sun.

There was a loud rattling noise. I looked over to see my Dad rummaging through the cooler.

"Deb, did you see my orange soda?" he asked.

"It should be in there, Gary," Mom said.

"Well it's not."

"Here, let me take a look." Mom got up and dug through the cooler, next to my Dad. "Huh. I must have forgotten. I swear I left some in there."

"Goddammit you always do this!" Dad shouted.

"Do what?" Mom asked.

"I ask you to do one simple goddamned thing and you blow it off."

"I didn't blow it off, Gary, I just forgot."

"Like fuck you did. It's the same thing over and over again. You never fucking listen. It's like that time my car broke down in the rain and you waited over two hours to get me."

"My phone was out of power. And besides, that was four years ago, and this is an orange soda."

"Well fuck you, too!"

My stood there, fuming. I could practically see the smoke wafting off them as they flopped into their respective chairs. The rest of us sat there silent, collateral damage in yet another argument.

For a moment, I felt like having it out with everyone right there. Just pulling the pin and throwing the grenade. At least then I'd be responsible for the explosion. Marissa saw the anger in me though, and she quickly grabbed my hand, pulling me away from my parents.

"We're going to swim in the pool," Marissa announced. She collected her things -- including me, Logan, and Liam -- and started dragging us back to the house.

Mom chased after me. For a moment, she pulled me away from Marissa. "You don't have to leave," she said. I could see the tears forming in her eyes.

"Yes I do, Mom," I said, "I really do."

And I left her there by herself on the beach.

*

Marissa didn't waste any time. As soon as we got back to the house, she took off her t-shirt and kept going. A moment later she was completely naked by the side of the pool, lying out on a lounger. Her pert little tits browning in the sun.

I glanced over at the fencing -- it didn't seem nearly high enough for what my cousin was doing. But I didn't care. I ran the straps of my swimsuit over my shoulders, then stepped out of my suit. I lay down naked on the lounger next to my cousin.

"Woo! The big guns are coming out!" she cheered.

Logan and Liam stripped off their shorts, too, revealing the big missiles I cared more about. We all lay in the backyard, completely naked. Some part of me whispered that I should be ashamed. Look at those tight bodies, it said, and your floppy tits and flabby ass. But I didn't listen. My massive tits were awesome, and my ample ass was incredible. And those trim bodies? They only wanted to be with me.

I rolled off my lounger, then kissed Marissa hard, on the lips. She gasped into my mouth. A moment later her hands snaked into my hair, holding us both together.

"I'm not doing that with you, dude," I heard Liam tell Logan. My sexy cousin shrugged back at my brother. They both stared at their sisters, entranced.

Marissa kissed my neck. Then my chest. Then she latched onto my tit. I moaned as my sharp, pink nubbin slipped into my cousin's mouth. I reached down to play with Marissa's little breasts. They were so perky and tight. I loved her small brown nipples, feeling them stiffen against my palm. I'd always wanted to be my older, female cousin. I guess I would have to settle for being with her. I could take that trade-off.

I pulled Marissa off my tit. She eyed me nervously, but I shook my head. I took her hand and dragged her back to my lounger. Lay back, legs spread.

Marissa smiled at me, that wicked grin, and buried her head between my legs. This whole time I'd been afraid of oral. My God I was so fucking stupid. Being licked was like heaven. The wetness of my cousin's tongue. It was different than sex -- sinking into an orgasm instead of being pounded into one. I loved the difference in sensation.



I felt Marissa lose her rhythm and groan. I opened my eyes and saw that her brother was now standing behind her. Aiming his cock at her pussy. I gave Logan a little nod of permission and he sunk into his sister.

Liam was standing off to the side, watching us. His thick dick in his hand. I motioned him over. Let him feed me his cock.

"Oh, God sis," Liam said, "Your mouth feels so good."

The four of us formed a little fuck machine on the lounger. Logan driving into Marissa while she licked at me and I lapped at Liam. But watching Marissa get fucked made me want the same. And besides, she wasn't working at it nearly as hard now that her brother was fucking her.

I slipped out from under my cousin, let Liam's dick slip from my lips, and got onto all fours, like Logan had me the night before. I waggled my butt in my brother's direction. As if he needed the invitation.

Liam's hardness poked at my pussy, then slid inside. Oh fuck, I still wasn't ready for my brother's thick dick. He immediately began sliding back and forth in me. I was already primed from Marissa's licking, and an orgasm washed over me right then and there.

I felt a thin hand on mine. Both Marissa and I were both on all fours on that poor little lounger. Our brothers both plowing us from behind. I looked Marissa right in the eyes. Saw her cheeks rise red as she came. Her grip tightening on mine. I kissed her lips and all four of us were connected once again.

She broke our kiss, then looked at me.

"Watch this," she whispered to me. "Oh, Logan, baby. You feel so good bare in my pussy. But you know I'm not on the pill. It's my fertile time, and you can't cum in me, OK? Promise me you won't put your brother baby in my little womb."

"Oh," Logan's stroke faltered, "Oh FUCK!" His body faltered as he filled his sister with his seed.

"AH!" Marissa gasped. Her body cinched, then settled. She gave me a goofy, knowing grin. "Gets... woo... Gets him every time."

I didn't mention that it seemed to get her, as well. I could feel Liam slowing in my sex. His grip on my butt got tighter. I could tell he was close, and I'd reached a plateau, too. If he came, though, I knew I'd go over the top.

'It's OK, baby," I told him. "Cum in me. Cum in your twin sister. Please, Liam I need it so bad."

"Oh. Oh GOD!" Liam shouted out. I felt him spurt warm in my cunt. The seed splashing against my cervix. My own orgasm grabbed hold of me. I shook, uncontrolled. The pleasure squeezing me down. As I felt the ecstasy wash through me, I had a strange thought. Liam didn't apologize for cumming that time.

I woke up alone on the lounger. My body splayed in a way I'd never be able to recreate. Arms, legs, even my head, all akimbo. I slowly pushed myself up and saw Liam, Logan, and Marissa all sitting in the hot tub.

"About time!" Marissa called over.

I shook my head. I was thirsty, so I got a drink of water from the kitchen. Then I stumbled back outside and settled into the spa.

"Geez you fucked her hard," Marissa said to Liam. "She can't even walk straight. Good job, bro."

Logan gave Liam a fist bump.

"I choose to believe I allowed my brother to let me feel good," I said, trying to maintain my pride. The truth was, I'd been screwed senseless by my own brother. He owned my body like no other.

We were all naked in the water. I saw both boys had sufficiently recovered from our first go round. Their staffs both stuck upwards in the bubbles.

"Here, try this," Marissa said. She sat up slightly, then leaned back. Her face twisted and her eyes rolled back. "Instant boy. Just add water."

I found a jet of my own and did the same. The pulsing water was not nearly as nice as a hot, hard penis. But it was enjoyable enough. I reached down and found my clit. I couldn't believe, after all that, I was going to cum again. But damned if my body didn't want to. I felt like a glutton at an all you can eat buffet. Demolishing all the cocktail shrimp, then loading up on dumplings. I might be getting addicted to this, I thought, but I didn't stop.

I felt something warm against my cheek and saw Logan standing over me. He had his long dick in his hand, and he was pushing it toward my mouth. I opened, like a good slut, and started to slurp on my cousin. I looked over and saw Marissa was doing the same for Liam.

Both of us girls were getting it from the spa while we gave it to our cousins. Again, sharing our illicit pleasure only made it all the better.

"Your sister is really hot," Marissa said, pulling off of Liam and idly stroking his dick. "You're one lucky brother."

"I know it," Liam said. He was supposed to say a compliment back, I know, but he was too busy staring at my tits to notice.

I started to stroke Logan and spoke up. "Your sister's really hot," I said, "You're one special sibling."

Logan nodded. But I saw in his eyes the way he looked at his sister. They really were in love. Broken, perverted, illegal love. But there it was.

Marissa sat up on the edge of the tub, spreading her thighs. She grabbed Liam and steered my brother's dick inside of her. They both giggled and groaned.

"Your brother's fucking me," Marissa said. "His thick dick is in my bare pussy. He's going to make me cum. My cousin's going to cum in my unprotected little pussy."

And she said Liam talked too much.

Logan pushed me back and started to turn me over onto all fours again. "Oh no," I said, "Not this time." Instead I pushed him so he was on his back, legs hanging into the hot tub. I crawled over him, aimed his dick, then settled down. Fuck that felt so nice.

"I'm screwing your brother," I said to Marissa. "He's going to make me cum so hard and then I'm going to make him jizz all over my massive tits."

I rode up and down on Logan's long cock. I hadn't done it this way before and it was nice, being able to roll my hips and slide my clit however felt good in the moment. My breasts hung pendulous over my cousin and he reached up and squeezed them. I knew I wasn't as good a fuck as Marissa, but at least I had those jugs over her.

Logan mauled my boobs while I pounded his dick. I was definitely fucking my cousin this time, not the other way around. I did him like he did me, just driving onto him -- not even caring if it felt good of rhim. Focused only on my own satisfaction

"Oh fuck! You going to cum for me, baby?" Marissa asked. "You going to fill me up? Cum for me, Liam. Cum in your cousins' cunt. Oh, I need it so bad."

"You... first...." Liam grunted. I saw my brother was rubbing Marissa's clit with abandon. Driving into her, his face screwed up so tight. I swore I could feel the pressure just by looking at him. He was trying so hard not to blow his load before Marissa could.

My petite cousin bucked. Her body flushed red. "I'm... there..." she croaked. Liam drove into her, deep, and held there. He shouted as he unloaded into his cousin. It must have been too much for Marissa because her climax overloaded from a quiet cum to a screaming orgasm. "Oh ffffffffFUCK!"

I think it made Logan a little competitive, because he grabbed my hips and started humping me. Doing his best to drive the action, even though I was the one on top. I reached up and pinched my own nipples, they were aching for it. I rubbed my clitty hard. I worked myself on Logan's dick and finally I came on his cock.

"Oh fuck," I heard him, distant. He pushed me off, my pussy aching at the sudden emptiness. Logan stood over me, gave himself two good strokes, and exploded over me. I opened my mouth, like a baby bird, and let him deliver my meal. Slick and salty, sticky and strange. I let it all pool on my tongue.

I stood up and walked over to Marissa. My cousin already knew what was coming. I gave her a hard kiss and we shared her brother's sperm. White strings spreading out between us.

Marissa broke the kiss and stood up. "Your brother's stuff is leaking out of me," she said, like it was my fault.

"My mouth tastes like your brother's cum," I snapped back.

"You got some on your tits, too," Marissa said. Casually, I rubbed it into my nipples. They stiffened, appreciatively.

I saw the sun was slipping down to the horizon. A sure sign that our parents would soon be home.

"We should probably get cleaned up," I said.

"But I'm horny," Marissa said.

"Rabbits," Liam said.

"Like you're so proper, incest-lover," Marissa said, and gave Liam's hard pec a little slap.

We all stumbled back to the side shower. We tried to make it work for four, but it wasn't happening. It felt more like a frat party prank than the four of us fucking around.

Just as I pulled my cover-up over my head, our parents walked into the backyard. Aunt Tara and Uncle Micah gave us a happy wave and went inside the house. My Dad grumbled and followed them in. My cousins and Liam went inside to get dressed.

My Mom stood there, eyeing me oddly. She took my hand and brought me to sit down on the side of the lounger by the pool. She had no idea how many different sex juices she was wallowing in at that moment.

"I've already talked to your Aunt Tara and Uncle Micah," Mom said, "And I'll speak with Liam in a bit. I just want to say I'm sorry about before."

"It's not your fault that Dad's being an asshole," I said.

"No," my Mom said with a sigh, "But you'll find out when you get older. A couple is made of two people -- it's never only one person's fault."

"Liam caught Dad cheating on you," I said. I hadn't intended to say it, but the words came out. I felt bad. It was Liam's secret to say.

"I know," Mom said. "Well, not about Liam seeing it. But I know your Dad slept with that Lisa woman on your birthday. He told me after. Not in a mean way -- he apologized. Your father knows he messed up."

"But if he knows he did something wrong why is he being such a dick all the time?"

"Like I said, it takes two," Mom said, "I haven't been perfect, either."

"Did you cheat on Dad?" I asked.

"It's none of your business, honey. But no," Mom said, "We're going through a tough time. I'm sorry if you've been caught up in it. You've always been such a buoyant kid. Nothing ever seemed to bother you. I guess I assumed you'd handle this, as well. I know it's not fair. These are our last few months together. I'm sorry they've been so miserable."

"Are you and Dad splitting up?"

"No. Maybe. I don't know," Mom said, "With you and Liam going off to college and me and Gary fighting, sometimes it feels like the whole family is breaking apart. Seeing you be close with your brother this week, with your cousins, it's been nice. Like everything's not completely coming apart."

If my Mom knew how 'close' we all were I doubt she'd still feel the same way. But I just nodded and let her say it. I gave her a hug and told her I loved her. Mom clutched me back. It had been so long since I'd hugged my parents. I was so busy growing up, I didn't realize how much I still needed to be a kid.

*

We went inside and cooked dinner. The next day, we'd be waking up early, piling into the car, and heading for home. It made for a melancholy meal.

After eating, we all sat on the couch together and watched a movie. Logan and Marissa left about halfway through. Liam got up about ten minutes later. Finally, I announced I was too tired to finish and went upstairs.

I went to the bathroom and brushed my teeth. I was already pulling my top over my head as I opened the bedroom door. Marissa was on all fours on top of the bed. Her brother was railing her from behind, while she sucked off Liam.

"Get your cock out of that slut," I told him.

"Sorry, sis," Liam said. He pulled out of Marissa's mouth with a plop and went over to the other bed.

"I'm not a slut, incest-lover," Marissa said, playfully.

"I'm not the only incest-lover, slut," I snapped back.

I finished stripping naked and lay down on my side. Liam slipped behind me. His hardness pressed, where else, into my ass. I reached down and spread my legs, spearing myself on my brother's cock.

"Better than her mouth?" I asked.

"Better than anything in the world," Liam said.

His thick dick stretched my pussy so good. He reached around and squeezed my breasts. In this position we couldn't pound each other, but that was ok. We both watched Logan fuck his sister from behind, savoring the sensation of being connected.

Logan was still doing his sister. Their bodies slapping together. Marissa made little "uhn, uhn, uhns" every time Logan drove home. Her brother licked his thumb and placed it at Marissa's asshole. She groaned as he pressed down, but she didn't stop him.

A moment later, Marissa arched her back and I could tell she was cumming. Logan started to slip out of her.

"Want to... cover you," he said. I had to smile. I guess I'd given him something to fantasize about.

Marissa flipped over, grabbed Logan's hips, and forced his cock back into her pussy.

"Don't you dare," she told him, "Your precious seed only gets planted in one place. I don't care what you do with Lemony, you cum inside your sister."

Logan cackled and humped hard against Marissa. Both of them holding tight onto each other. He roared as he came inside her. Both of them wrapped in ecstasy.

"Show's over," Liam said, "Guess we'd better get going." He pulled out of me and rolled me onto my back. I spread my legs for him, idly stroking at my clit.

My brother's cock filled me again. He moved with an urgency I wasn't used to. Not from Liam, anyway. I got to work on my clit. I felt the orgasm building, but I knew I needed my brother to cum to get there.

"Come on, Liam," I urged him. "Cum. Cum in me."

The world slowed. A realization washed over me.

To that point, I'd seen my brother filling my pussy as a wonderful, pleasurable evil. I knew I was risking something with all kinds of consequences, but I ignored it and hoped it wouldn't matter. Now, though, as I saw the way my brother watched me with so much love, I knew that I wouldn't have it any other way. My brother was going to get me pregnant. It was all I ever wanted.

"Do it, Liam," I said. "Cum in my unprotected pussy. Fill my womb. It's not safe, I know. You'll... you'll put a baby inside me. My twin brother's going to knock me up. And I want it. Please, I need it so bad."

Liam slowed, but he didn't stop. He gave me a funny look, wrapped his arms around me even tighter. Kissed my lips with ever-increasing passion.

"Make a baby inside me," I begged, "Seed me. Breed me. Make me your own."

Liam clutched my ass. Buried his head in my breasts. He cried out, a sweet little sob, and filled my pussy.

The heat of his seed set me off even further than I already was. I'd been cumming like crazy all week. It was nothing like this. I came so hard I lost all sense of things. Higher than high. Deeper than deep. It was almost frightening the way I lost control of myself. Every nerve ending firing out. I didn't so much have an orgasm as I became one.

"Ahhhhhhh my brother's cumming in me!!!!!" I cried out. "Oh YYYYYEEEEESSSSSS!"

I felt my brother's body trembling against mine and I knew he was pouring his essence into me. I could feel it, like his very soul was merging with mine. Becoming one. We were twins: together from the very moment of conception. The fact that we were uniting as one, again, wasn't wrong. It was inevitable. And the pleasure of that union hit me harder than any simple cum ever could.

Liam kissed me, lovingly, as we both came down from our climax. He hugged me close till sense sorted itself back into me. Both of us sticky and sore.

"Well that was kind of awesome," Marissa said from the other bed. Logan agreed, then lay back. His sister rested her head on his chest.

"This is nice," Marissa said. Then she laughed.

Liam wrapped his arms around me. I snuggled into him. Warm and safe.

"I hope it's twins," he said, and gave my tummy a squeeze.

*

The next morning, we woke up before the sun. It was too early for breakfast, so both families piled into the SUV. The four of us smushed against each other in the back row. I was so tired I fell asleep with my head against the window.

I woke up a few hours later with the sun high in the sky. I saw it immediately, of course. Marissa was sitting right on Logan's lap. His fly was open, and her shorts were piled next to her. Honestly, I'm not sure how our parents didn't notice what we were up to all week. Sure there were a bunch of bags and things piled up all around us. But all Uncle Micah had to have done was adjust his rearview mirror slightly and he'd have seen his daughter impaled on his son.

Later, I convinced myself they all knew and didn't care. Even later than that, I decided they were all just oblivious, lost in their own pallid existance. I'm still not sure, but even now I look back and wonder how the hell we got away with everything that happened that week.

Liam was sitting next to me, watching our cousins copulate. His hand was obviously working himself over his shorts.

"Let me do that," I said. I reached down and stroked him off. Marissa's breath hitched and I knew Logan was cumming inside her. I quickly got my brother to the same place. His warm seed covered my fingers.

I held it up and licked it off while he watched. Then he reached over for my shorts.

"Not now," I told him.

"But..."

"It's OK," I said, "I want to save it for later. When you can use your tongue."

Liam smiled at me, excited. "You're the sexiest woman alive, Melanie," he told me. And I felt it in my heart that it was true.

*

We got to Aunt Tara's house around noon. We ate lunch there, but then Dad insisted we should get right back on the road. I hugged Marissa so tight, I felt her back crack. Logan even gave me a kiss on the cheek. The separation hurt my heart more than I can say.

"Well I'm glad that's over," Dad said as we backed out of the driveway. "I have to say, as much as I enjoy seeing your sister, it'll be nice to get back home."

I glared at my Dad through the seats. I know my Mom said he was forgiven for what he'd done, but I felt so angry at him. Nowadays -- now that I'm older, married, with kids of my own -- I think I understand him better. I can empathize with what he was going through.

In the moment, though, I was mad about everything and it stopped me from seeing sense. It would be a long time till I talked to my Dad again. Really talked to him, I mean. Ironically, over time, I started to resent my Mom for her role in all of it. I guess my perspective changed as I got older. What can I say? Relationships don't always make sense.

We got home late that night. Liam and I both packed up our things, our lives, and we went off to college. I saw Aunt Tara and Uncle Micah a few times over the years. At graduation, the birth of our kids. Stuff like that. But it was never the same after that summer.

But it wasn't the last TwinCon.

After the divorce, our parents all drifted apart. But Liam and I stayed in contact with Logan and Marissa. They visited us in college. We even lived in the same city for a few years. We got up to a lot of trouble in those times, I must admit. Even after we were supposed to be settled, mature adults. Our friendship, the four of us, sometimes it feels like it's the best thing in my life. I don't know what I'd do without them. We visit as often as we can.

In fact, Logan and Marissa are walking up to my house right now. We're all going to drive out to Lake George, where we rented a house for the week. Marissa is still skinny, but her hips are a bit wider from having kids. Logan's started to go grey -- I think it makes him look distinguished, but I know he's sensitive about it.

Their twins, Mason and Laura, are following behind them. Mason has grown into such a strapping boy. And Laura's tits might be even bigger than mine. They're both going to school at Northwestern and I hear they're doing fabulous.



Our own twins, Mark and Lilly are running up to greet them. They remind Liam and I of ourselves at that age: both happy kids with light blond hair. Though Mark is taller than even Logan, which is hard to fathom.

We go outside and say hello to everyone. Tight hugs and light kisses. We're standing out in front of the house, all in a circle. Talking and catching up with each other. So excited we can't even bring ourselves to stop and go inside the house.

I look around at our shared family, surrounded by love. I can only imagine what we'll get up to over the next few days. I reach over and squeeze Liam's hand. We've been through a lot over the years, but I love my twin brother more than anything in the world.

"This is nice," he says to me.

I smile and agree. "The nicest."
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Use Your Sisters Instead

Anyone who's read my stuff knows I like it when things get a little goofy. Well this is definitely the silliest story I've written so far. If everything must be super serious, this story is definitely not for you.

Everyone is over 18.

*****

Mary had a problem: her 19-year-old son, Michael, would not stop masturbating.

Mary had never had this problem with Michael's three sisters. They weren't jamming their hands down their pants every free minute they got. Mary, herself, had certainly never done such things. She was sure that her John had not, as well, when he was alive. How else had he gotten her with child in such quick succession? A family of four children in four years was the sign of a truly moral man.

Mary found out about Michael's habit in the usual way. She went into his bedroom to pick up the laundry and there he was, jamming on himself like a deranged animal. It was horrible, and she told him to stop immediately. Mary was angry at her son, of course, but most of all she was scared. She knew what Michael was doing was a terrible sin.

But Michael kept masturbating despite the impending doom it implied. He did his best to hide his activities. But once Mary knew the signs - the closed door, the loud music, the mysteriously sticky underwear and the vast consumption of tissues - she was always able to catch him.

Mary started off being kind. She patiently explained that it was natural for a boy Michael's age to have urges, but that God wanted him to remain pure. Then Mary threatened her son, telling him that every ejaculation would lead him one step closer to eternal damnation. She even tried punishments, ordering him off to bed without dinner as soon as she saw what he was up to. But everything she tried only seemed to make him do it more.

With nowhere left to turn, Mary went to talk to their family priest. She was embarrassed, of course. Admitting that she couldn't control her son, keep him on the moral path, made her feel like a failure. But Mary needed Father Donovan's wisdom more than her pride.

They met in his private office. Everything smelled slightly of old books and fresh potpourri. Sitting on the far side of Father Donovan's oversized wooden desk, Mary told him everything.

"I'm sorry Mary," Father Donovan said, "I know that losing your husband so young was hard for your family. Michael in particular. But masturbation is a sin. God is very clear about this. Man is only permitted to ejaculate inside a woman's vagina. Not in his underwear, a tissue, his own hand, or... Well, anywhere else he might think to put it."

"But he'll go to Hell," Mary said and sobbed.

"That's why he needs your help."

*

The long drive home gave Mary plenty of time to think about her problem. Could she wrap Michael's penis in something that kept him from touching it? What if she made sure someone was watching him all the time? It all sounded so stupid and ridiculous. Mary was failing her son and she knew it.

And then it came to her. Father Donovan had not said that Michael couldn't masturbate. The act itself was fine - it was the result, and what Michael did with it, that was the problem. Mary simply needed the appropriate receptacle for her son's spend. And wouldn't you know it? She had three of them just waiting for her at home.

*

Mary asked the entire family to join her around the kitchen table. The first to come down the stairs was her oldest daughter. Hope was 21, tall and thin with dark brown hair that she always kept tied up in a ponytail. She was wearing a pair of sensible slacks with a sweater over a button-down shirt.

Her middle daughter, Chastity, came down next. She was 20 and about medium height with bright blonde hair that ran in rings to her shoulders. She had a broader build, like her father's. Chastity was wearing a light blue sun dress that probably showed a bit too much of her large chest and shapely legs.

Finally Tabitha, the youngest at 18, entered the room. With light brown hair down to the middle of her back, she was a bit shorter than Chastity and a bit curvier than Hope. Especially in the hips. She was wearing a t-shirt with some cartoon character on it and a pair of ripped up jeans.

All three were very pretty girls - bright. Hope and Chastity were both top of their classes at college nearby, and Tabitha was in line for a scholarship to Villanova. And all three of them were single. It wasn't appropriate for such young women to have boyfriends. But Mary knew each would make an excellent wife sometime in the future.

Once everyone was seated, Mary called Michael into the room. At 19, he was tall and muscular, though often clumsy - like a boy trapped in an adult's body. It didn't help that it seemed like he'd outgrown his clothes overnight. Everything was just a tad too tight on her son's body.

Michael's unruly, curly brown hair bounced as he flopped into his seat. He clearly thought he was in some kind of trouble. Mary smiled - he was going to feel much better once she told him the good news.

"As all of you know, I've been struggling with how to deal with your brother and his little problem."

"Moooom," Michael said, burying his head behind his muscular arms, "Why are you always talking about this? It's so embarrassing."

"If you could control yourself we wouldn't have to talk about it," Mary said.

"It's OK, Michael," Hope said, kindly. She had stepped in as a surrogate second parent for her younger siblings after their father had died. "It's perfectly natural to want to do things like that. Especially as a young man." As always, Hope had a serious look on her face. The archetypal first child - driven and deliberate.

"I agree," Tabitha said, "I've read a lot about it." She was the smartest in the family, though also the most innocent. Tabitha spent so much time behind a screen, she often struggled when she stepped out into the real world.

"Yeah," Chastity said, "Everybody knows boys have to pet the one-eyed snake once a day or they, like, die." That was Chastity - always teasing. She wasn't mean, but Chastity wasn't exactly kind to her kin, either.

"Some people clearly think this is funny," Mary said, "But I know better. At first, I thought that you were innocent, Michael. Naive. Then I believed that you were doing it on purpose. Trying to hurt me and the family. But I've come to understand the truth: you cannot control yourself. And it's my job - the family's job - to help you. To keep your soul safe. That's why I've been talking to Father Donovan."

"Oh my God. Does everyone have to know?" Michael asked.

"Yes God," Mary said, "That's exactly the problem. Father Donovan made it very clear that you will be damned forever if we don't stop you from spilling your sperm all over the house. And unlike some people, I know that Father Donovan isn't the type to say things just to jerk me around."

Chastity giggled.

"In fact, Father Donovan has given me an idea for how we can handle Michael's problem, so it doesn't shoot us all in the face."

Chastity burst out laughing. Her face bright red.

"It's not a joke, Chastity," Mary said, "We're all going to have to work together to make Father Donovan's solution work."

Well, it had been Mary's solution, really. But she felt like the family was more likely to listen if she put a bit of priestly guidance behind her thinking. And Father Donovan had given her the seed of the idea. The room went silent. She had their attention.

"Father Donovan reminded me that the problem isn't Michael's horrible addiction to self-pleasure..."

"Mooooom," Michael groaned.

"...it's what he's doing with the results."

"Look, Mom," Hope said, "We all want to help Michael out, but shouldn't this be a conversation between you and him? I'm not sure why we need to be involved."

"Because you're the ones that have to help him," Mary said.

"Wait," Chastity said, "You want us to like, jerk him..."

"Oh my Lord no! You can't do that to your brother. That would be terrible!" Mary said, shocked. She felt the whole room seem to sigh in relief, "Michael needs to ejaculate in your vaginas, not your hands."

All three sisters went stiff. They looked at each other side eyed. No one breathed, let alone said anything. Mary saw that Michael, however, was staring straight at Tabitha. He was making a very strange face that looked almost like desire.

"Isn't it the perfect solution?" Mary said, "God wants Michael's sperm to go inside a woman. So long as he does that, it's OK."

"You want us to fu... I mean, have intercourse with Michael?" Hope asked. Her voice slipped out like a whisper.

"Oh no, honey. Not at all. Michael will do his thing as usual. When he's ready to go, he'll just finish where he's supposed to. That's all."

"Oh, well if that's all," Chastity said.

"See," Mary said, "Your sister gets it."

"But Momma," Tabitha said, "None of us are on the pill."

"That's exactly right, honey," Mary said, "Birth control is also a sin. No pill or condoms or any of that. But there's such a thing as the rhythm method. Your body is only fertile for a few days each month, when you're ovulating. And we'll know when that is because we can track it on the calendar. Plus there's other signs too. So when you're not safe, Michael will simply use one of your other sisters, instead. That's why all of you have to work together."

"I'm so confused," Hope said.

"It's easy," Mary said, disappointed that her eldest daughter, of all people, didn't get it, "But if it makes you feel better, I'll supervise the first few times to make sure we get it right."

"Mom," Hope said, "I get that you're trying to help. But I don't know..."

Mary's patience finally snapped. "I have had it up to here with the entitlement in this family!" Mary jumped out of her seat, waving her finger at her daughters as she spoke. "I work so hard to provide for all of you. But I ask you to make one little sacrifice, one, and it's too much to ask. Clearly, I've raised selfish, spoiled little brats. If you're not willing to do this for your brother, maybe I should stop doing things for you. College, cell phones, clothes. I don't need to pay for those things. Maybe when you're working three jobs instead of going to class, you'll understand what it means to make concessions for the people you love."

The three girls all looked at each other with scared, tiny eyes. They tried asking more questions, but Mary made it clear that this was the only way forward. Finally, she extracted a promise from each of them that they would help their brother, no matter what. God, what was so hard about assisting a sibling, honestly?

As everyone left the room, Mary realized that her son hadn't said anything at all about her plan. He'd just nodded when she asked him to promise to use his sisters from then on. She supposed that Michael was so ashamed that it had come to this he couldn't say a word. Or perhaps he was overcome with happiness.

After all, Mary had just saved his soul.

*

Mary bought a big calendar and tacked it up on the fridge. Then she made each of the girls mark down their cycles so that they could determine their safe days. You'd think she was asking them to choose which finger they wanted to cut off, for all their complaining.

Mary knew better than to ask Michael to be regular about his activities. They would all have to play by ear and figure things out as they went. Fortunately, all three girls lived at home and they all had different schedules with school, extracurricular activities and, of course, church. That meant at least one sister would be available at all times.

With everything set up, Mary wanted to get things started as soon as possible. Fortunately, her son was on the same wavelength. That very next evening, after dinner, she heard music blaring in Michael's room. Her favorite scented hand lotion was missing from her bathroom. All the signs were there. Mary opened the door and, sure enough, there was Michael lying back on his bed. Pants around his ankles. Penis in his palm.

Mary had heard boys liked to look at pictures when they did it, but her son just had his eyes squeezed shut. His body twisted in rising pleasure. He was whispering a word that sounded a bit like 'Tabitha,' but Mary couldn't be sure.

Michael's eyes popped open when his mother walked in the room. "Holy... Mom! I told you not to bother me when I'm... When my door is shut."

"And I told you what to do the next time you masturbate," Mary said. She crossed her arms with disdain. Michael lay back, looking shocked. His penis was still in his fist, pulsing and purple.

"Well, come on then," Mary said, "Let's get this over with. Unless you need more time."

"No! I mean. No - it's pretty close."

"Good," Mary said, "Let's go find your sister."

"You mean Tabitha?" Michael asked, hopefully. Mary eyed him warily. One sister shouldn't be any more desirable than another. In any case, Tabitha was at volleyball practice and Hope had a night class. But fortunately Chastity was in her room and almost certainly ready to help.

"Maybe I'll wait," Michael said, "I'm pretty sure Chastity hates me."

"Chastity doesn't hate you," Mary said, "She just has a unique way of expressing her feelings." Michael looked ready to protest more, so she grabbed her son by the arm, dragged him out of his room, and marched him down the hall.

"Chastity is going to be so mad," Michael said.

"Of course she won't. If anything, she'd be angrier if you didn't let her help you. You'll see." Mary knocked on Chastity's door (a courtesy she hadn't given her son) and then opened the door.

Chastity was lying back on her bed, reading a book. She was wearing a conservative set of pajamas - red black plaid with long sleeves that almost looked like a little bedroom business suit. Chastity's golden curls splayed out on the pillow behind her.

"What we talked about," Mary said, "It's time." She shoved her son into the room. Michael was completely naked. He kept his head down, avoiding everyone's eyes. He held his erect penis in his hand like it was something that needed carrying. It looked to be about the same size as her husband's, Mary noticed. Perhaps a bit longer and definitely thicker. A very nice penis that would someday give Michael's future wife a lot of healthy babies.

Chastity looked up at her brother in shock. Her mouth moved, like she was trying to spin up a sassy retort, but no sound came out.

"Well, get on with it," Mary said. The siblings stared back at their mother. "Must I do everything? Fine. Michael, you said you were close, so get moving. Chastity, take your clothes off. You need to be ready when your brother is, or this will all be for nothing. Don't just stare at me like idiots. This is what we agreed to - get going!"

Michael began rubbing his hand up and down his member lightly. It didn't look to Mary like he was doing much, but she was willing to concede that everyone worked differently. Chastity lifted her pajama shirt over her head. Her large breasts spilled out.

"Holy fuck, sis!" Michael said, "Nice!"

Chastity gave her brother a look - it was supposed to be nasty, but it came out as kind of pleased. Mary had to admit, her daughter's breasts were quite big. Yet they still had the perkiness of youth. Her little pink nipples poked outward.

It occurred to Mary that her daughter didn't actually need to take her top off for this, but it was too late by that point. Plus it seemed to be working for Michael. He was rubbing himself much faster.

Chastity slid off her pants, then she lay back on the bed.

"Spread your legs a little, honey," Mary said. She stepped forward and pulled Chastity's knees apart. Her daughter's sex was as purple as her son's - her labia hung open and wanting. The strong scent of female arousal filled the room.

"You getting turned on by your sister, Perv?" Chastity asked.

"Oh yes," Michael said, like he couldn't hear the insult. His whole body turned red. He was breathing like he'd just run a race. Michael started to rub even faster - completely focused on his sister's naked body.

"OK, Michael. When you're..."

"Oh FUCK, I'm going to..." Michael tried to jump forward but it was too late. His semen spurted onto his sister's stomach and chest. He groaned as his body jerked, every ejaculation slowly covering his sister's ample chest.

"Ewww, gross!" Chastity said as she was splashed with her brother's sperm.

"You need to cum in your sister, dear, not on her," Mary said, not unkindly, "Don't worry. We'll keep practicing and you'll get it right eventually." She rubbed his head lovingly. Michael looked down at what he'd done.

"Sorry," Michael said, "I'm so sorry." He ran out of the room.

Mary glared down at Chastity. "That wasn't exactly what I meant by being supportive."

"It's not my fault he shot his spooge all over me," Chastity said.

"You didn't have to make him feel bad about it, though, did you?"

Chastity got up and started to wipe herself off with a tissue. She sighed. "Stupid, useless brother."

"We're all learning here," Mary said, "I expect you to be more encouraging next time, OK?"

"You mean, like, beg him to stuff my aching pussy with his huge, hard cock until he blasts me full of his hot, sticky cum?"

"Well, maybe not that encouraging," Mary said.

*

After a little time had passed, Mary went to her son's room and talked to him. She told him that no one was upset. He just needed to learn to time things better.

"With Chastity there naked and watching me. I'm sorry, Mom. I lost control," Michael said.

"I understand honey. And now we know how to fix things for next time," Mary said.

Michael nodded. She thought, for a moment, she saw him smile.

"Chastity is very beautiful, isn't she?" Mary said.

"She's OK."

"And Hope," Mary said, "Don't you think she's pretty?"

"Sure, I guess. They're my sisters. Chastity's so mean and Hope's always being bossy. It's hard for me to think of them that way."

"And Tabitha?"

"Oh, Tabby's gorgeous. Everyone knows that," Michael said.

"Mmhmm," Mary said, "You're a very lucky boy."

"I suppose I am."

*

After the previous day's debacle, Mary knew she needed to adjust her idea of how things would go. Just randomly selecting a sister in the moment was too complicated. They needed to make the process as easy as possible to start with. Later, once they had a system, they could be less organized about things.

She also decided that Michael may have been right. Mary had no doubt that Chastity would be fine in the long run, but she probably wasn't the best choice for a first try. And if the 20-year old blonde had struggled with doing things right, then starting things off with baby, brunette Tabitha was out of the question. Plus Michael's own reactions to his little sister were a bit troubling. This was supposed to be functional, not fantasy.

So, Mary made Michael promise the next day to masturbate at a certain time. He grumbled and complained but he agreed. Then she made sure Hope would be around at the right moment and ready. Mary told her oldest daughter to wait in her room, already naked. Then she went to Michael and told him he could begin.

Mary waited in the hallway while her son went to work. She thought it would be a few minutes, but a good amount of time passed before she heard her son's door open. He was naked again and cradling his penis the same way he had before. It looked a little larger this time, somehow.

Mary led him back to Hope's bedroom. The tall brunette knew to expect them, so Mary didn't bother to knock. She opened the door and shoved Michael inside.

Much like her sister the day before, Hope lay back naked on top of the covers. She was long enough that her feet hung off the end of the bed. Hope was very thin with tiny, barely-there breasts. Her brown hair was still neatly tied back in a ponytail. Hope was very beautiful - all my girls are, Mary thought proudly - and she could see by Michael's reaction to his naked sister that he found her attractive as well. Despite his earlier denial.



Hope smiled at her brother and gestured warmly for him to enter.

"It's OK, Michael," Hope said, "I'm here for you." She opened her legs, raising her knees to give Michael easy access to her sex. Michael stood at the end of the bed, penis in his hand. He was stroking it so fast, Mary could barely see his fist.

"Are you getting close?" Hope asked. Michael just moaned and nodded.

"When you're ready," Mary said, "Don't wait too long like last time."

Michael stepped forward and lined his penis up with his sister's vagina. He did his best to still rub it as he did. Then, slowly, he moved the head so it was lodged in his oldest sister's opening. She made a little "hmph" noise as he entered her for the first time.

"OH! Wow," Michael said, "Hope. You feel so..."

"Much better than a hand, isn't it, son?" Mary said.

"Incredible," Michael said. His eyes filled with wonder at the pleasure he could feel just from being inside a woman.

"Get it all in there," Mary said, "I don't want any to escape."

Michael leaned forward and Mary saw his shaft disappear into his sister's body. Hope bit her lip. Tossed her head back.

"So good..." Michael said. He reached down to start rubbing his penis again but found there wasn't enough shaft to grab. He looked back at Mary with a sad, confused face.

"Pump her," Mary said, "Just a little. To make your stuff come out."

Michael drew back then pushed forward. Hope let out a deep breath as he did so. In. Out. Two more times. Then suddenly Michael convulsed. His testicles jumped upward. And Mary knew that her son was spending inside her daughter.

"Oh YES!" Michael cried.

"MMMmmmph," Hope gasped. Michael stayed in his sister until he stopped shaking. Then slowly pulled back. Mary saw a bit of white liquid leak from the head of his penis.

"NO!" she shouted and shoved Michael back inside his sister. The two siblings stood there, connected, looking at each other almost with wonder. Michael's penis gently pulsed inside Hope. Only after she was satisfied that all of her son's sperm had been left in the proper place, Mary let Michael pull out.

Hope sat up like it was nothing. She grabbed a tissue and held it to her dripping sex. Mary supposed that so long as the sperm was in Hope's vagina initially, God couldn't be too concerned if it leaked out later.

Michael stood over his sister, his deflating penis still in his hand. He was shivering slightly.

"What do you say?" Mary asked.

"Thank you, sis."

"No problem, Michael," Hope said, "Now if you'll excuse me, I have some reading to do for class."

"Excellent," Mary said, "Remember, Michael, if you need Hope again, just let her know, OK?"

Michael nodded, seriously.

*

Now that everything had gone so well with Hope, Mary was ready to try again with Chastity. As Hope had done, the blonde girl got undressed and then waited for her brother to show up. Michael came into the room soon after, Mary trailing behind him.

Chastity's room smelled strongly of her sex again. She gave her brother a smarmy grin, then turned it sweet for her Mother.

"Try not to blow it, little bro," Chastity said.

Mary thought there was little chance of that. Michael had come out of his room much more quickly this time, and Mary thought his penis looked a bit less primed. But she knew that it was folly to assume that every time would be exactly the same. That's why they needed to practice.

Michael lightly stroked his cock, while Chastity slid forward, putting her open vagina at the edge of the bed.

"Remember Michael, just like with Hope," Mary said.

Michael nodded, then fed his penis into his sister's sex. He didn't stop at the head this time, but instead buried himself to the hilt inside Chastity. Then he started rocking back and forth.

The room was filled with squelching sounds as Michael slid inside his sister.

"Ffffff... She's really tight," Michael said, "Feels so good."

"Better than Hope?" Chastity asked, grinning wickedly.

"I'm sure everyone feels different, dear," Mary said, "But also equally as good. Right Michael?"

"Y... Yes. Oh Yes."

"OK honey," Mary said, "Just go ahead and..."

As if on impulse, Michael's arms shot out and suddenly grabbed his older sister's massive breasts. Mary expected Chastity to scream and slap him, but instead she sort of grunted and let him grope at her.

Almost as soon as he touched his sister's chest, Michael's body began to cinch. "Oh... Oh GOD!"

"Is he doing it?" Mary asked.

"Yuh. Oh yeah," Chastity said, "I can feel it spurting in me. I was wrong before. When I said his sperm was icky. It's actually kind of awesome."

"OK, good. Remember not to pull out too soon, Michael." Mary said. Her son nodded as the pleasure washed over him.

*

Mary thought that would be it for the day, but later that night she heard a knock on her door. When she opened it, she saw Michael, standing there and looking pained. His penis peeked through the doorway.

"Oh," Mary said, "OK."

Michael tried to lead her to Tabitha's room, but Mary dragged him back toward Hope's. She knocked on her daughter's door and then opened it.

"Hey, what's..." Hope looked up and saw her naked brother standing behind his mother. Penis at the ready. "Oh! OK, sure."

Hope jumped up and shucked off her pajamas - the same red plaid ones all the girls wore. Then Hope lay back down on her bed, her legs spread lewdly. Michael looked down at his oldest sister and grinned. Without a word, he went between Hope's legs.

Hope gasped as her brother entered her. Michael started pumping right away. Already a veteran. Hope looked over at her mother and made a sour face.

"It shouldn't be much longer, now," Mary said.

"It's not fair," Hope said, "Chastity told me Michael played with her breasts before, but he's not even touching mine.

"Michael, play with your sister's breasts."

"Yes Mom. Sorry Sis," Michael reached over and took Hope's tiny breasts in his hands. He tweaked her nipples, too.

"It's OK," Hope said, "I forgive... OH!"

"God Hope, you feel so good!" Michael shuddered and fell forward.

Hope made a long low whine. Her chest and face went cherry red. Her legs kicked out. Twitched. She squeaked out little sounds and her green eyes squeezed shut. Wrapped her arms around her brother's back and shook.

Mary knew her daughter didn't mean to, but Hope was clearly experiencing an orgasm as her brother filled her with his cum.

*

After it was over, Mary walked Michael back to his room.

"I think we've got this," she told him, "You don't have to come get me every time now. Just grab Hope or Chastity and do what you need to do.

Michael nodded, then leaned down and gave Mary a kiss on the cheek.

"Thanks Mom. I mean... For everything."

Mary smiled wide. She'd really, truly done it.

*

The next afternoon, a naked Michael ran into the living room like the house was on fire. His erect penis flopped comically as he ran

"Mom? We have a problem."

"I thought we solved this," Mary said, pausing her movie. Michael explained that Hope wasn't in her room and so he'd gone to Chastity. But she had told him it was her fertile time. Mary went into the kitchen and looked at the calendar. Sure enough, Chastity would be out of the rotation for a few days.

That meant only Tabitha was left. After everything had gone so well with Hope and Chastity, Mary had quietly decided not to involve her youngest daughter. Now though, it looked like Tabitha was the only option. Mary was glad that Michael had come to her, first.

"I thought it would be best," Michael said. They walked together over to Tabitha's room. Michael's penis seemed not to flag even a little. Oh, to be young again.

Mary went in first and found Tabitha watching a movie on Netflix. The small, brown-haired girl took off her headphones.

"Hi Mom, what's wrong?"

"It's your brother."

"Oh, is it my turn?" Tabitha asked. She quickly stood. "Hope and Chastity told me all about it. I can't wait. I mean, ummm, I can't wait to help my brother."

Tabitha quickly got undressed and lay down in the bed. She really was a mix of her older sisters. She had Chastity's broad shoulders and baby-making hips, combined with Hope's smaller breasts and thinner arms. She smiled, almost eagerly.

Then Michael stepped into the room. He'd clearly been stroking his penis while he waited, and it stuck out angrily. He looked down at his sister and gaped.

"God Tabitha. You're amazing. I mean, even better than I... um. Wow."

Tabitha smiled at her brother, warmly. Then she saw what he was holding and her eyes went wide.

"It'll be fine," Mary said.

"I know, it's just... I've never seen one before," Tabitha said, "At least not outside a textbook. It's a little imposing."

Mary didn't want her baby daughter to have a bad experience with this. If it was too much, Tabitha might not do it again and then they'd be down to only two options. As that day had proven, it was helpful to have a third. Even if it was only for emergencies.

Mary knew that Tabitha was very cerebral, so she wondered if explaining things a bit clinically would help her get over the initial shock. Tabitha nodded. She sat up on the bed. Her little breasts - a bit larger than Hope's, but not by much - hung down as best they could.

"Come here, Michael," Mary said. Her son walked up and stood in front of his baby sister. His sex pointed almost right at her mouth. "This is your brother's penis." Mary gestured at Michael's member, careful not to touch it.

"It's also called a cock," Michael said. Tabitha giggled girlishly.

"When he rubs it, it gets hard. Erect," Mary said.

"Uh huh."

"Would you maybe like to touch it?" Michael asked, "You know, see how it feels?"

Tabitha reached up and grabbed her older brother's penis. His cock, Mary corrected herself. It sounded like a porn word, but if that's what he called it, who was she to tell him differently?

Tabitha and Michael gasped in unison as her tiny hand wrapped around his shaft.

"Oh Tabby," Michael said.

"It feels so warm," Tabitha said, "Soft. But also strong."

"It gets hard so it can go in your vagina," Mary said, "When it's in you and it's your time, Michael's cock will produce sperm and that's how you get babies."

"I know that part, Momma," Tabitha said. She hadn't taken her hand off her brother's cock.

"Well, are you ready to try it?" Mary asked. Tabitha smiled and leaned back, resting her head on her pillow.

"Oh Tabitha," Michael said, taking his penis in hand again, "I've always... I mean, when I would. Back in my room. You were always the one I..."

"You're rambling nonsense, dear," Mary said.

"It's OK, Michael," Tabitha said. "I'm ready when you are."

Michael stepped a little closer to his sister and started stroking, slowly. "It's a little... I just need some more time," he said.

"You could just put it in me," Tabitha said with a grin. "Might be more scientific that way."

"Not till he's ready," Mary said, "You're accepting your brother's sperm so he doesn't go to Hell. You're not fu... Having intercourse."

"Right," Tabitha said, "Duh. Does that feel good, Michael? Rubbing it? I mean, like, in a learning sense. So I know for when I'm married."

"You look so awesome, Tabitha," Michael said, "It feels so good."

"In what way?" Tabitha asked.

"It's just this like building pleasure" Michael said, "I slide the loose skin up and down. It's fantastic. Especially when I go over the head."

"Hmmmm... It did feel really nice in my hand," Tabitha said.

"OK, enough learning time," Mary said, "Let's get this over with. I'm in the middle of a movie here."

"OK," Michael said, "I'm getting close." He moved in front of his sister, and, as before, took his cock and rested it at her dripping opening. Tabitha looked down at their impending connection. Entranced.

Michael started sliding into his sister. "Oh, Tabby Cat, I always dreamed of..." Suddenly he stopped. He'd gotten himself halfway in.

"What's wrong?" Mary asked.

"I don't know," Michael said, looking at his mother in confusion, "There's some kind of barrier there or something. Maybe Tabitha's puss... I mean her vagina. Maybe it's really small."

Mary almost laughed when she realized what he was saying. He'd reached his sister's hymen. Come to think of it, Mary wondered why Michael hadn't had this issue with his other two sisters. Well it was a problem to be pondered another time.

"Can you stroke yourself while you're still in her like that?" Mary asked.

"Not really," Michael said.

"Well, do your best with what you have," Mary said, "I'm sure it'll be enough."

"Yeah, but. I'm worried some of it might spill out."

"Good point," Mary said, suddenly concerned.

"It's OK, Momma," Tabitha said, "He can push it in more. I feel like he can."

"You sure, honey?" Mary asked.

Michael pulled back a bit, then slid forward. "I can feel it give a little."

"Me too," Tabitha said, "Try pushing harder."

"You sure Tabitha?" Michael asked, "I don't want to hurt you."

Tabitha nodded. Michael drew back. This time he really drove into his sister. Tabitha screamed. Michael groaned.

"OH!" Tabitha cried, "Oh fffuck."

"Are you OK?" Mary asked.

"Y... yeah. I did it. His... I feel it shooting inside me."

Michael waited, then pulled out. His penis was streaked with blood. "Oh God. I'm so sorry, sis. I didn't mean to hurt you. I really didn't."

"It's OK, Michael," Mary said, and patted him on the back. Tabitha sat up and Mary handed her a few tissues. Thick, pinkish goo dripped out of her vagina.

"It doesn't hurt anymore," Tabitha said, "Just feels a little weird. Don't worry, I'm sure I'll be ready by the next time you need me."

"Are you sure?" Michael said, "Maybe it's better if I don't..."

"Don't even think it," Tabitha said, "I want to help the family the same as everyone else."

*

Now Mary assumed her job was truly done. All three girls were trained for the next emergency. Eventually, Michael would grow out of this faze and his sisters could stop providing for him. Until then, Mary was happy to stay out of it.

However, unintentionally, Mary had set herself up as the director of this entire project and so she found she couldn't escape her responsibilities. She was in charge of the calendar - the siblings relied on her to "assign" Michael a sister when it was time. Like a dirty maitre d'. Further, since Mary had been present at all of the initial attempts, the children treated her as the expert, the coordinator and, when necessary, the referee.

Still, Mary tried to disentangle herself as much as possible. The next time Michael came to her with a "need," Mary showed him the calendar and explained how it worked. She told him that he, too, could simply decide which sister was the most appropriate and act accordingly.

"I just feel more comfortable when you do it, Mom," Michael said, "When it's me on my own it feels kind of wrong. Pervy. But if we decide as a family..."

"I can't be here every time you need to do your thing," Mary said, "I have to work, too, honey. But I understand you want to respect your sisters. You're being a good brother. I'll do my best to help out when I can."

So, Mary reviewed the calendar with Michael. As it turned out, with Hope out for an early run and Chastity still in the danger zone, It was Tabitha's turn again. Michael's baby sister was going from excused to almost overused. Well, there was no other option - Mary sent her son up to request Tabitha's help.

Mary heard the bedroom door shut behind him. She went back to folding clean clothes. But suddenly she heard footsteps and saw her naked daughter standing over her, looking distraught.

"We need a little help," Tabitha said, her tiny breasts still jiggling from her run over. Tabitha lead her mother into her room. Michael stood to the side looking sheepish. Tabitha jumped back on the bed, knocking her stuffed bears to the side. She resumed the position. Knees elevated. Thighs apart.

"I'm having a little trouble, ummmm. Getting going," Michael said, "I thought I was ready, but when I came in here it just..."

"Then go back to your room until you really are ready," Mary said. She pushed her hair out of her eyes. Seriously? How had this boy been masturbating on his own all this time?

"I can't lie here and wait," Tabitha said, "I have class in a couple minutes. Can't we do something to, like, speed him up?"

Both children looked to their Mother earnestly. "Honestly, you two," she said, "I'm not the expert in these things. But it seems as though Michael is just nervous. Tabitha, honey, are you doing your best to make Michael comfortable?"

"I mean, I guess," Tabitha said, "I was only asking him questions about his penis. Like how it worked, how it felt. Stuff like that."

"Well, there you go, honey," Mary said, "You can't interrogate the boy while he's building up like that."

"Oh," Tabitha said, "I'm sorry Michael. I didn't mean to. What can I do to fix it, Momma?"

"Well, maybe you could do things that would make Michael feel more comfortable. Like, say nice things about him."

"Michael, your penis looks very nice," Tabitha said.

"Thanks?" Michael said. He'd resumed slowly stroking himself, but he was clearly still not at full mast.

"That's a good start," Mary said, "Try saying other things. And use the word cock, your brother appears to prefer it. We should respect that."

"Michael your cock looks really tumescent. I can't wait to have it inside my vagina."

"A little less clinical, honey."

"Maybe you could try, like, touching yourself, too," Michael said, "Not like masturbating. I know that would be wrong. Just, like, little rubs that show you're enjoying what you see."

"That's a good idea," Mary said, "Just don't get too into it, like your brother said."

Tabitha rubbed her little breast, being sure to tweak the pinkish nipple. With her other hand, she reached down and sort of teased at her opening. She clearly had no idea what she was doing, but the young brunette managed to make a believable appearance of enjoying herself.

"Don't forget the talking, dear."

"Oh yes," Tabitha said, "Michael, I know you think about me when you... do stuff. I think about you, too sometimes. Here I am. Waiting for you. Wanting you. Please come give me your cock. It looks so good. I want it so bad."

Mary thought Tabitha's speech sounded pretty forced, but it clearly did the trick for her son. He lunged forward and buried himself in his little sister. She gasped, but it clearly wasn't as painful as the last time. Tabitha looked down, interested at where her brother and she were now joined. She smiled and clapped.

"Yay! Thanks, Momma." Tabitha reached for her brother's hands and pulled them onto her breasts. He squeezed them both, like testing for ripeness. Apparently this was part of the procedure now. Michael moved in and out, then shuddered. He fell forward.

Tabitha giggled. "It feels so neat, erupting inside me."

"Oh yes," Michael said, his head buried between his sister's breasts.

"Well, very good," Mary said, "Just remember what we learned for next time."

Both siblings nodded simultaneously. Michael's eyes glazed over with post-sex stupor. His sister's, though, stayed bright and wanting.

*

Again, Mary thought she finally had things figured out. But, again, Michael ran out to find her when he needed help.

"I thought we talked about this," Mary said, standing over the hot stove and stirring.

"We did," Michael said, "And we agreed that it's creepy for me to just commandeer a sister."

"You're not whatevering your sisters. That's why the calendar is up. It literally tells you who you should go to for help."



"Fine," Michael said. He walked over to the fridge and pouted loudly as he looked. "Ooo, looks like Chastity is back in the rotation."

"There you go."

A few minutes later, dinner was done, and Mary called for the kids to eat. Hope and Tabitha appeared immediately, but neither Chastity nor Michael showed up.

"It shouldn't take so long," Mary said.

"I'm sure that Michael is just doing what he needs to, Mom," Hope said, "We should try to be respectful of their privacy."

Mary gave the girls their meals, but she couldn't stop worrying that something might be wrong. Finally, she gave up and went upstairs. Michael had asked for her help after all - she wasn't snooping, just being supportive.

She found the siblings in Chastity's room. The blonde lay back in front of her brother, but he was just standing between her legs. Mary waited by the doorway. She didn't want to interrupt them unless she needed to.

Michael clearly had one hand on his cock (Mary had decided to use his word for it from then on), but his other was squeezing his sister's ample breasts. He slid from one to the other - cupping, squeezing, pinching at the nipple.

Chastity smiled hungrily up at her brother. Her hands were down at her sex and she was moving them in a way that suggested she was... Oh no. This wouldn't do. It would not do at all.

Mary burst into the room. "Chastity! I've finally got Michael in order and now you're doing the same thing? Come on now dear, you know better than that."

Both siblings froze and stared at their mother. The scent of Chastity's sex filled Mary's nose. The doting mother immediately felt uncomfortable, like she'd done something wrong. But then Mary's righteous anger took over. Why did they all have to act so ill-behaved?

"Well?" Mary asked, "I'm waiting for an explanation."

"We. That is. I mean, Mom," Michael said. His penis slowly deflated in his hand.

"It's my fault," Chastity said.

"Well, obviously," Mary said.

"No no. What I mean is, Michael came in here all good and ready like you taught him. But when he tried to put it in me it, like, wouldn't go. You know?"

Mary gave her daughter a look that said that, clearly, she did not know. Everything had slid in so easily before. What was different this time?

"I was, ummm. God, Mom, I can't believe you're making me say this. I wasn't w... I mean, I lacked lubrication. As Tabitha might put it."

"Yes, Mom," Michael said, "That's exactly what happened. I tried to put it in Chastity but she was dry and so we couldn't."

"Right, so I said, let me get myself ready for you," Chastity said, "That's all we were doing."

"Oh honey," Mary said, her heart suddenly aching for her children, "Of course I understand. It's natural that you're not going to be ready for your brother all the time. But you can't rub yourself like that, dear."

"But it was really painful for both of us," Chastity said. "Maybe if my stupid brother's stupid dick wasn't so big it'd be easier, but what can we do?"

"You need to let Michael do it for you," Mary said, "He should get you ready before he puts it in you."

"Oh yes!" Chastity said, "Mom, that's a great idea."

"Just make sure you show him what to do, first," Mary said

"Right. Don't just squeeze my tit, you big dope. You're not milking me. Reach down and put your finger here," Chastity said. She dragged her brother's hand down below her blonde pubes. "Yes, there you go. That feels... OH!"

"Sounds like you're more than wet enough," Mary said. She saw the look on the siblings' faces and decided to step away. They needed to adjust to doing this on their own. Still, she waited by the door, leaving it open a crack to listen, just in case anything went wrong.

"I'm going to put it in you now, sis," she heard Michael say.

"Yes. OK," Chastity said, "Just keep rubbing there. Yes. That way I don't, ummmm, get dry again all the sudden."

"S... sure thing," Michael said. "Feel good now?"

"Y... yeah. I feel it. Feel myself getting... Rub faster."

Mary heard squelching sounds as Michael worked at his sister. If Chastity was really having this much trouble, it might be a medical issue, she thought. Or perhaps maybe she should buy some lube. All three sisters might need it at some point.

"Give it to me," Chastity said, "Faster... ah... ah... OH! OH FUCK!"

Mary peeked into the door and saw her son shaking as he came. Her daughter was trembling, too. Her body seemed to judder with every one of Michael's ejaculations. Back arched. Blonde hair hanging down. Large breasts shaking. Mouth open in a silent scream. Then, Chastity's body relaxed and she dropped back to the bed.

Chastity looked so pretty in that moment, Mary thought, her chest shiny with sweat. Michael stared down at his sister, gasping. Chastity smiled and reached up, patted him on the cheek.

"Good boy," Chastity said, "Giving me all your cum."

Mary had to agree. She wondered what had gotten into Chastity, acting so sweetly with her sibling.

*

Over dinner, Mary made sure that Chastity shared their new ground rules with the group.

"Lubrication is very important," Mary said, "I don't want any of you getting hurt by not following proper behaviors. Just remember to make sure Michael does it for you. Try to think about it as a kind of tit for tat."

"Oh I definitely have a tit for his tat," Chastity said.

*

The next morning as she walked past Hope's bedroom, Mary couldn't help but hear Michael talking to his sister.

"Like this?" he asked.

"Slower," Hope said, "And not so hard. You're rubbing my pussy not grinding a garlic clove."

"Chastity likes it this way," Michael said with a bit of a whine.

"Well Chastity's snatch must be made of steel or something cause that fucking hurts," Hope said.

"Sorry," Michael said.

"Oh, it's OK, Honey. I know you're just learning."

Mary carefully creaked Hope's door open a little more, so she could see what was going on. Hope was in the usual position on her back. Michael leaned over her. He had one hand on Hope's little breast, the other down at her juncture. His penis was practically forgotten.

"Up a little more," Hope said, "Yes. Feel that little nub there? It's my clitoris. It's what would be my cock if I was a boy. Just think of it as my magic pleasure button. Put your thumb right there and... OH! Little less pressing, but more rubbing. Side to side. Yes."

"Chastity was already going by now," Michael said.

"Good for Chastity."

Mary leaned into the room. Careful not to be noticed, anxious not to miss a moment. As much as she wanted to leave this project to her children, Mary found she was strangely disappointed whenever she missed one of their sessions.

"Oh, that's nice," Hope said.

"Is your brother doing a good job for you?" Michael asked.

"Ssssssooooo good."

"You think I can put it in you now, Hope-y?"

"Definitely."

Michael took his hand off his sister's little breast, but Hope stopped him. "Here, let me get that for you," she said. Then she reached between her legs and aimed Michael's cock at her opening.

"Hmmmmm," Hope groaned and kind of giggled as her brother filled her. "Won't be long now."

Michael stroked in and out of his sister, then stiffened. Mary knew all the signs. Hope's chest flushed. Her legs tremored.

"Ohhhhhhhhhhh... FUCK!" Hope cried out. Michael groaned and that was it. The two of them strained against each other in orgasmic bliss.

Michael stayed inside to his sister as they both came down. Hope stroked Michael's face. His arms. Lovingly.

Mary realized as she watched them - her children all seemed to be getting so much closer. It felt like they'd all been fighting forever. Especially after John died. But these little moments of kindness were happening more and more.

They really were acting like a family, now, and it made Mary swell with joy.

*

That evening, Mary came home from shopping to an empty house. She thought the kids must have all gone out. Then she heard voices coming from Tabitha's room. Mary felt a little frustrated. They knew they were supposed to come and greet her first thing when she got home

"Hey kids!" Mary said, opening the door. They all stared up at her, looking surprised and a bit embarrassed. Like they'd all been up to something. Tabitha lay back on her bed, completely naked. Michael stood over her, holding his cock. Well that was a normal sight. Mary had to laugh to herself - somehow they'd reached the point where this was perfectly normal

No, what made it so surprising was that Chastity and Hope were also in the room. Both girls were fully dressed, standing on either side of Tabitha's bed.

"Oh, hi Momma," Tabitha said, "We didn't hear you come home."

Mary sighed and stepped into the room. She closed the door behind her.

"We thought it would be a good idea to help," Hope said, "The whole lubrication thing. We wanted to make sure our baby sis was comfortable."

"We knew the two of them might screw up the screwing," Chastity said, "If you know what I mean."

"Well, I must say I'm very pleased," Mary said, "How supportive you are of your little sister. But I hope you aren't putting too much pressure on Michael."

"Oh no, I'm OK Mom," Michael said. His erection poked outward. "I know my sisters can take care of me."

"We were just about to get started," Chastity said, "You want to stay and help?"

"I'd just be in the way," Mary said and started to slowly back out.

"No, I want Momma to stay," Tabitha said with a bit of a little girl whine.

"Well, if it'll make you feel more comfortable," Mary said, "I'll just stand back here and let you girls take care of it."

"Right," Hope said, "Let's pick up where we left off. Michael you were about to start rubbing Tabitha's clitoris."

"He's got to find it first," Chastity said.

"Be supportive, dear," Mary said. Chastity just shook her head with disdain.

"Don't forget to put your hand on my breast," Tabitha said. Michael reached with his left hand and found Tabitha's tit.

"Don't be afraid to give it a good squeeze," Chastity said.

"Just not too hard," Hope said, "Good, now reach down and find that little knot of nerves. Just like I showed you. Don't get frustrated if it takes you a little bit. It can be a bit tricky."

"Maybe with your itty bitty clitty it can," Chastity said, "Me? You can't miss it."

Tabitha gasped.

"I think he found the right spot," Hope said.

"Definitely," Tabitha said, "Now what?"

"Just sort of rub it back and forth," Hope said, "Michael, try different speeds and patterns till you find something that works."

"Remember," Mary said, "You're just trying to make sure Tabitha is wet enough to take Michael's cock."

"Uh huh," Chastity said, "Don't forget about her tits, doofus."

Tabitha groaned. "That feels really good. But now I think I want something inside me, too."

"OK, Michael that's your cue," Hope said. Michael took his hand off Tabitha's clitoris and reached for his penis. Tabitha's crotch bucked and she cursed.

"Don't stop!"

"Sorry," Michael said, "I was just..."

"As always, I have to do everything," Chastity said. The blonde girl reached over and grabbed her brother's cock. Then she fed it into her baby sister's sex. "There you go," she said, and patted Michael's ass. "Give it to her good."

"Yes," Tabitha said, her voice just a breath, "Give it to me."

It was not unlike rubbing his belly while patting his head, Mary reflected. Michael had to run his hand side-to-side on his sister while pushing himself back and forth.

"Oh..." Tabitha said, "Oh fuck! I f... I feel. Something's building. I think I need to stop."

"It's OK, Tabby Cat," Hope said. She reached down and ran her fingers through Tabitha's hair. "He's almost there."

"Trust me," Chastity said, "Building is a good thing."

"N... Not like this. I feel like this kind of pressure," Tabitha said, "I think I'm going to pee."

Michael looked over at his sisters. His eyes questioning. But he didn't stop sliding in and out of his sister.

"Oh God," Tabitha said, head rolling back and forth. "Feels so good. Don't want him to stop but I..."

"Maybe we should..."

"Oh no!" Tabitha cried. A splash of almost-clear fluid shot out of her vagina and splattered on her brother's bare chest.

"Oh YES!" Michael groaned and let his own liquid loose into his younger sister. The siblings seemed to be matching each other, blast for blast. Tabitha's eyes rolled back into her head. Her breasts wobbled and she howled her pleasure.

"CUUUMMMMMMMMMIINNnnnnnnng..."

Finally, Tabitha's screams started to subside. The two of them slowly straightened.

"Wow," Chastity said.

"Oh Michael I'm so sorry," Tabitha said, "I just lost control."

"It's OK," Michael said, "Kind of neat, actually."

"I can't believe I peed on you," Tabitha said. She really seemed upset.

"I don't think that was urine," Hope said.

"You're a squirter!" Chastity said.

"What's that?" Mary asked. She was concerned for her baby girl now. If she had some sort of strange condition.

"I've seen it online," Chastity said, "I mean, I've read about it. Some women produce liquid when they orgasm. It's a totally natural thing, I promise."

"I'll have to look that up," Tabitha said, her intellectual curiosity overtaking her embarrassment.

"I'll send you some sites," Chastity said, "Real educational stuff."

"Well I think you both should clean off," Mary said, "And then come down to supper."

*

After dinner, Mary enlisted Michael to help her do the dishes. They both stood over the sink - Mary washed while Michael dried. It was an old routine she used to do with her husband and now sharing it with Michael felt very comforting. Domestic.

Since it was just the two of them, Michael felt able to confide in his Mother. "You were right," he told her, "What you said before - my sisters really are stunning."

"I'm glad you agree," Mary said. She handed him a dripping bowl and he toweled it off.

"Tabitha's soooo beautiful. But now that Chastity's being nice to me, I'm finding that she's really fun to be around. And Hope, I don't know, I saw her as this authority figure. But she's become more like a best friend. Like I could trust her with anything."

"I'm glad to hear that," Mary said, and she was.

"Like you said, I'm a lucky guy." He handed her the dish towel. She looked up at him confused.

"We're only half done," Mary said.

"Got to go," Michael said, "All this talking about my sisters - I think it's time for me to 'use' one of them. If you get my meaning."

Mary certainly did. She sighed and finished the dishes by herself.

*

Finally, it seemed that they'd settled into a regular routine. A few days went by without Mary seeing or hearing much of anything. It was almost as if Michael had stopped entirely, though Mary was pretty sure that was impossible. More likely, the siblings were finally starting to learn to keep things quieter.

Then one morning Mary was making breakfast and she heard shouting coming from the dining room.

"Well maybe that's because he likes me better," Chastity said.

"That's ridiculous," Hope said.

Mary stepped back from the stove and walked into the other room. Both girls were still in their matching plaid pajamas. Chastity leaned back in her chair looking pleased with herself. Hope was standing, hands down heavy on the table.

"We both know he comes to me more often," Chastity said, "Cums more, too. Maybe we should start calling you 'Nope.'"

"Last night he was drooling all over my tits, not yours," Hope said

"I'll bet," Chastity said, "With your little boobs he was probably starving for more."

Hope shrieked and leapt around the table. She grabbed Chastity's pajama shirt by the lapels and lifted her sister up out of the chair, snarling.

"Girls!" Mary cried out before she even realized she was ready to speak, "What in the Lord's name are you two doing?"

"Chastity's saying that Michael likes her better," Hope said. She still had her sister by the shirt. Her knuckles white.

"It's not my fault I have the better body," Chastity said.

"Well, I'm definitely better than you at making him happy," Hope said, "He knows when he needs someone to take care of him, I'm the one to go to."

"And when he wants a good fuck," Chastity said, "He goes to me."

Hope growled and pulled tighter. Chastity screamed and reached for Hope's hair.

"Both of you stop it this instant!" Mary said. She stood there fuming till the girls let go of each other. They slinked back to their sides of the table, glaring each other down.

"First of all," Mary said, "No one is fucking anyone. Understood? You're helping your brother. Just sticking a dick in you for a minute is not having sex. Trust me."

Both girls nodded. Mary could see the muscles in Hope's arm slowly start to relax.

"Second," Mary said, "Michael loves both of you very much. Chastity, I know that Michael goes to you when he needs a pal, someone to laugh with or watch a movie. But Hope, you and I both know that when Michael wants to be comforted, or if he really needs advice, he turns to you. That doesn't mean he loves either of you less. Just different."

"But Moooom," Hope said, "Michael really does go to Chastity more than me."

"I'm sure it feels that way, but I bet if we really looked it'd be equal. Plus, Hope, you just had your fertile time last week, so Michael was probably avoiding you a bit more. As he should. And don't forget, you both also need to share with Tabitha. Now, I want this to be the last time I hear of this. Understood?"

Both girls nodded sullenly. Mary went back into the kitchen to finish cooking. Later in the day, though, she took Michael aside and talked to him. They agreed that he needed to do a better job of spreading the wealth. And Mary knew that he would honor that. He really did love his sisters too much to intentionally hurt their feelings.

*

Mary was wrong about one thing, though. The siblings were graduating to full on sex. It wasn't an immediate change over. Not at first. But Mary kept getting hints - from hearing and watching and just from the way they all talked. Michael was spending less time getting himself ready and more just going in to his sister's rooms to get his relief.

It was natural, Mary supposed. Why resort to a fist when a perfectly good vagina was waiting? In some ways, Mary was glad. Michael was learning not to masturbate but, rather, to look for an actual woman. So she didn't exactly discourage the behavior as it became more common.

Everyone still acted under the pretense that Michael was rubbing himself to almost-orgasm, then finding a sibling. It was just that 'almost' was getting a wider and wider definition. Then, the inevitable happened.

Mary was downstairs doing the laundry when she heard Tabitha call out. She walked up and called back. "Tabitha, honey, what's wrong?"

"Momma, Michael's fucking Hope!" she shouted. Mary marched down the hall and swung open the bedroom door. There was Michael, between his oldest sister's long legs, just sawing back and forth. Tabitha stood to the side, gesturing like a ringmaster at the sibling's performance. Wide eyed at what was happening.

"Oh my," Mary said. Michael grunted, but he didn't slow his pace one bit. He was totally naked. His toned bottom jiggled slightly with every push. Michael's hands gripped his sister's hips. Hope rocked back and forth on the bed. Her brown hair went everywhere. She made a little grunt each time her brother bottomed out in her.

"You said he was supposed to only do the end part," Hope said, "But he came in here and just stuck it in me."



"Michael is this true?"

Mary heard footsteps echoing down the hallway.

"No way," Chastity said. She stood behind her mother, staring in wonder at her brother and sister on the bed.

"I'm sorry, Mom," Michael said, "I was in my room and feeling, you know. I was going to start rubbing but I know that's wrong. And then I thought, well, doesn't this solve the problem completely?"

"Well..." Mary said, starting to feel herself pulled towards saying yes. I mean, I guess I should be proud of the boy in some way.

"M... Mom?" Hope asked.

"He's not hurting you now is he?" Mary asked.

"Oh GOD no," Hope said, "Though he is... uhn... neglecting his lubrication duties."

"Sorry, sis," Michael said. He let go of her hips and started massaging her breasts.

"Oh, that feels great, Michael," Hope said, "But I'd like it if you touched a little lower, too."

Michael obliged. He took one hand and started rubbing between his sister's legs. She moaned appreciatively.

"Well as long as you're not hurting her I guess it can continue, for now," Mary said, "Just don't do it every time."

Given permission, Michael and Hope seemed to speed up. Their movements became more frantic. The sounds of their sex grew louder and less restrained. Instead of just lying back, Hope moved her butt up and down to match her brother's rhythm. Her sex hungrily stretched around his cock.

"But Mom," Chastity said, "It's not fair that Hope gets to fuck Michael and we don't."

"Yes," Tabitha said, "It seems like something we should each get to experience."

"I don't know..."

"It's OK," Hope said, her body bouncing, "OH! So good! Michael c... clearly knows how to treat his ssssssiiiiiiisters."

"Fine. It's agreed," Mary said, "Now let's give them some privacy." She herded the two girls into the hallway and carefully closed the door behind her.

As she walked down the hall, she heard the telltale sounds of the siblings' shared crescendo.

*

Mary had to run errands that afternoon, but she came home to quite a sight. Chastity was bent over the couch, completely naked. Blonde hair ran like waterfalls onto the cushions. Her prominent posterior hung over the armrest, lewdly displaying her vagina. Chastity had bragged to Hope before that her clitoris was easy to find and Mary saw that her daughter wasn't kidding. Chastity's little man in the canoe was more like a giant in his yacht.

Michael stood behind his sister, just as naked. He had his hands on her hips and was lining his cock up like he was about to penetrate her.

"Oh, hey Mom," Hope said. She was sitting on the couch by Chastity's head, lightly stroking her sister's golden hair. Hope was fully clothed, but Mary could see that telltale flush running up her daughter's neck. "We're just doing our sibling duties."

"Um, I can see that," Mary said. She almost dropped her groceries to the floor. "But do you think, maybe, it might be better to, you know, do this someplace more private?"

"It was way easier to fit everyone out here," Tabitha said. She was standing by her brother's side, also still completely dressed. She had on her glasses and seemed to be studying the entire act like it was a new science project. Mary practically expected her youngest daughter to have a notebook and a pen.

Mary wanted to complain, something about this seemed particularly unwholesome. She couldn't say where it crossed the line exactly. The public aspect of it, perhaps. But then she'd already given them permission for that. The way all three girls were getting along, helping their brother, Mary was almost proud. From a certain point of view.

"Can we get on with this?" Chastity asked, "This isn't exactly comfortable you know."

"Quit complaining and take your brother's dick like a good little sister slut," Hope said, giving Chastity a light slap on her cheek.

"Hope!" Mary said, "I won't let you speak to your sister that way."

"Oh, I don't mind, Mom," Chastity said, "It's part of my ummm, lubrication process."

Mary looked over and, sure enough, her daughter's vagina certainly seemed ready to take a penis. The lips were dark and hanging open. A thin line of girl drool dripped down to the carpet.

"Girls, I'm sorry," Mary said, "Something about this seems off."

"Well, why don't you stay and supervise Mom?" Michael asked.

"That would be great Momma," Tabitha said, "That way you can correct us if we do anything wrong."

Oh Lord, preserve me. "Well, OK. I guess."

"Excellent," Michael said, "Tabby Cat, will you go ahead and do the honors?"

Tabitha gave a little curtsey and stepped forward. She took her brother's cock in her hand and hung the head in Chastity's opening. She did it daintily, like hanging a dress that she wanted to keep wrinkle-free for a fancy evening.

Chastity made a little grunt as Michael started pushing forward. From this position, Mary could easily see Chastity's vagina stretching to accommodate her brother's thick, purple pole. Michael sighed, content, as his testicles bounced against his sister. Fully buried between her legs.

"God that's nice," Chastity said, her voice muffled by the pillows. "You may be an idiot, bro, but you have the best cock."

Michael slapped his sister's ass. "Damn straight. About the cock part, I mean. Not the stupid thing."

"Seriously," Chastity asked, her voice muffled by the cushions, "You're making my point for me."

They moved in silence for a while, creaking against the couch. Michael ran his hands down his sister's flanks. Tabitha watched them both, intently. Sometimes bending down to get a different angle. It really felt like some sort of strange demonstration. Human Reproduction 101.

Michael moved almost gracefully in his sister. He was clearly trying to be gentle.

"Jeez, are you trying to tickle me or what?" Chastity asked.

"Language, dear," Mary said.

"Well then tell Michael to quit messing around and fuck me," Chastity said, all pretense of propriety gone. "I can barely feel what he's doing right now."

"This is how Hope liked it," Michael said.

"Well save it for when you're with her, then. I'm a real woman and this pussy needs pounding."

"Every woman is different, Michael," Mary said, "You need to respect what Chastity is doing for you, by understanding her unique needs."

"Oh OK," Michael said. He started to pump Chastity faster. His thighs slapped against his sister's ass. Squelching sounds filled the room. Mary could smell Chastity's unique, feminine scent. There was something sort of beautiful about this, in a way.

Chastity reached back like she was about to rub herself, then stopped. Hope noticed her sister's dilemma. "Michael don't neglect your sister."

"I can't reach under her in this position," Michael said.

"I told you this was stupid," Chastity said.

"Shut up, slut," Michael said and slapped Chastity's ass so hard it left a hand mark on the cheek, "Take it like a good sister."

Mary gasped but Tabitha held her back.

"Part of her...?" Mary asked.

"Yep," Tabitha said, then shrugged. "I don't get it, but then, Chastity doesn't wet herself every time she orgasms, either. Like you said, everyone's different."

Michael was really plowing his sister now. Chastity's face pushed uncomfortably into the cushions. Rather than using his sister's hips to steer her, Michael was now holding on to them like handrails. As if he might collapse without them. His breathing coming in great gulps.

"Is he getting close?" Chastity asked, "I'm getting close."

"Well, Michael? Are you?" Hope asked.

"Uh huh."

"Well, OK then. Answer your slut-sis when she asks you something," Hope said.

Michael reached his hand forward and found his big sister's large breast. "Holy fuck I love your big boobs," Michael said.

"That's why she's our Chas-titty," Tabitha said, giggling. Michael, spurred on by holding his sister's breast, began frantically driving in and out of his sister.

"Ohhhhhh YES!" Chastity cried, "Harder, dammit! No, not my tit, dummy. My pussy. Goddammit, give it to me."

"Ahhhh... Getting close," Michael said.

"About fucking time," Chastity said, "I've been waiting forever to burst. Now fill me up. Give it to me good. Give to meeeeeee!"

Michael gasped, then roared. "I... I'm doing it, sis. I'm stuffing you full!"

Chastity was clearly cumming with her brother. Her mouth open in a silent O. Her head tilted to the sky. They both seemed locked in that moment, frozen in their ecstasy. Then it cracked and they both fell back. Michael bent on the ground. His sperm dripped down his sister's leg.

"Oh!" Tabitha said, "I'll get that." She reached with a tissue and scooped up Michael's spend. Michael stayed curled on the ground. Chastity stood up on shaky legs. Hope helped hold her up, and the two of them slowly made their way back to the bathroom.

Mary looked at what her life had become and sighed. Well, she thought, at least that ought to hold them for a while.

*

After dinner, Mary got caught up in a show and stayed up far too late. She snuck upstairs, but saw a light escaping under the door to Michael's bedroom. Mary knocked - she hoped her son wasn't up late, troubled with something.

She needn't have bothered. Instead, she found Michael laying back on the bed. Hope firmly planted on her brother's cock. Her body hung over him. He was holding her tiny breasts in his hands while she slowly rode up and down on his member. Chastity was sitting next to them on the bed, naked as well. Watching intently.

"Lord, don't you ever stop?" Mary asked, "It's two in the morning!"

"Shhhhh, Mom," Chastity said, "You'll wake Tabitha."

If their mother's presence bothered them, the siblings didn't let it show. Hope continued to ride her brother, moving almost sensuously - snake-like, Mary thought. Michael's head rested against the pillows, eyes slammed shut.

"Michael couldn't sleep," Chastity said, "And my pussy. I mean my vagi..."

"It's fine," Mary said, "Pussy is fine."

"Right," Chastity said, as if adding it to her ledger, "Well it was really sore from earlier today. So Michael agreed to suffer with second-best."

"Shut up!" Hope said, trying to slap at her sister, but she missed. Mary noticed it didn't slow Hope's humping one bit.

"You're saying that I shouldn't put down Tabitha so easily?" Chastity asked.

"You're not... second best, Hope" Michael said. "You're practically perfect."

"Oh, I know, baby," Hope said. She rubbed Michael's head affectionately.

"I don't know, bro. Hope is nice and all, but don't you wish those tits were a bit more of a handful? And that little clit. I'm surprised you can even find it most times."

"Oh, he can find it all right," Hope said, then she shuddered as her brother did just that.

The three of them all kept going, as if they'd forgotten Mary was in the room. She cleared her throat and finally the siblings froze.

"It's just all these positions," Mary said, "What's wrong with lying back and letting your brother give you his cum?"

"Michael was really tired, Mom," Hope said, "I told him he needed release before he could sleep, but he wouldn't do it unless I helped him. You know Michael. He can be very stubborn."

Mary stood there, in a bit of shock. The siblings took her silence as permission and Hope, once again, began riding her brother. She leaned forward, letting her tiny breasts drag over her brother's chest and the two started to move more erratically. Urgently.

"Going to cum!" Michael cried. His sister straightened like she'd been shot. Her whole body trembled and her chest turned red. Then she fell forward and rested her head on Michael's shoulder. She reached up and petted her brother, lovingly.

"Thanks for my midnight treat," she said, then kissed him on the forehead. It all felt very matronly, to Mary. Sweet in a strange sort of way.

Hope carefully climbed off her brother. A splatter of sperm dripped out of her and onto Michael's chest, but he didn't notice. He was already dead asleep.

"I still say he'd have been happier cumming in me," Chastity said.

"Chastity stop teasing your sister," Mary said

Hope shushed them both. "Please be quieter. It took forever to get him down."

"Fine, we'll talk more about this in the morning," Mary said. The two girls nodded sullenly, then all three of them tip-toed out into the hallway.

*

The next morning, while Michael slept soundly in his room, the rest of his family ate breakfast together in the kitchen. Mary was glad to get some time alone with her daughters. Her plan had been working so well, but now it seemed to be spiraling out of control. Yes, Michael was almost certainly not masturbating. It was probable that he wasn't even touching himself, which was amazing - a goal she could never have even have hoped for.

But this craziness with the 'lubrication process' and doing each other all over the house. And did they really all need to be together every time?

"We thought you'd be happy," Tabitha said, "We're supporting each other."

"And it's not always all of us," Hope said, "Tabitha wasn't there last night."

"I'm still sad I missed it," Tabitha said.

"It was nothing," Hope said.

"You can say that again," Chastity said.

"Shut up, Chas-titty," Hope said, taking a playful swipe at the middle sister. Then she turned to Tabitha "Michael was cranky before bedtime."

"God, why does he always fight sleep when he so clearly needs it?" Tabitha asked.

"Please let me talk," Mary said, "I'm glad that you're all working together to help your brother, I really am. I just wish you could be more wholesome about it."

"We don't want to upset you," Hope said, "But we also think we should be able to decide what's best for us."

"You're always welcome to come watch, Momma," Tabitha said, "To help, like, answer questions and stuff. We want you to be a part of this."

"Watch?" Mary asked. That sounded uncomfortably close to something inappropriate in and of itself.

"Look Mom," Chastity said, leaning forward and looking as serious as she'd ever seen her blonde daughter, "You pushed us into this and we agreed. Now it isn't enough unless we do it your way? No. You made it our job and so you have to respect how we go about it. Unless you want us all to stop entirely?"

Mary thought about calling Chastity's bluff. But she decided it wasn't worth it. Like they said, she was getting what she wanted. Did it really matter all that much if it wasn't happening exactly as she'd hoped?

"Of course," Mary said, "You should do what you think is best."

"Thanks Mom," Hope said. They all shared a hug. Then Tabitha went upstairs to wake Michael for his morning 'exercise.'

*

When Mary came home that night, she again found all her children on the couch. It seemed this was their new favorite spot, like a flock of geese landing in the middle of some random corporate park every spring.

All four siblings were naked. Michael was on his back on the floor and Tabitha was on top of him, like Hope had been before. Except Tabitha was facing towards Michael's feet. She was bouncing up and down, sort of distractedly.

Chastity sat by Michael's head. Her massive breast hung over his mouth. It looked a bit shiny, as if it was covered with his saliva. Chastity had a bit of a sour look on her face when Mary caught her eye. The blonde made a deep sigh and shifted slightly, as if uncomfortable.

Hope knelt at Michael's feet, facing Tabitha. She held each of her baby sister's hands and she was speaking low, encouraging her.

"That's good, Tabby Cat, keeping going up and down like that. Try to lean forward a bit more. Like I showed you," Hope said. She looked up, "Oh, hey, Mom!"

Tabitha did her best to turn around while still sitting on Michael's cock. "Hi Momma," she said, "I'm so glad you're here. Hope is assisting me with Michael."

"I can see that, dear," Mary said. She did her best to keep her expression neutral. She'd agreed to... well, whatever this was. All that time she'd wanted to shed her responsibility, but now that the kids had taken control she felt forgotten. Left out. "Don't let me stop you," she said, wistfully.

"OK good," Hope said, then told Tabitha, "Now try doing it on your own. How's that?"

"Reaaaaallllly good," Tabitha said, "There's like this... spot in there. His head keeps rubbing against it every time I move and it's like... FUCK. Lightning in my pussy."

"That's your g-spot," Chastity said. She kept looking at Michael and then back at Mary. As if contemplating something.

"It's, like, the other side of your clitoris," Hope said.

"God, I can only imagine what it would be like to stimulate both at the same time," Tabitha said, "Too bad Michael can't get it from there."

"Oh, I can do that for you," Hope said. She let go of one of Hope's hands and reached for her younger sister's sex. Mary stifled a gasp. This was clearly them testing her. They didn't actually want to do these things. They were pushing boundaries. Making sure she'd keep to her bargain. That was all.

Tabitha moaned as Hope made contact. She started moving up and down faster, like rubbing herself between the rock and a hard place of her brother's cock and her sister's fingers. She reached over to Hope and started returning the favor. The tall brunette sighed as her youngest sister touched her precious center.

"Fuck it," Chastity said. Facing his feet, she straddled her brother. Chastity then wrapped her arms around Tabitha. Rubbed her youngest sister's breasts from behind as she slowly lowered her sex onto his mouth.

Mary waited for Michael to say something. Instead, he tilted his head up and started to lap at his sister's eager quim. "Fffffffffffuuuuuuck," Chastity said, "Finally found a use for that big mouth of yours."

"Mmmhmm," was all he could say.

They had become like one huge monster, the four of them. A creature made of writhing arms and legs. Heads buried against each other. Only capable of moans and whimpers. Slowly sliding across the living room floor. Crawling towards forbidden euphoria.

Tabitha increased her pace on her brother's cock. Her movements got more desperate. Driven. Her sisters manipulated her from both sides. Hope shook as Tabitha rubbed her. Chastity trembled on her brother's tongue. And then suddenly the four siblings started to tremble as a massive shared orgasm rolled through them.

It started with Hope. She made a noise like she'd burned her hand on the stove. A loud "hssssss AH!" Her chest and face flushed. Hope's orgasm dominoed into Tabitha's. "Oh FUCK!" she bayed up at the ceiling. A burst of clear liquid shot out from her sex and spattered her sister's bare breasts. Michael grunted under Chastity, who suddenly bent back, mouth hanging open. A chorus of ecstatic cries and elated sobs. Gradually they slowed and carefully leaned back against each other.

Tabitha looked down at Hope, covered in her sister's girl cum. "Oh God, Hope, I'm so sorry," she said, sounding near tears.

"Oh, it's fine, baby. It's beautiful," Hope said and hugged her sister tight.

"You manage to fill our sister up, Michael?" Chastity asked.

"I sure hope so," Tabitha said, "It's already leaking out of me. There's too much for my little pussy."

"That's all I've got," Michael said.

"Better not be," Chastity said, "My pussy is expecting her own delivery before the day is done."

Tabitha's sisters released her, and she fell sideways. A river of her brother's sperm seeped down her leg. Hope fell forward and hugged Michael.

"Such a good job," Hope said, "I knew you could do it." She kissed his head in that motherly way again.

"You think that was good, you should try his tongue," Chastity said.



"It couldn't be better than his cock," Tabitha said, "There's no way."

Chastity slowly stood, her legs trembling slightly under her. She went over and gave Mary a kiss on the cheek. "So, Mom, now that Tabby's pussy's been fed, what's for dinner?"

*

Mary woke up earlier than usual, needing to pee. She rolled out of bed and made her way through the dark house to the bathroom. The sun wasn't even over the horizon yet, but the kids would all have to get up for school soon.

As she opened the door, she heard the hush of running water. Looking through the tinted glass doors of the shower, Mary could barely make out Michael and Chastity. The blonde's legs were wrapped around her brother's waist. He was pummeling her into the tile wall. The two of them grunting and gasping.

Mary didn't want to wait, so she quietly sat down and used the toilet. She watched as the two of them humped almost violently. Too involved in each other to even notice she was there.

When she was done, Mary stood up and then slowly made her way out of the bathroom.

"I'm going to fucking CUUUUUMMMMMMMM," Chastity screamed as Mary carefully closed the door behind her.

Later that afternoon, she came upon Michael sitting in front of the computer. Tabitha was sitting on his lap. Her bare breasts bouncing. The desk chair squeaked rhythmically along with them, telescoping up and down as brother and sister railed each other. Tabitha was gasping, "hu HU hu HU hu HU." Panting like she was having an asthma attack. Desperate for breath.

After Mary passed, she heard the squeaking stop, replaced by her youngest daughter's orgasmic howl.

"Oh Tabby, you feel so goooooood!" Michael yelled.

That night, as Mary went off to sleep, she heard Hope's bed banging against the wall. She couldn't help but satiate her curiosity. She found Hope on top of Michael - her favorite position apparently. Michael leaned forward, his mouth wrapped around one of his sister's little breasts like a baby at the teat.

They were locked together in a way that made it hard to move, so they just slowly rocked against each other. Like a steam engine gradually building speed. Hope ran her hands through Michael's curly hair. He hugged her close as he could. The two of them trembling in each other's arms.

"Getting close," Michael whispered. He snaked his hand down to the juncture where brother's cock met sister's pussy.

"That's a good boy," Hope said. She stiffened. Her chest flushed. "Ahhhh, that's a good BOY! Give your big sister everything you've got."

Mary carefully closed the door behind her. This was her new normal, she supposed. And she was surprisingly alright with that.

*

Tabitha looked down at her pussy, confused. It was early morning and she was still naked. All the girls had started sleeping that way, just in case.

Usually Tabitha's vaginal secretions were whitish, like a pale match of what her brother produced. And unless he was in the room with her, Tabitha rarely got very wet from just walking around. Sure, she was used to being drippy a lot of the time now, but this was somehow different.

That morning, Tabitha felt like a leaky faucet. Her legs already slick with her essence. And the fluid coming out of her was clear and more slippery than usual. It was all a bit strange, Tabitha had to admit.

She decided it would be best if she passed Michael off that day. Just in case. If there was something wrong down there, it would be a mistake to do something that might make it worse.

Just as Tabitha resolved to tell Michael to use a different sister, she heard him bang on the door. It wasn't a set signal, really, but she knew the sound all the same. He was there to take care of his needs. Tabitha opened the door, not bothering to cover herself. She was careful not to hurt her brother's feelings, but she told him she wasn't feeling well and asked if he wouldn't mind trying Hope or Chastity.

"Fuck," Michael said, "Neither of them are around. I guess I can go rub it out this time. We've been so good lately. I'm sure it'll be fine."

"No," Tabitha said firmly. She could picture the talking to she'd get from Momma if she didn't let him in. Whatever was wrong, it couldn't be worse than sending her older brother to Hell. "I'm happy to help out. Let me get ready."

Tabitha climbed up on her bed and lay backward. It felt a little comforting to go back to the old standby. They'd been doing all kinds of things in all sorts of places - lying back on the bed felt almost quaint.

Michael shucked off his clothes and then stood on the edge of the bed. His penis pointed out proudly.

"Did you... prepare?" Tabitha asked.

"No," Michael said, "Haven't even touched it."

"Awesome. I want this to last."

She reached down and took his cock in her hands. "God, I love my biiiiiig brother," she said. She really meant it, too. Before all this - before Momma had told them about her plan and they'd all started taking care of their brother - Tabitha had always felt close to Michael. More than what she'd felt for Hope (who was always so patronizing) and Chastity (who was always so mean).

Michael was different. He cared about her. Legitimately cared. There were times when she'd even thought he might have feelings for her. The kind a brother shouldn't have for his sister. And then, as she got older, she began to think that she might have those same feelings, too.

Of course, now, those desires felt perfectly ordinary. Natural, really. Tabitha studied her brother - his toned, muscular body. Deep brown eyes and playful, curly hair. And, of course, his cock. His wonderful, fantastic, oh-so-pleasing penis. Like it had been created just to cause her joy.

"Oh, Tabitha," Michael said, "You have no idea how badly I used to want you. Lying back in my bed. Picturing you. Us. And now to be with you, here. It's like a dream. Better than a dream. Best."

"I didn't know then, but I wish I did," Tabitha said, "I wish I could go back to that girl and tell her to get right into her brother's room. His bed. I wish I knew how much I wanted you. Needed you. You'd have had my virginity the day I turned 18. The fucking minute. I swear I'm sorry I made you wait so long."

"You gave it to me in good time," Michael said and smiled, "I can hardly complain about that. Now, you want me to get you ready?" Michael asked. He started to kneel down. Tabitha had learned to love Michael's licking, but she thought about her dripping pussy and decided not to risk it.

Besides, the sooner Michael put his dick in her, the sooner she would reach her pleasurable apex. God, how was she going to live without this once she went away to school in a few months?

"It's OK," Tabitha said, "I'm already excited just by looking at my big brother's big cock." She took his member - so hard, so soft - and placed it at her pussy.

"That's my baby sis," Michael said. He shoved himself in to the hilt, like it was nothing. Usually, even after a licking, it took a little effort to work himself into her. Michael looked down at his sister in amazement.

"What's wrong?"

"Just thinking about how lucky I am to be with you. To feel your pussy squeeze my cock. Fill you with my cum."

"Oh you like how I squeeze your cock, huh?" Tabitha asked. She bore down on the warm, hard invader in her snatch.

"Oh FUCK!" Michael cried. "What the hell was that? I almost came right there, I swear to God."

"Kegels," Tabitha said, "Pussy muscles. I've been reading about them."

"You've got to share that book with Hope and Chastity," Michael said.

"Oh hell no. I've already got too much competition as is with your darling Hope and horny Chas-titty."

"She's not my darling. I love each of you. You know that. And I love your little boobs," he said. He reached over and squeezed them, being sure to pinch her nipples. Tabitha felt the pain shoot down to pleasure in her dripping puss.

"Yes - show me," Tabitha said, "Give your Tabby Cat her delicious cream."

Michael smirked. He drew back slowly, then entered her again, lovingly. "You want the Hope way?" he asked. Then he slammed into her hard. "Or the Chastity?"

"Oh!" Tabitha groaned, "Give it to me my way. My way only."

"That's my girl," Michael said. He began plugging her. Varying his strokes between long and short. Hard and soft. Reaching down and smearing her clit with his hands.

Michael had become quite skilled, Tabitha thought. But this was even beyond what she'd come to expect. It felt like her whole body reacted to every thrust. Sparks raced down her arms. Her legs. Her pussy clamped down, squeezing every bit of her brother's beautiful dick. God, if sex with Michael before had been like touching pleasure - reaching it - then this was like bathing in euphoria. Immersing in it. Drowning.

Tabitha screamed. She whimpered. Words came out that made no sense. Exclamations of incredible bliss. Her brother was doing something to her she couldn't comprehend. And all she could think about was that his cum was coming. His beautiful bounty of sperm that would take her to an entire new level of heaven.

Sperm, she thought. She was so used to fucking without consequences. It reminded her, suddenly, of what the act was supposed to do. Put her brother's baby inside her. Would that be so bad? She pictured herself swelling with life. Life that her own brother had given her. For a moment her traitorous mind wished for that. Wanted it. More than anything in the world.

"Going to cum," Michael said, as if he could sense her aching need.

"Oh Michael, I want it," Tabitha said, "Want it so bad."

Michael buried his head in his chest. His movement slowed.

"I... Tabitha," he mumbled into her chest, "I love you. You know that? Not like a brother. But more. I think... I think I always have."

"I know," Tabitha said, "I love you, too."

Michael began to shake, tremble. His enormous fuck stick lodged itself right in Tabitha's cervix. Then he threw his head back and bellowed. Tabitha's own orgasm built and built but then stopped. Right at the edge.

She felt that odd pressure at her pussy - almost like peeing, but far more pleasurable. Her brother's first hot burst blasted into her pussy and Tabitha felt like her whole body was about to shatter. Explode from the inside out.

"Oh, ffffffffFFFFFFFUUUUUUUUCK!" she screamed. Gouts of her cum blasted out - long hot streams. This time it really felt like an unending flow. Fountains of girl goo. An ocean washing over them both. Tabitha swore she was soaking her brother. The bed. Her peak felt different somehow. Even better than ever before. The ecstasy burst right off the top of her head.

Michael's own liquid heat filled his sister's pussy to bursting. Tabitha swore there could be no more, yet it kept coming. A tsunami that picked her up and carried her away. Wave after wave of indescribable bliss. His fertility overflowed her pussy. Pushed past her cervix. Battered her womb.

"I love my baby sister," Michael said, over and over. "I love you so much."

Finally, the two siblings disentangled. They looked down at each other, sticky with cum and sweat and started to laugh.

"Wow," Tabitha said.

"That was incredible, Tabby Cat," Michael said, "Clearly I've been underestimating my pretty kitty."

For a reason she couldn't explain in the moment, Tabitha leaned over and kissed her brother right on the mouth. They'd done almost everything, but never crossed that line. The kiss felt far more erotic, dangerous, than anything they'd done to each other before.

It felt right.

*

After that day, though, Tabitha felt off. Just little things. She told herself it was the intensity of the orgasm that she and Michael had shared. He had broken her brain.

But the strangeness stayed with her. She started struggling to concentrate in classes. Her stomach felt slightly sour, as well. Then her period decided to pass on its monthly visit. Just never bothered to show up. And then Tabitha really did feel sick to her stomach.

When she was able to stop throwing up, she went out and bought a pregnancy test. As if she didn't already know. Another month went by. Another missed period. She was sure she was starting to show.

Then one day Hope caught her crying in the bathroom. This whole thing with Michael, it had changed all of them. A few months ago, Hope probably would have told her to stop sobbing or to "grow up." Now, her eldest sister rushed in, held Tabitha close, and asked what was wrong.

"Is it Michael?" Hope asked, "Did he do something to you?"

"No," Tabitha said, "Yes. Oh God."

Hope walked her down to the living room. Chastity was already sitting on the couch. It felt strange for them to all be together fully clothed. What a weird world I'm living in. Tabitha sat down. She eyed her older sisters nervously.

"It's just the three of us," Hope said, "Michael's at class and Mom's at work. Whatever you say, it never has to leave this room. So, whenever you're ready."

"I'm pregnant," Tabitha said, the words spilling out of her. Like a confession in a bad police drama.

"I know," Chastity said. The two girls looked at their blonde sister with surprise. "I don't know how. I just do. Sister's intuition. I figured you'd say when you were ready." Chastity had changed, too. She'd gone from merciless enemy to unyielding ally. Her toughness something to be treasured rather than feared.

Tabitha knew that Hope would always comfort her, but Chastity would kill for her. It made for an incredibly comforting combination. I'm such a lucky girl, Tabitha thought.

"What happened?" Hope asked, genuinely concerned. She reached across and stroked Tabitha's hand.

"I don't know," Tabitha said and started to sniffle, "I followed the chart and everything."

"Oh, I know you did honey," Hope said, "I know someone at school. They can fix this."

"No!" Tabitha pushed her sister away. "I can't. I won't."

"OK," Hope said, "Of course."

The three of them sat in the living room and cried together. Hope hugged her baby sister tight and told her, "It'll be fine. I promise." She said it over and over. As if wishing it to be true.

"Yes," Chastity said, "We'll work this out together. Like always."

*

After they both walked Tabitha back to her room, Chastity pulled her older sister aside. "We have to help her."

"No shit," Hope said, "If Mom finds out, she'll blame Tabitha. You know she will. She'll say Tabby read the calendar wrong or, worse, that she did this on purpose. Mom - family means the world to her. But this? It's too much. We'll be lucky if she lets us say goodbye before throwing our baby sister out on her ass."

Chastity flopped down in the hallway. Buried her head in her hands. "Family," she said, "Yeah..." Then suddenly she looked up at her sister and smiled. "I have a plan," she said, "But you'll probably think it's nuts."

Hope listened to what her sibling had to say, then nodded. "You're right. It's insane. And that's the best thing about it."

*

The next day, after they were sure Mom and Tabitha were gone, Chastity and Hope cornered Michael in the kitchen. He was eating a bowl of cereal.

"You're going to take a break," Chastity said.

"From what?"

"You know."

"Wait, seriously?" Michael asked, "I don't know if I can."

"You will," Chastity said, she leaned over Michael, putting her arm right by his head. The message was clear.

"I promise there's a reward for you at the end," Hope said, "But if you care about us at all, you'll stop."

"So, go back to rubbing?" Michael asked.

"No," Chastity said, "None of it. Full on celibacy. You so much as touch your dick and I swear to God I'll cut the damn thing off. You got it?"

Michael stared from one sister to another. He gulped and nodded.

Hope watched him as he walked away. "Jeez, if we had thought to do that six months ago we wouldn't be in this mess."

*

Two weeks went by. Chastity had expected Michael to struggle, but she couldn't believe how hard it was for her to quit completely. She'd gotten so used to his cock. She almost broke a few times. Maybe just oral, she told herself. But no. She had to stay strong for her sisters.

They chose an auspicious day in many ways. Tabitha had her first doctor's appointment and Mary was out for dinner with a church group. They would have hours to themselves.

Chastity agreed to take the lead. She led Michael down to the living room and sat him down on the couch. Hope took his left hand. Chastity held his right. The abstinence really had an effect on their little brother. He was practically shaking just from their touch.

"I was going to give you a whole speech. Kind of let you in easy. But the truth is I think it's far kinder to come out and tell you," Chastity said. Michael looked from sister to sister. Eyes wide with fear.

"Tabitha's pregnant," Chastity said.

"Oh fuck!" Michael said.

"Pretty much."

"What happened?" Michael asked, "Did we screw up the calendar or..."

"I wish I knew," Chastity said, "But your sister swears she followed it and she's pretty damn smart. Maybe the rhythm method isn't as foolproof as Mom thought. Or maybe we did the days wrong? Who knows?"

"Is she going to...?"

"She wants to keep it and we support that."

"Yes," Michael said, "Me too." Chastity couldn't help but feel warm in her heart for how her brother was handling this.

"Tabitha's at the doctor right now, getting checked out."

"God, Mom's going to freak," Michael said, "She'll disown her. Disown us."

"And that's what we wanted to talk to you about," Hope said, "I don't need to tell you that nothing's more important to Mom than family. After Dad died, she was terrified that we'd grow up. Move away. And she'd lose us all forever. Chastity and I talked and we both agreed that while Mom would never forgive you and Tabby, she'd have a much harder time kicking out all four of us."

"But, only Tabitha is..."

"Right now," Chastity said, "But we're going to fix that. Right now."

Michael's eyes went wide. His sisters stood up together. Chastity took off her shirt. Her pants. Hope did the same.

"The only way to save the family is to make a new one," Chastity said. She reached back and freed her massive breasts. Hope let her little titties out, as well.

Michael looked up at them like they were goddesses. "That's why I had to wait? So you'd both be..."

"Fertile," Hope said, "Yes. And we wanted to make sure you'd be ready, too. Lots of little brother spermies to make lots of little brother babies."

"So let's stop fucking around and get to fucking," Chastity said, "Your big sisters have some eggs they need fertilized and they need it right fucking now."

Michael practically leapt off the couch. He ripped off his shirt and pants. Threw his underwear across the room.

"You seem to be OK with this," Chastity said, leering.

"Oh yeah," Michael said.

"We may have to try multiple times," Hope said.

"I'm willing to make that sacrifice," Michael said.

"That's what we thought," Chastity said. "You're up first, Hope-less."

"Pretty sure I'm about to be Hope-full," Hope said, "So shut your sperm hole, Chas-titty." Michael started to lie down so Hope could get into her favorite position. But instead she surprised him by getting down on all fours, presenting her pussy to him.

"You sure?"

"Works for animals like Chastity," Hope said, "Should be good enough for me."

Michael got down on his knees. His penis was as hard as he'd ever felt it. Like it could smell his sister's waiting womb. Hope wiggled her ass at him.

"Do you want me to warm you up a bit?" Michael asked.

"Oh GOD no," Hope said, "I've been ready to go for two weeks. Get that thing in there and give it to me good."



Michael smiled and shoved his cock into his sister with one shot. "Oh FUCK I've missed that!" they both screamed at the same time. Michael wasted no time in screwing Hope. Pounding into her with an urgency she'd never experienced. Like he needed to burst inside his sister the way he needed to breathe.

Chastity crawled over to them both, her pendulous breasts practically dragging along the carpet. "My baby's going to be so much better than yours," she told Hope.

Hope rolled her eyes. "Shut up and let me get you ready for your turn," she said. Obediently, Chastity lay down under her sister. Hope immediately started lapping at her sister's cunt.

Michael kept going like there was nothing else in the universe. Something about the way they were positioned - he was hitting the perfect spot and it shot straight to Hope's head. "Ffffffffuck that's nice," Hope said.

Michael reared back and slapped her ass. "No talking with your mouth full," he said.

"I'm going to be the mother of your child," Hope said, "You'd better treat me right."

"I'm sorry Hope-y," Michael said, cowed. He reached around Hope's thigh and found her clit. He started rubbing her in time with his thrusts.

"Ooooooohhhhh... Come on bro. Fuck me. Fuck me hard. I'm so close. You going to get there with me brother? You going to follow your big sister like a good boy?"

"Almost there," Michael said.

"Come on little bro. Give it to me. Give me my baby!"

Michael stiffened, then went off. His balls emptied upward, and a stream of sperm shot straight past Hope's cervix and into her womb.

"Ohhhhhhh...GOD! He's doing it! My brother is knocking me up!" Hope screamed. Her whole body shook. Her face and chest went practically purple. Pleasure arced through her body. A series of rising explosions until she felt like her whole body was going nuclear.

Michael fell forward. Hope wrapped her arms around him. Her legs. They kissed each other on the lips. Tongues twisting.

"Oh, God," Michael said, "Oh Hope. I love you so much. I'm so happy we're doing this. Like it's making our love real."

"I love you, too baby brother," Hope said, "Thank you. Thank you for your seed. Your love. Everything."

They stayed close as long as they could, like they couldn't bear to have one part of themselves not touching the other. Chastity looked down and felt, really, for the first time, jealous. Not of her sister. Not really. But of the honest affection that Hope and Michael clearly shared. And suddenly Chastity didn't want to fuck Michael any more. She wanted to love him.

Chastity lay down on her back and spread her legs. "My turn," she said. Michael crawled over to his sister. To her happy amazement, he still looked plenty hard.

"You have any left over in there for me?" she asked, giving his cock a little squeeze.

"There's always more than enough for all my sisters," Michael said.

Hope rolled over onto her side and looked over at the two of them, affectionately. Her eyes were unfocused, still lost in the after effects of her orgasm.

Michael bent down between Chastity's legs. He guided his penis into his sister's snatch. Then Chastity wrapped herself around him. At first it was slow, caring. Chastity bathed in the pleasure of each little movement. Feeling every bit of her brother's cock as it slid back and forth in her tight, dripping sheath.

Chastity understood, then, what Hope had been all about. She could glory in every moment. Savor it. Michael's fingers dancing over her body. Every delicious thrust. It really was wonderful.

Then that was enough of that.

"This is nice and all," Chastity said, "But it's time for you to fuck your sister."

Michael cackled and then the two of them started rutting on the floor. He sucked her breast into his mouth. Bit the nipple. Pinched her clit and slapped her ass. But no matter what, he kept plugging her dripping hole with his penis. Chastity felt the first orgasm roll up almost immediately. Her back arched and her mouth opened. A little hiss escaped her lips.

Then she came again. And again. She'd never multipled before. But now that the orgasms were rolling she found she couldn't stop and so she just kept climaxing like an avalanche down an ever-steeper hill. Her body crying out for her brother's seed.

Chastity felt Hope kiss her lips. Heard her brother moan. It was all in a different place, outside her reality of constant cums.

"Chastity," Michael's voice finally broke through, "I'm getting close. I... I'm going to cum in you. Fill you up. Are you sure, Chastity? You want your big dumb brother to cum in your unprotected pussy?"

"You're not dumb," Chastity said.

"I'm not? Maybe I should pull out. Keep you from passing on my doofus genes."

Chastity couldn't help but smile to herself. Now that he had her where he wanted her, Michael was going to extract his revenge. She could almost be proud of him, if he wasn't so frustrating in the moment.

Chastity reached up and grabbed Michael's skull so hard she felt like it could crack. "You are smart and sexy and practically perfect," Chastity growled, "I want your baby so bad. I'm just... I'm lucky. OK? Lucky to have all of you. Now give me your fucking cum before I have to squeeze it out of you."

Chastity reached back and tugged at her brother's balls to make her point. Michael winked at her and nodded. "I love you, too, big sis."

Chastity let go and dropped back to the floor. "Then sh... show me. Fill me with your stupendous sperm."

"OK... Just get ready to cum with me big sis. Going to be a big one. Need your help to get me there."

"OK," Chastity said. She looked and saw that Hope was holding Michael's hand. Stroking it. "Yes," Chastity said, "I can do that. Together then."

Chastity felt her brother's cock start to swell inside her, incredulous that he was somehow going to help her reach an even higher level of pleasure. But then she felt her insides fill with her brother's cum and it happened.

Chastity's body cinched upward. A long loud scream escaped her lips.

"OOHHHHHHHhhhhhhh FUCK! My brother's fucking filling me up!! Oh fuck YES!"

Chastity pressed her lips to Michael's, hard. Like her tongue could not go deep enough in his mouth. Aftershocks racked her body as an impossible amount of sperm seemed to empty into her. Michael shouted his pleasure. Howled and cried.

"I love my brother so much!" Chastity screamed. They held each other tight, shaking. Chastity felt Hope wrap herself around them. Embrace them both. It was finished. Done. Chastity had no doubt her brother had made her a mommy.

"I love you too," Michael said, "I love my sisters so very, very much."

*

Nine months later.

Mary parked the car in the visitor's lot, then she and Michael walked up to the hospital. The morning was cold and her breath was cloudy. Bright yellow-red sunrise filled the sky. If this didn't feel routine already, Mary thought, well it was going to soon.

"Well I hope you're happy with yourself," Mary said. Her feet crunched on the gravel beneath them.

"Are you going to ask me this every time?" Michael asked.

"I will until you give me a straight answer."

"I'm fine, Mom," Michael said, "I'm happy. That should be enough, don't you think?"

"Father Donovan doesn't think so," Mary said, "He thinks we're all hedonists or worse. Like this whole thing wasn't his idea in the first place."

"How'd he find out?"

"I'd think it would be obvious after a time. All three of them, Michael. Seriously."

"It's not so bad," Michael said, "Really it's not. If you'd like, I'd be happy to do the same for you."

"OH no. Four kids are more than enough for me, thank you very much. Let alone grandkids. Don't worry, you'll see for yourself soon."

*

They went into Hope's room. She was wearing nothing but a hospital gown. Her tall, thin body, held the pregnancy well. Her stomach only stuck out slightly. She finally had the bigger breasts she'd always wanted.

"I'm going to go find Chastity and Tabitha," Mary said, "Check in on my new granddaughter. You two try to behave while I'm gone."

Michael sat down next to his oldest sister and sighed. The heart monitor beeped soothingly in the background.

"Mom's taking this pretty well, all things considered," Hope said.

"Like you predicted," Michael said, "Family first. Always. Worked out pretty well, though, don't you think?"

Hope paused. She eyed her brother suspiciously. As if seeing him for the first time. "You planned this from the start, didn't you?" she asked.

"Yes - I started masturbating knowing that I'd eventually get to impregnate my sisters," Michael said. He looked down at her dubiously.

"Not that, obviously. But after. When Mom started her whole 'use your sisters' policy. You knew. She made all those ridiculous requests. The whole time we argued, you sat there silent. I thought you were resigned. Embarrassed. But that wasn't it, was it? You saw what she was giving you. Where it would lead."

"If you say so," Michael said, "Personally, I think I was just a boy trying to make his Mother happy." He gave his oldest sister an exaggerated wink. "But I'm pretty sure we all got what we wanted."

Chastity came into the room, just as heavy with child as Hope was. Michael knew they'd be back in the hospital for her in a few weeks.

Tabitha came in after her older sister, holding their young son over her shoulder. Mary came into the room last, smiling proudly.

"You doing OK with my little kitten, Tabby Cat?" Michael asked.

"Are you kidding?" Tabitha asked, "I'm almost ready for you to give me another one!"

Mary sighed and let her head loll back. "We're all going to Hell, aren't we?"

"Probably," Michael said, "But at least we know we'll be together."
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We Can Go Too Far

This is intended as a standalone story. Everyone is over the age of 18.

*****

Personally, I blame my parents.

They were the ones who insisted that they needed privacy and banished us down to the finished basement with its old, smelly carpeting and busted up furniture. It was our parents who decided that cable was a huge ripoff and Netflix was a scam, leaving us to explore the depths and dangers of broadcast television. And It was our parents who said -- even though I was a senior in high school and Emily was a freshman in college -- that we weren't allowed to go out unsupervised.

It's like they wanted us to get into trouble.

Emily and I were sitting on the couch in the basement, TV on in the background, talking about stuff that we probably shouldn't have been. Despite being older than me by a year, my big sister Emily was tiny next to me. She had light brown hair down to her shoulders. A perky little nose that turned up just slightly at the end. A wicked, sensuous smile.

Emily was telling me about college -- she went to state school but Mom and Dad made her live at home. That whole trust thing again. She talked about classes and friends and, of course, boys. I asked her if she was seeing anyone and she said no.

"How can I with Mom and Dad's rules?" Emily asked, "What about you, Ryan? Breaking any high school girls' hearts?"

"Obviously not," I said, "I'm living with the same bullshit you are."

"Seriously," Emily said, "All I've got in my life is porn, plus Rosy Palms and her five little sisters."

If I'd been drinking, I'd have done a spit take. My big sister said what?

"Oh come on," Emily said, "You can't tell me you don't do it, too. Plus you're a boy. I bet if you don't jerk it at least twice a day your head just pops off."

I laughed and admitted that I did it at least that frequently.

"See?" Emily said.

"And you?" I asked.

My big sister blushed. "I do it enough," Emily said, "OK, probably a bit more than enough."

I had to laugh at that and Emily did too. It was a nervous laugh. Like edging water from a hose, it came out too loud and strong because of all the pressure building behind it.

"Look at us two losers," I said, "Sitting in the basement watching old game shows and talking about masturbating."

"You're not a loser, Ryan," Emily said. She reached over and touched my arm. In that moment it felt as intimate as if she'd grabbed my dick. "Your dirty blonde hair. Big green eyes. You have those sexy legs from soccer. You make me laugh all the time. I mean, any girl would be lucky to have you."

"If I could ever take one on a date, let alone bring her home," I said.

"You'll be fine," Emily said, "I'm the one who's going to end up as an old maid."

"Oh Emily," I said, "Are you kidding? You're fucking gorgeous. If you think my green eyes are so great, well, you've got the same ones. Your lips are so pink and kissable. And your body. I mean, wow."

"No tits," she said.

"They're perfect for your build," I said, "You've got great legs and your butt is just... Not to mention how smart you are. The way you always outwork everyone else. Any guy would be lucky to have you."

"If I could ever take one on a date," Emily said, "Let alone bring him home."

"Exactly."

We sighed in unison. "Do I really look that good?" Emily asked, "Not to my brother. But if you put your, like, guy goggles on."

I mimed putting on a pair of glasses and then slowly studied my sister from head to toe. "Yup, pretty hot. From what I can see, anyway."

"You're saying if you saw me naked, you might change your mind?" Emily asked.

"It's just that... Well, your clothes aren't exactly revealing." Emily was wearing a pair of loose-fitting sweatpants and a beat up, white t-shirt. It looked comfortable, but she wasn't asking me about comfort.

Emily smiled at me. I knew that smile. It was the one that said she was about to do something dangerous. My sister had always been a bit of a risk taker. One of the reasons she didn't have a car, that Mom actually dropped her off at school every morning, was that my parents were terrified whenever she was behind the wheel.

"So if I take off my shirt, you might give me a more honest appraisal?" Emily asked. She didn't even wait for my response, just ripped her t-shirt over her head. Now my big sister was sitting in front of me in only a thin, white bra. Without the shirt, I saw that she'd sold her breasts short. They were actually pretty big, standing pertly on her chest. It was all those loose clothes she wore -- they made her look less endowed than she was.

"Your turn," Emily said.

Reflexively, I looked behind me. Though I can't imagine what I was worried about. We were a full flight of stairs under the rest of the house. There was a thick metal fire door at the top that my father insisted had to stay closed at all times when we were downstairs. In fact, my parents never even came down there -- they'd always just knock and yell if they needed something.

The house was old, too, with thick walls and floors that seemed to swallow sound. Emily and I could have started a heavy metal band down there and my parents wouldn't know until we invited them to our first concert.

Sure that the coast was clear, I stripped off my shirt and tossed it to the side. Emily's eyes went wide.

"Holy fuck, Ryan!" she said, and started tracing the muscles in arms, my chest, "When did you get these?"

"I don't know," I said. Honestly it wasn't something I really paid attention to. I was trying for a soccer scholarship and so I'd been working out at least twice a day, once with the team and once on my own. "I guess getting ready for the season, I just..."

"You wear such loose clothing," Emily said, "I never really noticed."

Her hand hadn't left my bare skin. I couldn't help myself -- I reached out and touched the top of her boob.

"Holy fuck, Emily," I said, "When the fuck did you get these?"

My sister gave me a dirty look, but she didn't push me away. "I was 12, remember. You were there."

"Yeah, but, I mean... You were complaining about your boobs before but these are really awesome," I said, still touching the tops of her tits. "You've got an incredible body, Sis."

And she did. I knew my sister was cute, I'd already told her that. But this... Her stomach was washboard flat. Her skin pale. Without really thinking about it, I dropped my hands to her sweatpants and pulled those down.

Emily didn't do anything to stop me. She was wearing little purple panties. I could see bits of her brown pubic hair poking out. She was short, but her legs were lovely, with the shape and tone of a taller woman.

Emily looked down as if scandalized, then reached over and ripped down my shorts. She didn't even let me keep my underwear. She just took it all in one swift pull. My penis popped up, tall and pulsing. I was hard -- of course I was hard after everything we'd been saying and showing.

"Wow," Emily said, "Wow wow wow."

"I'm sorry," I said, "I didn't know you were going to..."

"It's so... I mean, I've seen them online and stuff but..." Emily was just mumbling to herself. Rambling on and on.

The couch felt weird and scratchy on my bare bottom. The TV was showing ads for carpet cleaner. I suppose I should have been uncomfortable or embarrassed. But instead it felt really natural. Just sitting there naked in front of my sister.

I guess I thought she should have the same experience. I reached over and grabbed at Emily's panties. She lifted her perky butt and let me slide them down to the floor.

Her pussy, like the rest of her, was small and well shaped. I'd never seen one live before, but it looked much more perfect to me than anything I'd seen online. Cuter and more feminine. I was desperate to touch it, but I made myself stay back.

Emily just smiled, then reached behind herself and undid her bra. Her breasts were gorgeous, little pink nipples all crinkled and hard. We were both now completely naked. Both breathing heavy like we'd gone for a run. Emily's whole face and the top of her chest was pink. I felt like I probably looked the same way.

We were siblings, after all.

"Now imagine you're not my brother," Emily said, "You're just some guy. What do you think?"

"I think you're amazing, Emily. I'm not exaggerating. I think you're the most beautiful thing I've ever seen in my life. And you? What would you think if you weren't my sister? Just some girl."

"I want you really bad," she said. "Sister or no." Then she leaned forward and kissed me, hard. Her tongue probing my mouth. Hands drifting over my chest. I leaned back, a little scared. She was so incredible, but...

"But you are my sister," I said. Gasped between kisses. Emily sat back and made a pouty face.

"I want you, too," I said, "I really do. But I mean... I just think we can go too far. You know?"

Emily nodded. "No, I definitely don't want that. I just..."

"No, I know," I said. We ran our eyes all over each other. Like hunting down every part we wanted to touch and lick and...

"Well what about what I said before?" Emily said, "About my friend and her little sisters? Couldn't we just do that?"

"You mean, like, together?"

"Yeah," Emily said, "I mean, I'm sure you think about... stuff when you do that. I do. And after today, I mean, I think I'm going to be thinking about my little brother a lot."

I couldn't argue with that.

"So why not just do it together?" Emily said, "No touching. Just, you know, together. It's no different than if we went upstairs and closed our bedroom doors and did it. Which I'm telling you is what's going to happen if we don't right now."

I certainly wasn't going to argue with that. Emily took my silence to mean I was into it and started working herself with abandon. I'd heard that girls needed time to build, to touch and tease, and gradually work themselves into the mood.

Not my Emily. Before I'd even started stroking, she had two full fingers in her twat and was rubbing her clit so fast I could barely see it. We tested the soundproofing of the house that night, let me tell you. Emily screamed like she was getting stabbed when she came. A long loud "FFFFFFFFFUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!"

I wasn't far behind -- I grunted and my semen exploded upwards with a strength I'd never experienced. It splashed warm on my stomach. My legs. When I recovered I looked up and saw that I'd accidentally gotten some on my sister's chest. Right on her boob -- better than if I'd aimed it there.

She just laughed and scooped it up. Then she sucked my sperm off her fingers and I swear I almost came all over again.

"Not bad," she said, "Kinda salty."

We got dressed again and watched TV and eventually my parents called us for dinner. I knew it wasn't over. But, as long as we weren't touching, I figured we'd be fine.

*

We were fucking within a week.

Every day we'd break a new boundary. The next time we rubbed together -- that same evening, right after dinner, if you can believe it -- Emily insisted I cum all over her chest and face. Next she wanted to be the one to point my penis when it shot.

That broke the touching taboo. Soon she was stroking my dick while I worked her pussy. It took a couple of false starts -- she gripped too hard, me not hard enough -- but eventually we got really good at getting each other off. It reached the point where the few times I tried to do myself, I couldn't even climax. My big sister had trained me to her touch.

After touching came tasting. Emily had sucked my sperm off her fingers (and her tits, and her hair) so of course I had to experience her own girl goo. It was kind of sweet and thick and I loved it so much I had to get some from the source.

So now we weren't even bothering with hands. Just lips and tongues and even a bit of teeth. The first time my sister swallowed my load, I could have died right then and there.

And once your sister has your dick in her mouth while you're licking her snatch, well, it's pretty simple to spin around and jam your cock in her pussy. At least that's what we discovered.

By that point Emily had figured out the way to get me to do things that I might not otherwise agree to. If she brought something up cold, like "I want you to fuck my titties." I'd get nervous and say no. But if she started with something I'd already accepted and then stopped right before I blew my load she knew I'd say yes to almost anything.

My cock was in Emily's mouth and her sex was in mine. I felt the pleasure building and then I heard a pop as she pulled her mouth off my dick.

"Spin around," she told me and I did. My cock nestled between her legs. The root resting right at her most precious place.

Emily kissed me hard, clearly she didn't care about tasting herself. Actually, she told me she thought it was really hot and would find ways to "accidentally" get some of her pussy juice in her mouth.

Then she looked up at me with her big green eyes and said, "Stick it in me."

I froze. I mean, I really did. Like my whole body just stopped responding.

"Come on Ryan," Emily said, "I'm on fucking fire and my pussy needs that hard cock so bad. Put it in. Come on. Give your big sister what she needs."

"Condoms," I managed to croak out.

"What? Noooo. I want you inside me not some thing wrapped in latex. I trust you. I know you won't put your stuff in me."

But I argued her out of it. It just wasn't a good idea. We were both smart enough to know that even if I didn't cum in her, I could get my sister pregnant. And that really was too far. Even Emily agreed with me on that.

Condoms were the only option. Our parents wouldn't let us go on dates, they certainly weren't going to let Emily start taking the pill. My big sister talked about trying a convoluted story about an irregular period, but we both knew such a deception could take months. Neither of us was going to last that long.

"We can go too far," I said, "If we're not careful. If Mom and Dad find out, if anyone did, this would be over in a second."

Emily nodded. I knew she didn't want that. But she stayed sulky. I got, quite possibly, the most mundane, indifferent blowjob a sister ever gave her brother. I did my best to get Emily off, as well, but after a while we just gave up and went to bed.

So it was that four days after my sister and I had agreed that 'no touching' was a safe boundary for both of us, I slipped out and bought a box of condoms on the way home from high school. That night we were in front of the TV -- Family Feud was on. I remember, because of all the dinging in the background.

We got naked right away. I started kissing her, moving my mouth to her pussy, but she just pushed me away. I swear she almost stuffed my stick inside her before I could put the condom on. It wasn't easy. I fumbled it a few times.

I moved my cock around for a bit, trying to find the right spot. Then Emily reached down and guided me in, herself. Just like that, without saying a word, my sister and I gave each other our virginities.

Saying 'just like that' makes it sound simple, which of course it wasn't. First I had to break through her barrier, which made her scream bloody murder. If we hadn't proved how thick the walls in the house were before, we did then.

All that stimulation of sliding back and forth in my sister's tightest place was too much for me and I came. So while my sister was howling in pain, I was rolling in pleasure. I pulled out and the condom was covered in blood, filled with my semen.

That was the point where I knew, truly, that my sister loved me. That was the only way to explain why she was willing to fuck me again after all that. And boy, did she ever.

After we both cleaned up we tried it again. Then again. I penetrated my sister until I could last inside her more than minute. Then we worked at it again until she was -- with a copious amount of clit rubbing -- able to cum on my cock.

The next day I was back in CVS replenishing my condom supply. My original purchase of 15 hadn't been nearly enough.

*

After that, my sister and I fucked like we were incapable of anything else. We would wake up early in the morning and sneak downstairs for a morning fuck. Then after school we'd race down and do each other as many times as we could until dinner. After eating we'd go back for an evening session.

I'm not superhuman but I was in high school and so my cock was able to keep up with a lot of it. When it wasn't, my sister would just ride my face or let me finger her. Sometimes she would sit there and work herself while I watched. We fucked in ways that made rabbits worry we might be overdoing it.

And I say fucked, not made love or had sex or whatever because that's what we were doing. Emily told me she loved me on that second day of fucking. I'd blasted my cum into the condom and then worked her till she shuddered. As we separated, Emily grabbed my arm.

"I love you, Ryan," she said, "You know that right? Not like a sister. More than a sister. I love you love you."

And I told her that I loved her, too, because of course I did. But if it was supposed to be some big moment or whatever, it wasn't, and as soon as I was able to get another condom out of the foil we were rutting like degenerates on the basement floor. I think I got permanent rug burns from that stupid shag carpet.

We never did the whole slow, loving sex thing where I kissed her and she kissed me and we slowly brought each other to shared ecstasy. We just... fucked. Fucked like teenagers raised on video games and YouTube clips. Drove into each other until we each got what we needed and then, when the satisfaction drained away, we did it again.

*

I kept telling Emily we could go too far and she kept proving me wrong. We started a new tradition of finished off our day by sneaking into each other's bedroom and fucking, one door down from our parents. One morning our Mom was running late and so we fucked in the backseat of her car before she came out to drive us to school.

The best was a weekend in April when my parents took a trip with friends to the Poconos and left us to our own devices. If they'd done that a few months before, I'm sure Emily and I would have been planning for weeks -- going to parties, setting up dates -- whatever we could to take advantage of our fleeting freedom.

Instead, we spent the whole weekend in the house, fucking in every room including the garage and all three bathrooms. We even fucked on our parents' bed. Twice.

I began to wonder if it wasn't just the sex that got my sister off, but the risk of it. Not just fucking but fucking her brother and doing it in places and ways where we were bound to get caught eventually. And once something was done safely, she had to raise the stakes. Chase that high.

If my parents suspected anything, they never said. Frankly it served them right. It was all their fault, after all.

*

That big April fuckfest weekend turned out to be a turning point. It felt like this big moment, a beginning of something even greater. We'd even jokingly named the whole thing Emancipenis (or Emancipussy, depending on who was talking) Weekend because we felt like we had some freedom for the first time in our lives.

Emily had even made an Emancipenis Proclamation speech while riding my cock on the dining room table. There was much applause, I promise you.

I could only imagine where we would go from there and I guess Emily felt the same because now nothing seemed to live up to it. Having to hump quietly in our basement hideaway just didn't have the same appeal after screaming orgasms echoing throughout the house.

We tried a public bench one afternoon, but chickened out at the last minute. There was risky and then there was stupid. That's what I told Emily, anyway. We really could go too far.



Life started to intrude, as well. I was a month from graduation and I still hadn't heard about my scholarship. It made me stressed and mopey which just sucked away my energy for sex. Emily wasn't around often enough for it to matter, anyway. Finals hit hard and she basically disappeared from the basement. She was either studying in her room or at the college library and I almost never saw her.

I knew it was OK, that it was just a thing we had to go through, but one night I got scared. I knocked on her door and she let me in. Her room was covered in dirty clothes and discarded paper plates -- the bed, the floor, everywhere.

Emily was wearing a big maroon sweatshirt with grey sweatpants. She had her glasses on, which I almost never saw. She barely looked up from her book when I walked in. We talked for a second, just about boring stuff, and then Emily asked if I wanted anything because otherwise she was busy. With the clock ticking I managed to just spit it out.

"Emily I know you're super busy and if that's all it is that's fine I'm just worried. Are we breaking up?"

"What?" my sister said, looking at me for the first time, "No. Don't be ridiculous."

So I let her get back to studying. But I swore I heard her crying as I closed the door behind me.

*

It was the middle of May. A drippy, dreary day that seemed to demand everyone stay inside. My Mom was upstairs making dinner and my Dad was in the dining room doing a work thing.

Finals were over. Emily was still sweating out test scores, but her time was, once again, her own. I'd gotten the scholarship and I'd be starting at Messiah in the fall. We would still be close enough to see each other -- it was only a three hour drive away -- but still.

For what felt like the first time in forever, my sister had joined me down in what I'd come to think of as our 'playroom.' The basement was lousy when it rained -- it felt damp and stank of mildew, so we sat fully clothed on the couch, wrapped in a heavy knit blanket.

We hadn't fucked in days -- really hadn't been regular for weeks. By this point, my balls had been trained to produce multiple loads of cum for my sister every day. Now it was all just building up in there. Worse, my cock had grown accustomed to Emily's pussy (and her mouth, and her hands, and her tits). Jerking off felt strangely empty and unsatisfying.

All this meant that my testicles were incredibly tender. I had to sit in a certain way just to keep from hurting myself. Emily seemed fidgety, as well. She kept shifting position and making these little frustrated grunts. But neither of us suggested doing anything. Not even a wink or a playful grope. And so we just stared mutely at the TV as I flipped the channels.

As I said, my parents wouldn't pay for cable so we just got broadcast down there. We had all the basic stuff plus these strange, sub-channels that would play, say, three hour marathons of Night Court or all the Robert DeNiro movies that weren't good.

Every now and again though we'd trip over something classic. That afternoon in mid-May we hit the jackpot: Rebel Without a Cause. Emily had never seen it so we watched. The movie had that saturated look from old color movies and the red of James Dean's jacket seem like the warmest thing in the world.

We got to the 'chickie' scene. James Dean gets in a knife fight with Buzz, but that's not enough. They agree to race each other, heading toward a cliff. Whoever jumps out first is 'chickie.' They line up all the other cars and flip on the lights. Each guy gets some dirt on his hands. And then they peel off toward death and destiny.

Emily had been sort of in and out of the movie to this point, but when we got to this scene she leaned forward. She just stared, enraptured, as the two cars took off. The cliff got closer. Dean's rival, Buzz, got caught on the door and couldn't escape in time. While Dean rolled to safety, Buzz's car went over the side.

"Holy fuck," Emily said, "I want to do that."

"You want to play chickie?" I asked, a little nervous about what my sister might be planning.

"Yeah," Emily said, "That would be awesome."

"Seems like a good way to get killed," I said.

"Not like with a car. Just something like that. Where you know that everything is at stake -- your family, your friends, your life -- but you race towards it anyway. Knowing in your heart that you'll have to stop at some point. But driving like you never will. Finding that point where your courage stops and then going just past. It's like... running with the bulls. Or jumping out of a plane."

"You're not exactly selling me on this idea."

"Come on, Ryan. Don't you feel it? We're trapped in this antiseptic life where even if we wanted things to go wrong our parents wouldn't allow it. Don't you just want to test yourself? See where your limits are? See if you can break through them?"

"I understand," I said, "I think. But it also seems kind of scary."

"That's the point," Emily said, "To be frightened. To live with real consequences. For once."

"And if you go over the cliff?"

"You don't," Emily said firmly, "You know when to stop. But in that moment. Wow. That has to be amazing."

I was sure Buzz planned on getting out of the car before he went over the cliff, too. But I didn't say anything. I just let my sister enjoy her fantasy.

Then she grabbed my hand, maybe a bit too hard. "I have an idea," she said. She tossed off the blanket and stood up. In seconds she went from jeans and a t-shirt to completely naked. Without thinking I did the same. It felt like ages since I'd seen my big sister this way and my body hurt with how much it wanted her.

"I'll get a condom," I said, but Emily grabbed my wrist again and shook her head. She pointed for me to lay down on the shag carpet. My penis pointed up proudly, as hard and straight as I'd ever seen it.

Emily stood over me, legs apart. She looked down and smiled. Slowly she lowered herself down. Leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. My penis bounced against her bare, unprotected pussy. God, she looked so beautiful.

"Just like in the movie," Emily said, "We're both going to do something risky. We're going to race toward that precipice. And we'll see who gives up first. Got it?"

Then she reached back, took my bare cock in hand, and aimed it right at her dripping puss.

Oh fuck. "Emily!" I shouted, "If you put me in without a condom I could..."

"Exactly," Emily said, "I'm going to stick your dick in my pussy and we're both just going to sit there. Neither of us moves. We just wait until one of us loses the nerve and pulls out."

"Fuck. Emily. This... This really is too far now. I mean if I get you pregnant, Emmy? Our whole lives could be ruined."

"It's not too far," Emily said, "Not yet."

"OK, wait," I said, "We haven't done it in a while. My balls are... They feel really full. And my cock. I mean, I doubt I'll last a minute. Maybe we just have a quick fuck first, get out some of the tension. Then try."

"No," Emily said, "That's the game. There's the risk. That's what makes it work. Because there is all that danger. Our whole lives in our hands. Besides, you'll stop before it's too late, right?"

I nodded.

"Well so will I." Emily smiled and picked up my cock again.She placed it at her pussy and then started to slide back. For the first time, my bare head, my naked shaft, rubbed against Emily's labia. Her vagina. And then I was completely sheathed in my sister. Without anything between us.

"Holy FUCK! That feels fantastic!" Emily said.

"Uh huh." It was the closest I could come to coherence. I thought we'd been fucking all this time. That I'd known what sex was. It was nothing. Being inside Emily without a condom was like the difference between a scrimmage and a championship final. They were barely the same sport.

"How the hell did I ever let you talk me out of THIS?" Emily asked.

"Pregnant," I croaked.

"Oh right," Emily said, "Good point. Anyway, this is the game. Whoever can stay the longest."

I had to admit, in that moment it was exhilarating. And the same things that made it so exciting -- my naked sister, my condomless penis, her unprotected pussy -- also made it terrifying.

Emily rocked back onto her knees. She looked down at our juncture and smiled. "I always thought that looked so hot. You buried inside me."

I could see now that she was teasing me. Using dirty talk to get me to go first. Only she didn't need to tease -- I was ready to burst already. But I held on. I knew I had to. If we stopped now Emily would just make me go all over again. I had to let her have her fantasy, just like she said: get as close to the edge without going over.

I shifted a little and Emily warned me that I wasn't allowed to thrust. Only to lie back. As if that somehow made things safer. Like her warm, tight pussy wasn't squeezing, pulsing, pulling at my cock for its precious seed.

Instead I reached up and grabbed her breasts. Pinched her nipples. I felt her pussy clench as I did it.

"God, I love these," I said.

"I always thought they were too small."

"They're perfect. You're perfect."

Emily reached back and cradled my balls. Two could play this game apparently. "These are really full," she said, "I don't know if I've ever felt them when they're like this."

"Be careful," I said, "They're really tender."

"Is all that build up just from me?" Emily asked, "I mean, you were unloading at least five times a day and then... Nothing. There has to be, like... God, at least 25, 30 regular cums in there."

I groaned.

"You might give me quintuplets, all that sperm. Fuck. You'd better not cum in me, Ryan."

"I won't," I said.

"I mean, just imagine, you think you've got it under control, then suddenly you slip and WHOOPS! There's my baby brother's baby inside of me."

"You're cruel," I said. Emily just winked. I decided to try giving her a little scare. I flexed my penis in her pussy, almost like I might be cumming. She gasped, her face went white, and she even started to lift off a little. But then she laughed.

"Ohhhh, you almost had me there, big guy."

"Worth a shot," I said.

"You'll be the first to give," Emily said, "I just know you will. And then you'll know that I'm the big sister."

She bared down on my cock with her cunt, then laughed again. I groaned. I was getting close now. My need to explode slowly shifting from urge to reality.

"I'm like, really fertile now, too," Emily said, "Like, I could probably get pregnant just from standing near some sperm today. My little egg is in my womb just waaaaaaaaiiiiting for some big bad Ryan spermies to come inside."

I rolled my head back. All this talk was driving me crazy. I didn't want to make my sister pregnant but my body did -- my instinctive drive to reproduce didn't care about college or disappointing my parents or any of that. It just wanted to make more mes and my big sister was telling it exactly what it wanted to hear.

I started to pant from all the pressure. The little spark of orgasm that started in the base of my penis slowly spread upwards.

"Getting... close..." I said.

"OOOO, yeah. I can feel that," Emily said, "Your cock is like... swelling up inside me. Fuck. And I haven't even touched my naughty little clitty. I'm telling you, Ry, I'm never going back to condoms. We're going to have to find another way. This... this is just too good."

She shifted her weight again, moved up more on her feet. Ready to spring off at the last second. She could see the cliff coming now and my crazy sister just slammed on the accelerator.

"My little brother's going to give me his baby," she started to chant, "My little brother's going to give me his baby."

"No," I said, teeth grinding, "Can't... Won't..."

"Ready to give up then, little Ryan? Admit that your big sister is the best?"

Damn her. "N...no. Not yet." I still had time, I could feel it. Maybe if we were actually humping I would go, but just sitting here, I could maintain control.

Emily relaxed a little. She looked down at where we were joined again. She seemed to be thinking. Then she bit her lip and her eyes went wide and wet.

"I missed this," she said, "I really did. I got so used to having you in me. Maybe I forgot how much I need that cock in my pussy."

"I missed you, too," I said.

"I know we didn't... Maybe I didn't say it enough. But you know that I love you, Ryan. I mean it. Please. Please tell me you still love me."

"Oh God, Emily. Of course I love you. I love you more than anything in the world."

And then Emily's pussy squeezed my cock as hard and tight as I'd ever felt it. Not just a grip but a rolling wave that went from my root, up my shaft, then squeezed my head. Her eyes popped open and so did mine.

It came out of nowhere. That little spark went straight to a raging conflagration, skipping every step in between. I raced to shove her back, to get my cock out of her pussy before...

"I win!" Emily threw her arms up in triumph.

I came inside my sister. Not a little spurt but a massive blast of joyous sperm that shot straight into her. A fire hydrant of fertility just opened up -- not a stream or a spurt -- but an explosion of force that filled her pussy in one shot.

"OH F...!" Emily started to lift off, but then my cum hit her cervix and she stopped. Her eyes rolled back in her head and she fell forward. My cock still buried inside her. My second blast was more voluminous than the first. My dick kept going back to the well, expecting to find it empty, but instead there was still more than it could carry and it raced to dump the contents in Emily's snatch before rushing back for more.

I wrapped my arms around my sister, thinking I could pull her off my cock, but she held me so tight. Her body convulsing. And then a noise came out of my sister that I'd never heard before and would never forget.

It was a deep, primal sound. Something ancient from her animal brain. It started almost like a whisper and then immediately ratcheted into a deafening shout.

"hhhhhhrrrrrrrrRRRRRRAAAA AAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHH! FUCK! Oh FFFFFFFFFUCK! You're cumming inside MEEEEEEEEEeeeeeeeeee!"

Another blast. Another. Filling my sister's fertile twat over and over again. Ripping right into her womb. Our orgasms simply swallowed us up. I held onto my shaking sister as we both came and came like we would never stop.

"I LOVE my brother's cock!" Emily howled, "I LOVE my brother's CUM!"

Impossibly I felt my balls finally start to empty. My cock was still firing, but now it felt like smaller bits. Less and less. Emily's orgasms subsided with mine. Oh God. There was no way that. I mean. She was more than pregnant... Oh God.

She stood up, both of us sticky with sweat. As Emily got to her feet, a rivulet of her brother's sperm streamed out of her pussy and splashed onto my leg. She reached her hand down to cup under her sex. And then she started to laugh. A kind of low, thing, that sounded almost the same as a sob. I leapt up and wrapped myself around my big sister.

"I love my brother," she said. Whispered it into my ear. "I love my little brother so much."

And I told her I loved her too.

*

My parents heard us. Of course they did. My ears still echo from Emily's orgasmic cries. Later, after she and I were able to joke about it, I named it her 'pregnancy shriek.' Her announcement to the world that she had conceived. I joked that she could join the X-Men, but of course that would require someone to knock her up every time they fought a bad guy.

When they heard Emily, Mom and Dad raced downstairs. We were still stumbling around like zombies. Covered in sperm and girl cum. There was no point in lying about it. This is meant to be a happy story in the end. So I'll just say that things got ugly.

The good news is that this finally got us out of the house. Pretty much forever, actually. We got our own place. I turned down the scholarship and followed Emily to school. Got a job to help pay for things while she worked on her degree.

We stopped fucking after that fateful day. Instead we started making love. I've been lucky enough to hear Emily's amazing pregnancy shriek three times so far. I've don't think I'll ever get tired of hearing it.

You really can go too far. I know we did. And it was the best decision we ever made.
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Your Brother has to Cum

Unlike most of what I write, this one is fairly short. For now, it is intended as a standalone story. If it's popular, though, I could see adding another chapter in the future. As always, everyone here is over the age of 18. Enjoy!

*****

"Your brother has to come!"

Whenever Hailey asked permission to do something fun, her mother had one solution: your brother has to come. It made Hailey nuts.

Hailey wanted to hangs out with friends at the mall? "Your brother has to come."

Hailey wanted to go to the movies with a super cute boy? "Your brother has to come."

And tonight, when Hailey had finally been invited to one of Madison Hawser's famously fantastic parties? Well, then, Mom had the perfect solution. "Your brother has to come."

It was beyond annoying. Hailey was a sophomore in college, for God's sake. Just because she was stuck living at home, that didn't make her a child. She should be able to go wherever she wanted without having to drag along her awkward, high schooler brother, Tommy. He was like an anchor with long legs and curly hair.

But that's what made it so perfect, you see? Tommy, had only just turned 18, so Hailey couldn't take him out to a bar. Tommy was gangly, shy, only ever comfortable in front of computer screens (or TV screens, or movie screens). He was a total drag at parties. And dates? Who brought their baby brother with them on a date?

Hailey loved her brother, she really did. They'd been close when they were younger and she had no doubt they would be again. At some point in the far future. Far far far. But right now she was in college and she had college friends and wanted to go to college parties.

"But Moooom, there are gonna be bo... I mean, people there. Tommy's just gonna get in the way."

"You don't have to bring him with you," Hailey's Mom replied, "You can both stay home. I'm sure Tommy would love some bonding time with his big sister. What do you think? Do you want to stay home with your little brother?"

"Nuh uh."

And thus it was decided.

*

Hailey dug her brother out from behind the Xbox and told him he was going to a party. After no small amount of arguing, she was able to force Tommy into something that at least approximated an appropriate outfit - dark slacks and a darker dress shirt. Then she combed her younger brother's tangled mop of hair to make it look like he didn't comb it, spritzed him with some cologne, and called it done. The situation was still a mess, but Hailey had to admit her brother cleaned up pretty well.

For herself, Hailey picked out a little red dress that accentuated her curves in all the right ways. It had been a gift to herself for all her hard work. Hailey had spent the entire summer doing two things - busting her butt for tips at the restaurant, then working it into shape at the gym. For maybe the first time since puberty had arrived so rudely at her door, Hailey was proud of how she looked. She tucked her long, reddish-blonde hair behind her ears and skipped happily down the stairs.

Since Hailey had been so cooperative, her mother let her borrow the SUV. The suburban streets were already quiet at this hour. There was nothing to do but listen to the hiss of the road, feel the thumping beat of the stereo, and stare out into the world.

Hailey thought she caught her brother eyeing her chest. She flushed a little, embarrassed, and tried to take it as a compliment. The dress was a little revealing, she had to admit. Besides, most of the girls her brother looked at were probably named .gif or .jpeg. Seeing a real one was probably breaking his brain.

Poor Tommy. You had to be pretty hard up to be ogling a blood relative. Although, Hailey had to concede, her brother did look pretty cute in the outfit she'd chosen for him.

"Watcha thinking about, Tommy?" Hailey asked, taking her hand off the wheel to tousle his curls.

"Tom. I've asked you like a hundred times, please call me Tom. What is this party anyway? Five desperate college kids playing spin the bottle?"

"Nuh uh! It's hosted by this girl I know from work, Madison. Her parties are, like, famous. She's got an awesome, huge house with a pool and her parents are away for the whole weekend. Madison's, like, the coolest girl I've ever met. I mean, she knows everybody. So, probably a whole ton of awesome, cool people will be there."

"So that's why we're going? To hang out with this super popular girl and her empty-headed friends?"

"And, well... maybe cause this cute boy's gonna be there and I really want to hook up with him?"

"Hailey! Ugh, I knew it."

"What's the problem? Tyler's gorgeous. And amazing."

"He's probably an asshole," Tommy said, crossing his arms.

"How dare you speak that way about your future brother-in-law!"

"Whatever. So I guess I'll just like, sit in the corner while you make out with your mimbo." Tommy stared out the window, studiously avoiding his sister's glare.

"There's going to be a ton of hot college girls there, too," Hailey said.

Tommy paused. Processed. "How do you know they're hot?"

"I bet I'm the ugliest girl there," Hailey said.

"I doubt that," Tommy said, running his eyes over Hailey like a sibling shouldn't, "I don't think there's anyone better looking than you. In an - ahem - a brotherly way, of course."

He tried to pass it off as a joke, but Hailey couldn't help but feel, deep in her heart, that her little brother really meant it. It should have freaked her out, but instead it just made her feel all warm inside.

*

After two years of college, Hailey had been to a lot of parties, but she'd never seen anything like this. The house was massive. The music, thunderous. And yet the one thing Hailey couldn't get over was how many people were there. A horde of humanity was drinking on the lawn, dancing in the driveway, laughing and shouting and running around like maniacs. Like ants on a watermelon, they seemed to swallow everything around them.

At the front door, a boy Hailey didn't recognize gave her and Tommy each a red Solo cup and then sent them on their way. As crowded as it had been outside, the inside of the house was worse. Hailey imagined that this was a fine home, but at the moment, it felt more like a NYC subway car. And smelled similarly, as well.

Hailey had to fight her way down the hallways, dragging Tommy along. Finally, they found the kitchen and, most importantly, the alcohol. A girl with long curly hair was mixing drinks at a makeshift table. She smiled and waved, but Hailey barely noticed. She was focused on the keg behind the table and the uber-cute boy standing next to it.

He smiled as soon as he saw her.

"Tyler." Just speaking his name seemed to shift the winds and, well, it was appropriate. Tyler was like a Greek god. Tall with close-cropped brown hair. Athletic, though not over-muscled by any means. He was breathtaking. The fact that he'd even smiled at her was... Well Hailey must have sacrificed the right animal to gain his favor.

"Hi Hales," Tyler said, then took her cup and filled it with beer. Without pausing, he grabbed Tommy's cup and filled that one as well. Hailey turned to give her brother a disapproving look, but he was already drinking. Hailey told herself she didn't care - she was here to be Tyler's girlfriend, not Tommy's Mom.

"Who's the guy?" Tyler asked, eyebrow raised.

"Nobody," Hailey said. If she noticed her brother's face fall, as she spoke, it didn't register. She was far too focused on the college senior standing in front of her. They both went to Rutgers, but Tyler was two years older and way more mature than any of the boys Hailey'd ever dated. They'd only met because both Hailey and Madison worked at the same Chili's on Route 22 and Madison had introduced them.

They'd gone on a couple of group dates - Hailey and Tyler with Madison and whoever the boy of the week was - but it was never something serious. He'd given her a peck on the lips once, though Hailey would have been happy to do much more. Tyler was so super hot and mature and... Perfect, practically.

"You should probably go say 'hi' to Madison," Tyler said, still spritzing beers into people's cups, "She's out back by the pool. I'll join you guys in, like, five."

"Cool, just let me ditch my little brother and then I'll..."

Hailey glanced back, but Tommy was already gone. She spared a fleeting thought, hoping he'd actually talk to people for once and not just stand in the corner staring like some creepy perv. Maybe he'd actually get some tonight, Hailey thought, hopefully. Then, strangely, she felt a little jealous at the idea. She quickly buried the feeling before it could grow any further.

*

The back deck was as busy as everywhere else, though there was way more breathing room than inside. The air smelled like fresh cut grass and chlorine, mixed with alcohol and pot. Night had fallen hours before, but the entire area was lit to practically daylight and it gave everything a very ethereal, unreal quality.

Hailey had no trouble finding her host. Madison was sitting by herself on a lounge chair, wearing a lacy pink tank top and a pair of little yellow shorts that probably covered less than some of Hailey's panties.

With a martini glass in one hand, brown hair tied back, and oversized yellow sunglasses over her head, Madison looked absolutely glamorous. Hailey felt shoddy in comparison

- her red dress showing off all her curves in the worst way.

"You look good," Madison told her. Hailey smiled and said thank you, feeling the compliment genuinely. "Has anyone offered you a martini?"

"Nuh uh," Hailey said.

"Well that simply won't do," Madison said. She immediately gestured to another girl who ran off and brought both Madison and Hailey the cutest little flamingo-pink drinks. Hailey took a sip and it was super sweet. Way better than any stupid old beer. She quickly lost count of how many she finished.

Tyler joined them soon after, and while he didn't make any moves, Hailey could see he only had eyes for her. He was so hot it made her whole body melt. And Madison was so cool, too. Hailey had only known the girl from work where she could be a bit cold at times. Distant. Even rude.

But here at her home, Madison had opened up. She told them funny stories about things she'd done with her sorority. Talked about a recent trip to Paris with her family. Her adventures on their yacht. For Hailey, it was like seeing the previews for this amazing, almost fantastical, new TV show and then, it being hinted, that she might be getting the whole box set for Christmas.

Sitting under the electric lights by the pool, Hailey felt like everyone out back was watching her, jealous of her vaunted position - sharing a lounge chair with the hottest boy there and the elegant hostess, herself.

But then, Hailey felt something else. That little tingle in the back of her brain that said someone was staring at her. She turned and, sure enough, saw her brother looming by the far gate. God fuck it. Why couldn't that boy just... Ugh! Well, he was allowed to go wherever he wanted, she supposed, so long as he didn't bother her.

"Ooooo, who's that?" Madison asked. Hailey felt her heart sink. Sure enough, Madison was looking over at Tommy.

"Didn't you come with him, Hales?" Tyler asked.

"Yeah." She looked down at the ground.

"He's super cute," Madison said, "Is he your date?"

Hailey mumbled her response.

"What's that?"

"Tommy. He's my little brother. My Mom made me bring him."

"And praise the good Lord that she did. He looks good enough to eat," Madison said, and smiled like the predator she was.

Before Hailey could stop her, Madison waved Tommy over. That puppy dog look on his face... Oh Tommy. He sat on the chair next to Madison, facing Hailey. He smiled at her and even squeezed her arm a little.

Jeez bro, body language! Didn't anyone tell you to sit so you're looking at the girl you want to be with?

"So," Madison began, "Tommy..."

"Tom, actually," Tommy said, "I prefer Tom."

"Well, Tom. Hailey here says you're her little brother, but that hardly seems true," Madison said. She ran her eyes from the top of Tom's curly hair down his long, lean body to the tips of his scuffed, black shoes.

Was her brother really so attractive?

Hailey tried to look beyond her past experience and see Tommy, her brother, as Tom, the stranger sitting next to her. Sure, Tommy was a dork with few friends and fewer social skills. But Tom was tall and - she could see it in a way - handsome. He had deep green eyes and the beginnings of a beard on a wide, square jaw. Tommy was a klutz, but Tom's body seemed lean and almost toned. When had he had time to do that? Or was this just the natural transition of teenager-to-adult kicking in, burning away the baby fat?

Then Hailey noticed something. Tom was answering Madison's questions but he was looking mostly at her, his sister. And Hailey recognized that look. It was the same one she'd been giving Tyler all night - that combination of wonder and desire. Hope and hunger.

Was Hailey's brother actually...? Ew. No. Tommy wouldn't. Couldn't. Even though he looked kinda cute. More than kind of cute...

Nuh uh. Hailey tucked that thought back into her brain, before the whole place became cluttered with thoroughly inappropriate, totally unacceptable, not exactly actionable feelings.

Instead, Hailey forced herself to root for this Tom fellow to seal the deal with Madison. After all, if Hailey could have the oh so sexy Tyler, then why couldn't her little brother get a bit of (even Hailey had to admit this to herself) the ever-attractive Madison?

Fortunately, the more they talked - and the harder Madison flirted - the more Tom seemed to appreciate her attention. Soon, he was completely focused on Madison and Hailey was pretty sure she could see a bulge building in his pants. Not that she was paying that much attention or anything.

"Gah, it's hot as balls out here!" Madison said, then slapped Tom's leg, "Come on, stud. Let's take a quick dip."

She stood up and sauntered over to the water's edge. Up to this point, despite the heat, no one had so much as dipped a toe in the large, kidney shaped pool. The almost sapphire water lay undisturbed, smooth as a fresh cut jewel.

Madison didn't even bother to take off her clothes, she just slid into the azure like a mermaid. Her head popped back up, brown hair slick and dark. Hailey could see Madison's nipples poking through her sheer shirt and felt a little embarrassed for her. It would be awful to be so exposed in front of this many strangers.

Then Tyler jumped up, shucked his shorts, tossed off his shirt, and ran for the water. Seeing him in just a pair of white boxer briefs, Hailey's eyes tried to pop out and roll right after him. Greek god? Even the immortals would appreciate that boy's body.

Tyler whooped out a war cry, then leapt, hitting the water with a loud splash and soaking the partygoers foolish enough to be standing nearby.

When the water settled, Madison called out, "Come on, what's keeping you two?"

Tom looked over at Hailey, like he was hoping for some help. Hailey shrugged. The siblings slinked to where the pavement met the pool water. Meanwhile, Tyler and Madison pranced about. Playfighting and giggling. Then they both stopped in mid-wrestle.

"Fuck, Maddy, nice!" Tyler said. Madison was sort of pressing herself against him and neither seemed too unhappy about the experience.

At that moment, both Tom and Hailey came to the same conclusion. Get in the water, or risk losing their individual conquest to the other's.

Tom unbuttoned his shirt and stepped out of his pants. He was wearing boxers, blue ones. Hailey couldn't help but stare. Her brother was no Tyler, but then, he wasn't so bad either. Tom had some real definition in his arms and chest. And what was pointing from his boxers was...

Hailey quickly focused on her own clothing. With one swift move, she lifted the red dress right over her head, leaving her standing there in just her underwear - a somewhat modest set of lacy pink panties and a matching bra.

Hailey turned to look back at her brother and saw... He was frozen. Gaping. Hailey looked down and saw Tyler doing the same from the water. It felt like the whole pool was looking at her and she... didn't mind it as much as she thought she would. In fact, she felt kind of sexy.

"Nice bod!" Madison called from the pool.

"Thanks," Hailey said, then realized Madison was probably talking to her brother. Whoops! Before she could embarrass herself further, Hailey jumped into the pool. She felt another splash next to her as Tom jumped in, too.

Hailey shivered, immediately regretting her decision - the pool was remarkably cold and she was alone, in her underwear, in front of who knew how many people as well as her own brother. Then a pair of warm hands rested affectionately on her shoulders and chased all those worries away.

Without saying a word, Tyler scooped Hailey up off her feet. Then that beautiful hunk of manhood carried her - like a husband with his bride - down to the far end of the pool where he could stand but she really couldn't.

For a moment, Hailey looked over Tyler's shoulder and saw Madison and Tom, way on the other side. She couldn't tell what they were doing, exactly, but it looked like they were just talking. Well that was OK. More than OK, really.

It freed her to focus on Tyler. The water dripping off his bronze skin. His pecs so muscular and perfect.

He put his hands on her bare sides, then without a word he leaned in and pressed his lips to hers. Warm and rough. Hailey felt surrounded by his strength. Let the world just tip forward.

At first they were both taut - wrapped around each other. Locked in arms and hands and legs. Then Tyler slowly traced his way down to Hailey's chest, using his thumbs to rub her aching nipples through her bra. Hailey felt her body go slack.

Liquid. Like her sex.

Even in the water Hailey could feel her pussy dripping as Tyler ever more confidently explored her body. Hailey used her free hands to trace his chest. Tyler was such a man. There was just no other way to put it. He was masculine in an almost animal sense and Hailey felt herself almost domesticated by his wildness.

She let her mouth open for his tongue. He scooped her closer. Pressing her into his chest. She felt his hardness poke at her legs. Insistent. Her own mound ground against it, almost instinctive.

Then Hailey felt Tyler's hand run down her back and start to slide into her panties. Hailey's first thought was a strange sense of shame. Like he would feel her wetness and know how excited she was and be shocked. Scandalized. As if his own arousal wasn't very clearly rubbing up against her.

But then Tyler's hand was sliding lower and Hailey felt her body respond and...

"Hey!" Madison called from across the pool, "Let's go inside."

It was not a suggestion. Before Haley could even breathe, Madison had climbed out of the pool and hurried back to the house. Tyler quickly followed. Hailey and Tom found themselves abandoned by the edge of the pool, staring at each other. Both a bit bewildered.

Then Hailey looked down and froze. Her little brother was still in his boxers but his cock was poking right out of the open fly. And it was not so little at all.

Wow. Hailey wasn't all that experienced - she wasn't a slut or anything - but she'd seen enough dick in her life to know that her brother's cock was fucking...

Penis, she corrected herself. She had thought the word 'cock' but of course little brothers didn't have those. They had penises. Her brother had a very nice penis which was lovely for him but wholly academic as it applied to her. Yes. As long as everything was kept clinical, she'd be fine.



Tom looked down and saw where his sister was staring. He blushed and covered his crotch with his hands.

"Sorry," he said, then scampered off to the house.

*

Hailey gathered her dress off the ground. She wanted to cover up (especially before anyone noticed that the wet spot on her panties wasn't from the pool), but she didn't want to wear the dress over her soaking underwear, either. Instead she went inside and found a bathroom on the second floor.

If others stared as she went by, well, by this point Hailey was hardly the only one in the house walking around in her undies. The party hadn't gone full orgy or anything, but plenty of couples had paired up and dressed down. Kissing and licking and some even sucking. It didn't help with Hailey's own arousal at all.

Hailey found herself thinking about her brother again. Poor boy had gotten so worked up just talking to Madison. She could only imagine what would have happened if her little brother had gotten as much action as she had.

That moment in the pool had been fun. It had been amazing. All Hailey could think about was jumping Tom's... Tyler. She'd meant Tyler. Good lord. At least it had only happened in her head.

Boy, I see one giant cock and I'm completely tongue tied. Penis, Hailey reminded herself, I saw Tommy's giant penis.

Oh yes. That was much better.

Hailey did her best to dry off her underwear but it was no use. As she sat on the toilet and tried to wait it out, she realized how drunk she was. The room was spinning more than nicely. Her tongue was heavy in her mouth. Maybe it was time to just go home. Call it before things got really out of hand.

Then she heard something that sounded like people cheering. And it made her think about Tyler and where he was. And what she could be doing with him.

Hailey made a rash, last minute decision. Without even realizing it, she took another step toward something she'd never have consciously chosen. Yet it was her choices that lead her to that result. Bringing her brother to the party. Giving him alcohol. Introducing him to Madison. Fooling around in the pool. Each decision lead her to an unintended yet inevitable climax. She just didn't realize that until after it was too late.

Hailey took off her bra and panties.

She pulled on her dress, smoothing it. There was a full length mirror in the bathroom and Hailey used it to check herself. The dress was dark so whatever wetness was left didn't show. The hem was high, but Hailey posed and made sure that no one could see she was currently commando.

All in all, it was a solid solution and Hailey couldn't help but praise herself for it. Besides, Hailey didn't think she'd be wearing the dress for too much longer. She was going to go downstairs, find Tyler, and pick up where they left off. Lacking panties would only make her goal easier to accomplish.

Hailey left her underwear in the behind and made her way downstairs. She saw that a crowd had formed a circle in the front living room. The sound of cheering had gotten louder and Hailey could only imagine what was going on. Whatever it all was for, Hailey knew that Madison had to be at the center of it. And that meant Tyler would be there, too.

Hailey pushed her way through the mass of people and, as expected, she found Tyler and Madison standing in the middle of the circle. Both were off to the far side, seemingly transfixed by what was going on in front of them. Hailey noticed Madison was wearing a new, but very similar, outfit. It was her house, after all. Tyler was also dressed in fresh clothes. Hailey wondered where he'd gotten them from.

Rather predictably, Tom was also standing next to Madison. He was fully dressed in the same dark slacks and darker shirt from before. Hailey couldn't help but wonder if he'd done the same disposal of his wet underwear.

Tom was shouting along with everyone else and Hailey quickly saw why. In the middle of the circle was a guy sitting naked on a high-backed, dining room chair. He was lanky and blonde with a long beard split by a wide, satisfied grin.

And no wonder he was smiling. A chubby girl with brown hair down to her bottom was kneeling between his legs, working her mouth back and forth on his cock like she was afraid it would melt before she finished. Hailey didn't recognize either of them, but she found it shocking just the same.

Hailey didn't see herself as a prude. But this was something straight out of a porn movie, or an HBO show, and it never occurred to her that people might do these things in real life. Hailey had always seen sex as something private that two people shared together. Sure she'd been fooling around in the pool, but it wasn't like anyone could have really seen anything.

This, however, was a performance - that girl was sucking that guy off in front of everyone on purpose. It made Hailey feel immediately aroused and instantly uncomfortable because of that arousal. Pussy juice leaked down Hailey's leg. Well, she supposed, that was why women wore panties. She prayed that no one would see. As if anyone was going to be looking at anything besides the couple in the middle of the room.

Then out of nowhere, the blonde guy threw his head back and shouted.

"I'm cumming you bitch, I'm cumming!"

The brown haired girl scooted back and pointed the man's cock right at her chest. She was completely naked; Hailey hadn't noticed before. The blonde man seemed to shiver, and then his stuff blasted out of the end of his cock, covering the poor girl in his pearlescence.

She had aimed him at her breasts and that's where most of it got, but some of it also caught her stomach and her neck. As the man shot, the crowd cheered wildly. A few guys even shared high fives.

Hailey felt bad for the girl. Being painted in some guy's sperm would be degrading enough. Let alone in front of so many strangers.

The girl didn't seem upset though. Instead she smiled broadly and raised her hands up, as if triumphant, then went to the side of the ring. If she cared to clean herself off, Hailey didn't notice.

Hailey glanced over at her younger brother. He didn't seem squicked out by any of this at all. Instead he was celebrating with everyone else. How had Hailey become the self conscious weirdo while her brother changed into the popular one?

Madison stepped into the center - the ringmaster. Of course. She caught Hailey's eye, winked, and then announced,

"We've got a new record! Five minutes and twenty-three seconds!"

The crowd gave another cheer. Hailey noticed for the first time that there was some sort of sleeping bag on the ground, lying next to the dining room chair. She guessed it was for the girl to rest her knees on while she sucked off the boy. That was very considerate, Hailey thought.

"OK, who are my next challengers?" Madison asked. Hailey thought it would be hard to find volunteers, but another couple stepped forward almost immediately. They were both completely naked and holding hands. It was kind of romantic. Sort of. The boy was short and his body was covered in dark hair. The girl had razor-straight black hair, cropped at her neck. Her breasts were enormous, much bigger than Hailey's, and she had a bottom to match.

The girl sat down in the chair and the boy knelt down in front of her.

"Oooo!" Madison cried, "The switcheroo! Well, OK, but remember the rules are the same. She has to hold out for a full five minutes and twenty-four seconds. If she blows before the clock does, you'll face... the dreaded snake!"

The crowd whooped again. Hailey couldn't even imagine what 'the snake' was and she wasn't itching to find out, either. The hairy boy was already on his knees. His girlfriend's legs were spread in a way that seemed particularly lewd.

The way they were turned, Hailey had a perfect view of the action. She could see the man's head bobbing up and down. Could see the woman shaking, shuddering. Her immense breasts bouncing.

Hailey didn't want to be excited by it, but her body didn't care a bit. Instead she felt her nipples tighten while her pussy flexed, depositing another load of lubrication down her leg. She'd had oral before and it seemed... ok. It wasn't her favorite way to get off. Mostly, guys just gave her a few licks and then moved on to the main course.

Watching this, though, was way different. The boy seemed really into it and Hailey couldn't help but wonder what it would be like if she were that girl, trembling on his tongue.

The girl started bouncing up and down on the chair. Panting and sighing as her boyfriend worked her over. Her legs snapped closed.

"S... so good. Please baby hold back a little or I'm gonna... Uhn... uhnnnn... noooooOH! Oh FUCK!" she cried. The crowd roared. Hailey noticed a guy behind her hand his friend a crisp twenty from his pocket. Were people actually betting on this?

Before the girl could even get out of the chair - her body was shaking with the aftershocks of what appeared to have been an epic orgasm - Madison stepped back into the center of the circle.

"Oh, I'm sorry," she said, clearly not sorry at all, "That was only three minutes and forty-seven seconds. Good job there, Serge." She gave the hairy guy a high five. "That means you now must face the snake!"

The crowd started to chant, "Face the snake! Face the snake!"

Madison knelt down and grabbed the sleeping bag from the floor. Slowly, like revealing a great mystery, she started to unzip the bag. Once it was open, she tossed it back on the floor and gestured at it.

The boy, Serge, grinned and lay down on his back. His cock stuck up proud and practically neon purple. It made Hailey think about what she'd seen sticking out of her brother before. And that had been somewhat covered by his boxers! She could only imagine what it would look like naked. Wait. No she couldn't. She was not imagining her brother's naked c... penis. Not at all.

Reflexively, she looked up and found Tom's face in the crowd. He was almost directly across from her and was jabbering excitedly with a dude next to him. He caught Hailey looking at him and smiled, shyly. Like she had caught him in something inappropriate.

She waved and he waved back, then came over.

"This is awesome, huh?" Tom said. She could barely hear him over the crowd.

"I guess," Hailey said.

"Is this what all college parties are like?"

"Nuh uh."

"I guess I'm just lucky then. Thanks for bringing me Hales. Best party ever!"

The woman with the large breasts and short black hair walked over to where Serge was lying on top of the sleeping bag. Hailey noticed she was holding a small foil square in her hand. She opened the package and slid the condom onto the man's penis. He moaned a little as she did it.

Condom in place, the woman stood back up. She seemed to be aiming herself and, sure enough, she fell down right on Serge's cock in one fell swoop. They both groaned as he filled her pussy.

Then Madison pranced over to the side of the sleeping bag and knelt down beside the couple. Saying nothing, not even really looking, Madison reached over and zipped them up completely. End to end.

Well, Hailey thought, at least that gave them a little privacy. Still, she couldn't help but be mortified by what she was watching. And somehow, that feeling made her own arousal all the more intense.

"That's two minutes in the snake for every one you were short of the record," Madison said, "Soooo we'll call it four minutes total."

The crowd roared. ZIpped in as they were, the couple couldn't do much - the cloth kept them both constrained. Serge's face went as purple as his penis as he strained against his girlfriend. Her head was down, hair covering her face. Little grunts of frustration and pleasure.

The crowd kept the noise level up the whole time. Hailey looked over at Tom apprehensively but he seemed to be avoiding her gaze. This wasn't exactly the most normal brother-sister bonding, Hailey thought to herself. She could appreciate him maybe feeling a bit strange seeing this with his big sister.

Of course, that didn't stop Hailey's body from feeling like it was burning up from the inside out. If Tom had even the slightest idea about his sister's reaction to what they were seeing, she doubted he'd ever be able to look her in the eye again. Maybe I am a slut, Hailey thought to herself.

A timer beeped loudly. The woman let out a long, disappointed groan. Madison walked out, like some messed up game show host, and unzipped the sleeping bag. Each of the participants then slowly stood up. The woman kept pacing back and forth. Her partner was still obviously erect. Clearly neither had reached the end they were searching for. As soon as both were free, they ran right out of the circle and up the stairs.

Everyone laughed, knowingly. A few people shouted things.

"Give it to her good!"

"Pump that pussy full!"

Oh God. Hailey imagined someone saying that to her, knowing that a boy was about to fill her up and... Oh God.

Madison came out and hushed the crowd.

"OK, the record is still five and a half minutes, people! Who's brave enough to give it a go?"

Hailey looked around. Did it take bravery or stupidity to step out into that circle? Either way, Hailey knew she didn't have enough of either. Thank God she could just stand off safely to the side and...

Tyler walked into the center.

He raised his arms above his head, like he'd just won the big boxing match. Hailey felt her heart hit the floor. The entire sequence flashed before her eyes. Her friend and her future boyfriend wrapped around each other's... other. Flushed in ecstasy as Hailey looked on. And once the ball was rolling it wouldn't stop. No. Tyler and Madison dating. Madison showing her the engagement ring over cocktails. She'd probably ask Hailey to be the maid of honor at their wedding.

Hailey felt the tears well up. Tyler was incredible. She couldn't imagine ever wanting someone as badly as she wanted him. This steamy, dreamy guy was slipping away right before her eyes and there was nothing she could do about it.

No. There was something she could do. Hailey wouldn't give Tyler up so easily. She willed her legs to move forward. Why wasn't she moving?

Then suddenly Hailey found herself in the center of the ring. She couldn't hear anything. A thousand eyes stared back at her. She'd done high school drama once and this was much worse. Much much much. She felt a hand holding hers. She looked down and saw it was Tyler. He smiled at her and that made everything feel OK.

Madison walked over and smiled at Hailey. Gave her shoulders a squeeze.

"Wow. Well this is different. Didn't think you had it in you."

In her. Oh God... Something was going to be in her soon enough, Hailey thought. She felt far too drunk. Not nearly drunk enough.

Then Madison signaled to the crowd. Someone brought another dining room chair over. Why did they need another seat? They set it up across from the first one, so both chairs were facing each other from across the circle.

Tyler took Hailey's hand and walked her over to closest chair. She felt herself sitting down.

"I'll give and you receive," he said, then smiled at her warmly. Hailey couldn't hide her relief. She'd sucked a few guys off before, but this seemed much easier. And enjoyable. She could even close her eyes and imagine herself anywhere. Tyler must have seen how nervous she was. He was taking care of her. If it was possible, she felt herself fall for him even more.

The crowd around them seemed to tilt and flow like they were on a ship in a storm. Everything was so odd. Dreamlike.

"We've got a special one for you folks," Madison said, "A twin bill! Well, they're not exactly twins but a sibling bill doesn't make any sense."

Then it all became far too real again. The room gasped in unison. Hailey looked up and, sure enough, saw her brother standing next to Madison. Oh Tom. Tommy. When Hailey had stepped out for Tyler he must have done the same for Madison. She was so in shock from her own decision, she hadn't even noticed his.

"So who's up for a little family throwdown?" Madison asked. She led Tom over to the other chair and sat him down. "Hailey MacIntyre vs Tom MacIntyre! But since it's a two-for-one, we've got twice the challenge! Both siblings must hang on to break the record. Or we'll all be facing... the snake!"

Hailey's brain froze.

She looked across the way and saw Madison slowly lowering herself in front of Tom. Then Tyler did the same in front of her. He put his head under her dress, like he was about to give her an exam. She heard another voice, some girl that Hailey couldn't see, announce the time. Madison's mouth was busy, after all.

Hailey sort of giggled despite herself. She looked down and saw Tyler lift his head up and smile. He'd seen she wasn't wearing panties. She did her best to smile back at him sexily. All for you!

Then Tyler went back under. Hailey tried not to look forward but she couldn't help it. Madison's head was hovering over Tom's erect penis. His boxers were lying spent on the floor nearby. Tom seemed almost dazed - his head hung back.

Good for him, Hailey thought dumbly. Glad he's finally getting some. Then she remembered her own predicament. She closed her eyes and tried to picture herself with Tyler somewhere else. Somewhere more private. But the crowd was chanting.

"Lick that slut! Lick that slut!"

Hah. That was funny. Like she, the experienced college girl, was really going to be the one to blow. That was her brother over there. No one had ever seen his cock, let alone touched it. As soon as Madison put her lips on him, Tom was going to blast his stuff right down the brunette's throat. No, that boy was snake bound and Hailey would only be able to sit back and watch.

Then she felt something warm and wet run straight up her center. The world shrank down to a pinpoint. Hailey could only think one thing: Tyler's tongue was fucking amazing! All it took was one little touch and her whole body was already electrified by what he was doing to her.

Hailey felt her legs open, welcoming, but she hardly cared now. The whole world seemed to center only on the flesh between her legs and what the amazing Tyler was doing to it. Hailey knew that only a moment had passed. Maybe less than a moment. She'd already lost.

Hailey was going to cum.

Hard.

Maybe harder than she'd ever cum in her whole life.

In front of all these people.

And she couldn't care less.

Hailey and Tyler were going to be sent to the snake, but that wasn't a punishment at all. Just a reward on top of her reward.

Hailey felt her body rising. The unmistakable, yet also sadly unfamiliar, feeling of a huge explosion building in her pussy. Hailey had orgasms before of course. From others and from herself. She knew there were all kinds - little ones and big ones. The best though, and she'd only found it once or twice, were these big sweeping cums that seemed to take hold of her and just fucking SHAKE. And never just one that way but a massive explosion followed by multiple aftershocks that would leave her blown out often for hours after.

She called these orgasms "uppers." As in the uppermost orgasm it was possible to experience.

Hailey could tell she was about to upper. The first time ever with another person. She was sure she was moaning now. Maybe even screaming. She didn't care. She wanted the world to share the pleasure she was about to feel.

The crowd was still shouting, but it was different now.

"Cum, sis, cum! Cum, sis, cum!"

And she was... Oh God she really was... Tyler didn't even need a finger. She was a slave to his tongue. Oh, for this she would do anything. Anything at all. Why had she been so embarrassed and afraid of this?



Then Hailey looked up and found she was staring right at her brother. His eyes looked distant - probably no different than her own. They were across the room. Being pleasured by two different people. Yet somehow it felt to Hailey like it was her and her brother only. Locked together in this world of exquisite ecstasy. An intimacy far beyond anything Tyler was doing to her with his tongue.

The siblings' eyes met.

Hailey's orgasm rose up like the tide and overwhelmed her. From toes to legs to breasts right over the top of her head and she was gone. Swallowed.

"CuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuMMMMMMMMMING!" she shouted. And she knew that she was telling him. Tom. Not the crowd or the man between her legs, but her brother. She wanted him to know she was climaxing so that he could share that moment with her, too.

Hailey tried to hold Tom's eyes as she went over but they snapped shut as her whole body cinched in pleasure. The next one rolled over her. Then the next and the next and the next.

The crowd roared.

Finally, the storm subsided and Hailey saw Tyler standing, his arms upraised once again. Then Madison stood as well. She gave Tyler an emphatic high five. Someone from the crowd handed Madison her phone and she looked down at the screen

"Wow! That was... not even close!" Madison said, "One minute fifteen seconds! Wow, way to go Tyler!"

Hailey could see her juices on Tyler's face. He'd gotten her off in almost a minute. Then she looked over and saw Tom still sitting across from her. Head lolling. Arms hanging down. He'd clearly gone off as well. Then Hailey looked down and saw that, no, his maginificent cock was still at full attention. The only stiff thing on his entire body.

And, yes - at this point Hailey had to concede - that thing jutting out of her baby brother could only be called a cock. Anything that thick and long and... powerful. That was no penis. God, how had Madison fit that whole thing in her mouth? And why was Hailey thinking about how she would fit it? Then Hailey thought about the snake and wondered, wow, how was Madison going to fit that whole thing in her pussy? And why was...

Dammit Hales. Stop. Just stop

Hailey sat back in the chair, unable to move. Tyler hadn't just brought her to orgasm, he'd broken her. Destroyed her. After an upper, Hailey was usually satisfied for weeks. Not now. Somehow her climax had only increased her need. Now all she could think about was cock and how she wanted more. Well, she'd be getting some Greek god cock soon enough, Hailey thought, and smiled.

Madison once again walked into Hailey's field of vision. She knelt down and unrolled the sleeping bag. The snake. Any shame Hailey felt was quickly overcome by her desire to have Tyler together with her. If his tongue was that talented, she could only imagine what having him inside her would be like. Who cared if it was public. He was hers and he was amazing.

Madison dropped the sleeping back on the ground with a flourish. Like a bullfighter with her cape. Then the brown haired girl lay down on her back.

I guess Madison and my brother are going first, Hailey thought to herself. She didn't really want to watch her brother fuck a girl. For a number of reasons. But, well, it wasn't the worst thing to have to endure. Just another thing to talk about with the psychiatrist in twenty years, Hailey supposed.

Then Tyler walked over and stood over Madison. And time dropped dead.

"Wait," Hailey said. She didn't formulate the word in her mind. She didn't think about it - prepare it for the outside world, like any other thought she'd ever expressed. She didn't even realize she'd said it out loud. But there it was.

Wait.

WAIT!!

"Don't worry," Madison said, looking up at Hailey from the sleeping bag, "You'll get your turn."

Hailey was so horrified by what was about to happen, she didn't even think about the larger consequences. What it meant for her if Tyler was paired with Madison. The only thing that Hailey could focus on was that Tyler, her Tyler, was about to be zipped up with someone not...

"But he's my..." Hailey stuttered. And then the logic of her brain kicked in. Was she really about to call Tyler her boyfriend? Cause she was pretty sure that he wasn't.

Madison spoke to Hailey like she was telling her there was no Santa Claus. "Everyone's wearing clothes," she said, "It's no big deal."

Hailey looked down and saw that was true. Madison still had on her tank top and short shorts. Tyler was still wearing his t-shirt and cargos. Even Hailey herself was covered by the dress. Only her brother was naked in any way and that was only from the waist down.

Before Hailey could protest further, Tyler carefully lay himself down over Madison, almost aiming his crotch to land on top of hers. Another girl came out of the crowd and zipped them in.

"Four minutes!" she announced, then pushed a button on her phone.

Whatever thoughts Hailey might have had about this remaining some kind of chaste encounter vanished as soon as the clock started. Though covered by the sleeping bag, it would have been obvious from the moon what those two were doing.

Tyler had his head down, buried in Madison's little breasts. His ass kept on pumping up and down, grinding against the stuck up girl. For her part, Madison seemed to be pushing up as well as she could, making little grunts with each go.

Hailey felt her heart shatter, piece by little piece, as she watched her dream boy hump her friend into the floor. Watched the little twitches in his face as he loped toward release. Madison's not so elegant grunts and sighs.

"Uhn. Uhn. Uhn."

The crowd didn't chant. No one cheered. They all just watched in dead silence, letting Hailey hear everything. See everything. Tyler and Madison going at each other as if there was nothing left in the world. As if this act was the only thing left in the entire universe. Crucial and eternal.

The alarm went off, but Madison just groaned and said

"Nnnnnot... yyyyyeeeeeet."

Who was going to interrupt the host after all?

Her little squeaks turned into little cries, chorused with Tyler's own moans. Then Madison squeezed Tyler's shoulders, hard. Her face contorted into a literal "O" shape and she shook like she'd been plugged into the wall. Tyler raised his head. Bayed out his pleasure to the world.

After what felt like hours, Madison slumped back into a self-satisfied smile. The helper girl came back and unzipped the sleeping bag. Now the crowd cheered. Madison and Tyler held hands and took little bows, like the end of a high school play.

Hailey noticed Madison was a bit stumbly. Then she looked over at Tyler. He gave her that same knowing, self satisfied wink and it broke her. Hailey couldn't imagine feeling any worse.

"And now... Round two!"

*

Hailey sat, dumbfounded, as Madison walked over to Tom and helped him out of his seat. He seemed to be looking at everything and everyone except for her. Had that moment of passion... When both of them had shared her climax. Was he really so ashamed?

Madison, still leading Tom around, walked over to Hailey and took her hand. Hailey let Madison pick her up. Limply, she felt her hand joined with her brother's, then lifted over their heads in triumph. The crowd seemed to respond in a frenzy, but Hailey couldn't tell exactly because all she could hear was a persistent, dull roar.

"But he's my brother," she said. Mumbled it really. Speech was not her strong point at the moment.

"You're both wearing clothes," Madison said, "What's the big deal?" That seemed to be her answer to everything. Go down Niagara Falls in a barrel? You're both wearing clothes. What's the big deal?

Only they weren't, exactly. Tom was clearly still naked from the waist down. If anything, his cock seemed to be sticking out even more than before. Hailey could even see his balls, dark and engorged beneath her brother's dick. It looked painful, Hailey thought, being so aroused, and she imagined that it probably was.

To his credit, Tom seemed to notice and started to look around for his boxers, but they were gone. Hailey's sibling shrugged, a sort of careless resignation. He went back to staring at his shoes and it occurred to Hailey that her brother wasn't embarrassed at all. Not scared or disgusted.

He was eager.

He was a kid at the toy store, afraid to point out his deepest desire lest his parents turn him down. A starving man, staring at steak through a glass window on a cold night.

And she was the meal he ached for. Oh no.

"You made the bet," Madison said, "You have to pay the price. Tyler and I already did. Besides, you're wearing your dress. It'll just be like you're cuddling or whatever. A little sibling spoon."

Hailey looked around from face to face. Madison, Tyler, Tom, the crowd. No one said anything. Then very carefully, as if her body had decided for her, Hailey felt herself start to kneel down on the open sleeping bag.

"Let little brother go first," Tyler said. Hailey stood up again. Brother and sister, one of whom was naked from the bottom down, were about to get into a sleeping bag together. The room got very quiet. Charged with anticipation.

Tom lay down on his back. Again Hailey found herself focusing on his cock. The monster seemed to throb with it's own building appetite.

"Nuh uh," Hailey said, "Roll over."

Tom smiled at her sheepishly and then rolled onto his stomach. He rested his head on the wood floor. His penis, no doubt, pressed against his belly. Then Madison sat down on her haunches next to him and zipped up the sleeping bag.

"You forgot someone," Tyler said.

"Oh, silly me," Madison said, "I guess you'll just have to slide in there with him already inside, Hailey."

Hailey walked over to the sleeping bag and got down on her knees. She smiled at Tom, affectionately rubbed the curls on his head. She'd seen the look in his eyes. Madison had no doubt worked the poor boy up to a frenzy and now... Well, of course he was needy. Beyond needy. Hailey would be lying to herself if she didn't admit that she felt pretty damn fidgety, herself. And she at least had some release.

Poor Tom would probably have fucked a rotten fruit if they'd let him. That's why he'd seemed so... wanting before. There was no way he actually wanted to be with his sister. That was just insane.

Still surrounded by silence, as if all of reality were holding its breath in anticipation, Hailey carefully began to slide her leg above Tom's shoulder blade.

"Oh no," Madison said, tut-tut-tutting, "Under."

Hailey sighed. It wouldn't be so bad, she reasoned. Her brother's massive member would probably be pressed against her butt, but there would be a good bit of dress between them. Hailey even thought, generously, that if he got off from pressing his penis into her bottom that, well, she couldn't blame him for that, really. This was fine. Really fine.

"Just get this over with," she mumbled

Tom, himself, gave a large sigh. Then he picked himself up, like doing a pushup. Hailey lay down on her stomach, mimicking how Tom had been before. She slowly started to slide herself back into the sleeping bag, under her brother.

It was slow going. The bag was clearly meant to hold one person snug and they were stuffing in two. Her brother was not a small man, either, so it was probably even a tighter fit than it had been for the others.

Worse, Tom was already zipped in and the bag was clearly quite hot. So Hailey's brother was literally dripping sweat. Everything was close and sticky and oh so tight and Hailey had to inch herself back like a weird worm. As she went, she realized how perverted this really was. Her feet, the backs of her legs, her rounded, full bottom - they were all sliding right under her little brother's nose.

Then it got worse. Hailey was in about halfway. She slid back, basically getting breast deep into the bag, and she noticed that her dress slid up slightly. Was it caught on something? Or had the natural closeness of sweaty bodies caused it to ride up? The cause was hardly Hailey's concern.

The result was that with every little push, Hailey's dress was slowly moving up her body. She tried to slide in a way that would make it stop, but nothing did it. First just the backs of her thighs were bare. Then the bottom of her bottom. She was in all the way to the shoulders now. One last step. Hailey pushed herself up, moved back, and gasped as her dress went all the way up to her waist.

Her butt was bare.

Not realizing what had happened, only aware that his sister was now fully in the sleeping bag, Tom lowered himself down. Hailey felt it immediately. First his head was right on her shoulder. His breath in her ear. Then his arms were around hers. Then, finally, the last bit. His hardness came to rest right in the crack of her ass. Nestled there, like a hot dog in a bun.

"Sis, are you wearing panties?" Tom asked, as quietly as he could.

"Nuh uh," Hailey said, "I took them off after the pool."

"Oh fuck," Tom said.

Their bare skin was pressed against each other. Hailey felt her brother press against her, surely involuntarily, and then he groaned.

"Sorry Sis. Sorry."

She felt him try to lift himself up a little, then fall back.

"Ohhhhh Hailey."

Hailey could feel his steel bar wedged between her soft cheeks. He was really holding her now, arms around hers, like trying to keep her safe. Her mind screamed at her to move. Shift positions. Anything... But there was nothing that could change their situation now. They were stuck in that position for as long as Madison made them stay there.

"J... just don't move," Hailey said, "Don't move and it'll be over soon. Just four minutes."

"Set the timer for fifteen minutes!" Madison announced. The world came back all at once. Madison was holding up her phone like the round card in a boxing match. Tyler was pacing back and forth. Looking down at them both and smirking. The crowd chanted.

"Fuck that sis! Fuck that sis!"

Madison bent over and smiled at Hailey and Tom slightly sidewise.

"I told you," Madison said, "Double the risk, double the punishment. You missed by four which means you both owe me eight."

"But you didn't..."

Hailey didn't even get to finish her sentence before Madison stepped out of view.

"Starting... NOW!"

Tom squeezed Hailey even tighter and made another low moan. He was clearly upset, beyond upset really, but he was still trying to comfort her. Make her feel safe. Such a good brother, Hailey thought to herself.

Then she felt something else, hard, poking at her bottom. Tom's cock was getting insistent. Again, Hailey wondered, how had he, a virgin, held on with Madison when she had barely survived Tyler's cunning linguistics? Was Madison really that bad at giving head?

"No no, she was good," Tom whispered into his big sister's ear, "Better than good. Awesome," His cock flexed against Hailey's ass in agreement. Their heads were so close, their hair tangled with the other's. Hailey could have a whole conversation with her brother and no one would know the better.

"I was getting close to... y'know. About the same time you were getting ummmmm..."

"Tom, I think it's a little silly to be embarrassed about saying stuff like that when we're like, y'know... this."

"Right, well, I was gonna cum when you were gonna cum. Maybe even before. But Maddy... Madison. She felt it coming and, like, grabbed my balls. Hard. Hurt like hell. I could barely stay hard. Let alone, y'know, like, shoot my stuff."

Hailey pressed herself back into her brother.

"Couldn't stay hard, huh?"

"Well, it didn't last long," Tom said, "And then it came back like really really strong and I... I'm sorry Hales."

"It's OK," Hailey said, feeling nothing but affection for her baby brother, "I'm still pretty... ummm... Worked up? From before. So it's not like... I understand is what I'm saying. My mind knows it's wrong but my body..."

"Now who's being silly?"

"Fine. My pussy is fucking dripping and I can feel your cock against my ass and all my body wants to do is push back and... But I know it's wrong and so I won't. I'm just saying I understand what you're feeling. Kinda."

"Right now I'm feeling your whole body, Hales and it's fucking amazing."

"Thanks? I think? You feel pretty good, too, I guess." Hailey wasn't just saying it. She felt surrounded by her brother's strength. Like the way Tyler had held her in the pool. Only more... warm? Loving? It was weird, but the same touches that had felt so affectionate before, just seemed like cold, distant taps compared to being enveloped by her brother. And Tom's cock, so close to being surrounded by her own warm wetness...

No, she wouldn't think about it. Mustn't. She'd be strong for her little brother. That was her job. To protect him. And she would do that. She wouldn't let him down.

"Fuck that sis! Fuck that sis!"

The crowd of college students around them seemed to be screaming their mantra in Hailey's ears. She wasn't naive. She knew something was going to happen with her brother. To her brother. They were already rubbing despite themselves and soon he was bound to spend. No human male could be expected to do better.

But Hailey resolved that whatever happened, she would show the crowd nothing. Face blank. Body still. No matter what.

Then she felt a new sensation. She and Tom had sort of being moving against each other unconsciously. Her brother had been pressed into the cleft of her ass, yes, but closer to her lower back. But now, her brother's cock had slipped a little lower. The head was almost pressing against her anus.

"Tom nnnnoooooo," Hailey moaned.

"C... can't help it," Tom said.

The same sweat that had forced her dress up around her stomach had now made their bodies so slippery it was almost impossible for her brother's cock not to bore straight into her backside.

OK, Hailey thought to herself in a way that was remarkably calm considering the moment, I'm a slut.

I came like a slut in front of everyone. I'm here in this sleeping bag, practically dry humping my own brother. But I'm a good girl, dammit. I'm not letting someone fuck me in the ass. Certainly not my little brother. And certainly not in front of a crowd like this.

And just like that, Hailey decided that she wouldn't allow it to happen. That this was the worst possible result and so it was worth doing anything, anything, to escape this situation.

Focusing all her anger over everything that had happened - the resentment, the shame, the fear - Hailey popped her butt up, shoving Tom's cock away from her puckered posterior. With a sense of profound relief, Hailey felt her brother's cock slip right off her sweaty, slippery ass and drop free.

And then it landed lower. And Hailey realized that, no, THIS was the worst situation.

Tom's cock settled back down. It was still resting against something all right. Her warm, wet, welcoming pussy.

"D... Don't. Don't move," Hailey said through gritted teeth.

But it was beyond too late. Without him doing more than taking a deep breath, her little brother's cock slipped right into Hailey's yearning pussy. The longest, thickest cock she had ever seen in her life jammed up to the hilt inside her without even a pause. It was the fullest Hailey had ever felt. The quickest her quim had ever been filled.

"Ohhhhhh ffffffffuuuuuuuuuUUCK!" Hailey cried, her precious silence broken. The crowd whooped in elation.

"Give it to her good!" someone shouted. A woman.

Hailey turned her head and met Tom's eyes. She expected him to look shocked or sad or maybe a bit grossed out? He looked profoundly happy. A little tear ran down his cheek.

"Hailey I... I'm inside you," he said.



"Yeah, I know, you big doofus."

"I'm sorry?"

"Yeah, yeah, yeah. I'll bet."

"I didn't... I mean, I wasn't trying to..."

"No. I know it wasn't your fault it's just..."

"I know. But... That was my virginity, sis," Tom said. He didn't sound upset at all. Almost proud. "My big sister took my virginity."

"That's great, hon," Hailey said, trying to keep the tension out of her voice, "Now be a good little brother and take it out."

She felt Tom sort of struggle behind her, then nothing.

"I can't I... oh god... There's not enough room. I'm stuck, Hales. I mean, I can't move at all. I don't think it's... fuckthat'sfuckinggood... coming out until we come out."

Well, Haley thought, this wasn't so bad. Her brother's cock was inside her. And, she had to admit, it felt fucking fully fantastic.

But it wasn't like they were actually fucking. Like Tom said, he couldn't even really move. So they would just sit there, in that position and well, it would be a funny story. That was all. It's not like she would, like, cum or anything this way. Right? And as long as that didn't happen then it was OK, really. Nothing to be worried about at all.

As if in response, without Hailey's conscious approval, her pussy squeezed at the massive cock inside of her. Both siblings groaned simultaneously.

"You two OK in there?" Madison asked.

"fff... Fine," Hailey said. He just... kneed me really hard before. Hurt like hell."

"Yuh-huh," Madison said. Her smug smirk made Hailey remember her promise. The one she'd made to herself, that one unfortunate exclamation aside, Hailey was going to keep if it killed her.

Hailey knew she was stuck and she couldn't change that. Her brother's immense fuck stick was jammed deeper than anything she'd ever felt. His cockhead felt wedged against her cervix in a way that she hadn't realized was possible. And they had time... all the time... too much time... before they'd be allowed to disengage.

And everyone was watching, waiting, to see the two siblings at their weakest moment. But Hailey remembered her promise to herself. Her one last bit of dignity. She would show them nothing.

Face blank. Body still. No matter what. She wouldn't give these perverts the satisfaction of knowing that her brother had fucked her - was fucking her - and, worse, that she'd enjoyed it. And besides, Tom was just inside her. It wasn't like she'd cum or anything. So really there was nothing to be ashamed of.

"Don't move," she told her brother, "It's... it's OK. Just don't move."

But Hailey's body had no intention of keeping her promise for her. Her pussy - her mischevious, hungry, little puss - seemed driven towards milking her little brother's cock. And he was more than happy to oblige, of course. Tom had clearly been on the edge to start. She doubted he - a virgin no less - would last 16 seconds like this. Let alone 16 minutes.

"OK," Tom said, "I'll be still." He sort of kept his promise. Her brother didn't move his crotch at all, but ran his hands over Hailey's arms, reached under her and squeezed her breasts through her dress.

Hailey couldn't exactly blame her brother by that point. If the roles had been reversed she was sure she'd have done the same. Why settle for bronze when you can grab for the gold?

Then Tom moved a little more and slid his hands inside, holding each of her bare boobs. Hailey had never loved her breasts - they never seemed big enough for boys to notice them - but they felt absolutely perfect in her brother's hands.

Tom started rubbing her tits as best he could. Her nipples brushed against his rough palms and the sensation shot straight down to Hailey's poor overstuffed pussy. She arched her back and once again her pussy squeezed his cock like wringing out a rag.

Tom groaned and in response, Hailey felt... No! Oh no. How was this even... Tom wasn't even moving and her stupid, slutty body was about to...

"I c... oh god. Oh GOD..."

A little burst built up in Hailey's sex. This wasn't an upper. Just a little cum. But Hailey was left in shock as her body truly betrayed her. She tensed as the pleasure raced through her. Bit her lip. Bent her head. Ground her teeth to keep the low groan deep in her throat. Then the pleasure burst, forcing her head up like howling at the moon. Slamming her eyes shut.

Then it was gone. Hailey's whole body trembled from the exertion. Holy fuck.

That was just with her brother buried inside her. Held still by self control and constricted by the skinny sleeping bag. Hailey could only imagine if Tom could find some way to thrust. To pump. Pound her poor wanting pussy into the ground. Oh god...

"Fuck... Hales," Tom whispered into her ear, "I'm... I'm trying sis." His cock flexed on the word 'sis.' "I really am. Trying to stay still for you. But I'm getting really close and I..."

"Oh. Ummmmm. Fuck... Tom I'm... Uhn."

"Fill her up! Fill her up!" The crowd was chanting. Oh fuck. Her brother seemed to reach the same conclusion.

"Fuck... sis. Are you... I mean, is it safe?"

Immediately, in that moment, everything made sense to Hailey. Why she'd been so horny all day. Why everything Tyler did had felt so good. The orgasms. The... the upper. Why her pussy was so fucking wet like a fucking faucet of girl butter. She didn't even have to count the days.

"Hales... you're on the pill, right?"

"Nuh uh."

"F... Oh fuck." Tom's body started to shake, as if those two little words - not even fully formed, just little grunts - had triggered his explosion by themselves. And, as if moving in sympathy, Hailey felt her own body begin to tighten. Building. Shaking in time with her brother.

Hailey stared forward and saw almost an army of shoes and legs. She repeated it, her promise, again and again and again. Gripped it like it would ground her.

"Just don't move. Just don't move."

Her brother practically seizing above her. The crowd noise seeming to rise to crescendo as Hailey and her brother did the same. Did they notice? Did they know? Was an entire crowd about to watch a brother impregnate his older sister?

Again, though she'd ordered it not to, Hailey felt her whole body bear down on her brother's cock. Tom almost howled in pleasure.

"Don't move. Don't move," Hailey was chanting it now. They were both shaking. Rumbling against each other. Hailey felt the pressure inside her, like a dam about to burst. Her face burned. Sweat dripped off her like she'd been caught in the rain.

Together they fluttered. Shivered. Pleasure rolling up and down their bodies.

"Huurrrrr... hurrrrrrr... hurrrrrrr..." Tom's breath in her ear. Getting faster now. Hands clutching at her breasts. He was trying to hold out, poor boy, he was doing so good. Trying to keep his big sister safe. Just like always.

And Hailey thought about it. All those times she'd picked on him growing up. Especially now that they were older. She'd teased him. Called him names. Things she'd never imagined she could say to someone she loved.

And in return, all Tom had ever done was love her. He'd been strong for her when she was weak. Brave when she was afraid. Protected her. Stood by her side no matter what. Always.

So Hailey lowered her head. Bit her lip. Shut her eyes.

"T... Tom? Tommy? It's OK."

"Wh... what?"

Hailey felt her brother's hands still pumping greedily at her tits. His breath on her ear. His cock - her little brother's amazing enormous cock - already making her fuller than she'd ever been and straining to fill her further.

"It's OK to cum."

"But Hailey you're not... I mean, I might..."

"You will baby brother," Hailey said, knowing in her heart that it was true and laughing at her unintentional choice of words, "You're gonna put your baby in my body. I know it in my heart I know it."

"But..."

"Cum" Hailey said.

Tom's grip tightened on his sister's breasts, like holding on for dear life. He buried his head in her hair. And then, again, his whole body began to shake. Not a trembling like before, but great violent fits.

Hailey started shaking with him. Tried to hold her body in control. The more he built, she built. The more she tried to hold still, the more her body began to overwhelm her.

Then they both froze. The world seemed to go silent. Two siblings about to share the most forbidden moment.

"Hailey?" Tom's voice weak and shaky, "Your brother has to cum."

"Hrrrrrrrrrr...ahhhHHHHH!" Her brother roared and the crowd erupted in cheers in the same moment.

Tom spasmed and Hailey felt like a cannon had been fired deep inside of her. Her brother's cock exploded. His warmth painted her walls. Drove past her cervix. Like an army of sperm were breaking down the door to her womb

At first it was nothing. Like her insides had been dipped in warm water. A strange sensation and not altogether unpleasant.

Then suddenly, Hailey felt it.

Not a little cum like before or even just an upper but an upperest of uppers that didn't just rise up her body but engulfed her whole in one swift crash and then another. And another. Pleasure that was more than a wave. A typhoon as her womb didn't just ask for her brother's essence but demanded it. Greedily sucking his sperm into her eager, fertile gullet.

Hailey tried so hard to hold it. So hard. Eyes sealed shut. Her body thrashed back and forth. Whole head vibrating. She bit her lip so hard she tasted blood. A long low sigh still somehow escaped her lips, like steam from a teapot.

A long low, "aaaaaaaaaaaaAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH"

Her brother's cock kept blasting her. And somehow just barely still holding still Hailey came harder than she'd ever experienced or even known she could. Each explosion greater, not less, forced her body up and forward like supplicant to the ceiling. Tensing upward, held in place. Radiating pleasure.

As if their shared orgasm was only made more intense by how they'd held it back.

Then, as if finally cracking under the pressure, Hailey felt like something inside her snap. She fell to the floor quivering. Her brother somehow still filling her with his ecstatic ejaculation. Emptying himself into his sister. More than gallons - an ocean of cum being poured into her drinking glass-sized snatch.

Overflowing. Drowning. And with each burst, orgasms washed over Hailey like a corpse in the sea. Mumbling softly for her brother.

"Tommy... Oh my little Tommy..."

Tom finally collapsed onto her back. Tension draining onto the floor. She felt the weight of him and wanted nothing more. They just lay there - brother's hands on his sister's breasts, cock buried in her pussy - until the timer finally went off.

*

After they were unzipped, Hailey stood up carefully, letting her dress fall back down over her butt. Her brother was still lying on the ground, like he was shell shocked. She thought she saw a little drool drip out of his mouth. Hailey's little brother had just lost his virginity to his sister in front of hundreds of people. He looked more than comfortable with the outcome.

With the big show now concluded, everyone started to wander off. Hailey found herself standing in the middle of the living room more or less alone. Forgotten. She started to walk back up the stairs to use the bathroom. Maybe her panties would be dry by now. If no one had taken them as a souvenir.

"See, that wasn't so bad," Madison said.

Hailey hadn't even seen the girl standing on the stairs behind her.

"Tyler said it was really cool, what you did. I think he sees you in a totally new light. If you asked him out right now? I guaran-fucking-tee he'd say yes. Anyway, hope you enjoyed the party. It's pretty much over - people need to get the fuck out of my house. But you can stay as long as you want. It's different with friends, y'know?"

Madison gave Hailey a little hug, then pushed past her up the stairs and disappeared down a corridor. Hailey stood there, almost in shock.

She felt a long stream of her brother's warm cum drip down the inside of her leg. She wondered if anyone noticed. Her brother. Oh God. There was so much of it. She'd never seen so much cum. And he'd pumped it all right into her waiting, fertile womb.

In that moment, there were only two things Hailey knew for sure: She was carrying her brother's baby.

And she was going to fuck him again.
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