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Chapter One

Last Chance

◆◆◆

Tiffany remained silent for ages before sighing a long and sorrowful, tired clanging of doom. Then, she turned to face me, her face filled with regret, her brow deeply furrowed. My girlfriend leaned forward, gently touching my hand as though commiserating with me.

You can tell when someone is about to deliver bad news—they seem incredibly uneasy around you, and then boom!

“I’m sorry, Josh. It’s over between us.”

Tiffany immediately glanced away. I blinked, processed what she’d said, felt queasy, and stared at her in utter dismay and disbelief. My eyes bloated, and I choked up; my temples strained under enormous blood pressure surging to a brain slowly melting down, and my heart crawled into my mouth.

Shock enveloped me like a wet blanket on an icy day, sucking the life out of me.

Fuck!

Fuck, fuck!

What the fuck is wrong?

As far as I could tell, every date we’d been on had turned out perfectly, but now, out of nowhere, Tiffany had utterly rejected me. With her still sitting squirming awkwardly beside me in my truck, I processed a bombshell dropped on me, frowning and desperately trying to understand what had gone wrong between us.

Tiffany glanced out the passenger side window, and I saw her reflection, which cringed deeply. Then, she stared across my truck’s center console at me again, surveying the devastation her words had caused like a general studying an airfield that their army had bombarded. When she saw my shocked expression, my girlfriend winced as if she were feeling my pain, and she turned away once more.

According to Tiffany’s reflection, her eyes narrowed, she pursed her lips so tightly the redness drained to pink, and her expression became devoid of emotion, as though a dreadful determination to endure an awful ordeal had taken hold.

I knew she was waiting for my temper to erupt—giving her a reason to walk away.

Temper tantrums were not my way. I gripped the leathered steering wheel like a drowning man, grasping a solitary, unlit buoy in the deep ocean, and stared into the distance, shaking my head to clear the emotions clouding my thoughts.

An unexpected oily sky had drifted into my sunny day at a light speed, ruining everything.

“Oh dear, Tiffany.”

“Please don’t look like an injured puppy, honey.”

That’s what I fucking feel like.

Tiffany looked at me with affectionate compassion, proof that she was not a heartless bitch, despite the raw manner with which she tore off a relationship band-aid that had covered my emotional gunshot wound. I composed myself, suppressing the anxiety that gripped me.

I’d caught feelings for Tiffany and thought those were evenly reciprocated - they clearly were not. Admittedly, the word love is much overused in the English language, yet my strength of devotion to this relationship felt overwhelming, commanding my heart and mind for weeks. At the very least, sturdy green shoots of lasting affection were growing fast. I didn’t think my feelings were a simple chemical beguiling that would dissolve in stormy relationship challenges.

I faced Tiffany and smiled as lovingly as a heartbroken fool could under the circumstances. My heart pounded uncomfortably, restrained inside a rib cage that tightened until it felt like it might explode. She frowned, raised an eyebrow, and twisted her mouth—her body language screaming: please don’t ask me why I am breaking up with you.

“Tell me why you are breaking up with me, Tiffany.”

“I can’t.”

Her awful pause as the answer sunk in made me feel more nauseous. I wanted to scream, protest, and make a poetic case that our love could and should endure, but there was no point chasing a girl who didn’t want me. My heart was broken, yet it ran at the speed of a fox escaping hounds, skipping a few beats every time her eyes sparkled.

I was in love. Tiffany was not.

My ex-girlfriend glanced at me again, then looked away and shook her head determinedly - she was doing that a lot, as if enormous resolve were required to break up with me. She stared at my sad face again, grimaced, and sighed heavily.

A long, reluctant exhale revealed her deep sadness and a thousand regrets.

What the fuck is going on here?

She doesn’t want this either.

When Tiffany looked deeply into my eyes with renewed determination to end our relationship, I noticed a flicker of affection but a coldness that indicated no real potential existed to save our fledgling love.

Maybe I’m seeing pity.

Fuck that!

Fuck her!

Keep your pity!

“Umm… Josh. I err…”

“Go on, Tiffany. You can say anything to me. It’s only fair that we are honest with each other and part on good terms if that’s truly what you want. There must be a plausible reason you are breaking up with me.”

More of her listless sighing suggested the reason for our breakup might not seem as plausible to me as it was to her.

“You are not going to like it, Josh.”

“Try me. What is wrong between us?”

Tiffany squirmed and writhed in the passenger seat. I knew she would prefer to be sitting on hot coals in hell rather than be in my truck with me. She made strangled, moaning, whining sounds like someone was pulling out her toenails. She whispered god over and over, then fuck, until finally, with a forehead rippling like a windy lake, Tiffany broke the bad news.

“You give terrible head, honey.”

I do fucking what now?

I stared at her with my mouth gaping wide open, my brain melting slowly, oozing out of my ears as my senses evaporated with it. I was aghast and couldn’t believe what Tiffany had just said. When I tried to speak, all that tumbled from my parched mouth was a strangled, stuttering, useless tone that made me sound like Darth Vader dying horribly, writhing in the sands of a desolate Tatooine desert.

Tiffany reacted severely to my surprise and retorted, wagging a finger.

“Don’t stare at me like that, Josh. Giving a girl great head matters a hell of a lot. When I suck your cock, do you cum every time?”

“Yes.”

“Do I swallow every drop of your semen?”

“Also, yes.”

“And do I deep-throat you?”

“Again… yes. I have no complaints about your blowjobs. In fact, I have no complaints about you or our relationship, period.”

“Then learn to fucking reciprocate in the oral department.”

Tiffany slumped back in her seat, facing forward, seething, screaming through tightly sealed lips the way girls do when they are pissed but don’t want to wake the entire neighborhood. She tried opening the passenger door, but it was double-locked, so before she figured that out and tried again, I leaped out of the driver’s side much faster than she could find the handle a second time. I hastily rounded the truck and helped my ex-girlfriend step out.

My respectful gesture impressed Tiffany and went some way toward soothing her ruffled feathers.

Standing close to me on the sidewalk outside her home, Tiffany studied me carefully. She cupped my cheek gently in her palm, gazing deep into my eyes with what must be love - I was sure of it even though she’d tried to stamp mine out. My heart rebounded slightly, and I wondered if a pre-existing poor mood, hormones, or some other factor that wasn’t about me had caused this evening’s massacre of my soul.

“God, Josh, you are so fucking cute and decent - I mean, you’re a proper gentleman in every sense.”

“Then don’t break up with me. Will you give me one week to improve at licking… umm, down there?”

I crudely pointed between Tiffany’s legs and cringed at my ill-founded words. It was not the best move when dealing with an angry girlfriend, or any woman, for that matter. She shook her head and swatted my pointed finger away with one hand, grimacing but not yet storming up her driveway to the front door and a final escape from our love.

I still had a slim chance, but it was there, and I intended to take it.

“I don’t want to break up with you, Josh, but I need to cum in your mouth, like, proper orgasmic squirting cum. Also, I need my pussy to be licked and sucked in unique positions, indoors and outdoors, maybe even in public - and I won’t write a manual or ever ask for head when I want it.”

“Holy fuck.”

“You asked me for honesty! Hah… see, you don’t fucking care, do you?”

Tiffany’s anger flared up again. She was red-faced, looking extraordinarily distressed and highly embarrassed. I held up my hands in surrender and looked apologetic because she had shared highly personal details that spoke to her fundamental emotional and sexual needs.

“I do care… I do. It’s just… I’m taken aback, is all. Sorry, Tiffany.”

“You ought to know you weren’t doing a great job of licking my pussy. I never came when you went down on me.”

“No, well… okay, I understand… sorry.”

“Is it fair of me to point this out to you, Josh?”

“Yes, but doing it after you break up with me is unfair.”

I wasn’t expecting Tiffany’s level of candor or detail, but I respected what she told me. Had I seen this coming, I could have planned a way out of the stranglehold she had me in.

When I took her hands in mine, Tiffany relaxed and stared into my loving eyes, blinking and with a softer expression. Her demeanor seemed straightforward and honest, and I figured she was glad to have unburdened herself of a problem now shared - it was all mine. I knew then that my poor technique and lackluster performance in licking her gorgeous and delicious pussy were significant issues.

Tiffany had tried teaching me how to perform cunnilingus three times. She’d carefully pointed to the tip of her sticky clitoris after peeling aside swollen, damp pussy lips and explaining how to kiss and ease the elusive pink nub out of her fleshly, protective, red-riding style hood. I’d been too eager to please, consumed by urgent desire and the aromatic charm that wafted from her pussy into my flared nostrils, driving me wild.

I dove like a charging, riderless horse into Tiffany’s lady garden, doing what I wanted between her legs rather than sticking to what she explained worked for her.

With nothing more to say except beg, something I would never demean myself to do, I leaned forward for a kiss. Tiffany did not rebuff me. After I kissed her lovingly, as our lips parted, she whimpered for more, and I smiled.

There is still hope.

She fucking wants me.

My ex-girlfriend stared at me, confused, then determined again.

“You are an excellent kisser, Josh, which makes your poor performance between my legs with your lips and tongue even more confusing.”

“Why is it confusing?”

“Kissing the horizontal lips is not significantly different from stimulating the vertical ones you seem to worship.”

“Give me a week to focus on improving, Tiff, and I’ll crack this nut.”

Oh fuck… note to self… learn better intimacy language.

Tiffany’s eyes narrowed, and she frowned again. Her face had become a surface echo of her strained internal emotional struggle. She shook her head, which looked like a no, but as with many women, her body language indicated subterfuge for her words and feelings.

“Okay, let’s wait one week and try again - but if I don’t cum in your mouth, it’s over between us.”

“Are we still boyfriend and girlfriend?”

“Yes. I’m sorry if I hurt you, Josh.”

“You won’t regret it.”

“I had better not. Goodnight, honey. Sweet dreams.”

“Goodnight, Tiffany. I love you.”

“I love you too.”

I reached home and flopped onto my bed, feeling like a failure, groaning loudly and often as I considered the worst date of my life. My sister arrived on cue to dissect my date and exploit my misery. Carrie sat on the end of my bed and grinned mischievously, poking out her tongue when I didn’t return her silent greeting.

I pointed to my bedroom door.

“Fuck off, Carrie.”

“Wow. Is that any way to speak to your little sister? How was date night?”

“Fucking shit.”

“Why?”

“I can’t say anything about it.”

“Come on, Josh. For all our differences, I have never betrayed your confidence. Unload your problems onto me - as you always have.”

That was true. At times, our sibling friendship was rocky, but Carrie never revealed a secret and rarely ridiculed me when I confronted a serious problem. I needed someone to confide in right now; she was here offering help and would keep my confidence.

She will run when I tell her what my problem is.

Then I’ll have peace.

I glanced anxiously at Carrie, deciding whether or not to trust her with my devastating news. She put on her best therapist expression and most studious eye, grinning cutely, so I caved in.

“It’s about Tiffany. She wants to break up with me.”

“Ahh.”

“I love her, sis.”

“But she doesn’t love you, right?”

“Yes, she does.”

“Okay… that’s a bit weird, Josh. Why does the batshit crazy girl want to break up if she loves you?”

“I can’t say.”

I cringed, rolled over, and buried my face in a pillow, screaming out of severe frustration. My sister tapped me on my shoulder, and I rolled over again, my face contorted into such pain that she momentarily looked concerned.

“Just say it already, for fuck’s sake. I know it isn’t a lack of romantic inclination because you’re as cute as a puppy. Also, it can’t be about looks because you’re gorgeous and ripped. It’s not about cock size either.”

“How the fuck do you know that?”

“I’ve seen you in the shower, bro.”

“Fuck off!”

“Your cock is seven - seven and a half inches, I’d estimate, and thick too, which is perfect for… well… never mind what it’s perfect for.”

“Jesus Christ, Carrie. We don’t talk about this stuff. We are siblings.”

“You’re my stepbrother. Oh, come on. Surely, you’ve peeked at me naked, Josh.”

“Fucking never!”

Carrie was surprised but smiled, seemingly impressed rather than holding me in further disdain. I was shocked she had seen me naked, especially in my fully erect mode, which was half an inch longer than she’d judged it to be, but correcting my sister on such matters as my cock length or girth was the least of my problems.

Carrie touched my hand softly and held it tightly, gradually interlocking her fingers with mine and squeezing reassuringly.

“I could teach you.”

“Teach me what?”

I stared agog at her, my heart racing, my chest heaving, and my nostrils flaring, barely able to suck in enough air to stop myself from passing out. My leg muscles twitched uncontrollably, urging my brain to command my entire body to sprint away. I gulped painfully on a parched throat and noticed my lips were equally dry, so I licked them, eliciting her sleazy grin.

No… no… I didn’t fucking mean it like that.

Jesus fucking Christ, this night just gets worse.

When my sister pulled gently and salaciously on her bottom lip, my cock rose until fully and steely solid, for which I felt ashamed and terrified.

She’s my fucking sister.

“I could teach you how to worship a girl’s pussy, Josh. Giving a girlfriend and wife good cunnilingus is important, but it’s not the most important thing about a man’s ability. Tiffany must place a significant emphasis on oral sex because it offers her the greatest climax.”

“I… I-I-I.”

“I am seeing nobody right now, Josh and my period isn’t due for two more weeks. There is nothing distasteful inside me. You can practice dining at my Y whenever you’d like and for as long as you wish. We could help each other out.”

“What do you mean help each other out?”

“Well, come on… you want practice… I’m ovulating this week, which means I am feeling super horny.”

Oh fuck!

“You’re my sister, Carrie.”

“I’m your stepsister.”

“We grew up together since we were babies.”

Carrie stood up, walked away a few paces, turned, and stared back at me like a businesswoman about to make a final offer to seal a deal.

“I can teach you how to make Tiffany cum using your lips and tongue. Would you like help with that, yes or no?”

I wheezed, and my chest tightened, unusual given that I was so physically fit, but lactic acid and adrenaline were overloading my body as human chemistry and biology conspired to wreak havoc within me. When I spoke, noises came from my throat like a croaked whisper.

“Yes… please.”


Chapter Two

Rushing In

◆◆◆

I had never been so shocked or panicked in my life, wondering if I had actually agreed to what I’d agreed to. I squinted at my sister through near-closed eyes, my breathing shallow, gulping desperately. Carrie stared back at me, concern creeping into her face.

What the fuck are you doing, Josh?

“Are you okay, Josh?”

“No.”

I croaked, gulped, and tried to speak, but words failed me.

Carrie rolled off her bed and ran to the bathroom, giggling. Moments later, she returned with a glass of water and handed it to me, sitting close by, her arm wrapped reassuringly around my shoulder. I couldn’t believe what I had agreed to, but worse than that, I was utterly stunned that my sister had offered to teach me the fine art of cunnilingus.

Does she mean to use her pussy?

What the fuck is happening?

Is this some kind of sleazy dream?

Carrie sized me up with a calm expression which scared the living daylights out of me because the more I looked at her, the hornier I felt and the stiffer my cock got.

“Sorry, Carrie… I, err…”

“Imagine this being like you are teaching me calculus.”

“Oh god. What have I done? Cunnilingus is not math.”

“It’s much easier to lick pussy once you understand the basic rules and biology - calculus is a bitch by comparison. Let’s start by understanding your problem.”

I shook my head, frowned, and made lots of ahh, umm, err sounds, then decided to go with it for now.

Maybe she will explain some stuff, and I’ll leave, and that’s the end of it.

“Okay, shoot. Ask me questions, Carrie.”

“What did Tiffany say about your current oral technique?”

“She said I rush in and try to lick everything all at once.”

“Like a labrador - enthusiastic and greedy. That’s a big mistake.”

“Yeah… okay. I got that message loud and clear tonight.”

Carrie considered her next question carefully, becoming more like a detective every minute.

“Did Tiffany break up with you, Josh?”

“She’s giving us one week.”

“She’s giving you one week, you mean?”

“Yes.”

“There is no pressure on her to do anything for you, not even provide basic instruction.”

“I’ll assume there are no dry runs or feedback sessions, Carrie.”

“She’s not giving you much hope.”

I shook my head, momentarily reliving the awful evening that I wanted to put behind me. My misery was obvious, so Carrie hugged me tightly, laughing to make light of my problem. I felt mildly guilty when I eyed her naked thighs as she sat close beside me, but in my defense, she wore a T-shirt that failed to cover her legs entirely with simple white cotton panties underneath.

When my sister raised her arms, wrapping them around my neck to hug me, the shirt’s hem rose, and a tiny brilliant white triangle of cotton fabric covering her pussy was visible at the top of her luscious, silken thighs.

Carrie caught me looking at her crotch and slapped my forearm playfully.

“No peeking between my legs until you are offered lunch, Josh. There is plenty of time for practical lessons soon.”

“So I am practicing on your pussy?”

“There are no others here for you to play with when we get to the practical stage of your education, are there?”

“No.”

“So there is to be no peeking or touching my pussy until I tell you - agreed?”

“Agreed. Sorry, Carrie. That’s millions of years of human conditioning, right there. I can’t help it.”

“Exactly.”

“What do you mean?”

I blinked and stared at my sister because clearly, I had missed something important. Carrie stared back, waiting for the penny to drop. When it did, I groaned and rolled onto my back.

“You’re saying I naturally possess the skills to give great head, but I haven’t uncovered them yet.”

“Precisely. Now, tell me what else Tiffany said when she dumped you?”

“She didn’t dump me - I have a week to improve on one small area.”

“Trust me, bro - as brokenhearted as she seems, that girl is already open to approaches from a guy who will give her what she wants. And by the way, don’t underestimate how important a modern girl considers the matter of cunnilingus.”

“That’s fucking depressing.”

“Answer my question, Josh. What else did Tiffany say?”

“That she must cum in my mouth, like, proper squirting.”

“Wow… Tiffany squirts her orgasm, does she? That makes pleasing her more challenging.”

“Challenging, how?”

Carrie looked mildly embarrassed, her cheeks speckling bright red. She averted her eyes from mine. After a moment of silence, she stared at me and pursed her lips.

“Do you know what a girl’s squirted orgasm comprises?”

“No.”

“Pee and sweet, sticky hormones, honey. I refer to it as unicorn pee when discussing oral with my boyfriends. That makes it easier for them to swallow the first time.”

“Fuck!”

“Tiffany must want you to swallow her cum, Josh. That’s a fucking big orgasm where she loses control and jetwashes the back of your throat with a significant mess for you to manage.”

I thought about it for a moment. I’d seen squirting videos on streaming sex sites, and it always looked like no big deal. Now, though, Carrie explained that getting a girl to squirt was no simple matter.

“Tiffany swallows my cum, so fair is fair.”

“Semen is far easier to deal with than a squirting woman - there is a hell of a lot less volume for starters. Also, you only have one hole that we must cover. Tiffany has two that you’ll be playing with… well, three, but we won’t go there for now. I pee from one tiny hole… that’s where the squirting happens, guys fuck and lick the other larger one while giving me cunnilingus, and of course, the main event insofar as your tongue and lips are concerned is the tiny, sticky pink hooded nub that is just out of reach to most of you.”

“What’s your point, Carrie?”

“Honey, you could be playing famously like Rachmaninov in one spot with your tongue, but if your mouth isn’t clamped over the pee hole when Tiffany’s squirting begins, it’s going fucking everywhere.”

“I see. What does it taste like?”

Carrie looked embarrassed, squirming awkwardly.

“I’ve never tasted it, Josh. What do you think it tastes like based on what I told you it’s made of?”

“Have your boyfriends tasted your… what did you call it… Unicorn Pee?”

“Yes, they all swallowed.”

“Do they like it?”

“They love it. Every guy who got me off returned for more, time and time again.”

“I’ll assume it’s delicious then.”

I was making mental notes of everything Carrie said, and in fifteen minutes of talking to her, I had learned more about kneeling and bowing for a lady than I had from eleven girlfriends since my dating began. My sister sighed, weighing everything up, including me, who she stared at somewhat hungrily.

“There must be more reason why Tiffany feels cunnilingus is crucial in choosing her long-term boyfriend, Josh.”

“She needs to be licked and sucked in unique positions - and won’t write a manual or ever ask me to do it. Now that sweet sister is a fucking annoying trait that all women have. If I need my cock sucked, I’ll ask.”

“Guys want their cocks sucked twenty times a day, honey - need has nothing to do with it. Girls need cunnilingus because sometimes making love to her does not bring about an orgasm.”

“Really?”

“Have you made Tiffany cum by fucking her?’

“No.”

“There you are - see?’

“That’s because she and I haven’t made love yet. Tiffany won’t do it until I make her cum with my tongue.”

“Fucking hell. She’s determined to have it all.”

“Exactly.”

“What about fingering her?”

“She says I rush that too.”

“We’d probably better start there, Josh.”

“What?”

I stared at my sister, wide-eyed, terrified, and ready to run.

“You heard me - it’s time for a practical lesson, so wash your hands, roll your sleeves up, and let’s get to it. I’ll show you where everything is and how it works.”

While I stepped into her bathroom to wash my hands, I glanced through the door. The enthusiasm with which my sister peeled off her clothes scared the living daylights out of me. In ten seconds flat, Carrie was entirely and immensely, gorgeously naked. Her firm breasts heaved from accelerated breathing, and they were beautifully topped with solid red nipples, which lured me into playing with them, but I remembered the no touching me until I invite you rule, so I behaved myself.

My sister had a wiry, blonde pubic bush, precisely the same color as her hair. When I focused, I saw her plump pussy lips buried deep inside that stunning forest, like a glistening bejeweled treasure. My heart thumped so hard that I imagined our neighbors complaining about the noise, but I had lost control sometime earlier.

Carrie sat in a lotus position close by me - so close I smelled her heavenly, alluring aroma, a mix of light perfume and seductive hormones. Her legs were crossed, and her pussy was very readily available to me. My nostrils twitched, and I inhaled deeply, involuntarily, savoring a scent that prompted my heart to pump blood harder into my cock.

Carrie nodded at my erection.

“If you’d like to use my bathroom, I have tissues, or you can relieve yourself in your bedroom and return to mine in a few minutes.”

“It’s okay.”

“On the subject of your self-control, stiffness, stamina, and refractory period.-”

“My fucking refrator - what?”

“Refractory period. It’s the time it takes you to get hard again after you cum.”

“How the fuck do you know that, Carrie?”

“Making love is relatively easy for you, Josh. We need to understand better so we can occasionally beat you to the finish line. I usually suck my boyfriends off until they cum down my throat. Then I wait half an hour, and they can fuck me for longer.”

“Oh, dear god. I am going to hell.”

“Sometimes it’s better if you cum earlier in the day before a date so that when you play with your honey, you are not stomping the ground impatiently like a rampant bull. Girls need sensuality, kind and loving words, their feelings activated, and plenty of sensitivity before they can cum.”

“Right… got it. Let’s move on.”

For the love of god!

“Okay, so take a good, long look between my legs and tell me if everything is more or less the same as Tiffany’s lady garden.”

I scanned my sister’s pussy three or four times, admiring how beautiful she was. The unruly nature of her wiry pubic hair appealed to me and I could have stared all day, but the aroma she exuded was driving my heartrate almost into the red. I raised my head reluctantly, having consumed all reasonable time to look at a beautiful, in-the-flesh lady garden.

“Well, Josh?”

“It’s not the same as Tiffany’s - she has no hair.”

“Oh, I see.”

“Don’t worry. I can practice with a pubic bush.”

“I’ll visit the spa tomorrow and have it waxed off… does Tiffany have everything removed?”

“Yes.”

“She doesn’t even have a fucking landing strip?”

“She is totally bare down there, sis. Her anus is bleached as well.”

“Oh, fuck!”

Carrie’s eyes bloated, and she looked daunted. I assumed my sister wasn’t keen on going completely bald in the pussy department, and, as with my reaction, when Tiffany told me about anal bleaching, her eyes watered too.

“Yep… I know, sis… it sounds painful. She fucking wanted me to have it done too.”

“Is everything else about mine the same as hers?

“I must confess, your pussy has a tighter slit between your lips - with Tiffany’s, I can see her pink fleshy hole. Your lips are like hers, though - with soft-looking wrinkled tips.”

“Oh fuck, Josh, we have so much work to do in just a few short days.”

“I don’t understand.”

“You need to learn how to talk about a woman’s pussy. Referring to holes, slits, and wrinkly bits isn’t going to win you an Oscar for best Romantic Screenplay.”

“What do you mean? Umm… oh fuck, sorry. I can’t do this, Carrie.”

“Do what?”

“I once referred to Tiffany’s slit as an axe wound.”

“Oh, you fucking asshole!”

“I know.”

“Do you want your babies born through an axe wound, Josh?”

“Oh god, no!”

In that single sentence, I learned a huge lesson. To me and my buddies, a cock was just a cock. It had a cute slit for an eye, an army helmet, and a banjo string, some were cut, and others had foreskins, but we men made little fuss over terms of reference when it came to our dicks.

I now understood why Tiffany found me boorish. She worshiped her pussy more than I did. I sighed; Carrie took pity and pointed me between her legs.

“Forget about fingering me tonight. Let’s try one more thing, then we can go again all day tomorrow. Mom and Dad are visiting Gran and Gramps.”

“What am I doing?”

“Lie down.”

“On my back?”

“You won’t see what’s between my legs when I squat over your face when lying on your front, Josh. I want you to take a good long look at everything and be comfortable near a pussy without diving in and savaging it.”

Did my sister just say that?

Fucking hell. I must be dreaming.

Just go with it, Josh. You need all the help Carrie can give you.

I hurriedly lay on my back, and when I felt comfortable, to my utter shock, my dream became real. Carrie cocked a leg over my face, pausing when her knee was in-line with my nose, offering me a fabulous view of her wiry nest and the shiny, pouting lips now opening like a blooming flower.

I gasped, sniffed deeply, and stared at my sister’s pussy goggle-eyed. It was the most beautiful sight I ever saw. Carrie gazed down affectionately and smiled, beckoning with one finger for me to look into her sparkling eyes.

“Look at my eyes, not my pussy, Josh, baby.”

“Sorry.”

“Don’t worry, you’ll have a lovely closeup soon.”

“Oh god.”

“I’m going to straddle your face now as if you were my boyfriend. Most guys I have been with love gentle facesitting where I rock back and forth feeding them, but I want you to promise me you won’t touch anything tonight.”

“I won’t - promise.”

“Keep your tongue inside and your slips sealed - understand?’

“Perfectly.”

“Okay. I want you to focus on the beauty of a woman’s pussy and become familiar with its aroma, the various features, folds, and nubs… well, one tiny pink nub in particular, and that’s hiding in a protective hood, but if you are lucky, the sticky, shiny tip will be visible.”

“I will look carefully.”

Carrie finished mounting me like a bike saddle, straddling my face with grace and beauty. Her pussy was so close I felt its heat surge across my face. My arms and legs were a mass of goosebumps inside and out as I shivered uncontrollably.

I stroked her thighs by force of habit, eventually cupping her taut ass cheeks.

My sister’s pubic bush was a beautiful, light mass of wiry hairs, some clinging to drops of pussy juice that must have leaked from her aroused, sticky hole. Deep inside that gorgeous love garden were two puffy, pouting pussy lips, glistening like icing on a cake, begging to be licked and sucked by me. Her slit, a term I would no longer use in polite company - ergo, in front of any women, was tight but looked yielding, welcoming, and I thought it was slightly trembling.

My olfactory nerves blasted into space, with Carrie’s delicious aroma providing the rocket fuel. My sister reached down with two fingers from her right hand, pressed them into a V against her pussy lips, and peeled them aside, revealing a tiny succulent pink hole that seemed to be the entrance to a magical pink cathedral.

I wanted to pray for hours, being a penitent man.

My sister glanced down and grinned, rightly proud of her pussy, and I began to understand why. She was beautiful - inside her was beautiful, and, in spreading her lips wide apart, she was inviting me inside.

“Can you see my pussy opening, Josh?”

“It’s so beautiful.”

“All of human life begins deep inside the entrance to a woman’s pussy.”

“I can see that now.”

“Tiffany wants you alone to plant your seed inside her.”

“Yes.”

“And then she wants to gestate your baby - but only yours, I hasten to add. Tiffany wants to struggle in birthing your child, for you and the baby, and lastly, for her. Isn’t that noble pursuit worthy of your worship?”

“Yes, it is.”

I struggled to breathe, soaking in the moment, preserving its memory for all time. Through flaring nostrils, I sucked in the sweet, musky aroma that I loved so much, trying to swallow what was essentially tawdry-laced vapor. I spent a couple of fantastic minutes studying the most beautiful pussy I’d ever seen, during which time my sister peeled back the protective hood around her clitoris, and a gorgeous sticky pink nub eased out.

I gasped, seeing for the first time the tiny, pink bean that, when correctly sucked, brought all women to heel - for a minute at least.

When Carrie figured I had seen enough, she reached down, gripped my cock through my boxer briefs, and felt how hard I was. She grinned at me, raising her right eyebrow.

“There is nothing wrong with you down there, Josh. If you learn to lick Tiffany’s pussy well, she will love having that monster buried balls deep inside her afterward.”

My sister dismounted my face, leaving her signature all over me as though I were territory. She stepped off her bed and slid back into her panties, pointing at the bedroom door, beaming, seeming happy my first practical lesson had fared so well.

“Come back in the morning, please, Josh, and consider what you have learned.”


Chapter Three

Coffee Shop Truths


◆◆◆

I lay on my bed but couldn’t sleep a wink, such was my arousal. Drifting lewd fantasies about my sister through a filth-inflicted mind powered my heart rate ever higher and spiked adrenaline that would not let me rest. An immense dilemma cleaved my conscience into two halves - my good and evil personas were at odds. My mind and emotions had become a lewd, lust-strewn battlefield.

Even two hours after my first practical, no-touching lesson, I could still smell Carrie’s pussy as clearly as when her pubic bush tickled the tip of my nose. My pores seemed perma-coated in a light mist of her sweet hormones as if sprayed by my sister’s sensual atomizer - glands I wanted to suck dry.

When I closed my eyes, I saw my sister naked, lying against my lids. Carrie had captured me in a sexual prison.

I had inhaled deeply when my sister mounted my face like a bicycle saddle. Her wiry pubic hairs wafted down like loving tentacles, desperate to drift into my nostrils, but no matter how deeply I breathed in, they steadfastly clung to her swollen, sticky lips and the pores on the silken skin around them. Through that gorgeous, intimate forest canopy, I extracted sweet, honeyed essence from Carrie’s glistening, wet pussy lips.

Amid the crushing sexual strain buzzing in my head and every muscle twitching from adrenaline spikes, I closed my eyes and imagined my sister’s pussy hovering an inch from my lips. If only I had kissed it just once, tasted her sweet liquor, I might stand a chance of sleeping.

I tensed my entire body, squeezing every muscle and stretching my sinews until all were oxygen-depleted. Cramps knotted painfully, so I relaxed and moaned desolately - I had been so close to the gates of heaven, yet they hadn’t opened for me.

I desperately wanted to masturbate, but even thinking about Carrie and her incredible naked body while stroking my cock felt out of bounds. I could not purloin such cheap sexual liberties and look my sister in the eye again. I shook my head to rid myself of her presence everywhere in and around me, but her decadent, sweet aroma and commanding flavor caught in my throat after dancing a sexual torment across my tongue’s taste buds.

Carrie was deeply ingrained in the soft tissues of my mouth, no matter how much saliva I drew when sucking in my cheeks. Her pussy was still there, teasing me.

She’s fucking everywhere.

Carrie planned this.

Rotten bitch.

My cock engorged until it was so solid it hurt, blood pulsing through it at the same speed as the pressure surged through my swollen, aching temples. I worried my cock might split open and my head explode. Every gnarl on my steely shaft was pronounced, each vein pumped harder than usual, every one of them bloated like rivers about to burst, and they looked monstrous, striating my pale skin like an immense blue river delta flooding into the ocean.

I groaned, rolled over, dry-humped the duvet for a minute, and then righted myself, but nothing would suppress my passion for my sister’s sweet, pink pussy hole. I gripped my cock in a loose fist, reaching my fingers halfway around, closed my eyes, and, to my utter shame, I began masturbating, thinking about my sister’s pure pussy, reliving the moment it anointed me.

When I shot my load into a tissue, my cock softened, but only for ten minutes until Carrie invaded my thoughts again.

By morning when I woke, my cock had tiny, sliver-shaped friction grazes and red patches with swelling that felt tender. I showered and slathered on an aloe vera cream that Tiffany gave me for a friction burn on my thigh from playing soccer and going in too hard on a tackle.

It was Saturday, and I was meeting my girlfriend for coffee mid-morning.

On my way out of our home, I passed Carrie’s bedroom, paused, stepped a few paces back, and knocked politely. There was no answer after ten seconds, so I assumed she was already out or showering - either way, I wouldn’t invade her privacy.

I arrived at Bean Cafe early, bought our coffees, and sat on a comfortable corner leather sofa with a chair opposite and a table between the two that was reachable from both. Tiffany arrived ten minutes late, looking utterly gorgeous, grinning apologetically, and kissing me as lovingly as any girlfriend committed to the long term would.

In every regard but one, Tiffany was a great girlfriend: kind, considerate, loving, and generally on time—if not, she had a good excuse. She was also beautiful. The one problem with her as girlfriend material is that she no longer wished to be mine.

Tiffany dumped her bag and coat beside me and sat opposite —not what I had hoped for, but at least she’d shown up.

“Sorry, Josh. I had to drop Mom off at the mall on my way here. I should have messaged, but I’d have stopped and arrived later.

“It’s okay.”

Tiffany sipped her Mocha, eyeing me carefully over the rim of an immense mug. I had a pretty good idea that I was continually being assessed as boyfriend material - a pointless exercise, perhaps, considering my pussy licking ability raised a red flag. She wasn’t a bitch like many girls I’d dated and certainly didn’t strike me as selfish, but last night left me wondering whether I had judged her accurately.

“What’s on your mind, Josh?”

“I can’t stop thinking about last night. I’m sorry.”

“Why are you sorry?”

“About not being able to give you what you want.”

Tiffany looked embarrassed and slightly put off by my candor, staring dispassionately like girls often do when they wish you would shut up. I glanced around the cafe, scanning from nearby tables to those furthest away at the front door, ensuring nobody could hear or lip-read us. We were attracting no attention, appearing as a regular, young, romantic couple enjoying coffee and a catchup.

Tiffany glanced over her shoulder, then at me, and laughed ironically.

“Nobody can hear us, Josh, and even if they picked up our voices, they wouldn’t care. But… I don’t think we have anything to discuss at this stage.”

“I’m an emotional wreck.”

“Okay. Umm… I’m not sure what to say about that.”

“I had a long, hard think last night and looked closely at our problem, Tiffany.”

You were looking closely at your sister’s pussy, buddy.

Tiffany looked interested but uncomfortable. Hardly surprising, considering we were discussing her pussy and my tongue.

“And what did you come up with, Josh?”

“I realize the fault in giving bad head is mine. I rush to please you, get excited and carried away, which is uncontrolled and selfish.”

“Yes.”

“But couldn’t this be a long-term project where you teach me what I need to learn, and I practice a lot.”

“No, honey. I need it sooner, and you just left any target date open-ended.”

“A week then.”

“Not even that now, Josh.”

Tiffany looked pleased that I had shouldered full responsibility for my failure to deliver her orgasm with my tongue, but she was giving us a week - no more. Cassie helped me understand why my girlfriend placed cunnilingus as such a high priority for a boyfriend, which helped immensely, but it was her explanation of why Tiffany’s pussy was important that gripped me.

I couldn’t imagine how I’d feel being in a relationship where orgasms were not achieved every time we made love.

My girlfriend stared at me in expectation of more confessions.

“I have used disrespectful language at times, and I apologize for that, Tiff.”

“You once referred to my pussy as an axe wound.”

“Yes… I did that, and I’m truly sorry.”

I winced, remembering the time I tried to joke as we discussed each other’s sexual organs.

“That’s like me referring to your cock as cute or one of the best I have seen. Anyway… look, Josh, I don’t want to rub it in because I agreed to wait a week before trial by tongue, and you have six days left.”

“Are we really breaking up if I don’t perform?”

“I am sorry, but I can’t be in any relationship that isn’t going somewhere, and that being the case, sexual satisfaction is crucial for both of us.”

“When you say going somewhere - do you mean marriage, Tiffany?”

“I’m not talking about marriage in a year or two, but if it’s never on the cards, then we’re just having meaningless sex, and with no orgasms, that’s not going to work for me. I want love, orgasms, and eventually more.”

“I do love you, Tiffany.”

“And I love you too. But…”

She paused at a critical moment, leaving me dangling over the hot coals of concern and suspense.

“But what?”

“But if we cannot satisfy one another sexually, we won’t survive for the long term - in which case…”

“What’s the point of staying together right now?”

“Exactly, Josh.”

Tiffany looked as upset as I was, tears welling in her eyes. I handed her a white linen handkerchief with her name embroidered in pink thread. She smiled, dried her eyes, and kept the handkerchief.

“How many more of these do you have?”

“Twelve. I bought twenty - you already have eight, including that one.”

“You are such a loving and thoughtful man in every regard.”

“Except one.”

“Yes… and it’s an important one.”

“Because you want oral sex to be at the core of our bedroom play?”

“I can’t cum any other way, Josh. If you fuck me, you’d be pleasing yourself, but if you lick me first, get me onto the edge of a climax, your cock can do the rest, and we both win.”

“Have you never cum any other way?”

“With a vibrator, yes, and then only when it’s buried deep inside my pussy with rabbit ears playing a tune on my clitoris… but I don’t need you for that.”

“Good point.”

I had wrestled with the moral judgment of whether Tiffany was being selfish, but I knew she wasn’t. I’d thought about my friend, Maximilian, whose girl needed regular anal sex because she couldn’t be satisfied in any other way. At first, Max wasn’t keen to fuck his girlfriend’s back passage, but she was patient and educated him on how to. These days, they rarely did it any other way.

Tiffany wanted rapid results. After setting my empty cup down, I sighed.

“I have a question, Tiff.”

“Go ahead.”

“Are you already lining up my replacement?”

“No. I love you, Josh, and breaking up will hurt. That’s not my style.”

“I didn’t think so.”

“It does happen, though. All my friends have their next guy firmly in sight when they break up with a boyfriend. I know loyalty is important to you, as it is to me, so please, rest assured, I am monogamous to you - for now.”

“For another six days.”

“Don’t put such pressure on yourself, Josh.”

“I don’t want to lose you.”

“I’m rooting for you, honey.”

“I can feel it.”

Tiffany kissed me lovingly outside Bean Cafe when we parted company, but it was a going-through-the-motions event for me because anxiety wreaked havoc on my tortured mind.

Mom and Dad were gone when I reached home. They were visiting Grandma and Gramps for the weekend. The latter of whom was feeling ill with another virus. Inside, I launched myself up the stairs in threes, shouting Carrie’s name. She peeked out of her bedroom, wrapped in a towel, grinning from ear to ear.

“Join me in the bath, honey. Mom and Dad are out.”

“Fucking what now?”

“I said Mom and Dad are out for the whole weekend.”

“No… I heard that… what was the other bit you said.”

“Come on, Josh. Join me in the bath. There is a method to my madness.”

“Okay.”

I followed my sister into her bedroom, and she ran for the bathroom, giggling, dropping her towel, and giving me an excellent view of the most perfect rear perspective of a woman I’d ever seen. Carrie’s ass cheeks were like steel, muscular, beautifully statuesque and taut. As she moved, her buns strained powerfully, as did her upper thigh muscles when she ran, kicking off her toes, gliding through the air like an eagle.

My sister’s waist pinched perfectly into an hourglass figure. She had a beautifully arched spine that I wanted to slide my tongue along from her nape to her anus.

Fucking stop it, Josh!

Without a doubt, Carrie was a beautiful woman, but she was out of bounds to me.

My sister slipped into the steaming bath first as I struggled to pull off my last piece of clothing, a sock I eventually tore off out of frustration and tossed aside while hopping onto the opposing foot to prevent a fall. My sister spread her beautiful, long, silken legs wide part in the tub and pointed down between them, where a thick bubble lather mass hid her pussy.

“Sit in front of me, Josh.”

“Okay… I’d love to, but what practical purpose does this serve?”

“I want you to get comfortable being between my legs.”

Oh fuck… please don’t say that.

Or say it more.

Oh, stop!

“What’s the purpose, Carrie?”

“I want you to understand that there are many ways you can be comforted between a woman’s legs. One such way is to sit in front of me in the bath, between them; another is in my bed when I straddle your face like last night or while sitting on the floor with me behind on a sofa, fully clothed, watching TV.”

“I see.”

“Think of Tiffany’s pussy as your comfort blanket. A place of love where you can visit for peace and recreation. Arrive gently, enjoy your stay, and don’t rush off.”

I slipped into the water, sidling my hips in between my sister’s smooth, firm thighs. She opened them wider and slid down, cupping me, making sure her pussy was pressed hard against my back. Once Carrie was comfortable, she completely enveloped my waist, wrapping her legs around and pushing her heels gently into my six-pack.

I craned my neck and grinned at my sister.

“I can’t feel your pubic hair.”

“It’s all gone, honey. You must train in peace as you will fight the war.”

“Oh my.”

“My anus was also bleached. You fucking owe me big time, Josh.”

“Will there be a practical lesson today?”

“Oh, you bet. You’ll be getting plenty of practice until test day with Tiffany. It might be an idea to wear Dad’s gardening pads so you don’t wear your kneecaps out.”

“I can’t wait, Carrie.”

“Let’s bathe in silence, then talk about your technique first.”


Chapter Four

A Tawdry Dream


◆◆◆

My cock was rock solid and aching, poking above the waterline through a thick mat of bubbles. Carrie’s feet frequently touched my solid shaft as they moved randomly - or so I thought. She occasionally stared over my shoulder, looking down, seemingly impressed.

I hope she is impressed.

On the tenth obvious glance, I had to know why my sister kept looking at my cock.

“What do you keep staring at, Carrie?”

“You have a beautiful circumcision, Josh. I love the pillowed roll of skin that hugs the rim of your cock head.”

“Jesus, Carrie… have you no fucking filter?”

“Why would I? If you can’t compliment one another’s body, it’s a bit sad. You are a beautiful guy.”

“I find you gorgeous, too, Carrie, and…”

I shook my head and sighed, cringing when I realized our reality. The last time I bathed with my sister, we were surrounded by rubber ducks hiding the body parts she now seemed enthusiastic to show and see.

“And what, Josh?”

“And nothing. Sorry, sis. Can we get out of this bath, please? I feel chilly.”

“Of course.”

The bath water wasn’t chilly at all. I felt deeply uncomfortable about what we were doing, whereas Carrie was in her element, treating our entire naked bathing session as a bit of fun. I got out of the bath, quickly grabbed a towel, and covered myself, pressing my cock up against my belly. When my sister got out of the tub, she was a stunning sight to behold, a goddess of love replete with a gorgeous, alabaster smooth, freshly shaven pussy.

She did that for me.

I handed Carrie a towel, which she used to dry herself, making no attempt to cover her nakedness, proudly inspecting her freshly shaven pussy. She arched her back most sleazily and reached around to dry her anus, grinning incorrigibly. Having captivated me, my sister turned her back and bent over double, reaching behind and gripping her ass cheeks deep inside her crack.

When Carrie pulled apart her ass cheeks, I saw her bleached anus and almost fainted, my knees buckling from underneath me, my heart having severe palpitations. With her head between her legs and hair draped down to the marble floor, my sister looked up and giggled.

“I’ve never had my anus bleached before, Josh. How does it look from your perspective?”

“Fuck!”

“Come on, brother… don’t be shy. It’s just another hole, and you’ll be down there soon. What does it look like? Am I prettier down there?”

“Umm. It’s lovely.”

“You’ll need to get a much closer look if I am to have an expert opinion.”

Expert in what?

“Oh fuck, Carrie. I-I…”

“What does it look like, Josh?”

I stooped and stared at my sister’s puckered whorl up close and personal. Tiffany had darkened skin around her anus that became much lighter after it was bleached. I’d not taken any notice of my sister’s anus the night prior when she had me inspect her pussy closely, but I had to say that if I must pick between them, my girlfriend’s puckered hole came a poor second place.

“Yours is very tight, and the ridges that whirlpool around are more pronounced and disappear inside you like magic.”

“Nobody ever fucked my back passage - that’s why it’s so tight, Josh.”

Fucking overshare!

“I see.”

“Tell me… does Tiffany ask for hers to be rimmed?”

Oh lord, please… no.

“I can’t… I don’t-”

I stood up too quickly, hit a wet patch on the marble floor, and went down like a ton of bricks. On the way down, my head bounced off something solid; I later discovered it was the bath rim. When I settled, staring at the ceiling, my eyes blurred, and I drifted into a dark void.

In my dream, the wispy forest I strode through was blonde; underfoot, it was smooth, soft, and sticky, with long, curly, hair-thin trees sprouting from tiny pockmarks in a flawless forest floor. The aroma of my dream paradise was sweet, a natural scent perfectly designed to capture and keep me in a beautiful valley forever.

“Josh! Are you okay?”

“Josh!”

“Josh… wake up, honey, please.”

My head ached, and I strained to open my eyes. Carrie’s voice sounded soft and sleepy. Her timbre echoed through my mind like an angel singing, luring me back to sleep. I blinked a few times, desperately trying to focus, then saw the outline of my angel. I reached up and gently cupped the angel’s cheek, surprised by how warm and silken her skin was. As my vision was slowly restored, I noticed she looked much like my sister, so I closed my eyes again, making sense of my situation.

I fell.

And hit my head.

After bathing with my sister.

Fuck! Did I really do that?

I caught the faintest, most alluring whiff of sweet fresh pussy and turned my head sideways, tracking it to the source. When I opened my eyes again, I saw my sister kneeling beside me. Carrie’s knees were splayed wide open, and from inches away, her pussy smiled at me with glistening sticky lips - begging for a kiss.

That’s it, Josh. Kiss her pussy.

Take your time kissing.

If I ever imagined the gates of heaven again, they would look exactly like my sister’s gorgeous creamy valley and the tiny wrinkly, sticky pink hole at the bottom.

Carrie stroked my cheek gently, her face full of concern, her voice soft and gentle.

“Josh, you must wake up, or I’ll have to call for a paramedic.”

“I’m okay. Give me a minute, please.”

“Oh my god honey… thank heavens. Let me get you up.”

Carrie hauled me to my feet, exerting far more strength than I’d ever given her credit for. She wrapped my arm around her shoulders, using hers to stabilize and walk me to her bed. My sister peeled the duvet back, and as I slipped beneath it, I smelled her fresh girl perfume aroma, a warm, comforting scent like holiness, kindness, and love.

“Get into my bed, Josh.”

“What about Mom and Dad?”

“They called earlier to say they aren’t home till Tuesday. I want you in my bed to make sure you don’t have a concussion.”

“What about… about, you know, my training to lick… sorry, my training to worship your pussy?”

“There are no more lessons today, Josh. You will have plenty of time to learn cunnilingus after you sleep well. Let’s try again in the morning. My pussy will still be here for you to lick.”

“There are only five days left for me to get this right, including tomorrow.”

“That’s plenty of time. Don’t worry, I won’t let you down, honey. Josh’s tongue shall go to the ball.”

I fell asleep in my sister’s bed naked, with a sore head and an aching cock. I hadn’t applied any more aloe vera cream to my over-masturbated shaft since first thing in the morning, so it hurt and felt dry. Carrie fell asleep beside me, also naked and without a care in the world about what we did or were doing.

We had been fully sexually exposed to one another, and while that manifested in awkward behavior for me, my sister seemed to have no issue with a damn thing - flummoxing me. When I woke in the early hours of the morning feeling parched, Carrie’s naked leg was flung over mine. Her head rested on my chest with the fingers of one hand nestled in my pubic bush, their tips gently touching my solid cock.

I tried to roll away without rousing her, but Carrie woke instantly, jerking, and to my horror, she gripped the base of my shaft tightly as an instinctive reaction. Pain struck like a stinging electrocution of my cock as my sister squeezed the raw, sore abrasions along my stiff cock.

I screamed, and Carrie glanced in every direction, squeezing my cock harder as though it were a handrail on the side of a mountain trail, and she was afraid of the drop beside her.

“Wh-wh… what’s happening, Josh?”

“Sorry... Sorry, Carrie. I need a drink of water.”

“Wait here. I’ll get it for you.”

Carrie suddenly realized she had my cock in her hand. Her eyes widened; she glanced at my face, then back at her balled-up fist in disbelief, leaning closer as if that might change her view. It didn’t, and she looked shocked and ashamed, letting go of my thick, long, solid shaft so fast you’d think she’d dropped a molten steel rod.

My sister stared at her palms, checking to see if an imprint of my cock might be burned into her flesh, then she stared at me, checking if I had noticed what she’d done. When my face confirmed I saw the whole thing, Carrie frowned and looked ashamed again.

“I’m sorry about that, Josh. I was sleeping.”

“It’s okay. Shall I get the water I was going for?”

“No. I’ll get it, but please tell me why your cock hurts so much when I touch it.”

“Oh god, please, no - ask me anything except that.”

“Please tell me, Josh.”

Carrie eyeballed me severely and with a determined look that I knew meant she would be unrelenting in pursuing the truth. She had no clue I had spent the entire previous night masturbating to the point of meltdown, so she worried something else was wrong.

I had no choice but to come clean with her.

“I have friction burns up and down my cock, Carrie.”

“Jesus, how come?”

I stared at her, cringing with shame, my cheeks burning hotly. She glanced from my cock to my face and back innocently for ten seconds, then stared at my solid shaft and inspected my wounds closely. The penny dropped, and my sister’s neck almost snapped as her head shot back, and she stared at me again.

“Oh my, Josh.”

“Yeah.”

“Last night were you… umm - mastur-”

“Yeah. All fucking night.”

“Was that because of me?”

“Yes, Carrie… I am deeply sorry.”

“No… no… fair enough. I get it.”

To save me from further embarrassment, my sister scooted off her bed and ran to the bathroom, leaving me with another gorgeous naked image of her locked down in my spank bank. My cock strained as more blood flowed in, tearing the blistering micro friction burns that were beginning to heal.

When Carrie handed me a tumbler of water, I drank it in a series of long gulps, setting the glass down on her nightstand. She violently tore the duvet back and leaned in, closely inspecting my rigid cock as I would imagine a doctor might. Amid a stunned silence, I felt horrified, looking everywhere except for the top of my sister’s head, which was firmly in my lap like Tiffany’s was immediately before her giving me excellent head.

My sister’s breath felt warm all over my glans as she took a long, hard look at my self-inflicted injuries.

“It looks very raw and sore, Josh.”

“It is - very.”

“Does it feel hot?”

“My cock is burning like a lava flow.”

“I have aloe vera cream. Let me fix this.”

“Are you fucking joking, Carrie?”

“I’ll do a better job of massaging cream into your cock than you will. I’m sure, like most men, you slather it on and don’t work it in properly.”

“Well… okay, maybe that’s true.”

“Let me do it for you, Josh. In any case, you should relax after that nasty knock to your head.”

My sister held up a tube of cream she’d brought back from the bathroom when she fetched my water. She smiled like a nurse talking a kid into a treatment room for a vaccination. When I nodded and mumbled, “Yes, okay,” I could scarcely believe myself, so I closed my eyes, rested back on a scented pillow, prayed for forgiveness, and pretended my concussion was controlling everything, including this hallucination.

“Relax, Josh. We’ll have this fixed in no time.”

I heard the squirting, squelching sound of aloe vera cream being squeezed out from a tube. Carrie slathered the thick, gooey, chilly mess all over her palms. Then, when I opened my eyes to a squint because I had to see this moment to remember it forever, my sister gripped my cock with both hands, gently stroking the entire length from the tiny eye that leaked precum over my German helmet to my wrinkly ball sacks.

“Oh fuck!”

“I don’t mind if you enjoy me rubbing this cream into your cock, Josh. It’s kinda unnatural if you don’t. Think about Tiffany, and I’ll turn my back to you.”

“What about if I… umm…cu-”

“Just stop worrying and go with it, Josh. This isn’t my first rodeo.”

While I lay down and rested, Carrie leaned across my stomach with her back to me. I couldn’t describe what she did next in any way other than to say she was gently and perfectly wanking my cock. In fairness to my sister, she was an expert at working that rich, thick cream into every nook, cranny, gnarl, and bloated vein running the length of my shaft, frequently reloading her palms with more when needed. Regardless of the restorative value of her excellent work, my sister was wanking me off.

When I whimpered, my sister ignored me and used one palm to cup my glans, slathering on heaps more cream over the bloated, ruddy, aching head, rotating her hand like she polished a round door knob. At the same time, Carrie gently wanked my shaft with her other hand, working it fast but smoothly as though she desperately wanted to make me cum.

My sister wanking me under the pretense of administering medical first-aid went on for minutes, and I became deeply impressed by how powerful her arm and wrist were. Carrie’s metronomic stroke up and down the length of my creamy shaft was perfectly complimented by her technique of polishing my cock head with the spare palm.

After a few minutes, I heard my sister panting, working my cock hard, and I knew this wasn’t about massaging cream into my skin.

“I’ll cum soon, Carrie.”

“Good. It will relax you.”

My sister sped her wrist action up, firmly gripping my cock around its base, rubbing her spare thumb up and down my bloated urethra, pausing at the top to polish my banjo string, kneading the taut line with a dozen counterclockwise strokes.

“What happens when I cum, Carrie?”

“Leave it to me. Just tap my head three times when you are about to cum.”

I groaned and tensed my body, pleasure already drowning me in its warmth like a monsoon of joy. My skin tingled. I sighed, moaned, and snorted while every muscle strained to the point it might explode. I tapped Carrie’s head thrice, then felt her puckered lips kiss the top of my glans.

Oh… my… god.

My sister swallows.

And she’s swallowing my cum.

I came hard and writhed around on her bed, but my sister was prepared, sucking the semen through puckered lips that I would usually wrap in a tissue and toss aside. Carrie gulped each rope that was propelled hard from my tiny eye, swallowing every drop of my seed, still working my cock hard with one fist, rubbing my perineum firmly with an index finger from the other.

In milking the cum out of me, my sister used short, sharp jerks in perfect sync with my prostate that pumped hard, emptying a full load, coating my sister’s tonsils and the back of her throat.

To my knowledge, my sister drained every drop of my semen, but she didn’t show me her tongue when she finished - all I knew was that I was exhausted, all my seed was drained, and my cock was pristine clean. Once my final twitch decanted the last drop of seed into my sister’s mouth, she lay beside me, reached across to her nightstand, and switched off her lamp.

“You were a good boy, Josh. I’m so impressed you never tried forcing me to suck your cock. I want you to sleep now.”

“Thank you.”

“I love you, big brother.”

“I love you too, Carrie.”

“I know. We were always very close as siblings.”

Not this fucking close.

In the darkness, my sister cuddled me tightly, an arm wrapped across my chest, her leg flung over mine. Her warm, naked, bare pussy felt damp against my thigh, her aroma smelled glorious, and I felt safe, comforted in the arms of a girl who I knew loved me dearly.

My sister purred lightly, sleeping like a cat, feeling warm, snuggly, and cute. I fell asleep soon after she did, sexually satisfied and feeling emotionally well-balanced despite the dull aching in my skull.

Moments later, I was gone, gently lowered into a dreamy forest where a massive pile of leaves sucked me in, comforting me.

“Good boy, Josh. Sweet dreams.”


  Chapter Five

Practice Makes Perfect


◆◆◆

I woke up with a rock-hard cock and my sister’s fragrance tickling my nostrils and throat. The duvet was peeled back again, and a familiar squelching sound of aloe vera cream being rubbed between two palms excited me. When I stared down and saw my sister’s smiling face, I grinned back, then frowned when she gripped my cock and started wanking me off.

My heart instantly skipped a few beats, and my cock throbbed harder, pleading with me not to stop Carrie from whatever she had planned.

“What are you doing, sis?”

“A good girlfriend will always deal with your morning wood, Josh.”

“You aren’t my girlfriend, though.”

“And I am not going to finish you off either. I just want to get you onto the edge of an orgasm, then we will try your first time at licking my pussy.”

“Wow. I thought you said to make sure I wasn’t sexually agitated when I started going down on Tiffany.

“If you can give great cunnilingus while your cock is rock hard and desperate to cum, you can do it anytime. Remember what I taught you… enjoy her enjoying you… or me, in this case. Focus on my enjoyment and experience the finest payback ever.”

“I do remember what you taught me.”

“Are you seeing Tiffany later?”

“I don’t think so.”

“You guys should discuss where the test is taking place. Sooner rather than later is better. Don’t allow tension to build, Josh.”

“Test… it sounds so fucking depressing.”

“I’d pick somewhere you like and feel comfortable. No cars though because there isn’t enough room to swing a pussy, never mind eat one - a hotel suite would be great.”

“Got it.”

While Cassie talked, she wanked my cock gently, massaging more aloe vera cream into its shaft. My injuries had healed very quickly, with only a few abrasions remaining.

My sister gave me an incredible hand job. She was very patient, per her advice to me, and her expressions were lewd, loving, and encouraging. She always smiled. I groaned, long, loud, and rattling, when I had almost reached the point of having an orgasm. My sister instinctively knew and backed off, edging me for the first time, slowing down her stroke rate but maintaining a powerful grip around my trembling shaft.

Then, my sister leaned close, puckered her lips beautifully, and kissed the tiny eye on my cock head as though kissing me goodbye.

What the fuck!

Never complain, never ask her to explain.

“Good boy, Josh. Let’s work you properly to a frisson and see how you perform under fire.”

“Okay… that sounds good.”

Carrie continued wanking me; a few strokes each time she edged me was all it took to push me onto a precipice. I felt like a man leaning too far off a ledge, held back safely by a woman he trusted. Carrie grinned, enjoying the groaning sigh I released every time she backed me off from the edge of an immense climax.

“It’s your turn to practice on me soon, Josh.”

“Thank god.”

My heart pounded because this would be a moment of truth. I recalled Carrie’s lessons and panicked because now I considered them thoroughly, I realized what she’d taught me focused on the sensuality, emotional context, and psychology of pleasing a woman. She hadn’t explained how to lick her delicate feminine parts.

True, I had a far better knowledge of female biology and anatomy after Carrie’s teaching, but as for actual technique, I was pretty much the same guy who fucked it all up a few days ago with his girlfriend.

As my sister wanked my cock, I felt semen rising through a bloated urethra. It was an uncomfortable blockage that pervaded my thoughts, but I would endure any amount of passing sexual frustration in exchange for a long-term relationship with Tiffany. I’d carefully considered what she’d said about not wanting to continue in a relationship that wouldn’t sexually fulfill her or go the distance. That point needed to be explored.

Does Tiffany have other kinks I am unaware of?

When Carrie saw sticky precum leaking from my cock, she smiled, collected it with her thumb, and sucked it all off, purring like a cat licking a bowl of cream. My sister’s expression was deliciously sleazy, driving me sexually nuts because, for a moment, she looked incredibly out of control, revealing a burning, hidden desire.

Carrie knew I’d seen something in her that she preferred to remain hidden, so she smiled shyly and averted her eyes.

“Sorry, Josh.”

“Sorry for what?”

“I love the taste of semen. It burns my tongue and throat, but the flavor lifts me, and I love it when my boyfriend cums hard.”

“Do you always swallow, sis?”

“Yup… even when I wank guys off - I make sure they finish in my mouth.”

“And what about girls… You said you hadn’t licked one.”

I had my suspicions that Carrie had lied to me about that. At the very least, she must have tasted her own pussy cream. My sister was too knowledgeable about the art of cunnilingus never to have tried doing it on another girl herself.

Her cheeks speckled crimson, and she pursed her lips, staring at me with frightened eyes.

“Let’s not discuss it, please, Josh.”

“We’ve no secrets left between us. Oh god… I’m gonna cum.”

“Okay, let’s take a time-out right there.”

When Carrie released my cock, it twitched, semen already rising to the halfway point along my bulging urethra. My prostate was ready to squirt powerfully, and only six, maybe eight short, sharp strokes would get me off.

I burned with desire and would have gladly begged Carrie to finish me off, preferably inside her mouth, but my eyes were on the prize - Tiffany’s satisfaction. My sister rolled onto her back and placed her palms on both knees before spreading them wide apart, giving me a fresh look at heaven’s sparkling, sticky gates from the front drive approach.

My sister’s sweet aroma intensified, gripping the back of my throat and strangling my words.

“You’re fucking beautiful, Carrie.”

“Choose your words more carefully, honey. Remember what I taught you.”

She scowled at me, then smiled lovingly, and I realized I was making my classic mistake. I was rushing to please my sister with my tongue, but on my terms, not hers.

It’s a kiss, remember.

She is a temple.

I stared at Carrie with the deep affection I had always felt for her. She smiled back, relaxed, and raised an eyebrow expectantly. I circled her kneecap with my finger, enjoying how the quad muscle above twitched excitedly.

“You really are a beautiful woman with a pussy that looks stunning - like a cathedral.”

“Ohh, I like that, Josh. Well done.”

“I would love to kneel and pray at your altar, Carrie.”

“Wow… you are a quick study, honey.”

“It’s not hard with such a wonderful and kind-hearted teacher. You make me want to be a better man.”

“There you go - you nailed it, brother!”

Carrie looked genuinely thrilled by my words. When I gently stroked her inner thigh from the knee to the point where raw heat from her pussy bathed my fingers, she shivered and sighed, pulling gently on her bottom lip. I was arousing my sister - not a concept I ever thought would cross my mind, but I felt pleased and proud, mostly because of my effect on her.

My sister shimmered as though she were reborn as the ultimate soft, gentle sexual being every woman possesses - a flower in full bloom, succulent, vibrant and fresh, untouched and welcoming only to me. Watching Carrie squirm in sexual delight, moan lasciviously, and stare into my eyes with fire in hers was the most incredible show on earth.

“Is it nice when I tease you, Carrie?”

“I like it very much, but remember that every girl is different. Some want to cum quickly; others need a long oral session before you make love to them, and it sounds to me that Tiffany likes that, and, as she said, she wants to cum in your mouth.”

“Do you enjoy cumming in a guy’s mouth?”

“I love squirting and adore a man who can get me there and contain all my honey.”

“It’s time for me to show penitence and pray.”

“Good boy, Josh.”

As kids, when I helped my sister, she always thanked me by saying I was a good boy, rewarding me with a cute kiss on my cheek. I fled from Carrie’s kisses back then, but her words always felt somewhat odd, considering she was younger than me.

Carrie’s words now felt nice as I slipped slowly to my knees, stroking her inner thighs, smiling all the while as I would if she were Tiffany - lovingly and like she was my girlfriend. When I kissed her knee, my sister sighed, then groaned, so I planted more kisses along her silken thigh and enjoyed the payback of her pleasure. A powerful aroma of sex exuded from the tiny, tight, sticky slit that was my eventual haven, but I took my time getting there, enjoying a sweet, tangy flavor that burned my tongue tip as I licked my sister’s thighs.

I was in heaven, kissing and licking the sticky, sweet nectar of my sister’s arousal. She moaned, reached down, and ran her fingers gently through my hair, and, duly encouraged, I lifted one delicate, gorgeous leg by an ankle and licked down from her upper thigh to the hollow behind Carrie’s knee.

She shuddered uncontrollably, and I was invigorated; her moans were a loving, lust-filled symphony that lifted my soul. My patience, care, and tender approach were paying off for both of us.

My sister’s nostrils flared; she moaned noisily and began kneading her breasts, tweaking her nipples. I licked down her calf to the ankle bone, where I flattened my tongue and pleasured Carrie there, tickling and tingling until her muscles spasmed, and she lifted her head, staring at me with pleading eyes.

“You’re doing outstanding work, Josh.”

“Thank you. I finally understand everything you taught. Technique comes with patience, respect, and care.”

“Good boy.”

I licked and kissed my way back from Carrie’s ankle, past her knee, along her thigh, landing a soft, lingering, longing kiss on her pussy lips while I inhaled deeply, whimpering joyfully as my body shared her aroma to every fiber. My kisses and respectful affections drove my sister wild, more so when I dipped my tongue between her tight wet pussy lips, wriggling it along her creamy furrow from the tiny succulent pink, cream-stuffed hole to her sticky clitoris.

When my lips and tongue reached Carrie’s trembling clitoris, I took time to watch the tiny pink nub, beautifully nestled in a swollen hood that almost squeezed out my prize as it engorged. I imagined her sticky pearl to be the most prized jewel, and I kissed its succulent tip, pausing long enough to dabble it with my tongue tip.

“Oh Josh… good, good, good, fucking boy.”

Each time my sister uttered those words, her tone raised an octave higher and increased in volume and intensity, driving both our sexual tension. I suckled gently on the tip of her clitoris, applying enough vacuum to encourage the pearl to rise out of her hood. I slowly brought my thumbs into play, gently peeling aside the top of Carrie’s pussy lips, further exposing my target.

While my sister wriggled and moaned, I flattened my tongue, went down to her freshly bleached anus, and rimmed the ridges carefully, tickling her. I was no longer rushing or seeking my pleasure because her sexual performance was enthralling, and I could watch Carrie rising to an orgasm forever.

I had complete control over my sister, a power she bestowed, and I felt privileged to enjoy.

I wasn’t sure how long would be a polite and reasonable period to lick my sister’s anus, and I didn’t want to probe deeply, deciding to leave that first exploration for another day. Instead, I splayed Carrie’s swollen, delicious, fleshy pussy lips apart with my tongue and rolled it up and along the creamiest, tastiest furrow I could ever imagine.

Kissing my sister’s wrinkled-tipped pussy lips was no chore, and while I did that, I examined the crinkly, tiny flower pee hole I would later seal my lips around and suck dry.

I was in my element, thoroughly enjoying giving more than receiving, having command of my sister through my lips and tongue tip. She shuddered as pleasure consumed her, moaning constantly, declaring how good a boy I was and running her fingers through my hair, often speaking in tongues I failed to understand.

As my sister’s orgasm approached, I intensified my tongue and lip play, peeling the hood around her clitoris away, clenching my lips around its base, and sucking ever harder while humming gently into the mass of sensitive nerves.

“Oh god, Josh. You remembered to hum.”

“I took in every word you said.”

“Good boy.”

“Why do you say that, Carrie?”

“I always did, honey.”

“But why?”

“It was my code for saying ‘I love you,’ Josh.”

I had no words with which to respond, so I gently dragged my sister’s clitoris from side to side while sucking the entire engorged nub into a warm bath of my saliva. She screamed passionately, lifting her ass high, tightening everything, forcing her creamy hole into my face.

Carrie would cum soon but wouldn’t tell me when because she knew Tiffany expected me to do all the work, including knowing when to do what and why. I focused on capturing my sister’s orgasm to share its bounty, and I felt increasingly confident, spurred on by her enthusiasm and enjoyment of my work.

When my sister came hard, my lips were already puckered, and I was kissing her pee hole. My thumb worked across her clitoris, driving her joy, occasionally making a circular, around-the-world motion, getting her to where she must be.

My sister’s urethra bulged and engorged just as her thighs clamped gently against my ears, and then a warm flow of honeyed nectar squirted hard through my tightly sealed lips, splashing against and coating my tonsils, filling my mouth.

My sister was enjoying an immense, intense orgasm, squirting the evidence into my mouth. I dealt with every drop easily, enjoying my power in the situation and the joy of her euphoria. Carrie screamed our empty house down, which didn’t matter because it was empty aside from us, and she was happy. She gripped the bed sheets on either side and tore them off her mattress, her body shuddering wildly.

When every drop of my sister’s nectar was drunk, I licked her clitoris gently and slowly, helping her wring every last pleasure ripple from the moment.

“Oh my god, that was the best, Josh.”

“For me, too.”

I big-spooned my sister until she fell asleep like a contented, purring kitten in my arms. She wriggled into me as close as she could get, warming my body. My erection wouldn’t go away, but I didn’t care because I finally understood the joy one receives from unselfish lovemaking.

Did Carrie mean she loves me as a sibling?

Fuck! I really don’t know.

I practiced cunnilingus again that afternoon and once more in the early evening, leaving Carrie’s bedroom when she was exhausted and sleeping. As I lay on my bed, I became busy answering a stack of messages from friends.

Mom and Dad called to say Gramps was still ill and they would stay for the whole week. As I pondered my progress in licking my sister’s pussy, messages arrived from Tiffany.

“Are you okay, Josh?”

“I’m fine, sweetheart.”

“I am rooting for you this Friday.”

“Friday?”

“Yes, honey. I need to get this done sooner rather than later.”

“Oh.”

I gulped and stared at my screen, watching three wavy dots move, stop, move again, and stop - she was typing, deleting, and retyping. Tiffany was trying hard to break more bad news to me without crushing my soul.

“Have you found someone else already, Tiff?”

“I have a date. That’s all.”

“Fuck!”

“Don’t be like that, Josh.”

“You don’t believe in me, Tiffany.”

“Of course I do, but this opportunity is too much to miss in case… well, you know.”

“Fucking hell.”

“Don’t swear!”

“You promised not to do this.”

“I’ll tell you what, Josh. Let’s have our test tomorrow.”

“That’s Wednesday.”

“My date is Friday.”

“And if I make you cum tomorrow?”

“I told you already, Josh… I love you.”

“And what about your date?”

“If you fail tomorrow, I’m sure you’ll have a new, less annoyingly sexually pedantic girlfriend by Monday.”

“I want you.”

“I love you too, Josh… now, where and when are we doing this.”

“Two pm, in my bedroom.”

“Okay. I’ll be there.”

I tossed my phone aside, feeling severely pissed, but that didn’t last for long because my sister snuck into my bedroom looking beautiful and serene and slipped wordlessly under the duvet, snuggling close to me.

“Go to sleep, Josh.”

“I will.”

I slept like a log and woke late in the morning to the most delicious aroma. When my eyes opened, my sister squatted over my face, rocking back and forth, rolling her hips so her pussy moved gently inches from my face, wafting me with her beguiling scent.

When I wrapped my arms around Carrie’s upper thighs and pulled her down, I kissed her pussy, instantly remembering my table manners and respecting the chef’s great work. I kissed, licked, and sucked my way through Carrie’s perfect, moist, tasty pussy, making sure to get her off, swallowing another orgasm.

When my sister reached down to my solid morning wood, I shook my head and moved her hand politely away.

“If I can’t deliver Tiffany’s orgasm in the same way I have yours, I don’t love her enough to be respectful.”

“Oh my, Josh. You have evolved. Not only are you a good boy, you are the best boy ever.”

I was too deeply entrenched in emotional turmoil to determine what sort of love Carrie referred to. Tiffany was due to visit in four hours, but I wasn’t sure I wanted to be with her anymore. Rejecting my love and dumping me hard in such a shocking way was bad enough, but now, she was already circulating as an unattached girl among single guys, hunting down her next boyfriend.

My mind had been overactive for days as I processed what I wanted from my life. I loved Tiffany, although a damn good talk must be had about her behavior toward me. If my girlfriend disrespected me now while dating, what would she be like as an eventual wife?

Carrie left my bedroom with a full day’s chores ahead, so I showered alone, making no attempt to masturbate. My sister hadn’t taught me how to lick pussy. She had taught me how to love and respect a woman - but only the right woman.

When Tiffany showed up, she looked beautiful in a simple sundress that would be easy to remove and two-inch heel sandal shoes. She tried to kiss me, but it was a staid affair because I felt cold toward her.

I led Tiffany up to my bedroom, where she paced the room, inspecting everything.

“Are you angry with me, Josh?”

“Yes.”

“Is it about my date?”

“Of course it is.”

“It might be unnecessary, honey.”

“The fact you arranged to meet another guy got me thinking, Tiff.”

“About what?”

“Monogamy, fidelity, and mutual respect.”

“I see. Is honesty important to you, Josh?”

“Yes.”

“As is monogamy?”

“It is.”

“Okay, fair enough. In that case, please tell me how you’ve been practicing cunnilingus these past few days.”

“What?”

“You heard me, Josh. Whose pussy have you been licking while I am still your girlfriend, honey?”


Chapter Six

Gambling With Fate


◆◆◆

Oh fuck!

Fucky fuck!

Tiffany smiled cutely, but her words cut through me like knives, eviscerating, slicing through my heart while peeling away my protection. It was the most obvious question for her to ask, but I stammered and fought for words that wouldn’t come as my eyes bulged.

With my heart exploding and my breathing labored, I glanced at the bedroom door. Tiffany laughed ironically, her eyes narrowing. She pointed and shook her head.

“There is no help coming from that direction, sweetheart.”

“No… well.”

“I’ll tell you what, Josh. If you don’t ask me who I arranged a date with, I won’t ask whose pussy you’ve been eating as practice for our test.”

“I haven’t answered your question yet. I’m thinking.”

“Oh please… don’t lie to me, not on top of everything else.”

“What do you mean by that, Tiffany?”

“You’ve cheated on me after asking me not to. You’re unable to satisfy me, and you’re about to lie deceitfully or by omission. I can’t fucking take it.”

“I won’t lie. Someone helped me learn how to give better cunnilingus, but before I say who it was, I do have a question.”

“Go ahead.”

“Why is it so important to you that I can make you cum with my mouth before we continue dating? You could teach me, especially if you want a long-term relationship.”

Tiffany’s eyes looked sad and teary, and she seemed upset. At that moment, our front door opened and slammed shut. I heard Carrie kick off her sneakers, and then her bare feet pattered up our wooden stairs. I cringed, not knowing what the hell to do.

Tiffany looked crazed and terrified, her eyes shifting from the bedroom door to me.

“What the fuck, Josh!”

“I… err. I.”

“Is that your sister?”

“Yes, it is.”

“I thought you said the house would be empty.”

“Carrie was supposed to be out.”

“Okay… well, she fucking isn’t.”

Tiffany looked unnerved. I knew there was little chance my big test would happen now, if ever. My girlfriend, if she even was still that, would never agree to get naked in my bedroom, never mind allow me to go down on her with my sister down the hall. Then, the matter of my cheating hung above my head like a sword of Damocles waiting to fall and end me.

Carrie was suddenly very inconvenient, leaving me feeling sad, guilty, and pathetic. Tiffany paced the room, muttering to herself about her damn boyfriend and damn Josh, but she remained in my bedroom, which meant I hadn’t lost her yet.

How the fuck can I recover?

When Tiffany spun around and pointed at my bedroom door, she looked deranged. My brain melted, and my heart ruptured as I struggled to stand.

“I know, Josh. Let’s ask your sister.”

“Ask her what?”

“Why it’s so important for you to make me cum with your mouth without me teaching you. She’s a girl and will understand.”

“You’re fucking joking?”

I screamed the words unintentionally, literally having a nervous breakdown before her. I was stunned and felt sick to the bottom of my stomach, and if I’d had a time machine, I would have traveled elsewhere before humans existed to hide.

“But Tiffany’s eyes were on fire, and her crazed smile, deeply furrowed brow, and insanely raised eyebrows revealed a determination that she would find me no matter where I hid.

“I am not joking in the slightest, Josh… I’ll even fetch her.”

I was incapable of stopping Tiffany without physically restraining her, something I would never do. She marched past me, opened my bedroom door, popped her head out, and hollered down the hallway as Mom would.

“Carrie! Can you come here for a minute, please?”

“Yeah… I’m just storing some clothes. Give me a minute.”

When she turned around again, Tiffany grinned, snapped her fingers, and raised her eyebrows until they reached her hair. She looked berserk. My knees buckled, and I sat on my bed, cringing inside and out, wringing my hands while my heart palpitated like a misfiring car engine. I’d got myself into a pickle, having sex with my sister, albeit primarily oral, and under the guise of it being relationship therapy.

Taking cunnilingus lessons from Carrie was still cheating.

I felt distraught because this was the final moment of my relationship. I had consigned Tiffany and me to the scrap heap by selfish actions. My heart pounded so hard it hurt, my chest tightened like a lemon squeezed, and my head spun from the pressure of blood surging through it.

When I saw Carrie enter my bedroom, I felt better, as though my troubles were partially relieved. She smiled at both of us and waved at Tiffany with a question mark forming on one eyebrow.

God, I love her.

She can make it right.

“Hi, Tiffany.”

“Can you help us, please, Carrie?”

“I’ll try.”

I glanced at the women who were squared off, albeit nicely. Carrie could stare at Tiffany because she didn’t shoulder any of my guilt - for her, my cunnilingus lessons were an act of sibling love, not cheating. She’d been helping a brother, admirably so too, and she could argue an enormous favor was rendered by her to Tiffany.

On the other hand, I was a dog - even though, for the first time, I realized I truly loved my sister and not just as a sibling.

“Josh and I are breaking up, Carrie.”

“Oh… I see.”

“It’s because he doesn’t give me great head.”

“Umm… you mean-”

Carrie tilted her head as though awkwardly mystified by an overshare. She half smiled, imperceptibly nodding toward her crotch with both eyes.

“Yes… down there… cunnilingus.”

“I thought that’s what you meant.”

“Your brother is an amazing kisser, but the moment his lips get between my legs, it all goes terribly wrong.”

Carrie processed what my girlfriend told her, considering our problem carefully. I felt exposed, having a loving relationship with one girl and a sexual one with the other. My deceit was like an unopened book.

“Does Josh rush in like an exuberant fool, Tiffany?”

“Exactly.”

“Okay. I see.”

“Can you explain to your brother how important it is that he makes me cum with his mouth without my instruction?”

Carrie glanced at me, smiling calmly and lovingly. I was instantly lifted and grinned back, transported to my safe place between her legs. I remembered all she had taught me about love and how to be a better man.

She paused, locked my gaze with hers, and grinned before nodding at me with an expression: You can do this, Josh.

“I think Josh understands why this is important to you. Go ahead, sweet brother, explain yourself.”

Tiffany turned her full attention back toward me, her expression emotionless, although I saw her patience was wearing thin by a ruthless glint in her eyes. I felt calmer and more in control, knowing that honesty would set me free.

“Don’t be so annoyed with me, Tiffany.”

“Is that the reason?”

“No… I’ll get to that, but can’t you please be less harsh?”

“Okay.”

Tiffany’s radiant smile, gentle expression, and kind disposition brightened my spirits, as those qualities of our love had been absent from her for over a week. Then she looked sad and slumped onto the bed, prompting me to stand and take her hand. Carrie sat beside my girlfriend, her arm wrapped around her shoulder, almost consoling her for losing something precious.

When my girlfriend stared up, I saw the woman I’d fallen in love with. When Tiffany spoke, her voice was calm, loving, and kind, but her expression was pleading as if she needed something from me. I calmed instantly, both women staring at me as though rooting for my success.

“Tell me why you getting this right is important to me, Josh.”

“It’s about love and respect, Tiffany. Rushing our lovemaking suggests that I don’t appreciate you and that I’m only satisfying myself. Taking the time to understand and meet your needs guarantees your happiness, which in turn pleases me.”

“Wow!”

Tears flooded her eyes, and she smiled, gripping my hand tightly. Carrie planted her forehead on my girlfriend’s shoulder, winking at me.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing… umm, that’s unbelievable progress, Josh.”

“Carrie helped me… I mean, it was my sister I practiced on… also, she taught me what I needed to learn.”

“Fucking wow!”

Tiffany glanced at Carrie, then stared at me judgingly. I knew it was over when she rolled back on the bed and covered her face.

“What did your sister teach you, Josh?”

“You both taught me how to be a better man.”

“Your fucking sister?”

“I’m sorry, Tiffany, but I am deeply in love with Carrie.”

My girlfriend groaned, and my sister gawped at me, processing my revelation, but I could only shrug my shoulders and smile like a fool in love.

“I’ve always loved you, Carrie.”

“I love you too, Josh.”

“I mean as a-”

“I know what you mean.”

Tiffany was crying, her shoulders shaking, her body convulsing, so my sister lay down and cuddled her, comforting and consoling the woman I also loved.

“What about me, Josh?”

“I love you too, Tiffany. I love both of you.”

When my girlfriend removed her hands from her face, I got the shock of my life. She wasn’t crying. Tiffany was laughing.

“What’s going on?”

“We set you up, honey.”

“We, being you and Carrie?”

“Yes, darling.”

I was aghast and staggered back a few paces. My innocent sister’s eyes were on fire, her expression filled with mischief as she mounted Tiffany’s midriff and leaned in, allowing her hair to fall, creating a cocoon. When they kissed, I realized they had duped me.

They rolled sideways on my bed, and Tiffany stood up, smiled lovingly, and stepped close to me, moving a few wayward locks of my hair from my forehead. She pulled gently on her bottom lip, like a naughty schoolgirl willing to pay a penance for her sins.

“You were never a bad lover, Josh, only somewhat rushed when it came to giving head, whereas your sister knows how to lick pussy.”

“Oh my.”

“Yes, honey. Carrie has licked my pussy plenty, and I have returned the compliment. But we were never fulfilled without you in our lives. We had a conversation one day and decided to spin the ball to win a jackpot or lose everything.”

“So where does that leave us?”

“We… we can now be a three, Josh. This has all been about bringing Carrie into our relationship. You see, I love you and her. She loves you… and now…”

“I love both of you.”

“And boy, you had some fun getting there, right?”

“It wasn’t all giggles, Tiffany. I thought I was losing you.”

“But we all got there… here… in the end, and now you get to make love to both of us.”

Oh fuck!

“Seriously, Tiffany? Is it really as simple as that?”

Carrie stood up and circled me, coming in from behind. She wrapped her arms around my waist, wriggled her fingers under my T-shirt, and caressed my washboard stomach with trembling fingers. I felt her cheek flat against my shoulder blades, her body slowly melting into mine. Tiffany smiled and moved closer, her lips tingling gently against mine before they arrived.

Tiffany smiled so happily. Her expression was effervescent and joyful beyond my imagination. She looked as much in love with me as she had been the day we met, introduced by my sister.

“Carrie and I are bisexual. You love two women. What can be wrong?”

“It’s not wrong.”

It all makes sense now.

Tiffany’s kiss was soft, like a hint of strawberries on a warm summer’s day. I was lifted higher than at any moment in my life when her tongue sought mine, sparkling excitedly, my entire body tingling madly. Love surged in my heart and mind as I saw myself with two perfect women, my women, and I was to be their man.

When Tiffany’s lips parted from mine, she smiled demurely.

“Our Friday date is with Carrie, honey.”

“There is no other guy?”

“There was only ever you and Carrie.”

“Oh my… you are fucking naughty.”

“I only want you and her, baby. This was the best way to make it happen.”

“So I don’t give bad head?”

“According to your sister, no… shall we test the theory?”

“Do you mean the three of us?”

“You can eat my pussy first, honey, but I think after your sister fucks you, I should clean up the creamy mess.”

“Okay.”

The women backed away one step, both quickly undressing, much to my joy. They were the most beautiful women I’d ever seen, and as I watched two lithe beauties set about peeling off my clothes, I realized what a lucky man I was.

On her knees before me, Tiffany gripped my cock tightly and stared up while licking the sticky mess that coated my bloated glans. I gasped and shivered when she sealed her lips around my helmet, sucking it hard, whimpering loudly as though deeply pleasured.

My sister planted soft kisses down my spine, electrifying me, reaching my butt cheeks, and tickling my thighs.

Tiffany let go of my cock, and the girls reached around the other sides of my body. Carrie gripped the base of my shaft, wanking it slowly while holding it straight for my girlfriend to suck. Tiffany slipped her fingers between my cheeks, spreading them wide. The moment my sister rimmed my anus while my girlfriend sucked my cock, I enjoyed the most erotic and sexually uplifting moment of my life and had an epiphany.

My sister and girlfriend figured out what would work for them, which was me, and with a bit of planning, much teamwork, and some well-intentioned cunning and play, they made us three. Tiffany deep-throated my cock while Carrie wanked the base in short, sharp motions. She also poked her tongue past my hitherto untouched anus, licking me inside.

I was being worshiped by two women and realized that all Carrie had taught me applied to them as much as it did to me. They won my heart by giving me pleasure and looking after my needs.

I gently moved the girls onto my bed, where I lay down on my back, beckoning Tiffany.

“Please feed me your honey, Tiffany.”

“Oh… that’s so much better. I’m very proud of you.”

Tiffany wriggled up the bed, her knees planted on either side of my body. When her pussy was inches from my face, I inhaled her beautiful feminine aroma, admiring the gorgeous, glistening wet, sticky pussy that smiled at me.

I grinned at her, looking hungry, in love, and filled with desire.

“You are beautiful everywhere, inside and out, Tiffany. I can’t wait to spend the rest of my life with you and Carrie.”

“Well done, Josh. I want that, too.”

Tiffany gasped when she fed me her trembling, warm, succulent hole. I wrapped my arms around her silken, tensed-up thighs, gently forcing her knees wide apart. That opened her lips and exposed the tiny, pink, creamy hole from which I licked, slurped, and swallowed sweet, hormone-laced, thick sap while she shuddered and moaned uncontrollably.

Carrie gripped my cock tightly while kneeling between my legs. She licked the length of my bloated urethra from the wrinkly ball sacks to a tiny, throbbing, leaking eye on top of my glans, sealing her lips around the rim, sucking hard, purring like the cat that got the cream.

I moaned, deeply pleasured by my sister, but I partially blocked out that contentment, remembering what she taught me. When I focused on slurping and eating my girlfriend’s throbbing hole, the payback was immense. She writhed and screamed joyously, grinding her pussy into my mouth, feeding me while pressing her solid clitoris against my nose, filling both nostrils with her sticky cream.

I moved Tiffany gently, puckered my lips, kissed her clitoris gently, and sucked until the tiny nub engorged and cleared the confines of her fleshy hood. I felt my girlfriend’s heart throbbing through that delicious, sticky nerve cluster, the sweetness of which seared joyfully across my tongue.

Tiffany stared down, her eyes steaming with desire, her smile conveying such deep satisfaction that I had never seen or enjoyed. She nodded repeatedly, offering me continuous feedback confirming her deep gratification, running her fingers softly through my hair. She rocked back and forth, feeding me her pink cathedral, making sure I got to pray as deep inside as humanly possible, all I wanted.

My tongue was inside Tiffany when my other girlfriend slid my cock inside her tight, warm pussy. I wished I could have seen my sister’s face as she slid down my cock, gasping and panting, but I was busy pleasuring the woman it seemed we both loved.

My sister bottomed out on my cock, and I felt her cervix press against my bulbous glans. She moaned and rocked gently back and forth, massaging a tight hole that I could have stayed inside forever. I saw her fingers wrap around Tiffany’s shoulders as both women rocked back and forth completely in sync.

Tiffany leaked thick, sticky hormones that coated my tongue and tonsils, causing me to devour passionately like it was my most desired ambrosia. I gulped hard, swallowed, and moaned lasciviously, enjoying giving as much as receiving.

“You did a great job teaching Josh, sweetheart.”

“It was my pleasure. He has such a long, thick cock.”

“I can’t wait to fuck him too.”

My sister fucked me hard, slamming her ass up and down, using Tiffany’s shoulders to brace against, riding my cock inside a very tight hole. I licked another equally tight, succulent, sticky entrance, feeling like I’d touched heaven, rocking both girls’ worlds, focused on Tiffany’s enjoyment while my sister cared for hers and mine.

The women were electrified, soft, yielding, and giving while joyously receiving.

We orgasmed together, me sucking Tiffany’s pee hole, determined not to spill a drop while she powerfully sprayed the back of my throat with honeyed nectar. Carrie screamed passionately, bottoming out on my cock, squeezing tightly with her pelvic floor and warm, velvet sheath, milking my seed which filled her like a warm, sticky ocean.

Amid the most incredible orgasm, Tiffany groaned, her head slumped, her eyes bloated, rolled, and became misty as she was lost in ecstasy.

I sucked my girlfriend’s juices dry while filling my sister with hot, sticky cum. When Tiffany could take no more pleasure, she rolled off me, giggling, grinning appreciatively at me, muttering incoherently in soft, joyful murmurs of contentment.

While still straddling my cock, my sister stared at me, pointed between her legs, and I saw I was buried deep inside the pussy I had licked so enthusiastically.

“I’m full of your cum, Josh.”

“I am so happy.”

“Watch me feed your seed to Tiffany.”

My girlfriends looked like sexual perfection when Carrie straddled Tiffany’s mouth. My sister leaned far forward to make sure I saw everything while pointing at her well fucked hole.

“Look at your semen dribbling out of me, Josh.”

“Oh my god.”

My cock still throbbed energetically as I watched Tiffany wrap her arms around Carrie’s thighs, pulling her closer to dine on my creamy mess. My semen leaked like a vast, glistening white teardrop from my sister’s pussy that dripped along her puffy slit. When my girlfriend slurped my seed and swallowed it, purring delightfully, I knew it was going to be a long, pleasurable night.

We fucked for hours, as a couple, then throuple, professing the deep love that had always existed between us, recently uncovered.

In the early morning hours, I woke and watched my girlfriends going down on each other, so I joined in, gripping Tiffany’s waist while she was in the upper sixty-nine position and sliding my long, thick cock deep inside her.

After their return, it took a week of difficult conversations with Mom and Dad to explain what had happened between us, leaving out the lascivious details. Ultimately, they had to accept we three were in love or risk losing us to their damnation. It still took months before our unconventional love was accepted.

Of course, many people mocked us, and others were insulted or offended, but in the end, mostly, they felt envious of what we had.

I write this journal so that future generations of my family will understand the choices Carrie, Tiffany, and I made.

I am sixty years old, as is Tiffany, and our beloved wife, Carrie, is a year younger. We have nine children between three parents, and although I know with which wife I fathered each, we don’t discuss it because our shared love guides our lives as a marriage of three.

We laugh about the day Tiffany dumped me. Later, she confessed that her heart was in her mouth and she wanted to cry, but establishing love three ways was a risk she and Carrie felt was acceptable.

After four decades of happiness together, I know they were right, and I am delighted they did it.


Kate Granger
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Female Led Love

Have you ever imagined what an in-person blind date might be like if you could swipe one way to head for the bedroom or the other to part company as friends?

Jess, a forward-thinking bar manager, is inundated by Alpha females who need submissive boyfriends. Isla, perhaps the most exquisite, seeks female-led love rather than absolute domination and servility from her man.

Oliver, a lovely Delta guy, wants to submit.

Find out what happens on their date night.

A Cunning Stunt

Greg falls in love. His is an unrequited love because Sarah is consumed by an ongoing divorce and the needs of her children. She doesn’t need a man, or, at least she thinks a man is unnecessary, but maybe the universe disagrees.

Fate, love, romance, and sex are not within the remit of lovers to control, and when Greg unleashes his dangerous, cunning stunt, our lovers are wrapped up in a disaster.

How will Greg win his true love over, and what hidden depths of taboo, submission, and kinky play lurk beneath the surface of lovers who might otherwise appear entirely respectable?

Slutty Realtor

Hi reader, kindly note that this is a second edition, full rewrite with a different story ending to the first edition previously sold as Slut Realtor's Journal ASIN B0C548RZ7F.

Tiffany is the top-performing realtor in town. She’s also beautiful, promiscuous, and unsure whether she likes boys, girls, both, or more than one at a time.

Our naughty realtor doesn’t close deals using her feminine allure. Every time Tiffany makes bank or gets into escrow, someone is desperately trying to get inside her. Our errant realtor enjoys those she deems worthy while on her knees, back, or wrapped around them.

Tiffany keeps a journal of days, tracking her sales and the important who, what, when, and fun times.

Can a beautiful, upwardly mobile girl driving a supercar find true love, and if so, who?
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