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    I’m lying on a sumptuous king-sized bed with a 1000-thread-count cotton sheet and fluffy pillows, flanked by two incredibly sexy women. 

    One of them is giving me a hand job, and the other one is kissing me and letting me play with her breasts. My God this is heaven. Why am I in heaven? Have I died? From what? Multiple orgasms?  

    I recall a recent orgy where I came over and over again because the two women I was fucking wouldn’t give me a break. They competed with each other for orgasms and as a result, I must’ve ejaculated six times in a row. In fact, I feel the urge at this very minute. I’m climbing toward the edge of a cliff, and a force is pushing me up. I groan. “Faster,” I mumble, urging the woman who’s gripping my cock. But she’s interrupted. 

    “It’s my turn, Mom,” I hear a voice saying, and register it slowly. Brianna. Right. My pretty girlfriend. 

    “Okay, sweetheart,” says another familiar voice. “He’s all yours.” 

    Something else grips my cock—a warm, wet glove. I open my eyes and see Bree’s pouty lips sinking down my shaft. Her blue eyes gazing at me, her back arching and her snowy ass high up in the air. 

    Fuck. I groan at the welcoming sight. Waking up in a blow job? I am indeed in heaven, but I’m not dead. 

    “Good morning,” Sandra’s husky voice makes me turn my head.  

    She’s lying on her side next to me, her large, juicy tits spilling in front of her on the bed, inviting me like two freshly baked, deluxe milk buns. 

    Without thinking, I reach a hand to feel them and she coos.  

    “Good morning, ladies,” I say in a groggy voice. 

    I recall where I am. I’m in Sandra’s bedroom. It’s Saturday morning and I spent the night here last night for the first time after the three of us got together two weeks ago. 

    I still can’t believe my luck of winning two gorgeous women’s hearts at the same time. Last night was incredible. Sandra made us a delicious pasta dinner, and then we watched What’s Eating Gilbert Grape in the living room. It was a great movie and Sandra’s favorite, but we didn’t even make it halfway because Sandra got all horny as soon as Gilbert and Betty started making out in the kitchen.  

    The rest of the night I didn’t dream up. The two ladies were determined to drain me and apparently it wasn’t as easy a task as they thought. Their enthusiasm constantly fueled my lust for them and I turned into their unflagging sex machine.  

    Sandra takes my hand and guides it to her sopping pussy while leaning closer to me so her magnificent tits are in my face. I don’t hesitate to take one of them in my mouth. From the corner of my eye, I see Sandra palming Bree’s ass and making her moan. 

    Bree doesn’t lose her focus on my cock, but sucks me like a delicious candy bar. I resist my urge to come and thrust my finger into Sandra’s wet pussy, curling it to tease her G-spot while swirling my tongue over her fat nipple. My hot MILF moans and pants heavily like a wild cat in heat, while thrusting her hips vigorously to fuck my finger. When her pussy walls clench tight on me and she lets out a long and low moan, I feel her feminine juice rushes onto my finger and my cock throbs in Bree’s mouth, shooting out a large load of cum.    

    I let go of Sandra’s tit and pull Bree up so she sits on my face. Her legs spread wide, letting me see her pink juicy pussy. Her clit is already swollen, thanks to Sandra’s tease. I don’t wait to lick her pussy juice off her flower petals and swirl my tongue on her hidden bud. I cup her firm tit with one hand and grip her ass with the other, steadying her and arousing her at the same time. Bree is already trembling when I thrust my tongue into her dripping hole. I’m not even an inch in when she cries out and splashes her cum onto my face. 

    I’m still licking Bree’s juice on her thighs when I feel Sandra’s hand gripping my cock, and the next second she’s straddling me and I’m inside her warm pussy. 

    Fuck. From the ease I enter her, I know I’m rock hard again. 

    “I love your morning wood,” Sandra coos while rocking on my manhood. 

    Bree gets off me and pouts. “Mom, I need a ride, too.” 

    Sandra is usually generous to her stepdaughter, but not this time. “You had him in your mouth, so it’s only fair I have him in my pussy.”   

    Bree doesn’t argue. “Okay,” she says and then sits behind her stepmom, cupping her tits and playing with her nipples. 

    Fuck. I come again just minutes later, filling my hot MILF’s pussy with my morning seed. 

    “I’m going to fix us a big breakfast, and then we’re going to fuck again,” Sandra says as she gets up, putting on a bathrobe. “How would you like your eggs done?” 

    “Scramble for me,” Bree says, still playing with my wilted cock.  

    I slap Sandra’s ass. “I would like it sunny-side-up please.” 

    After Sandra leaves us, I dip my finger in Bree’s pussy juice and then rub it around her anus. She coos. “Mmm. I like it. Push it in!” 

    I push my finger slowly into the tiny tight hole and make her squirm.  

    “Don’t stop. Make me come again,” she says, her breathing quickens. “You owe me one. You and Sandra both came twice already.” 

    “Okay, sassy girl,” I say with a chuckle and curl my finger along her gripping muscles. After teasing her rear hole for weeks, I know where her sweet spot is. I push my middle finger deeper into her rear canal and aim for the spot over and over, while my thumb pressing against her clit. Bree convulses soon and squirts another jet of cum onto my hand. 

    She presses her cheek against my chest. “Oh God, Kevin. I’m so glad I saved myself for you, although I didn’t do it on purpose. You’re the sexiest guy on earth.” 

    “You’re a goddess yourself,” I say, kissing her.  My hard-on is back, but I don’t dare to indulge.  

    Sandra will be mad if we let our breakfast get cold. 

      

    My mouth waters at the eggs and pancakes on the table. Sandra is the best cook in the world. She knows how to make the egg whites completely set while keeping the yolks runny, and her almond flour banana pancakes are moist and fluffy. 

    I wolf down my portion: two eggs, two pancakes, and a pile of bacon strips. 

    While drinking my milk, Sandra says, “Nancy is coming back next week.” 

    The mention of the sexy doctor sends a thrill down my spine.  

    “So soon?” I ask. “Is she ready to move already? I thought it would take a while.” 

    “Not yet. She’s just here to take care of some paperwork with the office rental. She plans to move next month.” 

    “How long will she stay this time?” Bree asks. 

    “Just two days,” Sandra says. “She’s staying an extra day because she wants to have a therapy session with you, Kevin.” 

    “Why?” I swallow down the milk. “I don’t need any.” 

    Sandra shrugs. “She thinks you do.” 

    I’m nervous and excited about it. Nervous because like Bree, I have a secret, but unlike Bree, I’m not ready to share it with anyone yet, not even a doctor. Excited because it might be my only chance to get over the secret that’s been torturing me for years. 
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    In the meantime, school is about to start. With my earnings at the gym and the help of my uncle’s car dealer friend, I’m able to purchase an old Ford Thunderbird for an unbelievable price. It looks archaic but runs beautifully. I get a lot of stares on the road, especially when I tune into the 70s radio stations and pretend to be an old-timer.   

    After work, I drive to Sandra and Bree’s house. Bree and Sandra won’t be home as Bree is working at the art studio and Sandra is out shopping. They left home on purpose because they thought I needed privacy for my first therapy. I can’t help but feel grateful for the ladies’ consideration. At the same time, I admonish my boner for being so restless in my pants. What the hell will the naughty doctor do to me when we’re all alone in the house? 

    My heart is beating a hole in my rib cage when I wait for Nancy to open the front door. When it’s open a minute later, I’m a tad disappointed when I see her fully clothed in business attire even though I know she came from a business meeting and had no time to change yet. 

    “Come on in, Kevin!” Nancy smiles at me professionally as well, and gives me a light peck on the cheek. 

    Well, maybe the doctor isn’t into guys. This possibility somehow makes me less nervous because I might be able to use my brain when my cock isn’t excited. 

    We go into the social room and sit down face to face. 

     “Tell me about your childhood, Kevin,” Nancy says, her intelligent green eyes piercing me through her fancy eyeglass lenses. 

    I shift in my seat. “Sure. My mom passed away when I was nine and I grew up with my uncle’s family.” 

    “Where has your dad been?” 

    “Oh he was never in the picture. Mom brought me up alone.” 

    “I see.” 

    “What do you remember in the first nine years of your life with your mom?” 

    “I remember Mom taking me to school. I was bullied a lot on the block because I didn’t have a dad, and she kept teaching me to defend myself and telling me I was no less than those kids. She took me to martial arts schools on weekends so I could learn how to fight.” 

    “Sounds like a great mom,” Nancy says in a soft voice. 

    “Yeah.” 

    “What did she do?” 

    “She was a manager at Target.” 

    “How did she pass away?” 

    “Car accident.” My voice cracks. “She went to work early in the morning and later covered a coworker’s night shift that day. She must’ve been tired on her way home and didn’t see the truck coming her way.” 

    “I’m so sorry,” Nancy reaches to hold my hand as tears well in my eyes. 

    It’s the first time I cry since I turned adult and I feel embarrassed. I was young when my mom passed away, and I thought I had gotten over the sadness over the years.  

    Nancy waits for me to calm down before asking me another question. “What do you do when you miss your mom?” 

    “I have her photos, and also some video clips from birthday parties.” I haven’t watched them for years because they make me feel sad.  

    “Now tell me about your life after your mom’s passing. You said you lived with your uncle’s family? Who else is in the family?” 

    “My aunt Clara, cousin Rob, and his sister Emily.” 

    “Tell me more about your aunt Clara,” she says in a calm voice, but the faint glint of light in her green eyes betrays her excitement. 

    I shift in my seat again. My heart races and my hands sweat. My mouth also feels dry. “S-sure. She’s err, good to me. Like a mom.” 

    “Do you love her?” 

    I clear my throat. “I…yeah.” 

    Nancy’s eyes are fixed on me and she frowns slightly. “Why are you blushing, Kevin? Is there something I should know?” 

    Damn. I shake my head immediately. “No.” 

    Nancy’s eyes narrow. “Have you fantasized about your aunt?” 

    “No!” I speak too quickly. 

    “Are you sure?” Her eyes are two green rays and I think they can see through me. 

    “I…err, no.” My voice turns into a whisper. 

    “Tell me the truth, Kevin.” The doctor demands. “I’m here to help you.” 

    I fidget on my chair for another minute before I speak. “I…err saw her naked once. It was an accident. No one else was in the house. She was showering and didn’t have a bath towel at the time and asked me to bring her one. I didn’t mean to peep but she didn’t draw the shower curtain.” 

    I close my eyes after I speak, seeing the image of my aunt vividly. I was twelve at the time, and started to understand sex. I jerked off three times that day after the incident, and many more days, even months after. My aunt is a beautiful woman but I’d never looked at her that way. After that, my head was full of dirty thoughts about her.  

    “Is that it?” Nancy asks. 

    I nod. Thank God she didn't ask me what I did afterward. 

    She asks me some more questions about my cousins and uncles, while writing down my answers in her notebook. 

    “Do I have the Mommy Complex too?” I ask nervously. “Or is it Aunty Complex?” 

     She chuckles at my joke, and then says, “I’ll tell you in a minute what you have, young man. But first, we’ll do an experiment.” 

    My dick twitches. The term experiment really turns me on, coming out of the eccentric shrink’s mouth. “I’m all in,” I say. 

    She smirks, putting down the notebook and pen on the table. 

    And then she stands up. “Excuse me for a second. I’m going to use the bathroom real quick.” 

    “Okay,” I say excitedly, watching her sashay away, expecting her to return topless later. 

    I surf on my phone after she’s gone. School is going to start and I’m getting lots of emails from the college and the professors. 

    I’m reading one of the messages when I hear the sound of water running and then Nancy’s voice shouting from the hallway. “Kevin! Come here please!” 

    I don’t hesitate. Getting up from the sofa, I rush toward the bathroom nearest to the living room. 

    But she wasn’t there.  

    A minute later, I hear her voice again, from the guest room. 

    I head toward it. “Where are you?” 

    “I’m in the bathroom. I need your help.” 

    My heart pounds madly. “What the hell is she up to? I stop at the door of the bathroom. “What happened?” 

    “I got in the shower but left my bathrobe. It’s hanging on the coatrack, do you see it?” 

    I look around and spot the bathrobe right away. “Yes.” 

    “Bring it to me please.” 

    Is this a joke? Or is it her experiment? What the hell is she up to? I grab the bathrobe and walk into the bathroom.  

    Before I get to the door, my heart beats so hard I’m going to pass out. I suddenly get what Nancy’s doing. She’s recreating my childhood experience. Holy shit. The sound of water running instantly reminds of the incident six years ago. My cock is fully aroused as I recall my aunt Clara standing in the shower, her magnificent body glistening with water. 

    “Kevin!” Nancy calls again while I hesitate. 

    “Yes,” I say and push the door open. I keep my eyes on the floor when I step into the bathroom. “Here is your robe,” I say, breathing hard and without looking at her. “Where should I leave it?” 

    “Bring it to me, please,” Nancy’s voice is sultry. 

    “O-kay,” I turn toward the shower, still not looking at her while handing her the robe. 

    “Got it,” she says chuckling. 

    I let go of the robe and she gasps. “Oops!” 

    Damn. I’ve dropped the thing onto the floor. “I’m sorry,” I say, picking it up and hand it to her again. 

    She grabs my wrist instead, and says. “Look at me, Kevin.” 

    I glance up at her and gulp. Fuck me. It’s like history is repeating itself when I see the beautiful, naked, wet body standing in the shower. Soon, my eyes are glued to her tan twin peaks glistening with water beads. It’s nearly the same image that’s haunted me for years and I’ve gotten off with, except Nancy’s tits are a lot rounder and firmer than Aunt Clara’s, and her nipples seem larger, too. 

    My cock jolts so violently it nearly breaks my zipper. 

    I need to get out of here fast and jerk off in the other bathroom. I try to pull my hand out of her grasp but Nancy wouldn’t let me. “Tell me, Kevin. What did you want to do when you saw your aunt naked?” 

    “I…err.” Fuck. I wanted to suck those tits. “Do I have to tell you?” 

    “Yes, if you want it to stop bothering you.” 

    “How do you know it bothers me? I’ve forgotten about it until you asked me.” 

    “You haven’t forgotten it. It’s been in your subconscious mind and it’s why you were fascinated with older women. Not that it’s bad. But you can’t accept your own desire. You think you’re sick.” 

    “Okay,” I say. “I thought about fucking her in the shower.” 

    Shit. I blurt out my secret fantasy just like that. 

    Nancy smirks. “Good. You see? It isn’t that hard to admit it, is it?” 

    “No. But what good does it do to me?” I say bitterly. “I still can’t forgive myself. I can’t look her in the eye without feeling ashamed.” 

    “Which is why I’m here today, Kevin,” Nancy says. “Put the robe on the table and get into the shower with me,” she commands. 

    I groan at the suggestion, unable to resist the temptation but unwilling to do what she says. She has become my aunt Clara at the moment, no longer a doctor.  

    “What happened to ‘I’m all in it,’ young man?’” she taunts me. 

    “I’m err…not sure whether it’s a good idea.” 

    “Who’s the doctor here, you or me?” she says in a stern voice, clearly displeased with my resistance. “Are you afraid to live your fantasies?” 

    “No ma’am, I’m just afraid that I’ll feel worse in front of my aunt.” 

    “I promise you, it’s the only way to get it over with. And it’s useless to deny your attraction for her, look at your pant tent!” 

    Without warning, she reaches to grab it. I yelp as her hand touches my bulge, “Yes ma’am, I’ll do what you say. Give me just a minute.” There. I let my dick overrule my senses once again. 

    I strip myself naked within seconds, and get into the shower with the MILF doctor.  

    Nancy’s eyes never leave me and they are stormy and lustful. “No wonder your aunt had to use that trick.” 

    “What are you talking about?” I chuckle. 

    “Silly young man,” she says with a smirk. “You really think it was an innocent request? She could’ve gone to her bedroom to get the towel herself.” 

    True. I thought about it, but refused to believe my Aunt was trying to seduce me. It all made sense now, the way Aunt Clara looked at me was not really innocent. She had used similar ploys a few times over the years as well although in subtler ways. Sometimes when we were alone in the house, she would wear revealing clothes and wouldn’t wear a bra… Damn. And of course she didn’t fail to notice my raging boner in those times. Fuck me.  

    My thoughts get distracted when Nancy pulls me to her and sandwich herself between my hard chest and the shower wall. 

    “You’re a good boy,” she says in a husky voice. “You have an incredible will power, you lusted over your aunt but didn’t yield to your lust because it would be ungrateful to you uncle. But that desire was the reason you weren’t able to love girls your own age and remained a virgin until you met Sandra. Your aunt was able to control you mentally and physically with her thoughtless seduction, even though she might have done it unintentionally.” 

    “But I’m okay now, right? I mean, I’m in love with Sandra and Bree.” 

    “What do you think?” she asks me back. “How do you feel when you think of your aunt now?” 

    I pause to consider and then I shake my head. “I still want to fuck her.” 

    She nods. “You’re better, but still need more help. And that’s why you’re here in the shower with me.”  

    “So, if I fuck you now, I’ll get over my obsession with her?” 

    “Yes, but you’ll need to imagine me as her. Call me Aunt Clara just for now, okay?” 

    “Okay.” This is so sick, and yet I can’t say no. “Aunt…Clara.” 

    “Good, Kevin,” Nancy’s voice becomes huskier. “Aunt Clara is going to suck your big fat cock, because she’s wanted it for all those years.” 

    “Be my guest,” I say, my heart beating a hundred miles. 

    She slides down, holding the sides of my body, her big firm tits sliding across my torso first, and then my thighs and my knees. She holds my cock and shoves it into her mouth. She sucks the top gently like an ice cream cone and coos. “You taste good, Kevin. Do you like being in my mouth?” 

    “Yes, Nan…Aunt Clara. You feel fantastic.” 

    Smirking, she wraps her mouth around my cock again, and this time, she sinks it all the way to the base before coming up. Her narrow, soft throat grips me firmly as she moves. I groan and close my eyes to fully enjoy the pleasure. Suddenly I’m back to the horny twelve-year old secretly pining for the touch of his sexy aunt. I often blamed myself for my unholy desire. Uncle Victor treated me better than his own children and yet I was craving for his wife. I put my lust in check although it was torture. So often I wanted to reach a hand to grab her braless tits, or bend her over the kitchen island to check whether she was wearing panties because she was flaunting her ass in those tight, short skirts. And now, it is happening. I’m fucking Aunt Clara’s throat. I’ve fantasized about it too, whenever she puts on those bright lipsticks on her pouty lips.  

    Nancy/Aunt Clara deep-throats me over and over until my cock starts to throb. She lets me out and sucks hard on my tip while massaging my swollen balls.  

    “Fuck,” I curse and spew a thick glob of cum into her mouth. 

    Nancy quickly swallows and stands up. She then pulls my cock to under the shower faucet and rinses it.  

    I kiss her and palm her ass. “Thank you Aunt Clara,” I whisper into her ear. “Can I fuck your pussy now?” 

    Nancy groans. “Yes, Kevin, just a minute.” 

    She says and promptly gets down on all fours in the spacious shower. “Take me from behind, please.” 

    Fuck. I love doggy style although the ladies prefer missionary. 

    I palm Nancy’s ass cheeks first and then slip a hand to touch her slippery arousal. 

    Her pussy lips are plump and succulent, making my mouth water.  

    I hold my cock and glide it along her wet slit. “You’re so wet for me, Auntie,” I croak. “Do you want me so much?” 

    “You bet, Kevin. I’ve wanted to for a long time. You don’t know how often I get off thinking about your big cock,” she says with a moan. 

    Fuck.  “You’re a naughty girl, Auntie.” I rub the tip of my cock around her entrance and then glide it up to tease her clit. 

    “Fuck, Kevin. Stop it and fuck me already.” 

    I chuckle. “What if Uncle found out? He would kill me.” 

    “Don’t worry, baby. He won’t. He isn’t home and I won’t tell. Come in my wet pussy, please.” 

    I groan and slip my cock into her warm pussy. “You feel like a paradise, Aunt.” 

    “Yes and I’m all yours, Kevin.” 

    I thrust into Nancy’s pussy with a deep growl, all the way until I hit her cervix.  

    “Ohmigod Kevin, you’re so long. I’ve never had it so deep! Don’t stop baby, make your auntie happy!” 

    I pull out and thrust in again. Holding her wide hips and pushing it so her ass cheeks press into my balls.  

    I fall on her back in order to reach her tits, which are hanging like a pair of giant pendulums. I squeeze them as if milking them and I roll those fat, juicy nipples.  

    Nancy coos. “Oh baby, you’re making auntie so happy. Fuck me harder now, cowboy. And put a baby in auntie’s womb.” 

    I groan and plunge in deeper like she wants me to. Her command is irresistible. Secretly, I’ve fantasized just that, putting babies in my aunt’s womb so she’ll be mine. Goddamn. I’m so sick. I guess I’ve been jealous of my uncle and cousins and wanted my aunt for myself all along.  

    I ram into Nancy’s tight pussy from behind like a fierce, hungry animal, claiming my make-believe aunt and making her exclusively mine. 

    I fuck her with abandon, forgetting where I am and who I am. I’m a teenager obsessed with his aunt, and I’m horny, and mindless, driven by his carnal desire only.  

    When Nancy moves my hand to her clit and press it, I know she’s close. “I’m gonna come soon, baby,” she coos. “Come with Auntie.” 

    My cock immediately throbs, and her pussy grips me even tighter, we groan together in the shower and our grunts echo in the bathroom. My dick explodes the moment she floods her pussy with a river of feminine juice. 

    I rest on top of her for a moment before standing up, pulling her with me. 

    I kiss her on the lips. “Thank you Aunt Clara. That was amazing.” 

    “How do you feel, baby?” Nancy asks. 

    I chuckle. “Are you asking me as yourself or as my aunt?”  

    “As a doctor.” 

    “Fantastic,” I say. “Thank you, Doctor.” 

    “Anytime,” she says with a wink. 
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     “I don’t understand,” I say to Bree as we lie on the chaise chairs next to the pool in her backyard. “Why do you have to go to the gym to swim if you have one right here in your yard?” 

    She shrugs. “It isn’t long enough, silly. Only half as long as the one in the gym.” 

    I see. 

    “Besides,” she adds. “The lifeguard at the gym is hot.” 

    Fuck. That turns me on. I lean across the chairs to kiss her. 

    “I heard the therapy session went well?” she asks me with a naughty smile. 

    I blush a bit. “Yeah. Nancy was err, good.” 

    “She’s a hell of a doctor,” she says with a giggle.  

    Strangely, after the therapy the day before, I’m no longer bothered by my lust for Aunt Clara. In fact, I don’t have feelings for her anymore, neither lust nor guilt. As if I’ve transferred my feelings to another person, namely, Nancy.  

    I feel so much better about myself. 

    Although Bree has never asked about my auntie issue, I go ahead and tell her about it. 

    “I suspected it,” she says with a knowing smile. “The way your aunt looked at you was quite obvious. It wasn’t pure maternal love.” 

    My face heats up. “Maybe, but she didn’t do anything.” Except a few mild seduction attempts. “And she’s been good to me.” 

    Bree strokes my face. “I love you, Kevin. You’re so sweet.” 

    We kiss again, and soon our hands are on each other’s body.  

    My boner is rising and I’m grinding on Bree’s belly, when we hear laughter coming toward us. 

    I stop what I’m doing and look up. My cock jolts right away the moment I see Nancy and Sandra. 

    They’re both wearing tiny bikinis. Sandra’s is yellow and Nancy’s is green. The tops barely cover their nipples, their lush tits straining on the thin strip of fabrics, threatening to break free. And the bottoms are just two strings.  

    Shit. I gawk at them and wonder why they bother to wear anything at all. I’ve seen both of them naked, but these tiny fabrics are driving me crazy. I have the wish to yank them off the ladies. 

    “They’re so hot,” Bree whispers. 

    I turn my attention to her and see her blazing eyes.  “I wish I had those boobs.” 

    “I love yours,” I say and reach to cup her perky breast. “They’re pretty.” 

    “Thanks, but they’re so small.” She says with a pout. 

    “They’re perfect,” I assure her. 

    “Really?” she looks unconvinced. “I don’t need an augmentation?” 

    “No!” I say. “I wouldn’t want any artificial boobs. I like them natural.” 

    Bree nods. “Okay. I won’t get one. I’ll do it the natural way. Gain some weight, or get pregnant.” 

    Fuck. “I’ll help you with that,” I say with a grin. 

    As we kiss again, we hear not just our moans, but moans coming from the pool. 

    Nancy and Sandra are kissing, too, and Sandra’s hand is cupping Nancy’s tits while Nancy’s are molding Sandra’s ass. 

    I stifle a groan, but my cock is standing up in my pants like a tent pole. 

    Bree reaches a hand into my swim trunks and strokes me up and down, while eying the two stunning MILF making out in the water. 

    They pull away from each other briefly. Nancy peels Sandra’s top off and takes a nipple into her mouth. She sucks it in her pouty lips for a minute and lets it out with a pop, and then she does the same to her other nipple. 

    Sandra moans and writhes against the wall. “Yes, baby. Suck Mama’s tits.” 

    Nancy groans as she keeps doing just that, like a hungry infant clinging to her mother’s breasts. I recall what she said about her own obsession with breasts and feel hornier.  

    She told me the best way to deal with obsessions is not fighting it but accepting it, and she’s obviously practicing what she preaches. 

    Nancy slips a hand to cup her friend’s sex, and Sandra thrusts her hips to grind on it. 

     Sandra comes soon with a loud scream, and the two ladies go on kissing in the pool. 

    I’ve gotten so horny I grab Bree, wanting to fuck her right there on the chaise, but she pushes me away and jumps into the pool. She swims across the pool and stands in front of Nancy. Without a second’s pause, she pushes Nancy’s bikini top aside and cups her breasts with both hands. 

    The older woman’s eyes turn dreamy right away, and she wraps her arms around Bree to pull her closer to her.  

    Bree latches her mouth on one of Nancy’s breasts while molding the other one with a hand. Her other hand slips down to stroke Nancy’s clit. Nancy writhes with pleasure just like Sandra did earlier. Sandra watches them with dreamy eyes for a moment before standing behind Bree. She wraps an arm around her to mold her tit while cupping her pussy with her other hand. 

    Fuck me. I grab my cock, knowing the ladies have forgotten me. I jack off while watching them unblinking, and I come explosively, along with the screaming ladies.  

    I close my eyes while panting to get oxygen. Boy that was intense. 

      

     “Enjoyed the show, Lifeguard?” Sandra’s sultry voice wakes me from my trance. 

    My eyes flutter open and I take in the gorgeous sight as Sandra stands in front of me. Her bikinis aren’t with her, and her large teardrop tits hang on her chest like ripe fruits begging to be tasted. Fuck me. We’re outdoors although the property is large. I can’t help glancing around, not wanting anyone else to see what’s mine. The only people around are Nancy and Bree, who are still cuddling in the pool. 

    Sandra lies down on the chaise next to me. “So, I’m not going to see you at the gym anymore?” 

    She reminds me of my schedule change next week when school starts. “I won’t be there in the morning, but you can still come in the afternoon or the evenings.” 

    “But I like to have my workout done in the mornings,” she says with a frown. “I suppose you can come over to my house on the weekends and be my personal lifeguard.” 

    “I can do that,” I say. “But won’t Jason be home soon?” 

    She rolls her eyes. “Who knows? He was supposed to be home last Sunday, but he changed his plan. He texted me saying he would be home next week. Don’t worry. He won’t stay home long even when he’s back. He’s got a house in LA and probably a boyfriend there, too.” 

    “Good to know,” I say. Whenever I’m at her house, I worry that the guy will walk in on us in the back of my mind. But luckily, nothing like that has happened because the guy is just never home. “Are you still planning to leave him?” 

    She nods firmly. “Yes. As soon as he comes back, I’ll tell him.” 

    I hold her hand and squeeze it. Although Sandra’s marriage is a sham and I love her no matter what, I still prefer her single. 

    A moan gets our attention and we look in the pool’s direction. My naked girlfriend is sitting on the deck and Nancy’s face is between her wide-spread legs. Bree is squeezing her tit with one hand and gripping the deck with the other to steady herself. Her back arches, her head throws back, her face looks ecstatic.  

    My cock twitches at the sight and that gets Sandra’s attention. Her eyes turn dark and she gets up from her chair, straddles me and wraps her lips around my wilted cock right away.  

    Fuck me. My cock swells up in no time, and I thrust into her hot mouth. My eyes dart between my hot MILF’s pouted lips and my girlfriend’s beautiful naked body. I imagine how good Bree’s pussy tastes while enjoying the blow job Sandra gives me, and the stimuli are too much for my cock. I throb in Sandra’s mouth and grip her shoulder. “Don’t stop, baby. I’m gonna come.” 

    My naughty MILF chooses the moment to let my cock pop out of her mouth, and straightens her body. She is straddling my legs, her feet are on the ground and her legs spread wide, displaying her glistening womanhood to me. “Fuck me, Kevin,” she says with a coo as her pussy slowly moves up to meet my cock. 

    I spring to full mast just like that, and I don’t hesitate to guide my hard on to her sopping pussy. She doesn’t wait to sink down, her tight pocket gripping me and practically sucking me into her depth.  

    I grunt, and Sandra has my full attention as she starts to bounce on my cock. Her tits sway as she rocks, and I cup them and mold them.  I love it when Sandra rides me because of her delicious cupcakes. I can never have enough of them, no matter how often I touch them, suck them, and fuck them. Sandra knows about my fascination with them and it’s why she offers them to me whenever she gets a chance. I can’t even count the times I slip my hands into her shirt to grope her. Fuck. Those tits are national treasures.  

    I roll both of her nipples when I feel her pussy clench, and Sandra screams. My cock jerks violently as the cum I’ve been holding spurts out of my and fills my MILF’s fertile womb. 
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    College finally started. I now go to school in the mornings and work in the gym in the afternoons and evenings. Sandra stops coming to the gym since Bree now trains at the college pool. But Bree often comes to the gym in the evenings, not to swim but just to hang out with me. 

    Today, Sandra dropped her off an hour ago and left, so she needs me to take her home. 

    Bree waits for me when I clean up the pool area after closing, and then we head for the parking lot.  

    It’s the first time I give her a ride in my car, and I’m a tad worried she won’t like it. But her eyes light up when she sees my behemoth classic car. “This is so cool!” she exclaims. “You can totally live here!” 

    I chuckle. She isn’t exaggerating, but the interior of the Thunderbird is at least twice as roomy as her Mini.  

    “The T-Bird started the trend of personal luxury cars,” I tell her what I learned from my uncle’s friend. “In the beginning they were two-door sports cars, but later the design shifted to provide comfort instead of performance, and the model became so popular the other auto-makers copied it.” 

    Bree giggles with an eye roll. “Boys and their cars.” 

    As I drive toward her house, I tell Bree what happened at school. “My math professor gave us a one-question quiz today and I was the only person who got the correct answer.” 

    She leans in to kiss me on the cheek. “You’re so smart, Kevin. I love you. I’m never good at math. I’m taking a stat class, and I could really use a tutor.” 

    I grin. “Of course, I can help you.” 

    “Good. I used to pay so much for tutoring, and really envied the girls who got it for free from their boyfriends.” 

    I chuckle. “I envied the boys who got to tutor their hot girlfriends, too, although I’m not sure I can do math with you next to me, baby. I can hardly focus on driving as we speak.” 

    Bree giggles and strokes my arm to tease me. 

    “Stop it,” I say as my cock jolts at her touch.  

    She doesn’t stop. Instead, she slides her hand to my inner thigh. 

    Fuck. My truck veers toward the curb and I hit the brakes. “I’m warning you, Bree. Don’t get us into an accident.” 

    “Look at you. So serious. No other car is around,” she says with an eye roll, still not letting go of my dick. 

    While cursing, I make a mistake turning into a one-way side street. “See what you did to me? Little vixen,” I complain as I look for a place to turn around but can’t find any driveway at all. “What am I supposed to do?” 

    Bree finally lets go of me and looks out at the dark street. “Damn. The streets around my house are weird. Sometimes I get lost if I’m not careful. Let’s just drive further down and see what happens.” 

    I do what she says and keep driving. But to our dismay, the winding street seems to be endless. Instead of getting out to a main thoroughfare, we seem to be trapped in a maze. 

    “It doesn’t look like we’re gonna get out of here,” I say. We’re in a rich neighborhood with properties so large I barely see any houses behind the hedges and lawns in the dark. 

    Bree frowns. “I wish your car got a GPS. Maybe classic cars aren’t that great, after all.”  

    “I’ve got the App on my phone. Let me check.” I park the car next to a large estate and stop the engine.  

    I pull out my phone from my pocket but Bree holds my wrist. “What’s the hurry?” she says. “Let’s just relax here for a minute.” 

    “What?” I frown. I want to get out of here. It’s all dark and frankly, a bit eerie. I start to wonder whether anyone lives here in these houses at all. “What do you have in mind?” 

    “I always wanted to make out in a car,” she says. 

    My heart races at the suggestion because I’ve had the same fantasies. As I hesitate, Bree unbuttons her shirt and peels down her bra.  

    Fuck. I curse and undo my seatbelt. 

    Without getting out of the car, I help her climb onto the spacious back seat and follow suit. “What do you want to do?” I ask after kissing her. 

    “I want to suck your cock,” she says and pulls my pants down to my knees. 

    In no time, she’s kneeling on the floor and her mouth is on my cock. 

    Fuck. My dick pulses under her attention, making her coo. Without further hesitation, her pouty lips are wrapping around my thick shaft. Just the sight of her bright eyes filled with desire, and her plump lips gliding up and down my hardness makes me harder and drives me nuts. I grip the seat in one hand, and another, the back of her head, pushing her down each time she comes up. She licks the head of my cock and sucks it over and over like a delicious ice cream cone before sinking down further. She bobs her head up and down as she licks and sucks me, swirling her tongue over the tip and even thrusting her tongue into the slit to tease me. 

    “Fuck, you’re becoming a pro,” I say, resisting the urge to come. 

    My praise spurs her on and she sucks my cock head hard to make me come. 

    But I stop her. “That’s good enough baby,” I croak. “I want to fuck you.” 

    She stands up and bends over the seat, her ass in the air and legs spread wide. I hold her from behind and palm her lovely ass, my cock sliding along her gash and finding her wet hole. I slide it in and her web pussy immediately grips me. I dip my finger in her wetness and thrust into her rear hole to play with it. 

    Bree coos. “Kevin,” she says in a throaty voice. “I want you to fuck my ass please.” 

    “Are you sure?” 

    “Yes, Kevin. You’ve been stretching me long enough. I’m ready for you.” 

    I growl and pull my cock out of her pussy. It’s coated with her pussy juice, but I lube her asshole with more juice just in case. After her rear hole opens for me wide and ready, I push my thick cock into it inch by inch. 

    Bree writhes on the seat. “Oh baby, oh God.” 

    “Are you okay, Bree? Does it hurt?” 

    “No. It’s so good, Kevin. I’m so stuffed. I’m gonna come!” 

    “What? So soon?”  

    “Yeah. You’re big, in case you don’t know. And you’re hitting my sweet spot from behind.” 

    Fuck. Hearing her descriptions turns me on and my cock pulses. I don’t wait to thrust deeper.  

    Her rear channel is so fucking tight that I’m also on the verge of coming. 

    But again I hold the urge. It’s the first time both of us make out in a car and our first anal sex, and I want us to enjoy it. I stop thrusting for a minute and reach a hand to stroke her pussy lips instead. Bree writhes under my touch. 

    I mold her firm breast and roll her hard nipple between my fingers. “Oh baby. I love you sooo much,” I murmur. “Tell me you are mine, and call me daddy again.” 

    “I’m yours, Daddy. I’m yours from head to toe, front and back.” 

    Fuck. I pick up my speed and plunge into her asshole deep and hard and fast until both of us scream.  
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    A month after I entered college and two months after I first got acquainted with Sandra and Bree Jones, I still can’t believe I’m so lucky. I have two gorgeous women who can’t seem to have enough of me, and I’m getting good marks on all my exams.  

    I spend most of my weekends at the Jones’s house, being the ladies’ personal lifeguard and playmate and Bree’s tutor. 

    It’s a Sunday. Nancy is still in New York, getting ready to move to Houston. I’m tutoring Bree’s stats in the living room while Sandra is baking in the kitchen. 

    “So, the standard deviation measures how far a score is away from the average, the larger the SD, the more unusual it is,” I say to her. 

    Bree quickly taps on her phone and does a search on Google. A moment later, she looks up with a stunned expression, “My goodness, Kevin. The average erection size is 5 inches, and you are…ten SD higher than the norm!” 

    Damn. I chuckle. “Yeah I’m a freak, sassy girl. And I don’t remember you measuring my erection. When did you do it?”  

    “This morning. Before you woke up. It was your morning wood.” 

    Fuck. My cock jolts as I picture the naughty girl checking up my cock when I’m sleeping. 

    As we speak, Sandra comes into the living room in a bra and panties. A bit of flour sticks to her cleavage and I reach to wipe it off her. Sandra coos as Bree taps on her phone again and I know what she’s up to. 

    “What’s the average breast size?” I ask with an eye roll. 

    “34DD, and Sandra is way over the top!” 

    “What the hell are you guys talking about?” Sandra asks. “Is there anything wrong with my tits?” 

    “No, Mom,” Bree says. “They’re just phenomenal.” 

    Seeing that Bree has gotten the concept, I suggest a break. I turn on the TV and start watching Cosmic Sin on Netflix while Sandra and Bree and surfing on their phones.  

    I’m lost in an action scene when I hear moans next to me. The ladies are making out on the couch. 

    I can no longer pay attention to the movie. Instead, my eyes are fixed on Sandra’s bra. My cock swells as Bree’s hand moves under it and Sandra moans. I grab my cock over my pants the moment Sandra unhooks her bra and her phenomenal tits bounce free. Bree whimpers and lies on Sandra’s lap to suckle her stepmom’s breast while Sandra cradles the younger woman’s head in her arms. 

    I’ve seen the sight often and it never fails to turn me on. I watch as Sandra’s nipple goes in and out of Bree’s mouth. Hard and glistening.  

    I’m horny as fuck, but stifle my urge to touch my cock. Instead, I kneel in front of the couch and take Bree’s nipple into my mouth, sucking her at the same time she suckles her stepmom. Bree moans and so does Sandra. I slip one hand between Bree’s thighs, and the other between Sandra’s under Bree, finger-fucking them at the same time. Bree grips my cock and strokes it up and down. 

    Soon, our moans fill the entire living room and the movie is forgotten. There might be violent gunshots and screams in the background but all I hear is the sound of pleasure making around me. 

    The two ladies come at the same time, covering both of my hands with their fertile cum. And I lick both hands clean. 

    I’m barely done tasting my ladies’ juices when Bree grips my cock. “Kevin, honey, let me take care of the monster.” 

    “By all means,” I say in a hoarse voice. I close my eyes to enjoy my moment in paradise.  

    My cock is in Bree’s hands, and I’m cupping Sandra’s tits when I hear a man’s voice, “What in God’s name is going on here?” 

    It takes me a while to realize it’s a real person speaking instead of a voice on TV. 

    My orgasm subsides and Bree and Sandra gasp at the same time.  

    “Daddy?” Bree says while covering herself with her shirt.  

    Sandra doesn’t bother to hide, but simply waves at the man. “Hey Jason, long time no see. It’s pretty self-explanatory what’s going on.” 

    I’m proud of my calm and collected MILF. 

    Jason, Bree’s dad and Sandra’s husband, stands wordless for a moment. He’s tall and slim, his face is thin and pale, and his eyes are blazing with anger. But when they fall on my cock, which is, unfortunately, still long and thick despite his interruption, his expression changes to what looks like envy. 

    I cover it with my hand in an instant but notice his Adam’s apple moving up and down. 

    I should be ashamed of myself, screwing his wife and daughter and being caught, but the envy in his eyes sets me at ease. 

    When he speaks, his voice trembles. “Who the hell are you?” 

    “I’m Kevin, sir,” I say. “Bree and Sandra’s boyfriend.” 

     “You have the nerve to declare that. To hell you are. Get out of my house now.” 

    “I’m sorry, sir,” I say and pick up my clothes on the floor. Instead of putting them on in front of Jason, I walk toward the hallway. 

    Jason’s eyes are glued to my crotch but I quickly hide it with my clothes. 

    “Wait!” Sandra stands up next to me and wraps her arm around me. 

    “He’s not going anywhere,” My MILF says to the older man. “He’s my man and your daughter’s. We need him. You’re an absentee father and husband, and this young man has been fulfilling your duty to make us happy. The least you can do is to ask him to stay.” 

    My mouth falls. Is she serious? What an absurd request! 

    “Mm, I’m good, Sandra,” I say. “I don’t have to stay.” 

    “Yes you will stay, and I insist,” Bree also speaks up. “Daddy, if you have just an ounce of love for me, then please, let Kevin stay here with us. I’m pregnant and my baby needs a daddy.” 

    My jaw falls again. “What, Bree? When did this happen?” 

    “I found out yesterday. I was going to tell you later,” she says and comes to my other side, pressing her naked torso against me. 

    Jason’s trembling with anger and he’s clenching his fists. For a moment, I’m afraid he’ll swing at me and I prepare to defend myself while protecting my ladies. But he doesn’t. His fists loosen and he sighs. “You’re right, Sandra. I’m sorry I haven’t been a husband at all. And Bree, I love you, but I’m not cut out to be a dad.” 

    And then he turns to me, glancing at my cock again, and says, “Kevin, do you promise you’ll take care of Sandra and Bree if I let you stay in my house?” 

    “Yes, sir, I promise,” I say quickly although I’m bewildered by the dramatic change in the man’s response. 

    He smiles for the first time since he came in. “Good. It’s about time I take off for good, then. The house is yours and so are the women, young man.” He squeezes my shoulder, and then whispers in my ear, “Nice package.” 

    I cringe just a bit because it’s the first time a man gawks at me like that. But I answer politely, “Thank you sir.” 

    After Jason goes upstairs to his room, I pull Bree to me and kiss her. “Why didn’t you tell me sooner?” 

    “I was going to but Sandra said we should wait.” 

    I frown and turn to Sandra. “You know about it?” 

    She nods with a smile. “That's why I’m baking a cake. It’s to celebrate our pregnancies.” 

    My mouth falls to the floor. “You’re pregnant, too?” 

    She nods with tears in her eyes. “Yes, Kevin! I’m going to become a mom, a real mom!”  

    [bookmark: _gjdgxs]I hug them at the same time. “Thank you, ladies. I’m the luckiest man on earth!” 

      

      

      

      

      

    

  


   
    Thanks for reading MILF Doctor. 

    Please leave a rating on Amazon and let me know how satisfied you are. 
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