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Chapter
One



My stepsister is a nerd.

I’m not being mean. It’s what she and her friends call themselves. They sit up late at night in her room rolling dice and shouting at nonexistent monsters, or watching anime and discussing it like art.

We’ve always gotten along, but we were closer in those first few years, after she and her mom moved in, and even closer after my dad passed. Lately, football has taken up most of my time, and my friends are always dragging me out on some adventure or another. While she’s deep into her doctoral program, and working as an assistant professor.

My stepmom took the settlement money and bought land and built a large house on it. She put it all in my name, handing the paperwork to me on my eighteenth birthday and said it’s what my father wanted. I didn’t know what to say back, but I promised myself she would always have a home here if that’s what she and Nat wanted.

When I told her this, she drew me into a warm hug and held me for a long time, then she went to her room and slept the whole night through for the first time in a while. She’s been happier since and taken more interest in her part-time job as a curator of a museum. A renowned art historian, she used to earn more than my father before the accident, but since then she’s taken a part-time role and spends much of her time at home baking or puttering around the enormous garden.

I spend my time in my room or the gym downstairs, and that’s where I was, doing pull-ups while ESPN played on the TV, when Nat and her friend found me.

“Dave, settle this for us,” Nat barged into the gym and froze in the doorway, her friend bumping into her back when she saw me.

“Sorry.” I reached for the remote and clicked off the TV. “I know you don’t like that.”

“Yea,” she said, with a faint flush to her cheeks that must have been from rushing downstairs. “It’s dumb.”

I wanted to laugh at the vacant way she spoke. If anything, she was the one who sounded dumb, but I knew that wasn’t true. Her eyes were locked onto my abs and the sweat, and I felt a moment of embarrassment at being half dressed, then she saw the grin on my face and her eyes sharpened, one brow raising behind her thick-framed glasses.

“Grown men getting paid millions to play a kids’ game is dumb, and you know it.” She gave a small shake of her head, and her thick, expressive lips softened. “That’s not why we’re here. We need you to sort something out for us.”

“Hi, Dave!”

Astrid waved from behind Nat, her blue-haired head poking from behind my stepsisters’ shoulders and flashing a grin but darting right back into the shadows after a wide eyed stare at me. Nat’s best friend was twice as awkward as she was cute, and the pale eyed, elfin girl was as adorable as they came.

“We promised each other we’d go to a convention for graduation, but we can’t decide on which one.”

Nat moved into the gym and sat on the shoulder-press seat, frowning in annoyance when the machine’s arms dug into her shoulder. She shifted in her seat, hips twisting, and her tight sweater swayed in a way that made me force my eyes upward.

“Comic-Con is obviously the biggest, and we have to see it at least once, but Gamescom is in Paris, and we could visit museums while we’re there.”

“And eat all the food!” Astrid flashed a cherubic grin, sidling into the gym to stand at my sisters shoulder, she leaned on the shoulder-press awkwardly, then readjusted, feet shuffling, then readjusted again, then moved to lean on the bench press but hit the bar and made it roll back against the stand, jumping at the clang it made and finally folding her hands against her waist and moving back to my stepsisters side.

Natalia looked up at her friend and grinned. Something about the smile made me want to look closer at Astrid, but I stole a glance at the massive curves beneath her sweater and ignored the shame that swept through me. Featureless and baggy is her usual style, and it was a rare moment when I got a glance at the massive objects of my teenage fascination. Developing late, my stepsister had never stopped, and the true extent of her glorious blessings were a mystery.

“Are they at the same time?”

“No,” Nat said, shaking her head, “They’re a month apart.”

“Why not go to both?”

“See!” Estrid said with a flash of white teeth, “I told you he’d have an idea.”

“Doing both is too expensive,” Nat shook her head again.

“I can afford it,” Astrid said. “You’ve been saving too. You said you’ll have more than enough.”

“It’s too much, isn’t it? And we need a whole second set of cosplay outfits.” Nat was frowning, but I could see the wanted to do it, and I wanted it for her.

“If anyone’s earned the vacation, it’s you, Nat,” I said, stepping close and meeting her eyes when they rose to mine. “You’re getting your doctorates. Both of you. Enjoy yourself. You’ve earned it.”

“Thank you,” she said, the red back in her cheeks and brightening when her eyes fell back down my shirtless torso. “Well, we should be going, we have cosplay to plan.”

“What are you going to be?” I asked.

“We made two outfits,” Astrid said, but my sister waved her to silence. “One set is Wonder Woman and Black Canary. I’m Wonder Woman,” she flashed a proud grin. “But Natalia made me promise we’ll never wear the other set in public.”

“What’s the other set?” I was interested now, especially when Nat waved her friend to silence, but Astrid blurted it out.

“Succubi!”

I’d never heard that word, and from my frown Astrid could see it. The tiny young woman covered her mouth, her natural shyness forgotten as she read my expression.

“You don’t know what they are.” Dimples appeared when she grinned behind her brightly colored fingernails, and Nat sighed in relief.

“No, sorry,” I chuckled.

“Want to find out?” Astrid’s voice was tight, as if the delicate young woman was under enormous strain, and my stepsisters’ eyes flashed up to my face in a way that made me think this conversation had been planned out.


Chapter
Two



Iwanted to laugh, but there was a tension in the room that hadn’t been there a moment before. I’d have called it sexually charged if Nat didn’t wear the same tense, hungry expression as Astrid, but I knew my stepsister wasn’t interested in things like that. She’d never had a boyfriend and was adamant that she never had those thoughts whenever our mom pressed her at the dinner table.

“See your cosplay outfits? I’d love to,” ignoring the tension was hard, harder when I thought of Natalia in one of those skimpy cosplay outfits.

Something in my expression or the subtle glance of my eyes down to the massive swells beneath her sweater must have clued Nat in because she crossed her arms and the blush in her cheeks deepened.

“I don’t want to embarrass you or make you uncomfortable, though,” I added. quickly

The red in Nat’s face faded, and she said, “You could never to that, David.” She looked up at her friend, who wore such comical hope I wanted to laugh again and sighing, she nodded. “Okay, I guess we should show at least one person.”

“You said Dave’s who you thought of when you came up with the costume idea.” Astrid said, ignoring the alarm on my sister’s face. The girl had never been good with social ques, and she kept right on talking as we turned to leave the gym. I snatched my shirt, wishing I could shower before putting it on, then followed them up to the first floor.

“I did the leather stitching, but the sowing was all Natalia, and she did the design and outlines too. I thought they were outrageous but she insisted-.”

“Mom, where are you going?”

Natalia cut her friend off quickly, voice rising above Astrid’s. My stepmom had her coat on and was pulling on her purse when she turned to us in the kitchen. She flashed the girls a smile that deepened for me.

“Glassware from the fifth century arrived at the Museum. I’m going to the city for a few hours to identify and catalogue it. I won’t be back for dinner.”

“I’ll order us something,” I said, “Will you be back tonight?”

“Of course,” she said. “I wouldn’t miss our monthly breakfast for the world. You still want to, right?”

“I can’t wait,” I said, finding it hard to meet her pale green eyes and their shining emotion for long.

My stepmom is like her daughter, lost in her own world of thought, but deeply sentimental. In the first month after my dad passed, she’d insisted we spend time together, just her and I. Those first few breakfasts were awkward for me, because I found it hard not to stare.

At the office, her dark hair is pulled into a bun, bright eyes are behind thick lenses and too large frames, and her voluptuous figure is hidden beneath bulky lab coats and formless sweaters. At home she relaxes in baggy shirts, but it’s impossible to ignore her curves, and in those early breakfasts I spent more time stealing glances than opening up. I never got past the fascination, but her gentle, constant presence led me to open up, and our time together every month has become a lifeline to me.

Her thick lips curled into a smile she only had for me and, ignoring Nat and Astrid, pulled me into a hug. She held me for a second longer than necessary, and I prayed it wasn’t because she felt the stirring beneath my belt. I might be more comfortable around her, but the firm pressure of her breasts pressed against my arm and chest was all I could think about.

“I’m looking forward to it,” her voice was little more than a whisper, barely reaching my ears. “I was thinking… we can speak about your future and how I can… support you along the way… Or not, if that’s your wish.”

“Of course,” I said, trying to read the storm of emotions that swept over her face, but they passed too fast to read, and she flashed me a hopeful smile and pulled me down for a quick peck on the cheek.

Unfortunately, the firmness in my pants only hardened when I caught a glance within the neckline of her shirt. The dark line between her cleavage ran out of sight into the garment, cupped together by a lacy white bra that looked far too elegant for the museum.

“Perfect, I’ll see you then.” The emotions on her face had melted into what I could only call contented, then she pulled away from me and gave the girls a wave. “You girls have fun, and Natalia, don’t forget the dishes.”

“I won’t, Mom,” my stepsister said with a curious twinkle in her eyes that I didn’t like, as she glanced from my stepmom to me and back again.

“We have the house to ourselves,” Astrid said, pulling Nat’s attention for the second I needed to hide the tent in my pants up beneath my belt. “If we were kids, we could throw a party.”

“Drunk frat boys and blacked out pick me girls? No thanks,” Nat said, then she turned to me with that sharpness in her gaze. “What did mom whisper to you? Jost now? I’m sure she said something.”

“Nothing,” I frowned, insides curdling, thinking she’d discovered my secret obsession with her mother.

“Nat,” Astrid said with an exaggerated eye roll. “We have the place to ourselves. Did you still want to… you know?”

My stepsister gave a start, cheeks colored, and she wouldn’t meet my eyes as she nodded to her friend. Astrid’s excitement was barely contained as she grabbed Nat’s hand and dragged her ahead to the stairs.

“We’ll be down in ten minutes!”


Chapter
Three



Nat threw me a final glance back at me, shy and nervous, then they were gone upstairs, their whispering voices and giggles reaching me as I poured a glass of orange juice and grabbed a protein bar. The living room overlooks a wildflower-filled field with a creek on the other side and my stepmom’s gardens to the right. I sat on the couch and watched clouds stream by outside and debated googling Succu-whatever it was, but the soft cushions felt too good on my sore muscles.

I don’t know if I was popular in high school, but I had a lot of friends, in different social circles. Sports and extracurriculars kept me busy throughout, but I managed to have a girlfriend for a few months at the end of senior year. She went off to UCLA, though, and neither of us wanted a long-distance relationship, so we broke up and I’ve been single since.

Kat and Astrid had been wallflowers in high school, hanging out in the drama rooms or teachers’ classrooms on lunch and keeping to themselves. Astrid was adorable in a manic-pixie-dream girl way, but her excitement and abrupt personality drove guys away, while my sister would just ignore anyone who dared approach her.

With her figure, even hidden beneath baggy sweatshirts and loose band shirts, there was no end of guys going after her. Most were of the ‘neck beard’ variety, but I’d been nervous more than a few times when guys in her college tried to date her. She kept to herself though and never had even gone on a date, that I knew of.

The sound of heavy shoes on stairs caused me to turn around, and I caught sight of chunky black shoes and bare skin wrapped in black fishnets as they descended. My breath caught as I saw more and more of the black webbing stretched across bare skin, then they froze and whispered something I couldn’t make out.

“David, sit on the couch and close your eyes,” my sister said, her voice more than a little breathless. “Promise you won’t peek until we say so.”

“You have to promise!”

“Are you serious?” I asked, already moving, but my tone annoyed.

“You’ll get a reward if you do!”

“Astrid!” my sisters hissed, her warning reached me as I sank onto the couch with a sigh.

I knew what kind of reward to expect from the flighty girl. Last summer Astrid, then blonde, had baked me banana bread as thanks for fixing the starter in her car. The outside had been burnt and the center still liquid, and she’d watched me eat a slice with such genuine pride I didn’t have the heart to spit it out.

My eyes were closed as their heavy feet clomped down the stairs and around behind me. I could feel their presence as much as hear them as hands or something waved in front of my face. My sister was breathing heavily, I could recognize her anywhere, and my focus was on her as she and her friend moved around the couch to stand before the stone-lined fireplace. I heard the lights click off, and the room dimmed, then the sound of carpet scraping as they moved the coffee table aside.

“Can I look now?” I asked.

“Oh god this is a mistake,” Nat whispered, and I didn’t mean to, but my fingers parted and I peeked.

“Wait,” Astrid said, “Let me get my collar on.”

Her words flew right over my head as the sliver I saw made me unable to focus on anything else. Black fishnets rose to pleated black skirts so short flashes of their panties appeared when they moved. The skirts rode low on their hips, revealing bare midriffs. Astrid’s stomach was smooth, her figure slender as a willow with small curves for her hips and bust, while my stepsister’s stomach had a small curve to it, while her hips and bust flared outrageously compared to her friends.

I couldn’t hide my stare when I took in their upper bodies. My jaw dropped. And the hand before my face slipped. Astrid was fiddling with a leather collar and thin metal chain, but my eyes were only for the black corset pushing her small bust up into firm half globes. Astrid could only capture my gaze for a second because my stepsisters, top set my heart hammering and my dry tongue cleaved to the roof of my mouth.

The fabric wrapping my stepsister wasn’t a corset like Astrid’s. White lace wove together with black to cup and pull together, but there was nothing like support, and she swayed with each movement as she helped Astrid clasp the collar around her neck. They moved with their own gravity. Huge and heavy, they could have filled both my hands and then some. They had a pleasing firmness, and I could just make out the outline of small nipples beneath the garment strapping them together.

“You peeked,” Astrid accused, but from her elfin grin, she wasn’t upset.

My stepsister frowned at me and would have put her hands on her skirt-clad hips, but she noticed where I was staring and swept an arm up to cover the expanse of pale flesh as it swayed with her movements. Her frown quirked into a pleased grin through and the hand that she used to cover herself palmed one breast and gave it a squeeze, unconsciously, and that was the single sexiest thing I’d ever seen.

“This is what succubi are,” Nat said, only a faint tremor in her voice as she swayed her hips, causing a black tail tied around her waist to sweep around her legs.

I hadn’t noticed the tails and their forked ends, but both girls gave me a good look when they turned their hips enough for me to see the swell of their backsides. Skirts flipped up as they did to reveal the lacy black cotton beneath.

“We should have horns, like proper demons,” Astrid said, twisting her slender hips so quickly the skirt flared out flat. Her panties were tiny triangles of lace held by a thin string that cut into her flesh in the most enticing way. “Do you like it?”

Reaching to the side, I pulled a pillow over my lap, trying to be surreptitious.

“You two look amazing,” I said, my voice sounding oddly distant. “But… I’m sorry, I don’t really understand.”

My eyes met Nat’s, and for the first time I was surprised to see her usual shyness and reticence fading quickly. The hand covering her had fallen, and as she watched my eyes dance over her curves, she stood straighter. She reached down and ran a hand up her side as she spoke, cupping one huge breast and watching with interest as I stared, barely registering her words.

“By day we’re mild-mannered ladies, easy to ignore.” Her voice grew firmer as she spoke, and she reached out to draw Astrid to her side. “But at night we become demons who feed on the essence of… people.”

“We modeled ours off Albedo, but we still need horns,” Astrid posed against my stepsister’s side, hips turned out and one hand pushing her mane of blue hair back over one shoulder. “I think we’d win the competition at Comic-Con.”

If she expected me to say something, she was disappointed. All I could do was try not to stare and fail. Natalia’s body was that of a goddess, from her slender ankles and thick thighs to the small swell of her belly and the heavenly sway of her pendulous breasts. I was surprised I hadn’t torn a hole through the pillow covering my lap.

“He’s speechless,” Astrid chortled, then the blue-haired young woman darted out of my sister’s arms and hopped onto the couch beside me.

I opened my mouth to protest, but I was too slow, and she yanked the pillow out of my hands and threw it back over her shoulder. The sound she made in the back of her throat when she saw the tent I was hiding reminded me of a cat growling, only there was nothing angry in her features.

“What the hell,” I said, using one hand to push my stiffness down between my thighs and the other to reach for a pillow on the other side of the couch.

“Don’t cover it.”


Chapter
Four



The hissed whisper didn’t come from Astrid, whose lips hadn’t moved, and when I turned to look at my stepsister, her eyes were round as saucers behind her thick-framed lenses and locked onto the tent in my pants. Her heavy breathing was doing incredible things to the dark shadow between her cleavage, and my pants twitched as my dick flexed in desire.

“I don’t think-,” I began, shifting my weight to rise, only for Astrid to throw herself against my side, pressing me back.

The young woman was cute, but her manic energy made it easy to overlook. Pressed against my side, smelling of berries and flowers, her smooth skin touching mine and those high, firm breasts pushed against my side, it was impossible to ignore her now.

“You like the cosplay,” she purred into my ear, one hand on the back of my neck, while the other trailed down my neck, awkwardly shifting from place to place. “We hoped you would… we hoped you might… respond to it.”

“We…?”

I swallowed hard and met my stepsisters’ eyes and saw a series of emotions wash over her face. From chagrin, to embarrassed, to hopeful, and finally resolute as she pushed the hand half hiding her bosom down to her side and rested them on her hips.

“Astrid and I decided it’s been too long… We aren’t going to some bar to meet drunken losers… We hoped… maybe…”

The confidence in her voice trailed off as she spoke, and the shy sister I knew pushed to the fore, elbows twisting inwards as she hunched her shoulders beneath my grinning stare.

“We hoped you’d like the outfits,” Astrid husked into my ear, her energy muted as the slender woman’s eyes remained locked on the tent in my pants. Her fingers had trailed down my stomach and, after running along the muscles and sighing, her fingertips danced up in the air over me.

That’s when I came back to myself and went to stop her, alarmed at how crazy things had become so quickly. Everything I’d ever wanted was standing right in front of me, and Astrid had factored into more than a few fantasies, but things felt out of my control. Only when I reached to push her hand away, Astrid’s fingers tangled with mine and then we were both gripping me through the fabric of my pants.

“Oh God,” Astrid said too loudly, alarm and excitement warring in her voice, her pale green eyes even wider than my sisters.

“We shouldn’t be doing this!” I hissed, head craning to make sure we weren’t being watched, even though I knew it was impossible this deep in the house.

“But you need it,” Astrid insisted, her surprisingly firm grip never loosening from me. In fact, her wrist made subtle motions, and the fingers flexed in a way that made it hard to think clearly. “Nat said it’s been over a year since you had a girlfriend, and we’ve never seen one… please?”

“This is crazy,” I said.

It was more of a plea, directed at Nat, but she could read my expression and when my eyes betrayed me and dipped to drink in the sight of her heavenly figure clad in such tiny, sexy clothes, a spark of something entered her eyes.

“Tell us to leave and we will,” Natalia said, and there was a confidence in her voice I hadn’t heard in years as she ran a hand up one side, to gently lift and cup one breast. The firmness of it was obvious, then she pinched her nipple through the fabric, face washing with pleasure I’d never seen on it, and I became rooted to the couch.

“That’s what I thought.” Nat’s smile was mysterious, but there was nothing hidden about the desire when her gaze fell back to Astrid’s hand on my crotch. “Do it Astrid… Just like we planned.”

“You planned this?” I almost laughed as Astrid twisted like a cat against my side, pulling the arm from behind me to slide it down to my belt. “Ugh mmhmm,” I groaned in pleasure as her fingers continued massaging me through the taut material. “This is fucking crazy,” I said again, looking from Astrid to my sister, who only smiled back.

“I know,” she said back, the hand at her side slipping down to press between her thighs as she pinched harder on the nipple she held. “But if Astrid hadn’t forced me, I would have gone crazy. I was going crazy.”

It was a confession that only made me more confused, but I couldn’t focus on her words as Astrid fumbled my belt open and popped free the button on my pants. Then her fingers were sliding along my skin, her breath hot against my neck as she watched herself grasp me. Strong, cool fingers slid down the length, gripping me.

A wash of panic came over me again as I registered where I was. Sitting in the dimly lit living room, while my once shy stepsister rubbed herself and caressed a huge breast, clad in little to nothing, while her geeky friend purred in happiness as she touched my dick. For a frozen second, I wanted to bolt, to escape before things got too far and my life changed forever. Then my eyes registered what they were staring at, and life didn’t seem so bad.

Natalia was my best friend and confidante. She knew more about me than anyone, and we’d been there for each other for years. That closeness had always been woven through with desire in my head, but I thought I was alone in it.

The panic left as quickly as it had come. I reoriented myself to a new reality and turned to Astrid, meeting her eyes. She licked her thick, pink bottom lip and then bit it before darting forward and surprising me with a kiss. A kiss heated with emotion that welled up within, sparked instant guilt. Small and delicate, her mouth was soft against mine, and when her tongue darted in to taste mine, I couldn’t stop running my fingers through her hair and savoring the moment.

When we broke off, the guilt rushed back in, but Nat was smiling with joy at me and her friend.

“We both love you,” Astrid said, voice muted and throaty, sounding slightly drunk. “We didn’t know how to tell you.”

“It’s true, but I don’t want you to say anything. This was our confession.” My stepsister took a step forward and sank to her knees, hands coming up to rest gently on my thighs. “Kiss her again… please?”


Chapter
Five



My disbelief was complete, but I couldn’t deny my sister anything and turned back to Astrid. Instead of stealing a quick kiss, I looked deep into her green eyes and sought answers to the hundred questions flying around my head. What I saw was sincere, and when our lips met again, a spark shot through me. Every soft nanometer of her lips was written to my brain as we kissed, and every inch of her cheek and neck as my fingertips traced their way across her skin.

When we broke off the kiss, both of us were breathless, but Astrid recovered first. Her bright eyes flashed, and the fingers that had grown slack stiffened, milking the length of me down my pants and bunching the zipper around her wrist. I heard a growl of desire and thought it was Astrid until I registered where the sound came from and saw my stepsisters’ eyes wild with desire.

She leaned forward and curled her fingertips into the waistband of my pants, electric tingles shooting from the touch of her bare skin on mine. Then, my pants were being tugged down and with a firm jerk they slipped down my thighs, along with the boxers, and a cool breeze hit my stiff cock.

“Oh, my God… It’s huge…” I nearly came right there with Nat’s warm breath tickling my balls and her wide eyes locked on the throbbing head.

“Hmmmhmm,” Astrid purred in pleasure as her hand rose up the length of me, fingers loose as they curled around me. “I want to see you explode.”

Her bright eyes flashed to my face, and the young woman grinned when I let out a moan of pleasure. Her hand felt incredible, but it was the sight of my stepsister shuffling forward, huge breasts swaying and eyes full of desire as she stared at her friend stroking me.

“Me too,” Nat whispered, only then did she blink for the first time and gave a start as if shaking off a spell. I expected her to blush, but she surprised me by grinning up at me and reaching for the objects of my attention. “Do you want to see them?”

I could only nod dumbly, and Nat’s smile grew, pride shining on her face as she cupped her huge breasts upwards. Her eyes were locked on me and mine on her breasts as she dragged the fabric up. Her breasts rose with the garment until it suddenly failed and the heavy, pale flesh bounced free.

“Holy fuck,” I barely registered the words leaving my mouth, or Astrid at my side, her hand still stroking me.

My sisters’ huge boobs were perfection. Pale and smooth, they were capped in small pink nipples and hung with a delightful weight. Her every movement sent them swaying, and when she pushed her elbows in and they pressed together with a dark line between, I groaned and reached out, fingers brushing smooth flesh.

“Touch us,” Nat breathed, sharing a smile with her friend, who was staring at her naked breasts almost as hungrily as me. “Cum for us.”

“Cum for us,” Astrid repeated, and she angled my cock down, the fingers that had been gently exploring my length now tightened. Gripping my cock firmly, she stroked me into my sisters’ huge tits, and getting the idea, Nat leaned forward.

“Unghhh,” I could only moan as the heavenly soft flesh of my sister’s breasts surrounded my dick.

Her hands came up on either side, and it took her a second to get the hang of holding my cock between without it rolling free, then she trailed a line of spit onto me. The sight alone should have sent me off, but Astrid leaned forward too and added her own, making my cock slick as it slipped between Nat’s huge tits. Then, Astrid turned to Nat and kissed her.

I don’t know whether I was more surprised or my sister. Nat’s eyes sprang open when her friends’ lips met hers, but she didn’t pull away and the flush to her cheeks only deepened when the girl’s pink tongues touched. Astrid’s hand had paused its ministrations, and I was grateful because my cock was throbbing, but I wanted this incredible moment to last as long as possible.

When their kiss broke off, a wet strand connected their lips and broke when Astrid turned up to me. Her expressive lips met mine, and I felt her hand continue its motions, our kiss growing heated until she pulled away and I was staring at Natalia. My sister’s eyes were round as saucers, and the confidence I’d seen earlier was gone.

Her bottom lip trembled, and she looked so adorable I reached up and placed a finger under her chin, drawing her face forward slightly. Then our lips met, and the tingling pleasure I felt exploded into waves of euphoria. Nat moaned into my lips, hers as soft as pillows and eager. Her pink tongue slipped against mine, and in the excitement, she pressed her breasts tightly around my cock. It felt like it was in a vise. Astrid hadn’t stopped her stroking, and her firm fingers around the base had me throbbing.

My back was arched forward awkwardly and the fingertips that had been exploring Nat’s incredible breasts were trapped between her shoulders and my thighs, but I wanted this moment to last forever. My body quickly betrayed me though, balls tightening I felt the orgasm sweeping through my body and only breaking off the kiss or pulling my cock out of Nat’s tits would stop it and neither was an option.

“Mmm Cummmng!”

I moaned during the kiss, and my sister purred in happiness, small teeth nipping at my lip as her round eyes opened wide and watched the pleasure was over my face with excitement.

“Goddamn… I can feel it throbbing…! Fuuuuck,” Astrid leaned in close, her face right up against Nat’s and mine but her eyes locked on the head of my cock as if stabbed between Nat’s tits.

When the orgasm rushed through me, centered from my cock and radiating outward, I almost passed out from the pleasure. Or maybe it was the awkward position. Nat broke off our kiss when the first thick blast of cum filled her tits, then she leaned back slightly and watched my cock pump load after load into the valley of her cleavage.

I groaned in bliss, shaky from the pleasure, and fell back onto the couch, reality hitting home of what we’d just done. In the wake of my orgasm, a moment of panic rushed in as fears of ruining my relationship with Natalia battered at my mind. But then I saw the emotion filling my big sister’s expression, and my fears flew away.

If Nat looked overcome with love and affection, her little friend wore an expression of naked lust. Breathing heavily and nails digging into my thigh as she leaned forward, Astrid took a deep breath in through her nose, eyes dreams as she drew closer and closer to my sister’s tits.

She’s smelling my cum, I thought to myself. What the…?!


Chapter
Six



Astrid surprised all of us by reaching her tongue out and lapping up the small puddle of cum between Nat’s breasts. Still cupping them together, my sisters’ eyes opened wide in surprise when her friend started licking and sucking the cum off them, but the surprised melted back into desire when she lifted a massive breast to her own lips and kissed a thick blog off, swallowing it while locking eyes with me.

Nat’s breathing was even heavier than Astrid’s, and the motion was doing incredible things to her breasts, but my eyes were locked on the euphoria that washed over my sister’s face as she tasted my cum. She and Astrid shared a kiss, pushing it back and forth between their tongues. Whent hey broke off, their eyes were hooded with desire and fell to my twitching dick.

“Suck it,” Nat purred, guiding her best friend’s head forward with a hand on the back of her neck, her eyes meeting mine. “Then fuck her… right here… while I watch.”

Astrid’s groan of desire was louder than mine, and her questing tongue found the head of my dick, and she sucked it into her mouth with a hungry moan. I flinched when her teeth scraped the shaft, wincing, and Astrid froze, gurgling an apology with my dick still filling her mouth. Then she pulled back up slowly, tongue and lips caressing the sensitive skin and careful to keep her teeth away from it.

“Goddamn Astrid,” I met the blue-haired girl’s eyes and saw them crinkle at the edge in a smile, but they rolled back into her head as she dipped back down, sucking me back into her mouth with a wet slurp.

“Shllsh uggkk, shlluck.”

Nat half rose and shifted onto the couch beside me, massive breasts capturing my gaze as they swayed. I couldn’t stop myself as I reached over and cupped one, then the other, feeling their weight, fingers sinking into the spongy flesh.

“Focus,” Nat warned me, pointedly watching Astrid kneeling between my spread thighs.

“Impossible,” I moaned, putting the lie to the word as I turned to watch Astrid suck the head of my cock like a popsicle.

Astrid grinned up at Nat and me, delighting in the attention, but then she gave her entire focus back to my dick. The girl was a natural. Her obvious pleasure in the act only made my dick throb harder as she lavished my cock from base to tip with her tongue and lips, exploring every inch. Whenever I responded, her bright eyes would lock on my face, and she’d do it again, perfecting the technique until I was writing, then backing off to light touches, edging me for long minutes.

As she did my sister cuddled up to my side, tits pushed into my arm and side and her lips on mine, or my neck while she whispered in my ear., hand exploring the muscles of my chest, arms and stomach.

“We wanted this for years,” she whispered. “Astrid finally convinced me we couldn’t wait anymore.” Her cheeks flushed, and when I turned to look, she kissed me, wiping away the questions I had until Astrid’s throat stretched around the head of my dick.

“Jesus,” I moaned, looking at her lips, reaching for the base of my dick, throat stretched wide. In her eyes was a look of triumph, and my sister wore the same.

“You can deep throat.” Nat’s surprise turned to amusement as she slipped her fingers into Astrid’s blue hair and drew her back up the length of me, trailing strings of slick spit to my cock. “Do you still want to be his onahole?”

Astrid nodded sharply, submission written on her features as she looked from Natalia to me and back, pleading.

“Then prove it.”

Astrid darted forward, swallowing me in one go, chest heaving and throat convulsing. She held there for a second, then sucked back up the length of me, tongue dancing along the underside, and dove back down.

“Onahole?” I asked, but my sister just laughed and kissed me again, breaking it quickly to watch her friend fuck her face with my dick.

“God, that’s hot,” Nat purred, stealing the words from my mouth, her cheek pressed against mine.

Astrid’s tiny ass bounced behind her, hips flaring out and slender, fishnet-clad legs pumping her entire body as she rose and fell the length of me. She brought her hands up, stroking as her lips turned white from suction. The adorable young woman looked like sex made flesh, and my balls tightened as I felt my orgasm growing. Astrid would have continued. From the fixed focus in her eyes, the girl was determined to get my cum in her mouth, but Nat reached down and with a surprisingly sharp jerk, pulled her friend off me.

“Fuck her virgin pussy,” Nat’s husky growl sounded nothing like her, and the look in her eyes was wild.

Her friend had already thrown herself onto her back, slender legs kicking up as she scooted the tiny panties and stocking down her legs. I looked from the sister’s wild eyes to her friend and lurched forward. Scooping the giggly thing up, I plopped down on the couch with her head in Nat’s lap. My sister stroked her friend’s hair back, caressing a cheek as she watched my cock bob with fascination.

Astrid’s hands were knotted together, but I worked them free with one of mine, fingers interlocking with hers and pushing the arm up, back where Nat’s soft hips met the couch. The tension in Astrid’s body fled when I took control. Her slender legs curled around my thighs, pulling me in when the head of my cock pushed against her wetness.

I ran my hand down Astrid’s body, cupping her firm little breasts and tight ass, pulling her closer to me. The grip of her sex was like a vise, and I didn’t meet the resistance I expected as I sank into her depths. Astrid moaned into my lips, her hungry tongue seeking mine and her heels digging into my thighs until I bottomed out, the head of my dick pushing against her cervix.

Astrid’s eyes flashed open wide, and a silent scream of pleasure escaped her throat. I wanted to watch every detail of her expression, but the feel of her wrapped around me was too much. Nature took over, and my hips pulled back and then forward, pleasure radiating out from where we were connected, her body a live wire beneath me.

“Ooonnnnn Gooooodddd,” her words were lost in a long string of moans, that intensified when Nat reached down and ran gentle fingers down her cheek and neck.

Astrid reached up with her free hand and pulled my sister down for a passionate kiss. It was so hot I forgot about fucking Astrid for a moment and just watched, then the slender girl gave a groan of protest and I was moving again, fighting off the growing orgasm as I tried to savor every second of this moment.

“There… there… Oh god there!”

The hand gripping mine tightened until I could feel the knuckles crack, and her free hand slapped onto my back, nails digging in. Then, with a gush of wetness around my cock, she came beneath me. Tiny body writhing and face twisted in beautiful agony. My orgasm was rushing through me, and I couldn’t stop my wildly thrusting hips.

Astrid’s mouth opened, and heavy panting escaped her as I felt her body tensing beneath me. Then her pussy started milking my cock as another orgasm swept through her. Astrid pulled me down for a kiss, but her lips were slack and eyes distant as the orgasms rolled through her.

When my orgasm hit, I tried to pull out. Had every intention of doing so, but Astrid’s ankles locked behind my thighs and kept me there. Her bright eyes focused for a moment and locked onto my face as my balls throbbed, and my hips grew wild.

“Cumming,” I growled.

Astrid hissed, “Yesss!” Just as I flooded her with the biggest load of my life.


Chapter
Seven



My legs were shaky and head spinning as my cock throbbed the last of its load into the mewling young woman. Our eyes locked onto one another, and I watched a final orgasm sweep through her as the feeling of my cum shooting inside her set her off. When I could think again, she was purring like a contented kitten, legs, which had locked onto me with shocking strength, were now as limp as the rest of her. The eyes that looked up at me were glassy, but there was a satisfaction there that filled me with pride.

Leveraging myself upright, I wanted to sigh in sadness when my softening cock slipped from Astrid’s sex. My legs were shaky as I plopped onto the other end of the couch, unable to meet my sisters’ eyes. In the wake of my orgasm, I was once more nervous about how this would change things, but the nerves fled when my sister slipped off the couch and crawled towards me, pausing only to kiss her friends’ lips.

My eyes were locked on her pendulous breasts as they swayed, while hers were on my cum-slick cock. Sweat still beaded my brow from my exertions with Astrid, but my older sister didn’t seem to care about that, or that her best friend’s cum mingled with mine as she wormed her way between my legs. Kissing each of my thighs, she looked up at me with large, round eyes, and I saw the same well of emotion that had peeked out earlier.

I reached down and ran a gentle finger across her soft cheek, sharing a moment that quickened my heart. Then Natalia turned and sucked my thumb into her mouth, lips tight and tongue teasing the digit as if it were a tiny cock. Her lashes fluttered, and the purr of pleasure that escaped her throat had my dick twitching erect once more. Nat noticed the movement, and her eyes flashed in triumph.

“I’m going to suck your dick, little brother,” she grinned at her joke, eyes taking in the length of me in awe as my cock rose before her face.

“Do you know how many times I’ve fantasized about this?”

Nat’s eyes lit with delight, and she watched my face intently as she slipped her thick lips over the head and sucked me into her fiery mouth. I groaned in pleasure and my head fell back, my sister’s soft tongue playing on the underside of my cock, teasing every inch while she sucked me deep into her mouth.

“You aren’t the only one who’s dreamed about this,” Astrid twisted around on the couch and cuddled up to my side.

The slender young woman’s lips touched my neck, trailing kisses down to my chest, and Nat leaned back, making room for her friend. My sister pulled off my cock enough for Astrid’s lips to join hers, and the girls purred in pleasure as their tongues and lips danced together along the head and shaft of my cock.

“Did you dream about this?” Nat’s eyes were on my face as she kissed her way up the side of my dick, her friend mirroring her on the other side.

When I shook my head, my sisters grinned wide and turned to kiss her friend. The girls shared a heated, passionate kiss, their tongues sliding along one another’s as their hands caressed, Astrid’s slender fingers sank into one of my sister’s massive boobs, lifting it so she could turn down and plant a wet kiss on the nipple.

I didn’t want their double-blowjob to end, but the sight of my sister kissing her friend, curvy naked body shuddering with desire, was too much for me and I shifted to the edge of the couch. The girls broke off their kiss when I moved, hooded, hungry eyes turning to me. Then Astrid giggled, and Nat quivered when I drew her curvy body against mine.

Dressed in her baggy black clothes, she can make herself look like a formless sack, but get her naked and you’ll see the body of a goddess. She filled my arms perfectly, soft lips meeting mine, and then she twisted in my arms. My hands were on her huge tits and big soft ass and wide hips, hungrily trying to devour every inch of her with touch, but she had other ideas in mind.

Her ass pushed back into my stiff cock, and she purred when I slipped between her cheeks. Reaching down, she pulled me up against her sex, and I was shocked at how wet she was. Astrid had been wet enough I slipped right in, but my stepsisters’ thighs were slick down to her knees and at the first touch of my cock to her pussy she shuddered violently in my arms and almost fell forward.

She was whimpering wordlessly as I took control of her, turning her back to the couch and bending her over. Nat’s hands came up and dug into the couch cushion, and the angle of her sex brought us into alignment.

I couldn’t have stopped myself from pushing forward even if I had wanted to. Astrid was tight, but my sister’s pussy sucked me inside, the walls milking the length of me. A slight hesitation as her virginity parted, her back tensing and then I slid to the hilt and Natalia tensed, one hand reaching back to grip my hip and hold me in place.

“Oh, God… just… fuck I’m still…. Nghghhh!”

The fluttering walls of her pussy grew more erratic but never stopped their wild milking. My sister buried her face in the couch cushion, screaming out her pleasure and then I began moving. My hips shifted back, as my hands slid up her narrow waist and supped a massive breast. The other swayed delightfully with my every thrust, and Nat’s head snapped back when I rolled a hard nipple between finger and thumb.

“That’s so fucking hot,” Astrid grinned up at me and trailed light fingers up my sister’s back and slipped her fingers into her long dark hair, taking a fistful and pulling it back with a jerk. “Take her…. Hard.”

In response, my sister groaned in pleasure, her lips curling upwards before going slack once more when I drove into her. Her moans spurred me on, and I had to fight off the orgasm as her pussy kept spasming around me. Nat was having a continuous orgasm from the expression on her face, and her friend was helping her to higher peaks by caressing her whole body.

Astrid’s hands joined mine in holding her huge breasts, then the slender woman was up and beside me, her lips on mine, then my neck while her hands continued to explore. My balls were teased, and I felt her fingers working my sister’s clit, which earned her a sharp scream and my dick being locked in her tight pussy for a second, until she relaxed and I could move again.

“I’m cumming!” I growled, unable to stave off the orgasm any longer, but when I tried to pull out, Nat pushed back, trapping my dick inside her pussy.

“He’s gonna do it,” Astrid purred, moving down to cradle Nat’s face in her hands.

I couldn’t only see a sliver of my sister’s expression, but it was fixed in concentration. Her eyes were closed, lips pursed, and the tightness left her face as my hips lost their rhythm. I saw a beatific smile spread on her lips and then my balls grew tight, and cock throbbed deep in her pussy as I flooded her womb with my cum.

“Oooohhhh,” Nat’s moan of pleasure sent another shockwave through me, and her milking pussy sucked the last of my cum out before I collapsed back onto the couch.

“Mhhmmm.” Astrid kissed my sister deeply and then slipped up beside me on the couch.


Chapter
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Iwatched my sister slump forward, resting her head on the ground for a moment as she caught her breath. Then she rose on wobbly legs and fell against my other side, flashing a pleased grin up at me and pulling my arm over her shoulder.

“That was not how I thought the night would go,” I said, giving a little laugh at the madness of it all.

“It’s exactly how we wanted it too,” Nat pulled her arm up to cover herself, self-conscious, but I stopped her, pulling the arm back to her side and letting her see how much I enjoyed the sight of her.

Pleased, Natalia pushed her elbow in and made her huge breasts push together and grinned even wider when a sound escaped the back of my throat.

“I’ve liked you for a long time,” Astrid confessed from my other side, drawing my head around. She sat with an elbow on the back of the couch and turned to look me full on.

“And I wasn’t the only one,” she shared a significant look with my sister, but I kept my eyes on her. Astrid talked all the time, but she rarely spoke about emotions or herself. “We didn’t think either of us had a chance alone, I mean your David Wilson…Every girl at schools in love with you.”

“That’s not true,” I said, but my sister made a sound of disagreement at my words, and Astrid shook her head.

“Silly, oblivious man,” her smile was impish as she leaned forward and stole a quick kiss, then drew back slightly to whisper, “You’re ours now… and I’m the happiest woman in the world.”

“Second happiest,” my sister was there too, her lips finding mine as all three of our faces pushed together.

The girls climbed atop me, each taking a thigh as we kissed one another with growing passion. Their legs between my thighs wrapped around one another, and they drew closer, sharing as many kisses with each other as with me, and when I got hard again, it was both of their fingers dancing along my length.

A part of me was still in disbelief at where I’d found myself. As my hands slipped from their hips, to explore their bodies, I reveled in the fantasy fulfilled as one set of fingers slipped down and up the massive slopes of my sister’s breasts and the other sank into the tiny, firm ass of Astrid.

I pulled the tiny, blue-haired young woman onto my lap first. Watching as she and my sister made out, Nat’s hands trailed down her slender stomach, pressing against my cock as it bottomed out in Astrid’s pussy. She moaned in pleasure and gave a shudder, then another when I lifted her and dropped her back onto my cock. Her tiny pussy stretched wide around the base. Astrid held there for a long moment, body shivering, and then she was riding me.

The couch kept me from moving too much, but our rhythm was perfect. Astrid met every thrust with her hips driving back into me, and we never missed a beat as she rose and fell faster and faster. Tiny white teeth pressed into her bottom lip, and her adorable face grew a look of fixed concentration, and then her body exploded, pussy becoming a vice on my cock as she flung herself back into Nat.

My sister caught her friend holding her limp body up and grinning down at me. The sight of Astrid cumming on my cock had turned her on, and that made my dick throb harder. Then Astrid slumped against my side, and Nat pulled me into her depths, dark hair falling around us like a curtain as she leaned forward to kiss me.

Our lips were connected as she sank onto me, and I felt her grin as she groaned into my lips. Then my face was buried in soft breasts as the heavenly grip of her pussy rose the length of me. She moved with deliberate slowness, savoring every inch to the tip and then back down. All while I cradled her massive tits around my face.

I don’t know how long I existed in that state of euphoria. Mine and Nat’s moans mingled, and I cradled her close, relishing this moment with the person I felt the closest to. The intimacy sharpened an emotion that had always hovered in the back of my mind. I could have stayed there forever, but something pushed between my thighs, and then a fiery hot tongue slid across my balls and hungry lips suckled one gently.

“Hnnnghhhhkkk!”

The groaning moan of pleasure that came out of my throat shocked me, and Nat leaned back with a crooked grin that grew when she felt her friend behind her. The grin grew predatory, and my sweet, nerdy sister flexed her hips, rolling her pussy down the length of me as her best friend sucked and licked my balls.

I couldn’t last for more than a minute under that assault, but when I gripped Nat’s hips, pulling her against me as the orgasm rushed through me, she surprised me by twisting off and slipping down to join her friend.

The flash of cold air on my wet cock banked the orgasm to burning coals, but when my stepsister shared a look with her friend and, without words, pressed their lips to either side of my cock, the fires of my orgasm roared to life. They looked up at me, and the corners of their lips curled in twin grins when they saw the pleasure written there, and moving as one, tongues teasing together, they sucked up and down my cock.

My fingers slipped into their hair, and the girls let me take control, guiding their mouths up and down my dick. Astrid moaned in pleasure at the submission, while my sister sought only to please me, and with that realization my dick gave a jerk. Moaning, they twisted their heads around, cheeks pressed together and mouths open.

Astrid took the first shot of cum, then my sister was there, sucking hard on the tip as she swallowed, then they leaned back, taking the last shot across their faces. As I slumped onto the couch, they shared a kiss, pushing my cum back and forth between their lips and then slumped against me.

I expected my sister’s normal shyness to return after, but she reveled in my fascination with her naked body. The three of us cleaned up and then slipped into the shower together, barely fitting in the small space. To keep warm while not under the spray, I pulled one or the other close and made out with them. And we didn’t leave without both demanding I fuck them hard against the shower wall while the other watched and touched herself. I don’t know what was hotter, fucking them in the shower or being watched.

I found myself passing out with them to either side of me and thanking god for the incredible night while praying I hadn’t just ruined everything. What my stepmom would think about all this was a worry for tomorrow. Tonight, I had the love of two incredible young women, and nothing could be better than that.

Or so I thought.

What my future held would make tonight pale in comparison, but that’s a story for another day.


Chapter
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Iwoke with sunlight on my face and feeling too hot beneath the covers. Kicking them off, I froze when I remembered the night before.

“With my sister!?” the words tumbled out as my feet hit the floor and I stared into open space, letting the memories wash over me.

My shy sister had come out of her shell, along with her quirky friend Astrid. I still couldn’t believe the things they’d said about both being in love with me and insistence on sharing me. The night was crazy enough. How would a relationship work? My thoughts were quickly growing panicked when a thump from outside my bedroom door announced my stepmom filling the laundry hamper.

“Dave,” she called through the door, “I put your uniform in the dryer for your game later, but the socks won’t be done until later.”

“Thanks, I’ll grab them before I leave.”

What would my stepmom think if she found out about last night? Would she disown me and her daughter? Kick us out of the house? The deed was in my name, so I guess she couldn’t kick us out, but she wouldn’t approve. Would she? I found that hard to imagine from my reserved stepmom, who grew up devout. Rising, I went to grab a pair of boxers so I could walk to the shower, but my door clicked open at that second and a flush of panic washed over me, and I froze.

“I have potatoes in the oven- Oh my god!”

She’d opened the door and reached for my clothes basket while talking, and only when she straightened did, she take in my nakedness. I scrambled to grab the blankets and pull them over myself, but I’d kicked them to the other side of the bed, and my stepmom stared for a long second before I was decent.

“I’m sorry I didn’t knock.” Her voice was breathless, and eyes wide still staring at the hand I was covering myself with until she gave herself a little shake and turned away, edging back towards the door. “I’ll get out of your hair. Breakfast will be ready soon!”

I tried putting the awkward moment out of my head as I climbed into the shower and washed up. It wasn’t the first time my stepmom had walked into my room unannounced. She’d bustled it the bathroom when I was showering or drying off a few times in the last year, too. She’d always been absentminded, but the awkward moments had never affected our relationship.

Every month since my father’s passing, we’d shared a breakfast together. Nat never intruded and, oddly for her, never teased me about them. She knew I’d grown up without a mother, and that these mornings were vital for both of us.

I found her pouring a cup of coffee when I descended the stairs, and a beautiful breakfast laid out on the table. There was a platter of potatoes diced small and roasted to golden perfection, beside a plate piled high with bacon and biscuits. Next to both was the gravy boat filled with thick white gravy speckled with bacon and bits of sausage.

“I looks amazing, like always,” I grinned, my stomach rumbling as I went to grab a mug.

My stepmom stepped close and handed me the one she’d been filling and motioned to the fridge.

“There’s a new carton of half and half. Grab the hot sauce too!” Her cheeks had spots of color in them, and her blue eyes wouldn’t meet mine when I took the mug from her. “I’ll grab the eggs, and we can dig in!”

She smoothed the front of her apron before bending at the waist to open the oven, and I took in a calf-length dress and frilly white apron. A researcher, lab rat and gardening enthusiast, I’d only seen her in pants and loose clothing for years. Even at our breakfasts, she wore baggy nightclothes and never an apron.

The dress was black and white with a spiral pattern woven into the material. The hemline was white lace, which somehow made her smooth white calves look even more erotic than the neckline white was deep. Showing more flesh than I could ever remember seeing from my stepmom. The fabric was stiff and conformed to a figure that looked exactly like Natalia’s, only softer, ripened by age.

Images from the night before flashed through my head, but I pushed them out before my body could react. Images of my sister and her incredible breasts still pushed into my head, but I didn’t let myself focus on them as my stepmom sashayed back to the table with a platter of eggs. She bent to set the plate down, and my eyes locked onto them, gazing into the dark shadow between.

“How was your night with the girls?”

“What?!” I mollified the panic in my tone and smoothed my expression when my stepmom gave me a frown. “Last night was… great. We just hung out… the girls showed me their cosplay outfits.”

It sounded lame to my ears, but my stepmom just smiled and nodded, scooping eggs and potatoes onto her plate and dousing both in hot sauce. She wouldn’t meet my eyes, and there were spots of color in her cheeks, but she spoke with a breezy calmness that settled my nerves.

“The girls were up early. They wanted to invite you on their hike, but I insisted they go alone. I don’t get enough time with you and wanted to catch up. How’s school? How’s the team?”

There wasn’t much to report on the school or baseball front. My business classes were easy. All of them except Advance Finance. I told her about the complex calculations and evaluations the professor had us doing.

“That’s fascinating,” she said, taking a large sip from her orange juice. “I always wanted to know how companies are valued. You have a game later today, right?”

“A scrimmage,” I nodded. “Against PCU. Coach says it’s important, even though the season hasn’t started, so he has me starting at pitcher. Hopefully, I get to hit, too.”

“I’m sure you’ll do wonderfully,” she praised with a wide smile. The expressiveness was unlike her, and I noticed a few subtle hints as she took another long sip of the orange juice. Were those bubbles in the juice? “You’ve always been the most amazing athlete. I put Natalia in soccer one year, you know, and she hated every second of it. I never knew how wonderful it would feel to watch someone grow and learn and do such amazing things. Hic… excuse me,” the blush in her cheeks deepened, and the clues snapped into focus for me, and I chuckled softly to myself.

“That first game when you were a freshman, and hit that home run to win the game…” she gazed off into the distance now, swirling the mimosa, food forgotten as she reminisced. “The other parents were so envious, I didn’t understand at first. You were so incredible out there; they were envious. Ha! And Mrs. Henderson…”

My stepmom's eyes came back into focus, and she shifted in her seat. “Well, we don’t need to talk about Betty Henderson.”

“What about Mrs. Henderson?” I shifted forward in my seat, and my stepmom shot me a frown that turned into a chuckle when I grinned.

Blake Henderson was a pompous twat but a decent third baseman. His mom was the talk of the dugout, though, with her long, slender legs and plunging necklines. The woman dressed for every game like it was an evening out, and I’d spent more than a few nights dreaming about her sexy body and thick red lips.

My stepmom shot me a look and rolled her eyes. “Boys are all the same. Bit of lipstick, silicone, and a push-up bra and she’s suddenly god’s gift to men, ugh!”

I grinned, and she couldn’t maintain her annoyance. Her frown turned into a chuckle, and she shook her head.

“Betty was obsessed with you, you know. It was always, ‘When’s Dave coming over for dinner?’ or, ‘Why don’t you bring David to the pool party!’, that woman…”

Her voice had taken on a high-pitched, girly impression of Mrs. Henderson that made her sound vapid, and I cocked an eyebrow. My stepmom blushed and took another long sip of her mimosa, finishing the glass.

“Look at that, I’m out of orange juice. Eat up. I’ll go get another. Do you need anything?”

“No, but I’ll take a glass of champagne if you’re pouring,” she scowled at my grin, and I laughed. “Have a mimosa. You’ve earned it. You don’t need to hide it.”

“I just wanted a little liquid courage,” she said, but when I frowned in curiosity, she blushed even harder and turned to go inside. “No thinking about Better Henderson while I’m gone!”

Mrs. Henderson was the last thing on my mind as I watched my stepmom’s wide hips sway their way inside. The dress was like a second skin, letting me drink in her curves. She put an extra wobble in her walk that made me think of Joan Holloway from Mad Men. The dress was similar to one the character would wear, and I remembered an old conversation between my stepmom and me while watching the show. She’s noticed my fascination with the actress, and she’d wondered what it was about the woman. I’d mentioned the stylish 50s clothing, steering her away from the real reason. That the woman’s figure resembled her own.


Chapter
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When she returned with a full glass, she caught me looking, and a pleased smile grew on her lips. The sway was more noticeable now, and when she sat back down her elbows pressed together in a way that thrust her massive cleave up through the top of her dress. Pale flesh bulging out the opening, my fingers twitched, and I stuffed a forkful of potatoes in my mouth to hide my stare.

“Now, where were we?” she said, swirling the mimosa. “You were telling me about your night with the girls… yes? What cosplay outfits did they show you? The succubus outfits?”

I coughed on the potatoes from trying to force them down a throat suddenly tight and dry. My stepmom’s eyes were dancing when I met them, and she took a long sip from the glass. She waited while I caught my breath, expression amused. It couldn’t be because she knew what happened. If she did, we wouldn’t be having a relaxing breakfast. She’d be screaming at me for being a pervert who sleeps with his sister.

That thought sobered me, and I gave a shrug. “We just hung out. They told me about their anime stuff.”

“Oh? Is that all you three got up to?” Her amusement bubbled beneath the surface as she took another long sip from her mimosa. “I noticed you didn’t tell me what they wore.”

“How’s work going? What was it you had to work on yesterday?”

The woman’s eyes danced as she watched me squirm over the rim of her glass. She let out a soft chuckle of amusement and nodded.

“I was called in to catalogue a new piece that arrived at the… hic… museum. It’s third century, from a dig in Syria. It’s a fascinating piece. I can’t wait to discover all its… hic… mysteries.”

My stepmom frowned and rested a hand against her chest and took a sip of water. Blinking owlishly, she looked back up at me with eyes that struggled to focus.

“You should come by the lab more often. Susan misses you.” her grin grew crooked, and she took up the mimosa again, nearly sipping the remaining contents as her arm swung precariously as she bit her bottom lip, oblivious. “She asks about you every day, you know. Ever since coming with me to your game last year, she’s been obsessed.” She shook her head in mock sadness. “She follows you on Insta, you know. Stalks all of your posts, and you remember that picture you posted at the lake? The one where you’re climbing onto the dock? Water streaming down your chiseled muscles and the imprint of…”

Her voice trailed off and spots of color bloomed in her cheeks but her eyes didn’t look away, they traveled over the lines of my face, shoulders and the broad muscles of my chest and if her plate wasn’t half empty, I’d have said she looked starved.

“I remember Susan. She was very sweet.”

The woman had been shy and awkward, barely speaking two words to me, but she’d caused as much stir in the dugout as Betty Henderson. Susan was tall and slender, with a plain, expressionless face and smooth, round cheeks, but it was her bosom my teammates and I couldn’t stop staring at. Beneath the tight, white sweatshirt, they’d earned stares from the other mom’s but my own hadn’t noticed how I stared the entire car ride home.

“Maybe I should invite her over. She’d dress up in a… hic… succubus costume for you,” there was a hint of bitterness in her tone but her eyes were searching my face carefully and she must have caught something in my face because a look of triumph flashed onto her face. “Nat did wear the costume for you!”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” Panic made my palms sweat, but I could not admit the truth to her.

“I know where she keeps it!” She rose suddenly, legs unsteady, and turned to rush into the house. “We’ll have a dress up- oh no!”

She was falling towards the planter boxes beside the patio, dress having snagged on the chair arm, and her wobbly legs folding beneath. Her head might have smacked on brick if I hadn’t thrown myself out of own chair and swept her up into my arms.

“Careful,” I warned, catching a hint of alcohol on her breath, beneath the heady scent of perfume. “You almost hit your head.”

“Thank you, David.” She clung to my arm, putting more of her weight against me than was necessary and letting me help her into the house. “I drank my… orange juice too quickly.”

She looked up at me and when I raised my eyebrow, smiled impishly and rested a hand on my chest.

“Would you help me inside… hic… I think I need a nap.”

I was already walking her towards her bedroom, angling for the French doors that opened from it, to the gardens as she mumbled at my side.

“I wanted breakfast to go… hic… perfect. I was so… hic… nervous. What was I thinking… You’re so beautiful, David… hic… I just wanted… to be there for you… But I’m an old fat woman-.”

“What are you talking about?” I leveraged the French doors open and sidestepped us inside.

“Pardon?” she blinked owlishly again and drew in a deep breath, obviously gathering herself. “Forgive me, I’m… not myself. I just… wanted you to see me. I love you so much it hurts. There, you can… hic… set me in bed. Oh… my shoes.”

I let her sink onto the mattress and bent to slip her shoes off. Taking one slender leg, I couldn’t help but notice how smooth and soft her skin was, or how slender her ankles were. I set the pair aside, but the toes of one foot were still pointed towards me, and I ran my hand under it, letting my fingers massage the muscles beneath.

“Mmmmhmmm that’s nice,” she purred, hooded eyes focusing on me kneeling before her. They widened, and her breath grew ragged, legs parting slightly to allow my hand higher access. I caught a flash of white between her thighs and forced my gaze away. Releasing her foot, I rose.

“I’ll let you nap-.”

She reached out and grabbed my hand, her warm fingers locking around my wrist as she rose quickly to press herself against my side.

“Thank you… for everything.” Her hand rose to brush a strand of hair from my face and then touched my cheek, then her fingers slipped behind my neck and pulled me down.

My shock was complete when our lips met, and her tongue pushed into my mouth. For a second I stood frozen while my step mother moaned into my lips, then a rush of wild desire swept through me and I crushed her against me, one arm circling the small of her back while the other slipped lower, fingers gliding over the firm swell of her backside.

As quickly as it began, it was over. With a quick groan, my stepmom pulled herself away from me and fell back onto her bed. Her legs were slightly splayed, and her breasts were pushed up into the top of her dress, making them seem even larger. I stared down at her for a long moment, blood rushing past my ears as I struggled to control myself.

Every fiber of my being wanted to slide into bed beside her and pull that soft, sexy body against mine. But this was my stepmother. The woman who’d driven me to Little League games and cleaned my scraped knees. Not only that, she’d been drinking. This last fact was the one to pull me back from the brink, and I lifted her left and swung them up onto the mattress.

“I ruined everything.” She turned away from me and pressed her face into her hands. “I always… hic… do.”

“Sleep,” I said. “We’ll talk later.”

“I ruined… but God almighty were his lips soft… mhmmm,” her hips curled upwards, and a hand slipped down and between her thighs.

I fled from the room with her whimpers following me. If I didn’t force myself out of there, my resolve from a few seconds before would crumble. I couldn’t get the image of her side hips humping down against her hand, or the way her huge breasts had pooled beneath her chin when she fell back.


Chapter
Eleven



My team was already warming up when I got there, a few minutes late. A single session to relieve myself after the encounter with my stepmom hadn’t been enough. Three hadn’t been enough. I was still distracted as I pulled on my gloves and ran onto the field. Two figures on the bleachers wiped the image of my stepmom from my head. Astrid waved excitedly when she caught me staring, but my sister only smiled.

After breakfast, I’d left the house. My stepmom was passed out in bed, and I wasn’t sure what she would remember when she woke up. I needed time to think, so I went for a hike in the hills. My sister’s behavior the night before had been wild, but the kiss with my stepmom had felt crazier.

We’ve always been close, but a distance has grown between us over the last few years. Our nights pressed together on the couch watching scary movies were gone, as were the late-night hot tub soaks after practice or a game. I thought they ended because of how much I stared. But could there be another reason?

I ran over to the batting cage, and Astrid popped up and hurried over. The blue-haired young woman looked adorable in a fluffy white coat and pink tights, but it was my stepsister and the tight sweater she wore that drew my eyes.

“Break a leg out there,” Astrid grinned, then caught where I was staring and her dimples deepened. “Nat wanted to catch up with you after, but I insisted we come to support you.”

She waved at her friend, and my sister gave a small wave back but wrapped her arms around her torso a second after, clearly uncomfortable by the stares she was getting from both teams, and even a few dads in the stands. I shot her a frown and waved her over, and Natalia sighed and rose, making every head turn when her wide hips swayed over to us.

“What do you want?” she scowled up at me, and when I raised an eyebrow her scowl melted into chagrin. “It feels like everyone’s staring.”

“They are,” I grinned, then let my eyes trail down the incredible curves of her figure, on open display for the first time in years in a tight sweater and jeans. Nat frowned, but from the way she adjusted her thick-framed glasses and shifted her hips, I could tell she was pleased with my attention.

“You’re the sexiest woman here, Nat, besides Astrid, of course,” I winked at the blue-haired girl and shot a glance over to a pair of my teammates who couldn’t stop staring at her pert rear. “What are you two doing after the game?”

After my morning with my stepmom, my libido was a raging inferno, even with my releases before the game. If I could get the pair together again, I was planning on making them bowlegged for days. Eager grins flashed on their faces, and I nodded.

“We’ll get burgers and shakes and then afterwards we can…”

“Have dessert,” Astrid chortled.

It was my turn to feel a flush of embarrassment. My sister and her friend wore such wicked expressions when they grinned at one another it felt obvious what we were planning. I went back to the dugout sweating, but no one said anything, other than a few comments about my stepsister and surprise they’d never noticed her before.

I’d reached the dugout when I spotted another familiar figure approaching through the parking lot. Nat saw her mom and waved eagerly, then hurried over. The short run drew groans from the surrounding guys, even my coach, then all of us had forgotten my nerdy stepsister.

My stepmom no longer wore the tight dress, but the tight blue jeans and red polo shirt that conformed to her every curve were somehow more revealing. The shirt’s white buttons were open, revealing a hint of the deep shadows within, but the material stretched over her massive breasts and revealed the outline of a thick bra beneath, holding the treasures aloft.

Her dark hair was styled in loose curls. Thick and shining, it hung down her back and over one shoulder. Glasses didn’t hide her bright blue eyes, and I was surprised to see her delicate features enhanced with make-up, light everywhere except her eyes, which were dark pools a man could drown in.

No one spoke to me as I watched my stepmom and sister talk and then take their places in the stands. When my mom saw me looking, she gave a little wave, but it seemed hesitant, and her head was tilted to the side, listening to my sister.

What were they talking about?

The pair often argued, but they were closer than most mothers and daughters. I could see Natalia confessing everything in a misguided effort to be open and honest. The anxiety I felt during that heated moment this morning metastasize inside, growing every second I watched Nat and my mother whispering back and forth. When my stepmom turned to Astrid and got a nod from the blue-haired girl, my guts curdled.

“They can’t be telling her,” I whispered to myself.

“Telling who?” Coach asked. I hadn’t heard him walk up, and he dropped a ball in my glove. “Go warm up; it’s your game ‘til you fuck it up. So, don’t fuck it up.”

I gave the man a sour smile in return. If I let it, this anxiety would eat me from within. I glowered at my coach and turned and spat. He raised an eyebrow, and I let my challenging stare hold, the frustration I felt melting into an icy anger. Coach flashed a grin and moved aside to let me march onto the mound.

The anger cooled somewhat when my stepmom smiled wide and waved again as I took the mound. She looked so unlike herself I had to do a double take and force my mouth closed. She’d come to every one of my games, but with hair in a bun and baggy work clothes no one had looked twice. Now, all the single dads were sidling close, eyes more on her curves than the game before them.

“I’ll give you something to look at,” the growl left me as the first pitch flew from my hand. I felt a hint of remorse when the catcher shook his hand in pain, but only a hint.

I’ve always been able to channel my emotions into sports, and I did that afternoon. All the anxiety and frustration I felt went into every pitch. Batters walked up and sat back down after a few misses, and I ignored my stepmom and sister. I don’t know if it was their conspiratorial whispers or the attention the pair were getting from men in the stands.

My team left me alone on one end of the dugout, and I thought it was because of my scowl until I realized in the fourth inning the other team hadn’t had a hit. By the seventh, my nerves were strained from the game, and my sister and stepmom were gone from my thoughts.


Chapter
Twelve



The lack of focus in those early innings made it easy to just throw pitches and not feel the stress of the moment. That shifted when I became aware of the perfect game I was pitching, and my teammates avoided eye contact. The nerves ratcheted up every inning until the ninth, when sweat caused the ball to slip in my fingers and their third baseman shot a grounder between shortstop and third.

The other team cheered the hit, and mine took turns walking to the mound to offer comfort. The first place I looked when the runner tagged first was to the stands and the crestfallen but proud faces of my loved ones. The sting faded when my stepmom mouthed to me silently, “I’m so proud of you.”

That pricked the bubble of my anger, and I sagged, struggling through the rest of the game. We won, and they only managed a single hit, but my spirits were dampened when we broke our team meeting, and I headed to the bleachers. My stepmom, Nat and Astrid, were waiting for me, and my stomach churned as I drew close.

“You were incredible, Dave,” Nat’s cheeks dimpled, and I thought she wanted to step forward and give me a hug, but she hesitated in front of our mom.

Astrid didn’t share my sister’s reticence and darted forward to wrap her arms around me.

“Don’t be upset, you’ll throw a no-hitter next time,” she frowned up at me when I laughed, and her confused expression made me laugh again.

“A perfect game is the rarest thing in sports,” my stepmom stepped forward and took my arm, drawing me towards the parking lot and letting Astrid shift to my other side. “You were amazing, Dave. That was the best I’ve ever seen you pitch. What inspired you?”

I carefully kept my gaze away from her red polo shirt or my stepsister’s tight sweater and made up something about being in the zone. Nat shot me an amused smile and fell in beside us, oblivious of the stares she was getting from my team and our opponents as they filtered through the parking lot.

“Astrid and I are going to rehearsal, then we’ll be home if you want to watch something with us.” My sister’s eyes sparkled as they met mine, and the jockstrap grew tight as I imagined all the things we could do together.

“David and I are going to dinner,” my stepmom announced. “You two can have him after, but he’s mine for the next few hours.”

“I am, am I?” I cocked an eyebrow down at my stepmom and wondered at the blush that darkened her cheeks. “The guys usually grab a beer after…”

“You can hang out with your friends another time.” Her blush deepened, and she wouldn’t meet my eyes as we approached my truck. “We didn’t get to finish our… discussion this morning.”

My sister and Astrid had driven, and their car was deeper in the parking lot, so I opened the passenger door of my truck and helped my stepmom climb in. I couldn’t help myself and let my gaze linger on the stretched material of her polo shirt, and how it swayed as she climbed in, and the firm swell of her wide ass.

Nat grinned when I turned away, and my cheeks flushed red. Astrid had missed the exchange and looked from me to my sister in confusion and missed when Nat leaned close as we circled the back of my truck.

“Take care of Mom tonight, and I’ll have something special waiting for you tomorrow.” When I frowned a question at her, she just shook her head and made way for Astrid to work her way into the circle of my arms.

I was hyperaware of my teammates watching as the blue-haired little woman pulled my head down into a kiss. Then the world faded as the sweet softness of lips and her eager, darting tongue consumed me. When I pulled back from the kiss, my breathing was shallow, and Astrid wore a look of satisfaction.

Nat winked at me over her friend’s head, then the pair were off, walking with their heads close together, talking about God knew what. I was floating when I pulled open my truck’s door, then I locked eyes with my stepmom, who wore a knowing smile, and my expression sobered.

“Astrid looks like a good kisser,” she laughed at my sputtered reply and waved it away. “Come on, we have a reservation at Tony’s.”

“I love Tony’s,” my voice was faint, but she only smiled up at me and, reaching over, took one of my hands in hers as I drove us out of the parking lot.

Silence reigned in the truck’s cabin as I pulled out of the parking lot and started making my way across town. I didn’t know what to say, and every second that passed it grew more uncomfortable until I reached for the dash to turn on the radio. My stepmom reached out and stopped me, holding my hand and pulling it down into her lap.

“I hoped we could talk about this morning.” She slipped her fingers through mine, gripping it tight while the other reached over and stroked my thigh. “I was nervous and drank too much… But I think I… I think I did some things that made you uncomfortable. And I want to apologize.”

“You don’t have anything to apologize for.” This was the last thing I wanted to talk about with my mom, and I tried to push past it, but she gripped my hand even tighter.

“I’m so sorry, David.” My discomfort ratcheted up when I realized she was on the verge of tears. “My selfish desires got the better of me, and I almost ruined everything. Why’d I let Natalia talk me into this?”

“What’re you talking about?” She flinched at the question, and I realized she’d said more than she meant to. And began shaking her head, nails digging into my thigh where she gripped it.

“Nothing! Sorry, I didn’t mean anything.” She tried releasing her hand’s grip on mine, but I held her fast as I signaled an exit from the highway. “Dave, Tony’s is farther down the road, why are we pulling over?”

I ignored the question and pulled off the frontage road into a lit parking lot. My stepmom grew increasingly nervous until I shoved it into park. The hand resting on my thigh had been flexing in a sign of her anxiety, but once the engine shut off and all we could hear was each other’s breathing; she relaxed for some reason, and the hand began kneading my leg gently.

“What are you talking about, Mom?” She wouldn’t meet my eyes, so I waited, and when she turned to me I saw something in her expression that set my heart racing. “Does it have anything to do with this morning when we… kissed?”

She pressed her eyes closed, and when she nodded, her face was scrunched in pain.

“I don’t know what I was thinking… Nat put this idea in my head,” her head fell back and she sighed, but I noticed her hand on my thigh had slipped over so her fingers traced patterns on my inner thighs. “You were so heartbroken after your breakup, inconsolable. It was only supposed to be a way to comfort you… But the more she talked about it… The more I started seeing the sweet, adorable boy I’d raised… as a man… A beautiful, wonderful man who I want to see happy… God dammit I’m so stupid. A silly, ugly, fat old lady who ruins everything… I’ll move out… It’s clear from your silence I’ve upset you-.”

“I’m not upset,” I cut her off, finding words difficult as the shock faded, but I needed to stop her before she spiraled deeper.

“You’re not?”

She hesitated before turning to me in the dim glow of the parking lot lights. I saw hope blossoming on her face. Her thick bottom lip trembled, and the hand on my thigh slid higher, the grip on my leg having nothing to do with reassurance.


Chapter
Thirteen



She looked vulnerable, huddled in the seat, large round eyes damp with emotion and shoulders turned inwards. My gaze fell to where her shirt stretched around massive breasts, and my hand twitched with the desire to reach out and fondle them, but I tried pushing the desire aside, until something she’d said earlier registered.

“You’re not fat, ugly, old or silly…You’re the most beautiful and wonderful woman I’ve ever known, Mom. Look at all those guys tonight. They couldn’t stop staring at you. They were obsessed.”

“I didn’t dress like this for them,” the hand holding mine slipped free and rose to pull at her tight polo shirt. “Nat picked it out… I feel exposed in it, like I’m almost naked… But they did seem shocked, didn’t they?” she giggled, sounding twenty years younger. “Their attention was a little flattering, but it wasn’t the attention I wanted…”

The fingers on my thigh crept deeper between then and brushed the head of my cock beneath my uniform. The cup was in my bag, but the jock cut into me when I throbbed to life from that curious, questing touch.

“Did I get your attention, David?”

Her words were a throaty purr, and tension built in the truck’s cab, ratcheting up with every word. A thousand questions swirled around in my head. A thousand fears about how my next decision could ruin the comfortable life we shared. All of that mattered for nothing when I remembered the sweet press of her lips on mine that morning.

My eyes tracked from her jean-clad knees, up thick thighs and wide hips to her massive breasts. Strapped in a thick bra, they trapped my gaze for a long moment, and my breathing grew heavy. When I lifted them to her face, my stepmom wore a pleased expression, her smile touched with a hint of amusement.

It was her lips that trapped me, and her amusement fell away. Her bottom lip trembled, and I read fear coupled with desire as she sat there frozen. Then, the finger brushing my jock-covered cock curled around its thickness, and a low growl left the back of her throat.

“Oh, Mom,” I moaned at the touch, and her eyes flared wide.

The hand in her lap turned, and my fingers reached up, brushing the bottoms of her massive breasts. She moaned softly, pushing herself into my questing grasp. I could feel their weight through the fabric and wanted to strip away her clothes and marvel at their glory, but her trembling lips drew me in.

I crossed the center console, slipping one hand beneath the small of her back and pulled my stepmother close. She was panting, eyes a little wild, and trying her best to stroke my cock through my uniform but paused when I tilted her chin up.

“This is going to change things….”

The gentle fingers cradling my manhood flexed, and then the seat fell backwards with a loud ‘clack!’ her other hand pulling the handle, then pushing the seat back as far as it would go. She fell back with the seat, chin slipping out of my fingers, but her hand left the seat’s latch and reached up to cup my cheek.

“I want this more than anything… but if you have any doubts- ohh! MmhmMmm!”

Her words broke the last of my hesitation, and I fell upon her, lips crushing hers in my desire. She didn’t seem to mind my weight on her, just the opposite from the nails that dug into my side and her eager tongue drove into my mouth. For long minutes we kissed, fiery and passionate, while our hands explored.

My truck’s bucket seats are wide, but the space was still tight with the pair of us on our sides, but neither of us minded. One of her hands slipped beneath my uniform shirt, sliding over the muscles of my abs and chest, while her other hand never left my crotch. Stroking and teasing me, she began tugging at the buttons holding my pants closed.

I had one hand full of the most incredible breasts I’d ever held, while the other slipped beneath her waist and curled around to grip her big firm ass. Her bra was thick, but she moaned into the kiss when I caressed first one, then the other. The flesh beneath the material was heavy but surprisingly firm. Then the buttons of my pants were undone, and her hand darted within.

I groaned when her cool fingers slipped around my stiffness. Moaning so hard I broke our kiss when she stroked me. Only she couldn’t reach the head with my tight confines and my pants, so I fell back, and she purred as her fingers explored every inch of me.

“God mom…”

I stiffened when the word passed my lips, and my eyes focused on her face, fearing I’d crossed a line, but her lips curled in the dim light and her fingers flexed on me. My mouth opened to apologize, but she closed it with a kiss and whispered into my lips.

“I love when you call me that, even… especially now.” Nipping my bottom lip, she shifted in the seat, ass pushing back into the dashboard as she angled my cock around and pulled it free of my uniform. “David… you’re huge.”

A flush of pleasure washed over my skin at her words and more when I read the hungry expression on her face. Reaching up, she pulled the glasses off her head and set them aside. She pulled her shirt up, and my heart soared, but then she remembered where we were, glancing around the parking lot and flashed me an impish smile.

“Later I can do this properly… I’ve been dreaming of this for a long, long time…”

The cool air caressed my aching cock, but it was her touch that made me shiver. For a long moment, she stared at my cock as it rose between us. Her fingers traced its length delicately, exploring every inch and only shaking herself out of the reverie when it twitched in response.

“Let Mommy take care of you.” She licked her thick lips, then looked up into my eyes and, reading the expression there, grinned. “Hmmm.”

It still didn’t seem real. I felt like I was in a dream. Things were happening too quickly for me to latch onto them and sort them in my brain, but when her head dipped down and I watched her mouth open, I became hyper-focused. Savoring every detail and sensation when she placed a gentle kiss on the head of my cock, and another, then her tongue slid down the underside, and we moaned together.

“Oh god Mom,” the hand on her back slipped up, fingers running through her hair as she took me into her mouth.

Our eyes locked on one another’s and hers crinkled at the sides, pleased with the joy written on my face. Then she turned her attention back to her task, sucking me deep into her mouth while her tongue danced around the head. Her cheeks hollowed when she sucked hard, taking me to the back of her throat and then deeper, the tight ring closing around my cock like a vise.

I groaned in pleasure, head falling back, and the fingers guiding her head grew slack. She did something with her throat. The muscles milking my cock as wicked sounds filled the truck cabin. I was lost in a world of pleasure but took the chance to reach down and fondle her huge breasts. Caressing first one, then the other, fingers hunted for her nipples to tease through the material of her bra.


Chapter
Fourteen



Watching the stepmom who had raised me bobbing her head so hungrily, my dick disappearing into her thick lips was so hot I almost came in the first few seconds. But I was determined to savor every second of this pleasure and struggled to stave the orgasm off. Muscles locked up as I fought it back.

“Cum for me,” my mother purred, a thick strand of saliva connecting her to my cock, her fingers gliding up its length. “Don’t fight it, baby… let Mommy taste you.”

“Oh God,” I groaned, and she flashed an eager smile before darting back down, lips locking on the throbbing tip and sucking hard.

The hand caressing her breasts tightened. The fingers sank into the springy flesh as one of the biggest orgasms of my life rushed through me. My hips convulsed, driving my dick deep into my mom’s mouth, and she coughed, but the fingers around the base of me tightened and she kept sucking me as my cum poured forth.

“Mhmmhmmmm ooohmmmmhhh,” waves of pleasure washed through my but I fought through the wild rush to keep my eyes locked on my mom.

Her expression was one of euphoria as she swallowed my cum, tongue reaching out to lap up every drop. Even sweeping the corners of her mouth to pull in the last bits as she purred happily and rolled my seed around in her mouth for several seconds before swallowing. I watched her body shiver with pleasure as my own faded and I came back down to earth.

“That was…”

“Just the beginning,” she finished for me before bending down to give my softening cock a gentle kiss.

I twitched under the touch, blood flowing back, and she flashed me an impish grin.

“Forget dinner. We’re going to spend the night in a hotel… So, I can do a proper job of this.” Her fingers traced up the underside of my cock, making it twitch to life again.

“What about Nat?”

“Your sister doesn’t expect us home.” Her face was hidden in the shadows, but I caught a hint of hesitation in the set of her shoulders. “Unless… you’d rather go home and forget- ohh!”

She cut off and moaned in pleasure when I sat up with a growl and pulled her against me, pressing my face into her neck, and kissing the smooth skin.

“Okay… mhmm… let me go, Dave…. Ohh… I need to drive us… oh god baby,” she writhed in my arms as my hands caressed her body, one slipped beneath her ass and ran hard fingers across her crotch, shocked to find her jeans soaked through.

She ground herself into me, groaning as I lifted her shirt, caressing the smooth skin of her stomach and catching a peek of white lace. She came to herself and pushed my hands down before giving me one last kiss.

“I have a room reserved,” she laughed at the look of frustration on my face and traced my sight line down to her bosom, and her dimples deepened. “I promise, you can do anything you want to them… or me… behind closed doors.”

She laughed again at the look of desperate hope on my face and smoothed my twisted uniform before shifting into the driver’s seat. I was in no state to drive, but my pants were buttoned by the time we hit the highway again. Her hand snaked into my lap, and her fingers laced through mine as she drove, faster than was necessary but not as fast as I would have liked.

We reached a hotel on the edge of town a few minutes later, and she pulled into the parking lot behind the building. Darkness swallowed us as we pulled into the spot, and I couldn’t contain myself, pushing across the center divider again and pulling her into a heated kiss. My stepmom moaned into the kiss, her fingers fisting in my hair as her other hand reached around to grip my ass. I would have taken her right there if she hadn’t pushed me back and popped open the door.

“Behind closed doors,” her voice was a husky whisper, and I growled in response, half in frustration and half in pleasure at seeing she was as affected as me.

I was expecting to visit the check-in desk, but my stepmom tapped a few times on her phone and checked us in, then keyed the code into the hotel’s side door. We slipped down the halls, her hurrying ahead as my hands pawed at her hips and ass. We reached a door halfway down the hall, and after double-checking her phone and giving me one last, lingering look, she tapped the code into the door, and it clicked open.

She hesitated on the threshold, but I couldn’t wait another second and scooped her into my arms. Letting out a ‘whoo!’ of shock, she twisted in my arms until she was facing me and placed two hands on my cheeks and then kissed me, deep. The kiss lingered as I set her feet on the ground, the door clicking shut behind us.

“Do you have any idea how much I’ve dreamed about this?” I breathed into her neck. “How many nights I prayed… ached to feel you… to see you.”

My mom looked amazed at my words, and her fingers were gentle as they brushed the hair back from my face. She looked shy as she took in her stunning figure, but the hesitant set of her shoulders faded into pride as I sank to my knees and ran my hands down the curves of her figure. A single lamp lit the room, but it was more than enough to take in her beauty.

“I’ve never felt as beautiful as when you look at me.” Our eyes met, and she bit her bottom lip, expression softening, and I ran my hands up, gathering her shirt as I did.

First was the smooth swell of her stomach. Not flat and hard with muscle, but gently swelling and firm, sweeping up where white lace trapped the objects of my attention. Her red polo slipped free and fell aside, revealing white lace that cradled her massive breasts upwards, straps digging into her shoulders and flesh spilling out the sides.

My stepmom stood submissively as I knelt before her, slowly peeling her clothes away. She’d never revealed more than a flash of arm or leg but now stood proud in her growing nakedness, breath only catching slightly when I reached around to unhook her bra. Her shoulders shrugged free of the straps, and reaching up, she cupped the material to herself. Eyes locked on my face as she let it and the heavy mountains of flesh within fall slowly.

“Well?”

The only clue I had that she was nervous was the hint of a tremble in the word. I realized I’d been sitting on my heels for at least a minute, staring. Milky white and sagging ever so slightly, they curved out so wide their inner slopes touched, and the shadows they left reached past her navel. Capped in silvery pink nipples that were inverted, her breasts were as incredible as Natalia’s, and I couldn’t tear my eyes away.

In answer, I leaned close and reached out to gather them close. My hands ran over the soft flesh, calloused fingers making her trembled and I sighed as my lips closed around a nipple. The soft flesh hardened in my mouth, becoming taunt and rubbery, and I growled in pleasure when my mom moaned, her fingers gripping my hair and pulling me tight against her bosom. I did the same with the other breast and then popped the top button on her jeans.

“Oh, David,” she groaned in desire as I lowered her to the mattress, peeling the jeans from her legs and taking in the sight of her laid out, panties soaked and body writhing before me.

“God, you're gorgeous.” Her eyes focused on me, and she smiled, reaching up to draw me down atop her, but I had other ideas and knelt, stripping her panties away in one swift motion.

“Wait, baby… oh God… oh God… ohhhhhh gooooooodddddddd!”

I lifted and spread her thighs, kissing my way down the inside of one. I took in the scent of her womanhood. Then, I pressed my tongue against it. My stepmom’s thighs locked around my head, and her words were strained with pleasure as I gave myself over to the task, tongue lapping at her pussy and clit until her fingers in my hair made a painful fist and she screamed out her pleasure.


Chapter
Fifteen



Limp hands pulled me up her body, letting me pause to kiss each breast, and then her lips were on mine. Her hands fumbled at my pants, while her legs wrapped around me, heels joining in the push to shove my pants down, and then my cock was in her hands and something hot and wet gripped the head.

Our eyes met as I slowly sank into her pussy and something powerful passed between us. Her eyes misted, lips trembling as her heels pulled me deeper and deeper.

“Mom…” The word left my lips, and her eyes flared in desire, pussy gushing around my cock and I drove to the hilt.

“Unggh,” she groaned, nodding and biting her bottom lip as I pulled back and drove back in, her breathing slow and measured. “You’re so big… slow… oh God baby slow… Mommy can’t take… oh god… I’m cumming… I’m cumming… I’m cumming!”

Nails dug into my back, and her teeth sank into my shoulder, but I was oblivious to it as the tight, hot grip of her pussy held me. My entire world shrank down to the small space we occupied. One hand on her ass and the other gripping the back of her neck, I savored every second as I fucked my stepmom with harder and harder thrusts.

She screamed again, muffling it against my neck, and held on as I thrust away. Rutting like a boy gone wild with lust. Heedless of her panting moans that she was cumming again, or how her pussy never stopped fluttering around my cock after the first orgasm. My own was approaching, and nothing would have stopped me from it.

“Yes, baby… use me… use mommy… cum for me, baby…!”

“I’m…”

Pleasure choked off my words, but her grip on my ass drove me deep, telling me where to cum. Our eyes met for an instant right as the orgasm hit and the wild need I saw there dashed any doubts I might have still held and with a muffled oath I came deep in my mom’s pussy, flooding her womb with a half dozen huge loads of my seed.

“Hmmmm,” her sigh of pleasure was deeper than mine, and she quivered with each shot of cum, body convulsing as if they triggered small orgasms.

I was trembling when we rolled onto our sides, still atop the bed’s covers. We looked at one another for a long moment, then she flashed a cherubic grin and tucked her chin against my neck, cuddling close and purring happily.

“I love you,” I breathed, smelling the familiar scent of her hair.

She tilted her head back, looked at me and grinned. “I love you too, Dave,” then she leaned in for a kiss and I shivered as her fingertips brushed along the length of my cock, making it twitch back to life.

She smiled into the kiss and shifted herself around on the bed, began unbuttoning my uniform shirt, the last piece of clothing I wore. She looked as enthralled by my muscled torso being revealed as I was with hers, and I took the opportunity to caress the hanging mounds as they swayed beneath her.

“I made a promise earlier.” My stepmom leaned down and planted a kiss on my chest, then another lower on my abs. She purred with pleasure as her fingers fondled my hardening cock and lifted it up to her questing lips.

“Mhmm, god mom… that feels so fucking good.”

“Lay back, sweetie… Let mommy worship this big…. Beautiful… cock.”

She spoke between licks and kisses, eyes flaring on the last word. My mom never used foul language, and to hear such a dirty word come from her lips was almost as jarring as watching dick pass within them.

The thought didn’t linger because I was swept away on a river of pleasure as she stroked, licked and sucked me like a woman possessed. Her wide ass flared behind her/ Massive breasts pressed into my thighs, and her back muscles flexed as she rose and fell the length of me with tireless devotion.

I’ve known women who say they enjoy giving blowjobs, but I never believed them. They might enjoy giving pleasure, but I always doubted there were women who got it from the act. Any doubts I had vanished as I watched my stepmom worship my cock like it was the most important thing she’d ever done.

Her eyes were rolled back, eyelids fluttering, and moans escaped her throat as she ministered to me. Lips kissed my length, and her tongue slid along every centimeter of my body, seeking every pleasure point out. Her fingers were never still, stroking me in time with her lips sucking, or reaching down to run gentle fingernails over my balls, sending tingles of pleasure throughout my body.

When a bead of precum oozed out of the tip of my cock, she cooed and lapped it up, moaning in delight as she savored the taste of me. Our eyes locked with one anothers in that moment, and her dimples deepened.

“Goddamn…”

“Mhmmm baby, Mommy loves pleasing you.” Her eyes flared, and she kept them on my face as she sucked me deep, tongue dancing along the sensitive underside.

When I groaned in pleasure and gripped the sheets with one hand, her lips curled up at the edges and her eyelids closed as she took me into her tight throat. Humming in pleasure, she slid down my length slowly, rising a half inch or so to let herself adjust to my length before taking me into herself.

Her nose reached my crotch, and she exulted. Eyes flaring wide and sweeping over my face, she held there, even when her throat convulsed and a choking sound escaped her. My hand reached down to grip a huge breast, flesh spilling around my fingers as pleasure washed through me in waves.

My stepmom’s jaw worked and the muscles of her throat gripped my cock painfully for a second, then released, milking its length and sending shivers through my body. I’d never felt anything like it or a second later when her nails pulled at my hips, guiding me to fuck her face.

“Jesus, Mom,” at the name she groaned and her wide hips rocked, the scent of her filling the room. My fingers slipped into her thick hair, and we locked eyes. When my hips flexed and grip tightened on her head, she moaned, and I took that as permission. “You want me to fuck your face?”

“ngallleeeessseee!”

I heard the ‘please!’, garbled as it was by my cock stretching her throat, and I growled, flexing my hips upwards. My stepmom moaned as I fucked her face, groaning in protest when my cock slipped from her throat for a second, then humming in pleasure when I drove back in.

It was a head-spinning experience to watch my quiet stepmom slobbering like a whore on my cock. The woman was enjoying her submission more than I could have guessed, from the way her wrist wiggled between her thighs. I knew her own orgasm was fast approaching.

“Ongh cuuumphnggg!”

Her eyes rolled back into her skull as she came, and the sight almost sent me over the edge. I drew her head up so only her lips and tongue teased the head of my cock and dropped one hand from her head and stroked myself. Her round eyes grew soft when she saw this, and the whimpering moans escaping her throat grew eager, desperate even. Then the orgasm was rushing through my body and my head fell back, but not before I watched my stepmom hungrily swallow my first load of cum.

“Nnngghhh,” I groaned in ecstasy, losing sight of the world and knees growing weak.


Chapter
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When I came back to myself, I found my stepmom licking at her lips, seeking every drop of my cum before bending down to kiss and lick my dick clean. I jumped at her touch, too sensitive, and she lightened it, large eyes locking on my face as she placed a gently kiss on my balls.

“I want to do that again…” she purred, cheek caressing my cock as she nuzzled me like a cat wanting to be stroked. “For hours… I want to do it every day.”

“Do what?”

Her cheeks darkened, and her gaze cut away from me in embarrassment, but when they swung back, they were filled with naked desire.

“A blowjob…” her eyes widened hearing such a wicked word from her own lips. “I want to suck your… cock… every day. Instead of walking around with a half-hard log in your boxers in the morning and driving me crazy with thoughts… Let Mommy relieve this long… thick… beautiful… cock.”

Her breathing was heavy by the end, and my dick was throbbing back to life. She saw it twitch and licked her lips, but I had other ideas. I pulled my cock away from her hungry lips and smiled when her groan of disappointment turned eager as I directed her onto the bed on all fours.

“How do you want me, David?” Her massive breasts swayed as she rose, drawing my attention as she crawled onto the bed, watching me over one shoulder.

She paused when I made a sound in the back of my throat, knees on the edge of the bed and hand supporting her. Her body looked so outrageous I had to run my hands up her thighs and hips and down to cup and caress her huge breasts. My stepmom pushed her ass back onto my hard cock as I did, teasing me with her wet lips and firm ass.

“Stay right there.” She whipped her head back, biting her bottom lip, and nodded.

Cock in hand, I ran the fat head back through her thighs. Coating it in her pussy juices, I ran it between her ass cheeks and enjoyed the shiver that passed through her body. She didn’t say anything, but I heard her breathing catch when I brushed past her puckered opening. Submissive as a lamb, she only groaned out a “Yesssss!” when my hand connected with her ass cheek in a sharp slap.

“What if I wanted to fuck your tight little ass?”

Her back shivered, her hair shook as she nodded quickly, ass pushing back into my cock.

“I’ve never… If that’s what you want… yessss, use me!”

“You’re nothing but a sex toy, then?” I gave her ass another hard spank, reddening the other cheek and grinning when she gripped the blankets in fists and groaned.

“Hnnhhh for you… I’ll be anything you need.”

It was my turn to groan in pleasure, and I couldn’t hold back another second, and pushed my cock into her dripping pussy. Her pussy was so wet it made a squelching sound when I slammed in to the hilt, audible over my stepmom’s scream of pleasure.

Every room in the halls must have heard her, but I didn’t care as I thrust away in her gripping sex. After the first hard thrust, I took my time, savoring every second of being inside my stepmom. With one hand on the crook of her hip, I let the other slide up her side to palm and caress one massive breast.

I looked over at the mirror on the wall and caught her looking back at me. Gaze vacant and eyelids akimbo, strangled sounds escaped her throat as orgasm after orgasm ripped through her body. Gathering her up, I pulled her against me, enjoying the way her breasts swayed and their flesh slipped around my hand and arm.

My quiet, composed stepmom looked like a sex goddess as she bounced against my cock. I wanted to take a picture but froze the image in my mind’s eye. Dark hair slicked back and sweat beading her body. A body I never dreamed was this full and luscious. Her expression ugly with pleasure, lips twisted and eyes unfocused.

“You’re so fucking gorgeous.” She managed a smile at my words and turned to kiss me, craning her neck to do so.

Our tongues slid along one another, and my fingers sank into the flesh of her breast, rolling a nipple between the fingers. It hardened and popped out when my balls tightened, and she felt me lose my rhythm. Nodding into the kiss, she hissed into my lips, “Fill Mommy up, let me feel it, let me feel it!”

I drove myself to the hilt, feeling something bump against the head of my cock but uncaring as I pulled her against me. Crushing my stepmom’s body against mine as my cock throbbed, flooding her insides with cum. Shot after shot filled her and my knees grew weak, then she grew slack, and we fell forward onto the bed as the last of my cum throbbed out.

“Oh God,” my stepmom breathed, reaching back to stroke my hair and twisting to kiss me again. “I’m shaky.”

It was true. Her whole body was shivering like a leaf, and I let my softening cock slip out of her warm pussy, leaving a wet trail on her thigh as I gathered her into my arms. She wore a beatific grin as I stroked her back and she nuzzled her chin into my chest.

“Hmmm,” she purred, one hand coming up to run gentle fingers over the muscles of my stomach and chest. “I thought you were going to… put it… back there.”

She buried her face in my chest when I glanced down at her, and I grinned. Running my fingers down her back, I let them play across her wide ass, making my stepmom shiver harder, then gave it a sharp spank.

“Nghh!”

The slap sent another shiver through her body, and she was biting her bottom lip when she looked up at me. I read the submissiveness in her eyes, and she must have seen the desire in mine, because she gave a little nod, ass pushing back into my hand.

“Be gentle… I’ve never…”

My cock was hard before she stopped speaking, and her eyes widened as it bounced erect. Throwing me a wary glance, she kissed her way down my chest and took my cum-slick cock into her mouth. Soft lips closed over the tip as she sucked me gently into the wet heat of her mouth.

My hand explored her ass as she cleaned my cock with care. Slipping two fingers into her wetness, I trailed them back up between her soft cheeks and enjoyed the shiver that swept through her body when they brushed her tightest hole. My stepmom’s eyes locked onto mine as she sucked me, and I got to witness her nervousness fade and pleasure grow as I worked first one finger, then the other into her, stretching her out slowly.

She could have made me cum with her mouth at any time. The sight of her bent over beside me, massive breasts swaying as she lovingly worshipped my cock, was enough by itself. But she took care to keep me from going over the edge.

When I couldn’t wait any longer, I pulled her into the bathroom. We couldn’t keep our hands off each other as I turned on the hot water, kissing and caressing each other while steam filled the small room. I couldn’t decide if the sight of her reflected in the mirror, or the feel of her filling my hands was more of a turn on so I left the shower door open as I pulled her under the spray, loving the view through the mirror as her slick body twisted in my arms and bent over before me.

I took my rock-hard cock in hand and pressed it against her asshole, enjoying the way her back flexed in anticipation. My stepmom was breathing heavily as I pressed against her, and I paused when she let out a sharp breath.

“It’s okay… don’t stop,” she reached back and gripped my hand on her hips and pushed against me, letting out a sharp moan when the head of my cock popped past the tight ring of her ass.

“Mhmm,” I moaned, focus slipping as the heavenly pleasure of her butt radiated out from the head of my cock.

The feeling was nothing like her tight pussy. Tight as a vice, she softened around me, working herself back on my cock with small little thrusts while I held myself in place and fought off the orgasm.

“It’s in,” she panted, sounding proud when my balls pressed against the wetness of her pussy.

Then I pulled back, and her husked breath turned into a guttural moan.

“Ohhh ggggooooooodddddddd!!!”

“Fuck you’re tight,” I breathed and saw her lips twitch into a wolfish grin.

Water splashed across my back, filling the small shower with steam, and I turned us, pressing my stepmom against the heated tiles as I pushed back into her. My fingers sank into her hips, gripping them as if they were a lifeline that would keep me grounded on earth. It felt like I might fly away in joy at any second as I fucked her with slow, powerful thrusts.

“So deep… oh god baby… Mommy’s gonna… wait, Dave, I’m-!!!!”

She reached back to stop me, hand on my hip as her body convulsed, curling towards the tiles. Her ass cinched down on my cock so tight it felt like she might tear it off for a second, then she gasped a breath, breasts shaking and relaxed around me.

“Did you…?”

She nodded numbly and grabbed onto my wrist when slid my arm up to draw her close. Her massive breasts filled my hands as I worked my cock back into her ass. She tried to kiss me, but the angle was awkward and instead sucked my thumb into her mouth, working it like a small cock as I drove in and out of her, taking my pleasure from her tightest hole.


Chapter
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Steam filled the air, and sweat poured down my brow, but I was heedless of all of it. My world shrunk to the airtight gap between our bodies. She writhed against me, body seizing again as another orgasm swept through her, but I was too far gone, too slow, and my balls grew tight as she screamed her orgasm. Then, I was flooding her ass with load after load of cum.

“Ooohhhhh mhmmmm,” she purred like a happy kitten with my cum in her ass, reaching back to hold me in place for long moments as my dick softened within her.

We didn’t speak when she turned in my arms, but our lips connected, and our hands never left each other. Roaming her slick body, I savored every delightful curve as we washed one another in between making out like high schoolers. After the shower she dried me off with a towel, insisting on doing the job and taking long minutes to run the towel over my muscles. When she knelt before me to dry my legs, my cock twitched erect as I took in her nakedness and she smiled at the sight.

“I forgot how… energetic… young men are.” I opened my mouth to apologize but stopped before the words passed my lips.

Instead, I turned my hips so my cock pressed against her cheek. My stepmom’s lips pressed together, and she shot me a look that was all mother, but she couldn’t maintain the expression. Features softening, she turned and placed a gentle kiss on the side of it.

“Let’s go to bed… I want to be comfortable as I…” Her eyes sparkled as she pressed her lips together, and I pulled her to her feet, enjoying the giggle that escaped her throat as we hurried to bed.

I wanted her again, but she had other ideas. Pressing me back, my stepmom took her time arranging the bed around us. Propping me up on two pillows, turning off the lights, and pulling the comforter around so it covered her back as she crawled between my legs. Mewling sounds of pleasure escaped her as she ran her tongue over my cock, then took me into her mouth, and I let myself sink into the pillows as my stepmom worshipped my cock.

She took her time, teasing out my pleasure and her own. I could hear her fingers working in her pussy. The wet sounds in time with her head bobbing on my cock, and I could tell when she came, because she paused her ministrations and her teeth scraped my cock for a second as a gasp left her mouth. Then she was right back to licking, sucking and stroking my dick as she brought me to the brink and then edged me back.

When I couldn’t take any more, she relented and rose, stroking my cock between her breasts as they swayed heavily. The hour-long blowjob, or the sight of my mom kneeling with my cock between her glorious tits would have been enough, but she pushed me over the edge with whispered words that ticked my spine.

“Cum for Mommy, David… cum for me… give me all of it… I want to taste you!”

She got her wish a second later as cum splashed across her breasts. A whimper escaped her throat as she bent down, and then I was whimpering as she sucked hard on my throbbing cock. Swallowing my cum as it filled her mouth and forcing me to push her away when she sucked harder on the sensitive head.

We fell asleep spooning, with her naked back to me and my dick nestled within her pussy. She hadn’t stopped playing with my cock after the blowjob, and I’d pushed her down and fucked her on our sides. Hands full of her massive breasts and cock slowly sliding in and out, I couldn’t say how long we fucked, but my mom came a half dozen times and was insensate when I finally flooded her womb with my last orgasm of the night.

“Tomorrow will be interesting,” I whispered as sleep took me.

“You’ve no idea,” my stepmom said, pulling my hand up between her breasts and snuggling back into me. “Nat has… plans.”

I wanted to know what my sister was planning, but my eyelids wouldn’t stay up and sleep pulled me under. Dreams carried me away, and I danced with three beautiful women in places I’d never been. As wild as they were, they paled in comparison to the reality I would soon experience.


Chapter
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The best sleep of my life released me into a world of pleasure. The dream of Nat and Astrid sucking my cock didn’t end until my eyes cracked open and I took in the sexy body of my stepmom as she knelt at my side, head rising and falling, licking and kissing her way up and down my cock.

“Oh God,” I groaned, stretching and sliding my fingers into her thick hair and flexing my cock as a wave of pleasure swept over me.

“Mhmmhh,” my stepmom purred, the sound muffled by my dick as she shifted up onto her knees, hair falling away from her face as our eyes met.

“This is… the best…wake up… ever.” I shivered as she ran her nails over the sensitive skin of my balls, and sucked me into her mouth.

She looked like a sex goddess. Wide hips flaring from a slender waist, huge breasts swaying against the mattress and my thighs. So big they rested on the bed, even when she held herself up to kiss and lick the head of my cock. Reaching under one, I palmed the firm flesh, loving how she hummed in pleasure as my fingers sank deep.

Light shone through the curtains, but the world was silent, and the clock read six. Hours before I normally woke. I couldn’t complain as my morning wood was worshipped with a focus and care my stepmom only reserved for work and gardening. She responded to my touch as I caressed her massive breasts and rounded ass, but pressed me back when I tried to rise and pull her into my arms.

“Lay back… relax… let me savor this.”

I raised an eyebrow, pushing her hair back as she ran her tongue up the underside. She ignored my look, and the hand that had pressed my back ran her fingers down my stomach, tracing the muscles as she did. Until her fingers curled around the base of my cock and she sucked hard on the tip, watching my face as my hips rose and I groaned in pleasure.

Her other hand gripped my hip, pulling me deeper into her mouth, then rose to the back of her head where my hand was and gripped it into a fist. I got the idea and didn’t need any further encouragement. Groaning in pleasure, I lifted her head slightly off my dick as I sank to the mattress, then fucked up into her face.

My stepmom’s eyes rolled back and her hips flexed, ass shaking as I fucked her mouth. Spit drained down my cock, and coated her lips in slobber, but she didn’t care, and from the hand that shot between her thighs, she was getting off on it. It didn’t take long for my orgasm to hit, but I got to watch her body convulse twice as her own ripped through her, then my dick was throbbing.

“Oh, fuck, Mom,” I moaned, and the last thing I saw before my eyes closed in bliss was a look of euphoria on my mom’s as she swallowed my cum down.

The orgasm was so powerful I took me a few seconds to come back to myself. When I did, I found my stepmom sitting up, licking the last of my cum from her fingers. She looked so beautiful with her dark hair streaming over one shoulder and her amazing figure on display. I took her in for a long moment, catching my breath.

“I’ve wanted to do that for years,” she said, flashing me an impish smile. “I would come get your laundry and see the sheets tented… God, that drove me crazy.”

I reached up and grabbed her wrist and pulled her down to me. She gave a delighted yelp and then purred happily as I pulled her into my arms and kissed her soundly. My hands wandered from her soft breasts to between her legs, but my stepmom pushed my hand away.

“We need to check out and… get home before… David… oh David… oh God,” she groaned as I found her G-spot, her pussy so wet two fingers slid right in.

Her tongue pushed against mine, and I rolled atop her, loving how her thighs parted to take me in. We came together like we’d been doing this forever. One moment we were kissing, then I was snug within her tightness, hips rocking as we made love with gentle touches, her lips hungry on mine.

The mattress creaked beneath us, and my stepmom groaned with every slow thrust. I took my time, letting her pussy relax around my girth, and savoring this chance to explore her body. I gathered her massive breasts together in one arm and latched onto a nipple, sucking it as her fingers ran through my scalp and her whispered words spurred me on.

“Ohhhh, God… you’re so big, baby… slow… oh God…”

Her words lost coherence after that, and my hand slipped down to grip her wide ass as my hips flexed. Cock hard as steel again, I began fucking her with purpose. Loving her wordless cries of pleasure that grew louder with every thrust. Soon my stepmom was screaming in pleasure, heedless of who heard as her nails raked my back and her pussy gushed around my cock.

She was a bucking bronco beneath me as orgasm after orgasm swept through her. She tried to calm me with gentle hands on my brow, but the desire was too strong and her body too incredible beneath me. Giving up, her ankles locked behind my back and she pulled my face into one huge breast, heels digging into my ass and driving me deeper and deeper, face a twisted mask of pleasure.

I was a train racing to station, and there was no stopping until the orgasm hit, and when it did, the world exploded in spots of white. My body curled against my stepmom, and it felt like a metric-ton of cum shot out of my cock. From the groan that escaped her, eyes rolling back and mouth an ‘O’ of pleasure, she felt every blast and they’d send her into another realm.

The bed shook when I collapsed beside her, sweaty and sated. I looked over to share a smile with her, but my stepmom was still shaking. Fingers gripping the sheets, her body gave little convulsions, as if aftershocks of pleasure were still ricocheting through her.

Sleep stole me under, and I woke to the sound of the shower running and steam rolling out of the bathroom. My stepmom was singing to herself. I recognized the Fleetwood Mac song and knew she was in a good mood. She was always in a good mood if she was singing Stevie Nicks. Rising, I was still sticky from earlier, so I joined her in the shower.

My stepmom cut off when the door clicked open, and she grinned impishly at me, reaching out to pull me under the warm spray. She looked gorgeous, with her hair slicked back, steam curling all around her. It was the most natural thing in the world to pull her into the circle of my arms and kiss her.

I didn’t let myself think about how awkward it would be at home now, or the fallout that might come from it. They wanted to intrude and ruin my mood, but I forced myself to be present. Experiencing every second of this magical moment with the woman I loved as much as anything.

I tried to wash her with the hotel’s soap, but she insisted on washing me. Taking her time with my muscles, I could see her cheeks redden when she traced the lines of my shoulders and biceps. When her hands strayed lower, it became closer to a hand job than washing, as she stroked me with two sudsy hands for long minutes, watching her hands trail up and down my length in between kisses.

When I got the body wash back, I was aching, and from the twinkle in her eyes, she knew it. It didn’t take long before she was against the wall and I was crouching awkwardly, knees bent and hips flexing as I fucked her with powerful thrusts.
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We checked out an hour later. Both of us got curious stares from the receptionist, and I guessed my stepmom’s screams had been echoing down the hall all morning. After the shower she’d insisted we dress and head home, but watching her slide the stocking back up her legs, breasts swaying heavily as she bent over. I couldn’t keep my hands to myself, and soon she was bent over the chair, moaning as I fucked her.

“You’re insatiable,” she moaned.

I could tell she was getting sore, so I didn’t try for another round, even when my cock grew hard as a rock watching her bend over and slide her skirt over her round ass.

“I’ll have breakfast delivered,” she said as we got in the car, her phone fitting into the holder as I started the car. “It’s feeling like a lazy weekend.”

“Sounds good to me.” I glanced over when a notification popped up on her screen.

Natalia: Well?! Did you and Dave [image: smiling face with horns][image: smiling face with horns][image: smiling face with horns]?!?! Call me!

Mom flicked the notification up, trying to hide it, but I was grinning, and she shot me a frown.

“Quiet, you!”

I laughed again, and she got so red I thought she might yell at me. Ignoring her frown, I started the car and drove us home, enjoying the comfortable silence as we worked our way across town. My stepmom reached over and took my hand, humming happily to herself as our fingers interlaced, and it was the first time I’d seen her genuinely happy in years.

“We should get out of town,” she said as we neared the house. “Go to the cabin or something. It’s been years since we went to the mountains.”

“The cabin’s probably filled with cobwebs,” I said. “We haven’t been since dad…”

She patted my hand and gave me a commiserating smile.

“We can start a new family tradition.” I glanced over, and one look at the hope on her face, and I couldn’t deny her.

“I’ll check the weather report when we get home,” I sighed. “Make sure we aren’t driving into a blizzard.” I hid my smile as she squealed in delight and shook the hand holding mine up.

“Oh, it’s going to be so much fun!” She was bouncing in excitement as she pulled out her phone and began typing but then glanced over at me and her smile grew sly. “I should tell Nat and Astrid to bring their suits. Do you think the hot tub still works?”

I hadn’t thought about my sister and her friend coming, and the thought of all four of us in the small cabin sent a shiver of anxiety down my spine. She texted Nat, and when I got home, my sister had the laundry running as she packed and got ready for our little trip. She hurried past as we entered, a basket of dirty clothes in her hands.

“Astrid went home to pack, but she’ll be back in an hour. Should I bring my ski equipment?”

“There’s no snow on the mountains yet,” my stepmom said. “But we need to pack cleaning supplies. The cabin’s going to be a mess.”

“We’re only going for two nights,” I said, eyeing the stuffed basket of clothes. “How much stuff are you packing?”

Nat didn’t respond, but she and my stepmom both rolled their eyes.

“Are we stopping by the store before we leave town?” Nat asked my stepmom, who joined her heading back to the laundry room.

My stepmom’s response was lost when they turned the corner down the hall, and I frowned after the pair. There hadn’t been a second of awkwardness, but I knew it was coming. I tried ignoring the thought, but it niggled at my mind as I shaved and packed.

It only took a few minutes to throw some clothes in a bag, but from the shouts back and forth between my sister and mom, it would be at least another hour before we left. I made my way to the living room and threw on ESPN, watching highlights as they bustled about the house. Astrid returned, dropping a small duffle bag by the front door and flopping onto the couch beside me.

“When do we leave?”

“Your guess is as good as mine,” I said, frowning down the hall.

Astrid just shrugged and sank onto the couch beside me. She pulled her ankles up, pulling the feet beneath her as she shifted against me. When our shoulders touched, and she leaned against my side, it felt natural, but I caught her glancing up at me nervously. I met her eyes, and she blushed, shrinking into herself, but I was smiling, and hers peeked out a moment later.

“I’m a little awkward, sorry,” she made to shift away from me, face pained, but I stopped her with a gentle hand on her thigh.

When our eyes met again, Astrid flashed a shy, impish smile and snuggled into my side. She sighed in pleasure when I rested an arm on her shoulders, and I watched college football highlights while she scrolled through her phone.

It was an hour before the car was packed, and we were all stuffed into our seats. Nat and my stepmom both packed enough for two weeks, but there was room in the trunk, so I didn’t stress about it. Astrid’s small duffle bag looked funny when she tossed it on the pile of luggage, and Nat frowned at her friend.

“Did you pack enough?”

“Did you?!” Astrid’s smirk made my sister frown, but when she looked back into the trunk and saw the two massive suitcases, she burst out laughing.
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Two hours later, we were driving up a winding, single-lane highway as the air grew chill and snowcapped peaks rose on the horizon.

“Look, the snow!” Nat pointed from the back seat.

My stepmom turned and smiled at Natalia, and I was reminded she’d done the same thing as a kid. Nat and Astrid sat in the backseat of the SUV, while I drove and my stepmom played DJ. The girls wanted to control the music from their phones, but I could only take so much K-pop, and my stepmom kept it on a rock station.

“Did we get enough snacks from the grocery store?” My stepmom asked me with a frown of concern. “You kid’s inhale food so fast, I worry we’ll be starving come Sunday.”

“We can always go to the little store in town if we need anything,” I said, speeding past a car that pulled into the passing lane.

“That place smells like dust and cow shit,” I caught Nat’s frown in the rearview mirror. “If the pizza place is still there, we’ll be fine.”

“You aren’t eating breadsticks all weekend like you did when you were a kid. You’ll get a tummy ache.”

I snickered when Nat stuck her tongue out and made a face. Her cheeks colored when she caught me watching in the mirror, and she stuck her tongue out again, at me.

“I’m just happy we’re getting away,” Astrid said, setting her phone down to lean against my sister as she peeked out the front windshield. “I’ve only been to the snow a few of times. I’m excited.”

“You’ll love the cabin,” Nat said. “It’s small but cozy, and there are like no neighbors for a mile in any direction. We have the mountain to ourselves.”

My stepsister’s eyes twinkled as they met mine in the mirror, and she ran a finger down the side of her neck and into the deep shadow between her breasts, to pop a button free. I jerked my eyes back to the road, but they kept straying to the mirror, and every time they did another button was undone and I drank in the expanse of pale flesh that bulged between.

“I’m glad we’re doing this,” my stepmom rested a hand on my thigh as she looked out her window.

The motion was casual, but her fingers slipped between my thighs. With the gentle tips of her fingers tracing my bulge as she hummed happily to herself. I grew beneath her fingers and throbbed whenever I glanced in the mirror. Nat’s shirt stayed unbuttoned stopping when her bra would have been revealed, but the fabric strained against the button. Spreading up to reveal the curving inner slopes of her breasts.

Astrid caught me looking and grinned up at her friend. The next time I glanced back, the blue-haired girl was cuddled close to my sister, and the next time her hand was reaching up, fingers stroking the smooth flesh of those massive breasts. Nat shivered and wiggled in her seat, making them sway.

“You better focus on the road,” my stepmom wore a curious little smile as she stared out her window, fingertips still teasing me.

I made a sound of agreement in the back of my throat, and she chuckled. The sound so rich I had to look again, and then I noticed where she was looking. My stepmom was staring in the mirror, watching what was happening in the back seat, and her breath was coming low and ragged.

“Do you think we can use the hot tub tonight?” Nat asked.

“I doubt it,” I said. “It’s been years. I probably need to drain and refill it. I bet it’s a mess.”

“Bummer,” Astrid said, reaching a hand up to cup one of my sisters’ massive breasts and give it a shake. “I wanted to see these babies in that little white bikini you brought.”

“Hey!” Nat said, reaching up to push XXX’s hand away, but the blue-haired girl smiled wickedly, and her fingers found and tweaked Nat’s nipple, through the fabric, making the large nubbin stiffen through her bra and shirt.

I jerked my eyes back to the road just as my sister let out a soft whimper of pleasure. My cock stiffened in my pants, and my stepmom hummed louder as her fingers slowly traced the length of me. The touch was as much of a distraction as what was happening in the back seat. Especially when she focused on the head, gentle fingers traced every contour through the tight jeans.

“Twenty miles, we’re close!” my stepmom pointed at a sign and turned to me with a grin.

I shared a smile with her, but my gaze betrayed me and flickered up to the mirror before shifting back to the road. Astrid had slipped a hand beneath Nat’s shirt and bra. The fabric molded itself to her hand as she palmed and squeezed the mass of flesh. My sisters’ eyes were unfocused, her legs parted, and breath ragged, while Astrid kissed her neck.

“We’re still thirty minutes away,” I said, cheeks flushing when I heard the strain in my voice.

“There’s no rush,” my stepmom said, then she added with a mischievous twinkle in her eyes. “I’m enjoying the ride. How about you girls… Nat, are you enjoying the ride?”

My sister's eyes flashed open, looking even larger behind her glasses, but her hips didn’t stop their gentle rocking, and Astrid only grinned, her hands still teasing my sister’s breast. Now it was on the other, and from the movement beneath her shirt she was pinching Nat’s nipple and twisting it, hard. Instead of pain tightening her face, her eyelids were akimbo, her mouth slack with obvious pleasure.

“Yessssss.” Nat hissed, and my stepmom was watching in the mirror again, her entire arm moving now as she stroked her fingers up and down the length of me.
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It was a struggle to keep my focus on the road. My eyes kept straying to the rear-view mirror, where XXX played with my sister’s body, working her into a shivering mess, and down to where my stepmom was stroking me. Whenever I glanced at her she gave me a warm smile, and her grip would tighten, then she’d go back to staring in the side mirror, her breathing almost as ragged as Nat’s was.

Astrid’s hand eventually strayed between my sister's thighs, slipping into her sweats and bunching between her spreading legs. She only teased Nat though, because I could see her squirming more as we wound our way up the mountain.

My sister was quivering, her eyes glazed over as I turned off the road and onto the narrow lane that worked its way up the canyon and to our property. We passed a few other cabins, most closed for the season, and I spied the two-room cabin as I pulled off the road and onto our long driveway.

“We’re here,” my stepmom announced, giving herself a little shake as she pulled her hand out of my lap.

I caught my sister staring at her mom’s hand as it left my thigh, and her eyes rolled back, a powerful shiver sweeping through her body as she convulsed and curled into Astrid. My stepmom pretended not to notice the moan, or the shallow breaths as Nat tried to get a handle on herself.

“I’ll open the place up and get some fresh air inside,” my stepmom smiled up at me as she popped the door open and moved to step out. “Why don’t you three unpack and get the rooms set up? I’m sure you could use a… stretch after that long drive.”

Her gaze flickered to the backseat and swept over the cuddled girls with an expression I couldn’t read. Nat was oblivious. Slumped in her seat, she looked wrung out. But Astrid stiffened, and when her eyes met my mom’s, something passed between the pair, and the blue-haired girl relaxed and gave a big stretch, arms reaching back as she yawned.

“I usually get sick on windy roads,” she said, grabbing her bag and reaching for the door.

“Me too,” Nat said, her eyes coming into focus as she lifted her head.

Our eyes met, and my sister had the grace to blush, but she didn’t bother buttoning up her shirt as she sat up. The fabric was all stretched out and twisted, revealing the stiff white material of her bra.

“Coming? Or you gonna stare at your big sister’s tits all day?”

“Do I get to choose?”

She laughed and pushed me away, but I grabbed her hand, and when our eyes met again, the air was thick with tension. We were pulled together like a pair of magnets, our lips meeting and the seats creaking as we pushed to wrap our arms around one another. If I could have, I’d have torn the things free to get at her, but we pulled back, our breathing ragged, and Natalia flashed a wicked grin.

“The kids’ room still has bunkbeds, right?”

I nodded and flashed back to an afternoon years before. We’d spent the day hiking, and when we got back, I went back to the kids’ room to grab my book to read on the porch and walked in on Natalia changing. She’d screamed in surprise, but I’d stood there like a fool for a few seconds, staring until I realized what I was doing and bolted out of there.

“Yea,” I nodded. “Still impossible to climb, too. I bet.”

Nat grinned and reaching out with both hands grabbed me and Astrid, dragging us into the cabin. My stepmom was humming to herself as she bustled around the kitchen. Bags of groceries sat on the counter, and I angled over to help her unpack them, but Nat wouldn’t release my hand. When I turned back to her with a frown, her eyes danced behind the lenses of her glasses, and she did something with her shoulders that made her heavy breasts bounce more than normal.

“Mom, we’re going to unpack in the room. Need help before we do?”

“Thank you, but that’s okay.” She turned and smiled, but when she took in the three of us she swiveled right back around, cheeks coloring before she did. “You kids have fun.”

I thought she was going to add something, but after a short pause she went back to humming as she wiped down counters and put groceries away. Nat’s grin widened, and she threw me a wink as she pulled us into the small bedroom.

The walls were covered in a waxy, pale-wood siding that looked terrible, and the carpet was shag from the 70s. But one wall was a large pop-out window that looked over the mountainside. The view wasn’t as good as the main bedroom, but it was beautiful, and Astrid gasped in awe when we stepped in.

“Gorgeous!” the blue-haired teen breathed, letting go of my sister’s hand as she stepped up to the window and popped the latch to push it open.

The room was flooded with fresh air, and I breathed it in. I was trying to assess how much work there was to do when Nat threw the door closed with a crack! Then, she pulled me into a kiss. You might have thought my big sister was starving by the way she attacked me.

Nat’s hands pulled at me, her feet stumbling as we staggered to the bunk bed. I wanted to warn her we shouldn’t with our mom not twenty feet away through a thin wall, but her hand slid over the lump in my pants and I groaned in desire. Her tongue danced with mine, while her other hand drew mine to her breast.

My fingers sank into the firm flesh as my belt popped open, then Astrid was there pressing herself to my other side. Her fingers pulled me away from Nat, and then her lips were on mine. My sister kissed my neck, her hand running under my shirt to feel at my muscles as the other slipped in to grasp my hardness.

“Nghh,” I moaned, when Nat’s fingers gripped me, the cool digits sending shivers of pleasure through me.

Nat sank onto the lower bunk and tugged my pants down. I felt exposed but only for a second, because Astrid whipped off her flowery top and lacy white bra as my sister was tugging mine off my feet. Gripping her tiny ass, I pulled the blue-haired girl close, bending down to take a small, firm breast into my mouth, sucking hard on the firm little nipple.

“Oh XXX,” Astrid groaned, her fingers snaking in my hair and guiding me to the other breast.

“Oh, XXX,” my sister purred, and then I was groaning again as she engulfed me in the wet heat of her mouth.

“Oh god,” I looked down, meeting Nat’s eyes as her cheeks hollowed and she sucked me deep.

Glasses crooked, we stared in one another's eyes as she sucked me deep, then back off, tongue swirling around the underside of me until she came off my dick with a pop. Astrid sank onto the mattress beside her, and when my sister leaned back to unhook her bra, Astrid darted forward to wrap her lips around me.

Astrid was half naked and on her way to fully, as she kicked off a shoe and hooked her socks off, all while continuing to suck me. Her blue head twisted and bobbed, never ceasing as the last of her clothes fell away. My fingers ran over pale skin, lingering on her pert ass when it came within reach.
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My attention wasn’t on Astrid though. The sexy little woman would have trapped it if my stepsister wasn’t doing the same. No matter how hard I tried, my eyes kept straying to those massive, heavy orbs as they swayed and shook. Nat caught my stare and leaned back on the bed, drawing a massive breast up to suckle the nipple. The pale nubbin got hard as she did, and I almost came when I saw her face tighten in pleasure.

“Fuck Astrid, I want to watch,” Nat said, and I stiffened because she hadn’t even tried to be quiet.

My head whipped around to the door, where I could still hear our mom puttering around in the kitchen. The occasional clink of bottle on a shelf told me she was putting away the groceries. Nat only winked at me, and made a little motion with her finger, telling me to get on with it.

I groaned again when Astrid game me an especially hard suck, eyes twinkling up at me. After being teased for almost an hour in the car, I was hovering on the edge already, but Astrid released me before I could explode in her mouth. If I slipped between those slender thighs, I wouldn’t last twenty seconds, so I gave a grunt as I pulled my shirt off and leaned on the bunk bed’s upper bunk, making the frame groan.

“How about you fuck Astrid, and I watch?” I let my hand slide gently down my length, enjoying how Nat and Astrid stared at it with hungry expressions.

My sister didn’t respond, but her eyes flashed with challenge, and she shifted on one hip towards Astrid. The blue-haired girl took one look at my face and then flashed a grin. Planting a gentle kiss on the head of my cock, she turned and pounced on Natalia.

A sharp, indrawn breath was the only shock my sister showed. Then she gave in to the kiss, and I was surprised to see her lips part, tongue pushing into her friend’s mouth. They made out on their sides, hands roaming each other’s bodies, peeling the last of their clothing off. The sight was so hot I had to release my cock or it would have exploded all over them.

Astrid pressed my sister back, slipping between her thighs as she kissed down Nat’s neck. Gathering her huge breasts in her arms, Astrid suckled first one nipple, then the other. Only stopping when Nat’s hand slipped between her thighs, and I heard the wet sounds telling me she was fingering her friend.

The bed creaked as I knelt on it, having to bend low to keep from smashing my head on the bunk bed above. Natalia turned and captured the head of my dick in her mouth, sucking me hard as I watched Astrid kiss down her stomach. The smaller girls’ eyes watched me as her tongue reached out and swept up my sister’s slit, making Nat shiver in pleasure.

“Oh God, Astrid,” Nat twisted her head away from me, letting my dick slip from her lips as she slipped her fingers in Astrid’s blue hair.

The wet sounds of Astrid lapping at my sister's pussy merged with her husky moans of pleasure and then the sounds of her sucking. She released it a moment later when a gasp escaped her and Astrid slipped two fingers inside her.

Astrid’s pert rear looked too inviting, so I shuffled around on the bed. The girl moaned in approval, throwing her ass back and forth to draw me in as my cock pressed against her slit. I had to hunch over her, but I barely noticed as the heat and tightness of her enveloped me.

“Yes!” Astrid screamed, back arching and head thrown back as I slammed to the hilt in her tiny pussy.

My sister groaned in frustration and jerked her friend’s face back into her pussy. Face growing slack as Astrid returned to her work. I knew that expression and wasn’t surprised to see it tighten a moment later, and a gasp escape Nat’s pursed lips as an orgasm rolled through her body. The sight of my sister's huge tits shaking and face twisting as she came was hot, but the firecracker beneath me refused to be ignored.

As my sister came, Astrid curled up into me. Reaching back, she pulled me into a fiery kiss as I slammed into her over and over. The wet slaps filled the room along with Astrid’s moans of pleasure. Gripping her tiny waist, I slammed into her, need driving me as my balls grew tight.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes!”

Astrid grunted the word with every thrust, her eyes growing unfocused and one eyelid snapping half shut as I felt her pussy flutter around my cock. The tiny girl’s muscles locked up, and she curled in on herself, words melting into a hiss of pleasure. Just when I thought she would collapse beneath me, she seized a handful of my hair and jerked me into another passionate kiss. As her tongue slid along mine, my orgasm rushed through me and I groaned in pleasure, my dick flooding her tiny pussy with pump after pump of cum.

We collapsed into a sweaty heap in the middle of the small bed, legs jammed through the footboards. I caught my breath and in the wake of my orgasm, the noise we’d been making registered and I stiffened, turning to the door with a frown. Only Natalia was there, smiling that Cheshire cat grin of hers. She pushed her massive breasts into my face, and all the worries fled as I fell into warm, soft heaven.

“You’re not done yet, big boy,” I shivered as her nail dragged along the side of my cum-slick cock, making the sensitive glands flinch. “You know I could hear you… that night… Could you hear me?”

I looked at her sharply, but Nat only smiled, pulling off her glasses. She set them carefully aside. Sweeping her thick dark hair over one shoulder, she pulled me more tightly against her bosom.

“That’s when I decided…” Her gaze swept from my eyes, down my torso to track the movement of her finger as it traced the length of me gently. “No matter what it took… or who I had to share you with… You would be mine.”

“Nat…”

My words trailed off when she sank onto me, the heat of her pussy enveloping my cock. Pressing me down, she tossed her head, shoulder shivering as my dick bumped against her cervix. Her eyes closed to slits, and she smiled when she saw me staring at her breasts. Elbows pushed together, they’d never looked bigger, and I watched them bounce with every slap of her ass on my thighs.

The bunk bed creaked when Astrid shifted around and pressed herself to my side. I stole a quick kiss from her, then my eyes shifted right back to the heavenly sway. Astrid watched my sister with me. Nat was hunched beneath the top bunk, her fingers pressed firmly into my chest, and face fixed with concentration.

My hands slid up her round hips to caress those massive orbs. Pinching the nipples until Nat cried out in pleasure, and then back to her big ass, gripping it tight as I pounded up into her. My sister’s eyes were locked on my face, capturing every detail, but when her body gave a violent shiver, they squeezed closed and a strangled cry escaped her throat.

“Cuuummmmnnngghhhh!”

The words trailed off into incomprehension, but I pulled her down to me. We kissed as she came on my cock, her massive breasts pushed up around us, and then it was my turn. Astrid had shifted on the bed, and my eyes flashed wide when I felt first her fingertips, and then her tongue trailing over my sensitive balls.

The little minx even crawled between my thighs and somehow sucked one gently into her mouth. Between that and my sister gripping pussy, I was sent over the edge and filled her to the brim with cum. Nat groaned, her eyes rolling back as another orgasm hit her, and another when Astrid’s tongue rose from my balls to sweep over her ass.

“Astrid!” Nat warned, reached back and pressed her friend back, shivering as the aftershocks rolled through her.

Astrid grinned over Nat’s shoulder, sucking her bottom lip and giving me a wink.

“That was a nice appetizer, but XXX’s still hard, and I cleaned my ass for a reason.”
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Her grin widened when she saw my shock, and Nat barked a laugh as she slid off me. I wasn’t hard, but my toes still tingled and the blood flowed, making my dick give small lurches whenever my heartbeat. The girls watched the heavy lump of meat like starving children staring at a pizza.

“Remember the hot tub?!”

My stepmom called through the door, and the three of us stared at one another, faces frozen in embarrassment. I’d forgotten my stepmom was only feet away, and it registered how loud we’d been. Nat was the first to burst into laughter, then Astrid and I couldn’t contain mine either.

We rolled together on the bed, laughing so hard my stomach hurt. I heard my mom mutter something as she stomped away from the door, which only made the girls laugh even harder.

“You'd better clean it before she gets mad,” Nat grinned and shifted onto her hip, reaching for her phone.

“Me?”

“We’re not climbing into that thing and getting all slimy,” she flashed me a cheeky grin and laughed again when I sighed and rose.

“Could you pass my phone?” Astrid asked as she curled against my sister's side. “And those?”

She pointed at her pink panties, and I tossed the tiny slip of cloth to her along with her phone. My stepmom was chopping vegetables when I stepped out of the bedroom, back tight with worry. I imagined her saying a dozen different things, but she turned and flashed me a grin, blowing a loose strand of hair out of her face as she pushed a pile of onions to the side of the cutting board.

“I’m making XXX for dinner. If you get time, could you bring in some firewood?”

I nodded, waiting for more, but she turned back to her work, humming again. I don’t know what came over me. Whether it was her blasé attitude about what she’d just heard, or the sight of her wide ass in tight jeans, and the apron tightened against her.

I marched across the small cabin, stepping right up behind that large, firm butt. She turned with a questioning frown up at me, but I swept her into my arms, crushing her against me as our lips pressed together. Carefully, I peeled the knife out of her fingers and set it aside, loving the faint whimper that escaped her mouth, and the way her arms grew slack as she melted against me.

“What… what was that for?”

She took a second to catch her breath, trembling after the kiss, its memory making her lips purse as she wrapped her arms around my waist.

“Because I wanted to.”

“Hmm,” she purred happily and buried her face in my chest, drawing in a deep breath before pushing herself away from me. “I have work to do, and so do you.”

My grip on her waist was insistent, but her hands were firm, pushing me away.

“There will be time enough for that later,” her lips pressed together in an amused smile at the look on my face. “Your sister doesn’t get to have all the fun.”

With a final wink, and an extra sway in her hips, she turned back to the counter and resumed her chopping. It was a long moment before I could pull myself away. My hands twitched with the desire to reach out and yank her pants down right there and take her. Make her scream as loud as Nat or louder. Getting a hold of myself, I turned and left the cabin, appreciating the cold air that whipped through my thin shirt.

The misty mountains are damp most of the year. Misty mornings and afternoon showers coat the world in a layer of moss. To the south are the ski resorts, and to the north, the pass with its busy freeway and congested towns. But our little valley is hidden from the world, and I worked in silence as I stripped off my shirt and started pushing moss from the hot tub’s cover.

The cover and deck were a mess, and it wasn’t long before I was covered in black mud. Washing off quickly with the hose, I got back to work and finished cleaning off the cover and sides. The big question was what the water inside and I held my breath as I lifted the lid. Thankfully, nothing had crawled in and died, but the water had a sour funk to it.

Nat and Astrid came out and offered to help, but I was elbows deep in muck and told them I had it. It took an hour to drain, but I scrubbed the wall and floor as it did, washing off a fine layer of algae and muck. When it was drained, I flushed the system, and popped open the motor’s cover to check it. The pump and motor started up after a little love, and I breathed a sigh of relief when the tub started filling with clean, fresh water.

It would be another four to five hours before the tub filled and then another hour as the chemicals spread throughout and balanced. But it would be ready a couple of hours past dark. I was putting the cover back on when the cabin door opened and my stepmom came out with a tall glass of tea clinking with ice.

“I thought you could use something to drink; you’ve been out here for hours.” She peered into the tub, where fresh water was pouring in, and grinned. “It will be ready tonight?”

“It will be, but later.” I took the glass of tea with a grateful nod and tipped it back.

I only meant to take a sip, but once the liquid hit my lips, I drank greedily, only now realizing how thirsty I was. My stomach growled when I lowered the glass, and my stepmom went to pat ith but paused when she noticed all the grim on me.

“You need a shower.” She made a face when she drew too close. “You smell like a swamp.”

“I need to wash these pants too.”

“Leave them,” she motioned to the deck. “I’ll put everything in the laundry. I have dinner baking in the oven. It will be ready in twenty minutes. Hurry up, and we’ll eat once you’re done.”

I unhooked my belt, stepped out of the grimy pants and noticed my stepmom staring. She didn’t notice me watching her, and I caught her biting her bottom lip and half reaching out to touch my washboard abs, but she snatched the hand back with a quick look at the cabin.

“What’re Nat and Astrid up to?”

“They helped with the side dishes. Now they’re pouring through the old VHS tapes, looking for something to watch after dinner.”

“They’re surviving without the internet, then?”

“Barely,” my stepmom laughed, gathering up my clothes as I stepped free of my boxers. “Ngnn!” She stiffened when the whispered exhalation left her, and her face went crimson as she jerked her eyes away from my backside. “Dinner will be ready when you’re out. There should be soap on the sink.”

I grinned after her, enjoying the sway of her backside as she bustled inside. She’d grabbed every piece of clothing I’d dropped, even my clean shirt. Leaving me with nothing to cover myself with as I strode through the cabin to the tiny bathroom. My sister was watching our mom hurry through with a curious smile that widened when she saw me.

“The hot tub is filling, make sure it doesn’t overflow while I shower.”

Nat nodded, and a snicker of laughter escaped her when she covered her mouth. Her eyes kept jumping from my nakedness to the kitchen and back, and she swatted Astrid’s shoulder. Whispering something to her friend as I entered the bathroom. Astrid barked a laugh as the door slammed shut, joined a second later by Natalia.
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Ineeded to sit down with my sister soon and ask her what the hell was going on. Not that I wanted to complain, but I was in a dark forest of emotions, and the wrong move could start a fire that burned everything down, including us. I stepped beneath the hot spray and tried not to think about it, but the door creaked open and I turned to see a dark shadow step into the bathroom.

“Hello?”

There was a whispered conversation as the figure half-stepped out then stumbled back in as I heard my sister laugh and then throw the bathroom door closed. I reached up to turn off the water but paused when the figure pulled off her top. Peeking around the shower curtain, I swallowed when I saw my stepmom standing there, her cheeks a dark shade of red as she dropped her top to the tiles.

“I thought you might want someone to scrub your back…”

The bra followed the top, and I swallowed, my eyes unable to look away from the heavy breasts as they swayed, standing firm and proud on her chest.

“You thought?”

“Well… your sister did encourage me.” Her cheeks grew darker, but she didn’t stop as the button of her jeans popped open and shrugged her hips out of them.

“Mom, what’s going on? First the hotel and now this… Is there something I should know?”

She didn’t pause as she let the white panties fall to the ground, but her lips pressed into a firm line, and I saw hesitation tighten her eyes. I wouldn’t move though when she tried to step into the shower but tilted my head down and gave her a firm stare. She wilted under the look and twisted, glancing back at the door with a pained expression before letting out a long sigh.

“I told you already. Last night. This was all your sister’s idea… I don’t know how far she’s going to take it…” her expression grew fixed and a stubborn frown marred her brow. “But I’m not giving you up. Not now. You need me, and I need you… but Natalia and Astrid — they love you as well. It’s all a mess, but Nat thinks we can navigate it…” She gave a little shiver and jumped from foot to foot, doing incredible things to her heavy breasts.

I drew the curtain open, reaching out and grinning when she skipped forward and into my arms. She purred with pleasure when we kissed, water spraying across us as she half stumbled into the shower.

“Whatever happens, I’ll never regret this.” I leaned down to kiss her again, loving how her tongue drove into my mouth eagerly and her hands never ceased running up and down my abs and arms.

“Please,” she whispered between kisses, her hand stroking me stiff. “I need it… after listening to…”

My stepmom’s eyes burned with desire, and I couldn’t deny her. Caressing her large breast, I enjoyed the weight in my hand, thumb brushing over the hard nipple and making her face scrunch in pleasure. Taking a firm grip of her hip, I swung her around and she yelped in delight, pushing her ass back against me as the spray cascaded off her back.

She looked like a sex goddess, dark hair streaming with water, and her fat ass pushed back into me, humping the air and making her heavy breasts slap against the shower wall. Stepping up behind her, I took a moment to savor the sight of my beautiful stepmom bent over and presented to me.

“You’re so fucking sexy, Mom,” she looked back over her shoulder, eyes squinted in the spray, her expression pleading until the head of my cock pressed against her sex.

Then her eyes rolled back, and a groan escaped the back of her throat as I slid in with ease. She was still tight but so wet it felt like I was lubed up. Her pale ass cheeks slapped into my hips with a wet smack, accompanied by another groan as her eyelids fluttered.

I grinned, watching the pleasure wash over my stepmoms face as I fucked her from behind. Water cascaded off her back and my side, and my hand slid over her hips and up her slick side to cup one heavy breast. Its weight filled my hand, and I rolled the firm flesh between my fingers, drawing another gasp of pleasure from my mom.

She reached back and up, drawing my face down to hers to kiss me but broke it off a second later as a shiver swept through her body. I grinned, nipping at her bottom lip and neck as her pussy gripped me, and a powerful orgasm ripped through her body. Hips hunched, I ground my dick in deep, holding it there as her body shook.

“Oh God,” she breathed, water droplets spraying onto the shower wall from her lips, and then her eyelids fluttered, and her nails sunk into my hip as she came again, harder. “Oh God, oh God, oh God, XXX, wait… what’s… oh GOD CUMMING!”

My dick was nestled deep within her, firmly pressed against her cervix. I gave it a series of flexes. The first one sent her eyes open wide, and words escaped her, as I continued her expression shifted from ecstasy into something pained but her hand locked onto my hip kept me in place.

“That was a big one,” I grinned, smiling wider when she shot me a glare she couldn’t maintain.

I pulled back slowly, and her hard stare softened, her lips quivering back into an ‘O’ as a flood of wetness gushed around my dick. Her hips and ass shook when I pushed back in, and she let out a whimper. Her body was limp. Held up more by me than her wobbly legs.

Minutes passed, and I savored every second. In no rush as I let my hands wander over the body I’d spent countless hours fantasizing about as a boy. It was still surreal to be here, with her, but I treasured every tremble and moan as the orgasms rolled through her.

My thighs began to burn from being crouched behind her shorter legs, and thrusting. I wanted to ignore it, but my movements were becoming awkward. My stepmom rode out another orgasm, one hand reaching up the tiles as the other cupped a massive breast, fingers sinking into the flesh as she gripped it tight.

The sight, coupled with the sweet grip of her pussy, sent me over the edge. With a grunted oath, I warned her, and my stepmom gasped, “Yes!” and then pulled me into a fierce kiss as my dick throbbed deep inside her. Shooting cum deep in her womb as my knees weakened and gravity tried to pull me down.

“That was…” she gave a sad little groan as she turned in my arms and my dick slipped from her, but it turned into a happy purr when she kissed me.

Whatever she was about to say was lost as we held each other and kissed beneath the water. When I opened my eyes, I found hers wide and staring at me. She ran a finger along my jaw and up to push the wet hair back from my brow. She blushed and rested her head on my chest, ignoring the water spraying around her as she closed her eyes and sighed.

I felt such a deep well of love for this small, beautiful, brilliant woman. My arms circled her tight, and I crushed her against me. She sighed with happiness, burrowing even tighter into my arms. The bathroom filled with steam, and we ignored it, enjoying the moment.
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Eventually, the heat became too much, and we turned it down. I reached for the soap, but my stepmom was faster, and she made a little turning motion with her hands. I stood with my back to her as she soaped up her hands and ran them over my shoulders and down to caress my ass and thighs. She hummed as she cleaned me, and I was all too aware of her breasts pressing into my back and thighs. The firm nipples pressed into me.

“Turn around,” she purred, her smile deepening when I swung around, eyes locked on my half-hard cock as it swayed between us.

She ran her hands up it, making me twitch in her grasp. Humming happily, she stroked me once, then released my dick to hang heavy between us, digging into her stomach as she moved closer. She ignored it as she soaped up my arms and torso, but her eyes found mine when she reached back down and took me in a firm grasp.

I tried to pull her closer, but she resisted. Instead, she watched her hand stroke the length of me, fingers splaying around the thick head and pinching it, before stroking back down. I ached from the touch, my dick as hard as steel, but she only teased me. Touching so lightly, I half humped her hand in an effort to get closer to my peak, but as I did, her fingers spang open.

“All clean,” her smile grew wicked when I groaned in protest and she fended off my hands when I tried to twist her hips and get back inside her. “None of that now; we have dinner waiting. XXX… XXX!”

I growled in protest, and a giggle escaped her as she let the hot spray wash us clean. She reached out and tapped my raging hard-on with a single finger, making it bounce.

“Keep teasing me, and I’ll let dinner get cold.” I didn’t mean for my tone to be so rough, but the apology died in my throat when I saw my stepmom’s eyes flash with excitement.

“I love a man who takes charge.” She stole a kiss and then skipped out of the shower, laughing as I growled in frustration.

She threw the towel at me when I stepped out and slipped out of the bathroom as I was drying myself off. I dressed and stepped out to find the laying on the couch staring at their phones. Astrid gave me an impish grin and looked over to the bedroom where my stepmom was getting dressed with a bob of her eyebrows.

“How was your shower?”

Nat snorted a laugh at the look on my face and waved toward the fireplace.

“I tried to start a fire but couldn’t get it going.” Kindling lay scattered around the fireplace, and the logs were stacked tight as bricks.

“I’ll get it.” I sank to my haunches before the fireplace and began removing logs. “Did you find anything to watch?”

“You and Mom get to choose,” my sister held up two VHS tapes. “Legally Blonde or Sandlot,” she shrugged. “The choices were slim.”

“I vote Legally Blonde,” our mom said as she stepped out of the bedroom, drying her hair with a towel.

She wore loose-fitting jeans with a high waist and a sleeveless shirt. I’d seen her gardening in the same a thousand times, but her damp hair, serene expression and lack of a bra made her look like a sexy goddess. I tracked her passing behind me and into the kitchen, eyes locked on the wide swell of her backside. Until Astrid reached out and half pushed me over with her foot.

“The fire, remember?” Her eyes danced with amusement, but I didn’t miss how they darted to the side and widened slightly when my stepmom bent over to peer in the oven. Her massive breasts swayed outrageously beneath her.

“Dinner will be ready in fifteen minutes. You girls better wash up and set the table, please.”

Nat sighed, but she set her phone down and rose, Astrid bouncing up beside her. The pair laid out plates and silverware, mustard for the ham and ketchup for themselves. Then they stepped into the bathroom without closing the door and began to strip. Astrid wiggled her fingers at me as the leggings slid off her hips, and she wiggled out of them with a sexy shake before stepping into the shower. My sister didn’t have Astrid’s confidence, but she pulled her bra up slowly, letting her perfect tits drop before my staring eyes.

“We’ll be out in a few… Don’t eat without us,” Nat called to my mom before flashing me a wink and slipping into the shower. I caught her slide an arm around her friend and pull the slender blue-haired girl into a kiss before the curtain swung back in place.

“Nghh.”

I jerked in surprise to find my stepmom standing beside me. She held out a glass of something, but her eyes were on the bathroom. When I took the glass from her, she blinked rapidly and blushed, but her eyes held amusement as they met mine.

“Contemplating a second shower?”

“I would, but I doubt the hot water will last much longer.”

She frowned quizzically, then did the math and barked a laugh. “I think we’ll know when it runs out.”

It only took two minutes, and the girls’ shrieks of outrage left my mom and me clutching our sides in laughter. I felt bad for wasting the hot water, but it was usually me rinsing off under cold spray, and I couldn’t help but enjoy the sight of their pebbled skin and hard nipples as they dashed into the room to dress and warm up.
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Dinner was baked ham, mac and cheese and steamed broccoli. My stepmom carved the ham while I helped portion the sides onto plates, and then we sat down and dug in. The food was hot, delicious and plentiful.

Nat played music on her phone, and I tried to ignore the unease that sat like a hot coal in my guts. I was waiting for things to get awkward or uncomfortable, but it never did,ff and that only made my anxiety grow. XXX rested a hand on my thigh under the table as I picked up fork and knife and gave me a gentle smile when I glanced over.

“We have something for you after dinner.”

“Astrid! That was supposed to be a surprise,” Nat frowned at her friend.

“XXX’s all jumpy,” Astrid said defensively, her grip tightening on my thigh. “He thinks you two are going to claw each other’s eyes out any minute. Surprises are great, and all, but not if they make the person anxious.”

My heart swelled with affection for Astrid but I opened my mouth to protest only it was my stepmom who spoke first.

“You’re right. No, Nat,” she said more firmly to Natalia when she rounded on our mom. “She’s right. Astrid deserves to know what… what all of this is,” she waved around herself, cheeks flaming but expression set.

“Ok, now you have to tell me what’s going on.” I looked at Nat pointedly and set my fork and knife down.

Natalia’s lips compressed into a line, and I knew that look, but she drew in a deep breath and pushed the frustration aside. She looked from our mom to her friend and then back to our mom, and they stared at each other for a long moment. My stepmom reached out, resting her hands on the backs of mine and Nat’s.

“You sister wants us all to be together…” her cheeks grew even darker, the color reaching down her pale chest. “To live together, in the house, as we always have… But also…”

“Am I the one who wants this?” My sister’s eyes never left my stepmom’s, and something passed between them, a shifting of glances and then my stepmom’s expression grew guilty and my sisters triumphant.

“No… we both do… God forgive me,” her grip on my hand tightened and her gaze shifted to me, haunted but desperate. “I love you, XXX and I want to spend the rest of my life with you… But listening to you three earlier was the single hottest experience of my life!” she pressed her eyes closed and her hands gripped mine so hard I thought I should hear the bones creak. “I’m a terrible mother, but I know what I want now… And there’s nothing normal about it.”

“Like mother, like daughter,” Nat said, and my stepmom looked up, and the pair shared a smile that melted the tension away.

I wanted to ask a hundred questions. What did they mean exactly? Were there ground rules? Were we all dating? They tumbled over themselves in my head, but I pushed them all aside. This wasn’t the time or place to work through them.

“I love all of you,” I said, drawing their attention to me. “And the last few days have been the best of my life. If this is what you want. What you truly want. Then I do too. But I’ll need your help to keep from screwing things up.”

“You could never screw things up,” my stepmom and Nat said at the same time and looked at one another and laughed, the sound breaking the tension.

“Let’s eat,” Astrid said, picking up her knife. “I’m starving.”

“Did you pick a movie?”

They wrangled over the movie selection while I dug into my food. It took a few minutes for me to realize, but the seeds of anxiety were gone. I’d lived with it for the past few days, but that background fear was diffused watching my mom and sister. Whatever jealousies and rivalries might exist, those two would never let them interfere with their relationship.

I ate while watching them and marveling at my luck. There wasn’t another man in the world as blessed as I was, and I vowed never to take these relationships for granted. Astrid still rested her hand on my thigh, and I reached down to give it a squeeze. she caught my eye and sidled closer, chair tipping as she leaned against me.

“Nat brought more outfits for later this weekend,” her green eyes sparkled mischievously. “But I brought the cosplay we’re wearing tonight.”

“You’re gonna…?”

She grinned wider and nodded. “Wait till you see what I brought for your mom… I bet Nat twenty bucks you’d jump her bones first.”

“You’re insane.” I shook my head, shocked to hear her speak so casually about something I didn’t dare dream about.

“Probably, but you love it,” and she was right.

The pixy-faced, blue-haired girl was a strange mix of shy and confident. She cared nothing for those not in her circle and wilted around strangers, but once Astrid grew comfortable, she was a dazzling ray of sunshine. Lighting up every room she entered. I’d had a crush on my sister’s little friend for years, but it didn’t crystalize until now.

Her dancing eyes caught something in mine, and her face softened in concern. Before she could ask, the question forming on her lips, I pulled her chair closer, letting it rock precariously as I kissed the girl soundly. Her small, soft mouth quivered against mine, and she twisted out of her chair and into my lap, moaning as she clung to me. When I broke the kiss, my breathing was heavy, ragged, and I had to force myself away from the slender warmth filling my arms.
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My stepmom and Nat were no longer discussing the movies, but I didn’t care who watched. Let this be a test of their new dynamic. I stared into Astrid’s eyes, tracing the fine line of her jaw with a finger. Her skin was so soft and smooth it reminded me of how fragile her confidence could be, and I pulled her close again, stomach flip-flopping as her arms circled my neck and she kissed me with her whole being.

When the kiss broke, I couldn’t tell if a minute or ten had passed. Astrid lay across my lap, her ass half on me and half on the chair. Cheeks flushed, she smiled coyly and let gravity pull her from my arms. She looked up at my sister and stepmom shyly, but a grin broke out on her face when she saw theirs.

“I vote for Legally Blonde,” Astrid said, taking up her fork and knife as if nothing had happened.

“That’s two votes!” Nat said triumphantly, and my stepmom sighed.

“Bend and snap it is,” the girls laughed at my stepmom’s joke.

The atmosphere was relaxed as we finished eating. Astrid asked me about baseball, wondering how long our season was and what my plans were after. While my sister and stepmom talked about her new research project. The topic was so fascinating it pulled XXX and me into it, and we listened as she told us about the ancient artifact and the translations she would soon begin.

I added fuel to the fire before clearing the table. While the girls pulled out comforters and pillows to make a pile before the fire. My stepmom came to help dry the dishes, but I sent her off.

“You did enough already. Go relax. I have this.”

She stepped close and gave me a kiss that no stepmother should give her son and biting her bottom lip as she pulled away. There was a flush of embarrassment on her cheeks as she glanced at the girls, but when she turned back, her hand was resting on my backside and her eyes flared as she stepped forward to kiss me again. Fingers sliding through my hair, she even wrapped a leg around me. The kiss was so hot I forgot the dishes as I turned into her, soapy hand reaching down to grip her ass.

She was slow to pull out of my arms, and her bottom lip trembled as she pushed me away with a firm hand on my chest. Realizing Natalia and Astrid had been watching, she did something that shocked me. Instead of curling in on herself, or growing shy, she angled her hips, ass pushing back as she ground herself down my thigh.

I thought she might kneel right there, and her lips pursed into an ‘O’ tongue reaching out ever so slightly. A picture of wanton desire, I went from half-hard to tenting my pants in seconds. Laughing lightly, she stepped away and winked, then turned to sink onto the couch, back straight and face flushed with confidence.

“Hurry up, XXX,” Nat’s eyes twinkled as they shifted from me to my stepmom. “The dishes won’t wash themselves.”

I didn’t growl as I scrubbed the mac and cheese dish. No matter what Nat and Astrid said as they giggled behind me. That wasn’t the only thing they whispered about, but half of what they said was lost behind the flowing water, and when I glanced back, Nat was whispering to my stepmom, gazes locked on me and so intense I grew nervous.

The last of the dishes sat precariously atop the pile, and I was wiping the counter down when I heard the lion’s roar of the MGM logo and turned to find the girls piled onto the pillows. Flipping off the kitchen lights, I grabbed a bottle of water and sank into the pillows, leaning my back against the couch.

“Thanks for doing the dishes.” My sister shifted on the pillows and rested her head on my leg, pulling a blanket around herself.

Astrid moved behind me on the couch, and I felt her fingers glide through my hair, nails trailing my scalp and sending tingles down my spine. My stepmom shifted to her other side, pulling her legs up beneath her and her fingers joined Astrid’s. The last hint of tension melted away from my shoulders. Surrounded by love, I ran my nails down Nat’s back as the movie played, enjoying her sighs of pleasure.

I’d seen the movie before, but its plot sucked me in, and I was absorbed as Elle headed off to Stanford. I didn’t notice my sister shift in place until her head was resting on my lap, her cheek brushing the bulge in my pants. Suddenly aware of how close she was and how her heavy breasts rested against my thigh. The blanket pulled down so I could look down the neckline of her shirt at the expanse of pale flesh divided by a slender line of shadow.

“This is my favorite part,” Nat said, half rising to glance up at the couch. “When she arrives, and stuns the ex.”

“Mine too,” Astrid said.

When Natalia settled back down, her head was right above my waistline, and the hand she was resting on my thigh rose. Her fingers nimbly popped the buttons on my fly before I could react. Then the cool air was caressing my hard cock before her warm fingers played along the underside, drawing me up towards her mouth.

“Mine too.” My stepmom’s tone had a throaty purr that made me look up, and I caught her staring at Nat, as sister’s lips closed around the head of my dick.

“Mhmm,” I sighed, a hand coming to rest on my big sister’s head as she slowly bobbed up and down.

Her lips caressed the head, as her tongue reached down to tease the length of me, circling the head and back down as she sucked me gently. The wet sounds backdrop to a movie I was rapidly losing interest in. I looked back up to find my stepmom and Astrid sitting closer together, their eyes locked on my sister as she slowly worshipped me.

My head lolled back onto Astrid’s thigh as I ran my fingers through Natalia’s hair. The movie forgotten as I watched my stepsister suck me with quiet passion. She looked up into my eyes and smiled, cheeks hollowing as she sank down and sucked hard.

“Nghhh oh god,” I turned at my stepmom’s moan to find Astrid pressed against her, the girl’s slender fingers working between my mom’s thighs.

I watched her hesitate for a long moment and then bend down to pull Astrid up into a kiss. The blue-haired teen moaned into it, her hand working harder and making my stepmom break off the kiss and gasp in pleasure. Astrid’s wrist cracked as she slipped her hand into my mom’s pants, and then the pair were locked in a passionate kiss, and I watched in awe as my stepmom’s hand slipped between the teen’s thighs.
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“Astrid’s going to eat you out, mom. While XXX watches,” Nat grinned as she stroked my cock with one hand, the other hooking her top over her head.

Our mom broke off her kiss with Astrid and looked at Natalia. Her face was filled with a hunger I recognized from the hotel room. Succumbing to desire, she nodded faintly and sank back onto the couch. Cloths slid away and Astrid spread my stepmother’s thighs as she kissed her way between them.

Nat went to drop her head onto my lap again, but I had other ideas. Fisting her hair, I guided her up and onto my lap. Natalia growled in pleasure as I yanked her shirt the rest of the way off and practically tore her shorts off. Her wetness ground against my cock, juices mingling with her spit and then with a angle of her hips, I was inside her.

“Oh God,” Nat sank onto me, shivering as the head of my cock pressed against her cervix. “I love this…” Her head tipped back forward, long dark hair spilling around her shoulders, and brought her arms up to cradle into her breasts. “I love you.”

“I love you, too,” I said, but the words were muffled by the soft flesh surrounding me.

Then she was moving. One hand on her hip, the other slid up to cup a huge breast, crushing the flesh against her chest as she rode me. Nat pulled me into a fierce kiss, moaning as her hips rolled. The moan grew into a sharp cry of pleasure when I gave her pale ass a firm slap, and then another, loving how her pussy clenched down on my dick.

“Wait… oh God… please… not… oh my god, oh my god, oh my god!”

My focus was broken by my stepmom’s whispered pleas, and I looked over to find her body tense and legs drawn up as one hand gripped the couch’s cushion and the other half-pushed half-pulled Astrid as the girl ate her out.

Nat’s pussy flooded as she watched her mother cum on her friend’s tongue. Her eyes locked on my stepmother's face as she rode me. She tore her gaze away only when I ran a finger down around the base of my cock and then up to circle her butt. Nat’s eyes widened as I teased the sensitive flesh, and I felt her body shiver as her first orgasm washed over her.

“Oh God, I’m-.”

Nat’s pussy gripped me like a vice as she came, nails digging into my shoulders as she rode it out with breathy moans. Her legs grew weak, and I rolled us easily onto her back. Natalia’s legs flew into the air, and she gasped when I thrust down into her, hard and fast in my need.

“Still… oh fuck, XXX… FUCK!”

She was so wet I hammered away at her hips with ease. The pleasure of her tight pussy and the delightful sway of her heavy tits as I gathered them in one arm and pulled them to my face might have sent me over the edge but then I watched XXX rise from my stepmom’s trembling thighs and lean down to kiss her. Their soft lips met, tongues teasing as my stepmom pulled the girl against her, rolling in a tangle of limbs.

“Cum for me… cum for me, XXX!”

Nat’s ankles locked behind me, heels driving my ass as I pumped into her. Her hands were on either side of my face, holding it in place as she watched the pleasure wash over me. Her eyes were wide with wonder as my hips lost their rhythm, and my cock swelled. Then they rolled back, one eyelid drooping as I shot my load deep inside her. Every blast sent a little shiver through her body.

We kissed, then a moan from the couch pulled our attention there. Nat watched the pair kiss with an intensity that made my softening dick throb again. She felt it and grinned, then turned to whisper in my ear.

“Go push your dick between their lips… I want to watch them suck you… together,” her grin widened at the shock on my face, but there was no denying the steel it put back in my dick.

If felt a moment of loss as I pulled from her warmth and rose. Nat bit her bottom lip, a grunt escaping her as I left her, but her eyes burned with intensity as I rose before the couch. My mom and XXX saw me out of the corners of their eyes, and they grinned into their kiss and half turned, mouth widening to accept me.

“Fuck, that’s so hot,” the word escaped me as I watched them break off the kiss to focus on my cock.

I half-stood, half-leaned, one hand on the couch’s backrest and the other brushing Astrid’s soft blue hair as I guided my dick between their lips. My stepmom lay on her back, while Astrid lay atop her. Their tongues reached out, running along the shaft, and I realized with a start they were licking Nat’s cum off me. They moaned, making my cock harder as I pulled back and thrust forward.

Tongues and lips explored every inch of me, one from above and the other from below. The feeling was incredible, but the sight was even more amazing. Their lips touched at the head and they kissed, letting my dick part their mouths as they continued to suck and lick the shaft clean. It only took a stroke or two for me to be hard as steel, and I would have cum across their faces if Astrid hadn’t angled my mom’s face so my dick slid deep into her mouth.

“Fuck,” I moaned. As my stepmom’s throat stretched around my cock, I tried to pull back, but Astrid placed a hand on my ass, pushing me deeper.

“Deep throat him… yesss… fuck that pretty face,” my stepmom moaned around my cock her eyelids fluttering as I pulled out of her tight throat, and Astrid kissed her way down her body, making her squeal when her tongue slid across my stepmom’s pussy again.

“Jesus, that’s hot,” Nat was sitting against the armchair, knees up and thighs spread as she ran a finger over her slit, her other hand reached down and rubbed her clit, her smile hungry as she nodded for me to continue.

“Make her gag on you… She’ll love it.” When I cocked an eyebrow in disbelief, Nat’s smile grew. “We have the same fetishes… Mess her up… trust me.”
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Ilooked down into my mom’s face, and it reddened with embarrassment, but her eyes pled with me, as hungry as Natalia’s as her lips stretched. Taking a fistful of her hair, I slid my dick in, feeling the tight ring of her throat pinch me as I slid down her throat. Instead of gagging or choking, my stepmom’s body convulsed, and her eyes rolled back. The groan of pleasure was lost as I pulled back and then thrust into that tight heaven.

Astrid had slipped off the couch, and the sound of my sister moaning made me turn to look. Nat’s hand had been replaced by Astrid’s face, and her thighs closed around blue hair as lips formed an ‘O’ of pleasure. I wasn’t the only one who’d looked over, and my stepmom’s eyes widened and her jaw went slack around me.

Conflict registered on her face, but only for a second. Then she was staring openly as Nat cradled both sides of her friend’s face and bit her bottom lip, expression growing tight. My stepmom moaned in disappointment when I vacated her mouth, and she reached for me but stopped when I took ahold of her wide hips and rolled her over.

“This will give you a better view.” Her expression was piqued, but I ignored the glare as I slipped behind her soft ass, and the expression melted away as I slid into her.

“Nghh!”

Nat looked over and the pair locked eyes. I watched the emotions flit through their eyes. Curiosity gave way to embarrassment, but once they recognized the same emotion in each other, it melted back to curiosity. A deep thrust caused my stepmom to close her eyes and gasp in pleasure, breaking the spell.

I’d never felt my stepmom this wet. A river of it slid down her thighs, and her pussy squelched every time my hips connected with her ass. Watching the swell of her ass roll with every thrust was fucking hot but couldn’t compare to the sight of her holding herself up on the armrest, massive breasts swaying with a gravity that dragged my gaze with them.

“I’m… I’m… Yessssssss!”

Nat arched back into the chair, her thighs clamping onto her friend’s head as her body convulsed with the orgasm. She and our mom gasped at the same moment, the sounds twin of one another, and I realized she was cumming too. The pair stared into each other’s eyes, embarrassment and ecstasy warring with each other on their faces. One pushing the other higher until their lips were rictus snarls and bodies tight as wires.

The sight, not to mention the tight grip of my stepmom as she came, would have sent me over the edge, but my stepmom pulled away. Too sensitive, she curled away from me, body still quivering and twitching whenever I touched her. The smile on her face was as beatific as Nat as my sister curled against her friend.

“That was… that was…” Nat’s eyes met mine, and she smiled, then they flickered to my stepmom and something passed between them. Nat’s thick lips curled in a lazy smile, and she licked her lips as her eyes dropped.

The two of them wore the same expression as they turned to me. My stepmom rose to her knees, unsteadily, and kissed me, her huge breasts pressing into my chest. Then she pressed me back onto the couch. Nat was crawling over, her equally massive breasts swaying and wide hips wobbling.

Astrid rose and stretched, her slender form pulling my eyes up pale thighs and a taunt stomach. She grinned when she caught me staring and bounced on her toes as she skipped to the couch. Her firm little breasts bounced as she sank onto my other side, but it wasn’t me she was grinning at but my stepmom, and I sat and stared as the pair leaned across me and kissed.

“Goddamn that’s hot,” I breathed, then my breath hitched when Natalia hooked her fingers around the base of my cock and pulled it down to her lips. “Fuuuuuuuck.”

My hands rose, sliding over an ass on either side of me. My left hand caressing my stepmom’s wide, soft rear, and the right gripping Astrid’s tiny, firm little butt. The pair broke off their kiss and smiled at me, but my attention was locked on my big sister as she ran her tongue slowly up the underside. Our eyes locked on one another as she licked the cum from my cock, wide hips flexing behind her as her free hand gathered a huge breast up, crushing it against her chest.

“I think she could use some help with that,” Astrid purred, fingers grazing under my stepmom’s chin as she pulled her in for a last, quick kiss.

The pair shared a wicked smile and then sank to join Natalia. The hairs rose on the back of my neck as I watched the three push in together. Tongues outstretched, all three met around the base and rose as one to the head. They grinned at one another, then their tongues danced together around the head.

My groan drowned out their moans and my hands rose from Astrid and my mom’s back, fingers sliding through their hair as first one, then the other sucked me into her mouth, cheeks hollowing as they sucked hard then released me with a pop, for the other to steal. Back and forth they traded me, and when they weren’t sucking me deep and hard, their tongues ran down my shaft and over my balls.

I was under an assault of pleasure, but the sight was even more incredible. I had to force my fingers to keep them from clenching in their hair, and when that failed I ran my fingers back to grip their asses, and then lower seeking their clits. My focus was split, but it only took a brush or two to turn either Astrid or my stepmom into a quivering mess.

When I touched them at the same time, and their backs arched, it only took a gentle push and they were kissing again. Moaning, tongues sliding out to dance together. The sight was so erotic I stared, but Natalia never ceased her ministration, and the heavenly heat of her throat pulled my focus back.

My sister met my eyes, and I read the smile in hers. The minx was happy as a clam, and as we stared into each other’s eyes, her cheeks hollowed and she sucked harder, lips curling at the edges. When her nails ran over my balls, grazing the sensitive skin, it was too much and I couldn’t hold back the orgasm. Her eyes went wide with excitement an instant before I spoke.

“Oh God, I’m gonna,” my hips flexed and I would have driven deep into her tight throat but Nat pulled off me, one hand sliding up to stroke me as her tongue widened around the head of me.

“Holy fuck,” I groaned, watching in awe as Astrid and my stepmom sank, tongues joining with Natalia’s as I throbbed.

I came so hard the world dimmed, flashing white before I returned to myself. The cum gushed forth, coating their tongues as the three lapped it up like I was a melting ice cream cone. The pleasure grew painful fast, but they wouldn’t release me, moaning as they traded the head of my cock back and forth, sucking every drop out.

Then the three collapsed into a pile of limbs, trading kisses, skin slick with sweat and golden in the firelight. I sat for a few seconds catching my breath and then let Nat draw me into the mix.

The cabin was dry of alcohol, but we were all drunk that night. Drunk with love, or lust and wild emotions. But it didn’t end there. I found myself behind my stepmom, Nat, stroking me as she pressed me between soft cheeks. A wicked grin on her face as she lubed me up.

“Start slow… but then go hard… this huge thing will mess her up… trust me.”

My stepmom’s moan cut off when Astrid kissed her, then grew into a sharp gasp as I invaded her rear. The sharp gasps soon became guttural moans, and she almost tore the blankets, gripping them so hard as she came.

The shower was too small for all of us, and I left the girls alone as I stepped into the chilly night air to catch my breath. When I stepped back in, all three were exiting the bathroom with their bikinis on. They weren’t done with the night, and we all slipped into the clean hot tub and watched the clouds race across the sky. The girls shifted places like it was musical chairs, sharing the spot at my side, using it to make out with me, or riding me gently like Astrid did, waves lapping around us as my stepmom and sister watched with hungry eyes.

It was a night of fallen inhibitions, and I thought it would be a one-off, or make things more awkward the next day. Neither happened. Something had passed between Nat and our mom, and the pair were hip to hip as they talked the next morning. They looked up when I walked in and gave me twin smiles, eyes sparkling with the same deep emotion, and the words sprang to my lips.

“I love you.”

Eyes misting, they rose as one, arms circling my waist. My stepmom leaned in first, kissing me, then Nat stole my lips.

“We love you too, you big lunk,” Nat said, keeping her voice down, so she didn’t wake Astrid. “Coming up here was a good idea.”

“Mmhmm,” my stepmom sighed in agreement. “Look, it’s snowing!”

I turned, and we all stared out the single window as fat flakes of snow fluttered their way to the ground. The weather was turning, forcing us inside. I pulled the pair closer to my sides, their arms cinching tighter.

“Everything’s perfect,” Natalia said, and I couldn’t have agreed more.

“Not entirely,” I turned to see Astrid holding up two pieces of yellow cloth with a mischievous grin.

I realized after my stepmom and sister gasped in delight it was her bikini she held up. The three were changed in minutes and that’s where I found myself as the sun rose. With flakes of snow falling around us, and my arms filled with the women I love. They took turns riding me, giving me no rest. And when I thought I could take no more, their slippery, soft bodies crowded in close, kissing and teasing until I rose once more, and the hills rang with their cries of pleasure. It was the best weekend of my life, and only the first of many.

The End


Authors Note
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To read more stories I’ve published on Amazon, check out the links below.

You can sign up to my website, and you’ll get access to my newsletter, which I send out once a month (or so), with information about new releases and the occasional free story.
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